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INTRODUCTION

^
Thebb are literary utterances which it is useless to

iinitate, and impossible to improve. Mr. Andrew Lang
will, I trust, pardon me if, for this reason, I place in the
forefront of the present introduction to Horae Subsecivae
some of the admirable sentences with which he defined
and described the author, whom he had not only seen,
but known. Here is what he says of Dr. John Brown.
After touchmg generally upon his geniality and charm,
he goes on :—' He had no mawkish toleration of things
and people intolerable, but he preferred not to turn his
mind that w&y. His thoughts were with the good, the
wise, the modest, the learned, the brave of times past,
and he waa eager to catch a reflection of their qualities
in the characters of the living, of aU with whom he came
into contact. . . . From everything that was beautiful
or good, from a summer day by the Tweed, or from the
eyes of a child, or from the humorous saying of a friend,
OT from treasured memories of old Scotch worthies,
from recollections of his own childhood, from experience
of the stoical heroism of the poor, he seemed to extract
matter for pleasant thought of men and the world, and
nourishment for his own great and gentle nature. /
Mve never known any man to whom other men seemed so
dear,—men dead, and men living ^* These words, of
which the keynote is the itaUcized passage (there are
more of them, but quotation has its limits), give a
vivid idea of the kindly, gentle, and sympathetic
nature of the writer whom Mr. Lang calls 'Rab's
Friend,' and whom Edinburgh for thirty years re-

*
o^^'**

*'"®^^»' C'cn'wrj/ Magazine, December, 1882,
pp. 240-247; reprinted in Adventures Among Books, 1905.
pp. 57-78.



^ INTRODUCTION
cognized as its 'beloved physician.' As micht bo

TaX Brnl'''%f^
biographer the late Dr. JohS

fin^wi [. T^L- J,* *? ^''°™ ^^- Tavlor Brown's un-

?h« fow""* ^^}^y interesting study, that some ofthe following data are derived'.

-,ii?^°
Brown, known chiefly to literature as theauthor oiHorae Snbsecime, was bom on the 23rd Sen-tember. 1810 in his father's manse at Biggar in Lanark-

Bhxre, bemg Uie fifth of a succession of jfhn bJo^s allmen of marked mdividuaUty, concerning who^much
detail IS dispereed in the ' Letter to John Cairns. IXd! '

which comes first in this volume. When in his sixthyear, he lost his mother, to whose too early death, hisfathers sorrow and his own childish wonder and be^Iderment. he ha. devoted some of the most touching

?h.n .If
^''

l-^f-.v.
^ ^^22, when he was rather morfthan eleven^ His father received a caU to the ' Rose StSecession Church,' at Edinburgh, and the family, thenconsisting of two daughters. Janet a«d Isabel, andtwo sons, moved to the capital John's first school-master was one WiUiam Steele, a dominie apparSy

tTnn' '^'rSL^
*^^ apph-cation of the terribte ^taW

fn th?" h!,
to arouse in his pupils any abiding interest

^fWf» "'^''{i'f.'V
I°,2ptober, 1824. Brown passedto that famous Edniburgh High School where Broughamand Jeffrey, and Scott and Cockbum, had their train-

ing. Ite Rector at this date was Dr. Aglionby RossCarson ^ the editor of Pluzedms and TacL, a masS?
ml^f fv,^^'"w-,r°'P®^*'"^°*' "*^ Of far higher attain-ment, than Wilham Steele. But under Steele Brownhad already shown considerable aptitude for Latin,which he carried much further at the High School,

thl ^f/°rl ^TV " 5^'-«My and a Criticism. Bythe late John Taylor Brown, LL.D., F.S.A (Scot)Edited, with a short sketch of the Bio^apherTby W BDunlop. M.A London: Adam and Chfrles Bi;ck! 1903
- (>eorge Borrow had been one of his pupils in 1814when he was classical master.

^ '



INTRODUCTION yu

though his careful and conscientious work was more
remarkable than the elegance of his scholarship. It is

curious to note that the subsequent author of Horae
Svbsecivae preferred drawing to writing, and generally
elected to send in the map which was Uien accepted as
the alternative to the short vacation essay. For the
rest, he was a frank, popular, amiable lad, though not
by any means bbckward in the perpetual fistioufiEs to
which Borrow refers in Ch. VII of Lavengro. At this
time, as Mr. Lang has not failed to remember, the tall
form of Scott was still to be encountered in the Edin-
burgh streets, * all rough and alive with power '—power
which, alas i was soon to be strained to the breaking
point in that heroic and hopeless struggle to retrieve
the failure of Ballantyne and Co. Little record re-
mains of Brown's school days beyond tiie famous dog-
fights with which he opens the paper on ' Bab and his
Friends,' and its casual reference to nis chum and school-
mate. Bob Ainslie. He x^mained at Uie High School
untilAugust, 1826, and then, in the following November,
entered the University as a student in the Arts classes.

His academic career was brief, for early in 1827 he
had already entered upon his apprenticeship to James
Syme, soon to be, if not already recognized as, the
greatest contemporary authority on surgery. Whatever
instinct decided his choice of medicine as a profession,
it was wise, and, according to his biographer, well calcu-
lated to develop to the utmost his essentially compas-
sionate nature, his peculiar power of minute observation,
and his gift of acute discernment. Of his apprentice-
ship. Dr. Taylor Brown tells us little save that, after
about five years, he emerged with the full approbation
of his master, by whom he was recommended to a medi-
cal man at Chatham. He was at Chatham during the
cholera visitation of 1832, touching which there is an
interesting anecdote. Charles Dickens, speaking once
at an Edinburgh dinner party of C9iatham, where
he had lived in childhood, told enthusiastically, as
illustrating the tenacity of Scotch character, the story
of a young surgeon, who, when all liis colleagues fled

l!



ill INTRODUCTION
before the epidemic, remained doggedly at his nost

Stendii^
dead body of a woman whom he had beenattending. Dr. Brown was present; and Dickens waspromptly mformed that bis*^ti..«.t;/. was the 'yoZBurgeon^ in question.

young

Brown returned to Edinburgh in 1833, obtained his

S£S;f^^^'
and began to practise on his own accounL

SaSneM'Ka^^ S'
"^^^ t^e acquaintance of Zscauienne M Kay, whom he married six years later. His

^^Z^ tl ""'"
T^^^y 8°°^'^^»- possessionsDemg limited to her wardrobe and * two or three ndrlvolumes of the Spectator^ ' You'U observe ' sS Whusband to his biographer, 'that aU good woZ^ovethe Spectator; a statement which should vex the cCtof Jane Auaien. who speaks disrespectfully of thatt^honoped classic in Ch. V of NortjS^er^C. Buubemarriage was a love-match; e^ndUiaa M'Kav bLidP«

!° tL .M°^^'^'??"P"'^'"^^*«' "^^^^^ ^ the langSgSof ^e od advertisements, 'are necessary to render

dLateTZi^.^
truly happy.' She wasCffiSf;

Z^^^ r^
"^ and honest, even to bluntness. ' Why

1 ^ u' i^u °''''® «^^d impetuously to Thackerav who
tZfl''^^

husband and ^fe, 'make Esmond^rrry
wt n^ rr" ' ^rl'''' ^^y' ^« answered, "it

selves
° He i^cri"'"^ ^^Ta u^^'^ ^^^^^ them-selves. He might ^^ave added that Lady Cast^ woodwas only seven years olJer than Colonel Esrn^d B^ST "^^^^ "P°° ^hich there wiU alwaysTe a con-flict of opinion, since the objection rests in reality notso mucn upon the difference in years, as upo^hjf^t

St thlmTehT
'^'^ '^^" *^^PP^ ^''^ ---

thkt^Xfh?'" !f^^r'^^"?
^'- ^^°^ ^as five-and.wiirty, that he made his debut in literatnrp hi<> ««.<

recognized effort being the 'NotS e^lrV%hSh^related m the introduction to that j^aper,' hr^ontrl!



INTRODUCTION ix

buted to the Witness of Hugh Miller. This he followed
up in February, 1847, by an article in the Norfh British
Review on Ruskin's Modem Painters, two volumes of
which had then appeared anonymously without at-
tracting the attention they deserved. But Dr. Brown
seized on the essential quality of Ruskin's teaching
w-ijn he roundly declared that they who gave them-
selves ujp to the guidance of this ' most original thinker '

would find not only that they were richer in true
knowledge, and quickened in pure and heavenly affec-
tions, but that they would open their eyes upon a new
world—walk under an ampler heaven, and breathe a
diviner air.* These two articles served to confirm the
impression entertained by the writer's friends of his
instinctive feeling tor art ; and they also, by their
insistence upon the refining and educating effect of the
completed work rather than upon the barren techni-
calities of its production, helped to inaugurate a new
way in the method of cnucism. In November, 1849,
followed another paper on ' Locke and Sydenham,'
which besides adding materially to the literature of the
subject, was specially memorable for the views it ex-
pressed upon the art of medicine (of which Sydenham
was the founder) as opposed to medicine as a science.
Dr. Brown seems, in this connexion, to have always
advocated the employment of a pecuUar judgement and
instinctive sagacity, or what he terms (quoting from
Baxter) a ' searching and conjecturing turn of mind,'
in preference to the more hide-bound and mechanical
application ox stereot3rped precepts. This second
paper, it may be added, brought him a complimentary
visit from Lord Jeffrey, then nearing the close of his
long life—a visit which naturally gave great pleasure
to the author and his wife.

Dr. Brown's literary output was so limited, and in a
sense so occasional, that we may at once fill in the list
of his further productions. In 1858 appeared the first
installment of Horae Subsecivae, the series of collected
articles by which he is best known. This included
Locke and Sydenham,' and the charming sketch en-
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»eriM. containingX Jmiriwi °lfm*^ * "?"?<*

^i'c? the present issue is a reprint In 18«qT«'

Wt ^o/^ot? ^"^'^^ «hild who had Ln 7^at
O^hS StwL T^JJ*" r^^^ ^y 'MinchnC*

a £ro,vhly sympathetic StT^L 'mliTmc^irt*

always been one of the writer's 'avnnH*x» i ^
moS?* "^ ^.^'^^^ " ^-^er4 h?msS?.*^.'ihe^e"more fun. he had written ;» iq^« «

"lo^ju. xnere is

S.""*' *"•• *<'•• P<"» together >.• The forigoing papers, contributed to the NorlhUriiJiL-

bv n? iS B°"" SjiiKcivae va. apparently borrowed

a'?d'£i.?°J^«^.'°r„t^??nr62S'rf;fH°^™"r
Stationer of Panro rh^J? j ? Edward Blount, the

DonTi^e and th^so-t^fed 'lal.r""^'^"*^^.^^^*?'^'^

know the author of the Observationa ' Xm^uJ- j
to h.,e been William CSntetirt°,S,™K"1

rns own Uorae Subseeivae was translated by an
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He was nearing the cIom of bis career when he pre-
pared this collection for the press ; and between the
date of his first definite literary attempt and 1882, there
IS httle to chronicle in his busy but uneventful history.
Sorrow came to him in 1864 with the death, afi«r a long
and pamful illness, of his beautiful wife, and for sixteen
years he was more or less subject to attacks of depres-
sion, which occasionally became so serious as to oblige
him for a season to lay aside his practice. During
the last SIX months of his life, however, aU clouds
seem to have passed away. He had returned to
letters with renewed interest ; his new book had oeen
warmly welcomed by the public and the press ; and it
was hoped that a fresh period of restored heah.h and
activity was before him. But he died on thb 11th
May, 1882, in his seventy-second year, and was
buned m New Calton Cemetery.

So much of Dr. Brown's character is foreshadowed in
the opening quotation of this paper, that it is almost
needless to add more. But a few personal traits, gleaned
from different sources, may lend detail to the portrait of
one of whom assuredly it should be written, as of Leigh
Hunts Abou Ben Adhem, that he 'loved his feUow-
men. Under a quaint, semi - humorous mode of
address, which was generally accompanied by akmd glance and a singularly gentle voice, he con-
cealed the keenest appreciation of humanity in all ite
forms. Of his penetration it might be said— as
Chesterfield said of Bolingbroke's — that it ' was
almost intuition.' Nothing escaped him ; and every
passmg incident became an immediate source of mirth
or sadness, or ministered directly to his sleepless
sense of humour. For nature, and especiaUy for
nature m association with memory and traclition,

American firm into Spare Hours; and it has also been
happily designated Broum 8tudiea,—a, title at which the
author himself 8eem<i to glance in the ' Preface ' to the
second senea.
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fiJlta^^^^JTw^""^***' "!^ ^« ^*<J ^^ keenest

mStel i^i„« '^T^.''"**^ ^« •*"»« of tears in

K,^!S * "*^ ^ ^1** **" exceptional insight perhanafound ito most fertile source of amusement and wondSm^ diagnosis of individual character He de!

?h'^Sil mrwh!«^'°\>'* .urfacc-iT discov'erfng

vn.*^„«^ whatevei his position in life, under thiwrappings of convention and prescription, carrvSathis cunosity everywhere, and only dee&tS wWthf
iT7thTw« li^ °J ?!. -"bject^wortStei* One re!suit of this was that he had friend* in every rank of the

"r^£Z'^' S^ t" ^?° "^^^ ^^ ^«»Kg hi? long

A^hriiS.^R^^*''
were w„mly attaoheS toS

at RutliL sSL*®'°,r"' 1?
*^' ^"^^^ drawing-room

*LVk T?^ F*^** "^^f"* ^« ^^ surrounded by Sbjects

or i?or».*'''*?'y~°""^y *" 8'^«« to him, in one Vay
was a SL. S S^"""""^

who admired or' loved hfm?was a thmg to be remembered. The radiatina centre

of rff^.r^'f^y' ^^™ °«^«^ without hteacSof affectionate devotees. ' " I'll tell Dr. Browiu" waa

^v^^l^ *^**
'*°'l^"* *« ^^ friendfrhearl^

M o^s^lffiT*'; Pf**^^"*'. or queer, and the gle^r?as of sunlight that shone in his eyea and played round

tionT;Si:S°"? '^}' li«tenel acted r^ln^^a
bMt, and their best was betterSian it would havebeen without him. They brought him of tiid? treasie

fSrJ^ "^^
^*"r"^ *^' ^°^ there wwnoTfrYSS a^'A-^P^.?^^'' °^^ ^*'°'»' * ^^luable auti!gra^. anythmg that anyone in Edinburgh greatly
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Of Dr. Brown's writings there is little to add, least of
all OS a preface to the present volume. As already
stated, he had lived half his life before he took to his pen

;

and he cannot be thought to have abused his powers.
He seems never to have had any proba lary period

:

he entered the arena fully armed, and his manner was
matured from the first. As he wrote of John Ruskinm 1847, so he wrote of John Leech thirty years later.
For style qua style,—that fertile source of affectation
and paradox,—he probably cared but Uttle. His first
desire was to have something to say; and then to
say it plainly—without 'perplexity and confusion
of thought.' Voltaire held that the adjective was the
enemy of the noun ; but Dr. Brown uses a string of
adjectives whenever he Ukes ; and it would be hard to
withdraw any of hem without lessening the effect*
picturesque or persuasive, of what he wishes to convey
to his reader. One of his marked features is his happy
knack of illustrating and enforcing his words by simites
borrowed from his own profession. This, which he
shares with the Autocrat of the Breakfast Table,
often adds materially to the vigour of his present-
ment. He has been compared—by those who must
compare—with Lamb,—with Hazlitt. His vocabulary
w, perhaps, as various and energetic as that of Hazlitt ;
but in his benevolence and humour he comes nearer
Lamb. In reality, he does not greatly resemble either,
except that he wrote occasional pieces and essays.
And the abiding charm of these lies in the fact that he
wrote of what he loved,—that he loved good and beauti-
ful thmgs,—and that he did his best to make others
love them as much as he loved them himself.

T,

Ealuxo, December, 1906.
AUSTIN DOBSON.
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I

'If thou he a severe, aour-complexioned man, then I here
aisaUow thee to be a competent judge.'—Izaak Walton.

'A lady, resident in Devonshire, going into one of her
parlours, discovered a young ass, who had found its way into
the room, andcarefuUy dosed the door upon himself. He had
evtdenUy not been long in this situation before he had nibbleda part of Ctceros Orations, and eaten nearly all the index ofa folio edttwnof Seneca in Latin, a large part of a volume of

^ i^'^n^
* ilfaa:ma xn French, and several pa<jes of Cecilia.

rli^fT.j.*^,
°*^^\:^''^^i^1 whatever, and not a vestigeremained of the leaves that he had devoured.'—Pivrck Egan.

r.LfJ!fV'^^7fI^
""* <Ae »/;«5<r,o«* dead by the quick, often

pervllssefu^t^'^"'
^""""^ ^'""^"'' »*^' *« ^'»

,J,
^^^7? "°'**'^ *o aniusing as human nature, but thenyou must have some one to laugh with.'—C. S. B.

SidS!^ " ""^^ ^^^ '^^ " ^^^ P°"' ** /eara.'-Sib P.



AUTHORS PREFACE

poet and literary man of all work sentTm th^MSS il

&c., are less readable—less lit^i^ +« IVn
^^^'^^~''*

idle hnnw. nf fK^T *i
*®^f,."KeIy to while away the

.hat <*^ i, a t^:uTta?r°"^°\p;:;p-. -^BROWN" Q
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xvni PREFACE

family in this country also assert the same of them-
selves.

' In further reading how your father came, late in life,

when it was too late, to know that he had neglected bis

body, I called to mind a remark of another Dr. Brown,
which I thought you might Uke to hear, as confirmatory
of your theory of the unUy of the Browns.

Dr. John Brown, D.D., was a native of Brooklyn,
in this State. He was settled at one time in Cazenovia,
New York, and finally died at the age of fifty, prema-
turely worn out, at Hadley, Mass. He was a man of
great tenacity of purpose, strength of intellect, a clear

thinker, and generally a powerful man. He was also

much beloved, for his heaic was large and warm.
* While he was waiting for death to overtake him,

being undermined as I have said, I have heard my
mother say that he once remarked, " I have worn my-
self out in labour which God never required of me, and
for which man never will thank me."

'

Those of my readers who think life in the main more
serious than not, will forgive this grave and weighty
passage. Those who do not think so, will not be the
worse of asking themselves if they are safe in so doing.

23, Rutland Stbset,
Feb. 15, 1862.

J.B.
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Human wisdom has reached its furthest point when it gets
to aay—/ do not know—God knows. In the eh lid's story of
' Beauty and the Beast,' ihe Beast says to Beauty, ' Do you
not think me very ugly f ' ' Why, yes,' said she, ' for 1 cannot
tell a story.' ' You are right,' replied the Beast ; ' and
besides being ugly I am very stupid.' ' 1 think you cannot
be very stupid,' said Beauty, '

if you yourself know this.'—
From a thoughtful Discourse oa Plato, by, I believe, a
Liverpool Merchant.
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Aa he waa of the Pauline type of mind, hta Chriatianity
ran into the aame mould. A strong, intense, and vehement
nature, with masculine intellect and unyielding will, he
accepted the Bible in its literal simplicity as an absolute
revelation, and then showed the strength of his character in
subjugating his whole being to this decisive influence, and in
projecting the same convictions into other minds. He was
a believer in the sense of theM Puritans, and, amid the doubt
and aeepttcism of the nineteenth century, held as firmly as
any of them by the doctrines of atonement and grace. He
had most of the idiosyncrasy of Baxter, though not without
the contemplation of Howe. The doctrines of Calvinism,
mitigated but not renounced, and received simply as dictates
of Heaven, without any effort or hope to bridge over their
inscrutable depths by philosophical theories, he translated into
a ferve^ '. humble, and resolutely active life.

' There was a fountain of tenderness in his nature as weU as
a sweep of impetuous indignation ; and the one drawn out
and the other controUed by his Christian faith, made him at
once a phtlanthropist and a reformer, and both in the highest
departments of human interest. The union of these ardent
elements, and of a highly devotional temperament, not un-
touched with melancholy, with the patience of the scholar, and
the sobriety of the critic, formed the singularity and almost
the anomaly of his personal character. These contrasts were
tempered by the discipline of experience ; and his life, both
as a man and a Christian, seemed to become more rich, genial,
and harmonious as it approached its close.'—Dr. Cairns.
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LETTER TO JOHN CAIRNS, D.D.

23 Rutland Steeet, 15th August 1860My Dear FKiEND.-Wben. at the urgent request ofhis trustees and family, and in accordance Swhit Iboheve was his own wish, you undertook my ilthev'l

?wS J' ""^V^ ^ "^'^^r^ °" *^« understanVng that

deS ^™?y°"7itVome domestic and personaldetails. This I hoped to have done, but was uSable.

i« n?^"!i
convinced more than ever how Uttle my hand

LT f- ^ '^l'^^^ endeavour to fulfil my promtsBefore domg so, however.you must permit me to express

TurtlarT/ofht ^° ^^^ '^ ^^^ ^^^^^ P-^ ^^

Without whose life we had not been;

StW^lnd" ^^y y^e"" y?^
l^abituaUy wrote as ' Myfather, and one of whose best blessings, when he wassuch an one as Paul the aged.' was to know that Jouwere to him ' mme own son in the gospel.'

^

fT^Z^i ^^^"^^ ^ *^^ °'''^^«'' in which you have donethis last kindness to the dead, I can say nothing moreexpressive of our feelings, and, I am sure, nothSI moregrating toyou. than thatthe record you have givSi of

i7wSKel'nr^°l*'^r^^°^^^^^m which he took part, is done in the way which wouldhave been most pleasing to himself-thit whSi Shhis passionate love of truth and liberty, hrrelth or

ofSTo^fd^r' '^"""^f^
"^^ expressi^k, anS hfsloveof being loved, he would have most desired, in any onespea^g of him, after he was gone. He wo^ld. iXub?not, say, as one said to a great painter, on looking at his

,«

b2
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4 HORAE SUBSECIVAE

f)ortrait, ' It is certainly like, but it is much better-

ook'ng ' ; and you might well reply, aa did the painter,
' It is the truth, told lovingly '—and all the more true
that it is so told. You have, indeed, been enabled to
speak the truth, or as the Greek has it, d\i]dtvtip i»

ii7«wrij—to truth it in love.

I have over and over again sat down to try and do
what I promised and wished—to give some faint ex-
pression of my father's life ; not of what he did or said
or wrote—not even of what he was as a man of God and
a public teacher : but what he was in his essential

nature—what he would have been had he been anything
else than what he was, or had lived a thousand years
ago.

Sometimes I have this so vividly in my mind that
I think I have only to sit down and write it off, and to
do it to the quick. ' The idea of his life,' what he was
as a whole, what was his self, all his days, would,—to
go on with words which not time or custom can ever
wither or make stale,

—

Sweetly creep
Into my study of imagination ;

And every lovely organ of his life

Would come apparelled in more precious habit

—

More moving delicate, and full of life.

Into the eye and prospect of my soul.

Than when he lived indeed

;

as if the sacredness of death and the bloom of eternity
were on it ; or as you may have seen in an untroubled
lake, the heaven reflected with its clouds, brighter,
purer, more exquisite than itself ; but when you try to
put this into words, to detain yourself over it, it is by
this very act disturbed, broken and bedimmed, and soon
vanishes away, as would the imaged heavens in the
lake, if a pebble were cast into it, or a breath of wind
stirred its face. The very anxiety to transfer it, as it

looked out of the clear darkness of the past, makes the
image grow dim and disappear.
Every one whose thoughts are not seldom with the
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dead, must have felt both these conditions ; how, in
certain passive, tranquil states, there comes up into the
darkened chamber of the mind, its 'chamber of
imagery '—uncalled, as if it blossomed out of space,
exact, absolute, consummate, vivid, speaking, notdarklvM m a glass, but face to face, and ' moving delicate *—
this idea of his Ufo '

; and then how an elfort to pro-
long and perpetuate and record all tliis, troubles the
vision and kills it ! It is as if one should try to paint
in a mirror the rellection of a dear and unseen face ; the
coarse, uncertain passionate handling and colour, in-
effectual and hopeless, shut out the very thing itself.

I will therefore give this up as in vain, and try by
some fragmentary sketches, scenes, and anecdotes, to
let you know in home measure what manner of man my
father was. Anecdotes, if true and alive, are always
valuable

; the man in the concrete, the totus quis comes
out in them ; and I know you too well to consider as
trivial or out of place anything in which his real nature
displayed itself, and your own sense of humour as a
master and central power of the human soul, playing
about the very essence of the man, will do more than
forgive anything of this kind wliich may crop out here
and there, like the smile of wild flowers in grass, or bv
the wa3rside.

"^

My first recollection of my father, my first impression,
not only of his character, but of his eyes and face and
presence, strange as it may seem, dates from my fifth
year. Doubtless I had looked at him often enough
before that, and had my own childish thoughts about
him

; but this was the time when I got my fixed, com-
pact idea of him, and the first look of him which I felt
could never be forgotten. I saw him, as it were, by a
Hash of lightning, sudden and complete. A child begins
by seeing bits of everything; it knows in part—here
a little, there a Uttle ; it makes up its wholes out of it^own littles, and is long of reaching the fullness of awhole •

and m this we are children all our lives in much!
Children are long of seeing, or at least of looking at what
IS above them

; they like the ground, and its flowers

:'



« HORAE SUBSECTVAE

and ttoncs. itii ' rod odgers ' and lady-birdu, and all
Its queer thmgs ; their world is about three feet high,
and they are more often stooping than gazing up. 1
know I was past ton before I saw, or cared to see, the
ceilings of the rooms in the manse at Biggar.
On the morning of May 28. 1816. my eldest sister

Janet and I vere sleeping in the kitchen bed with Tibbie
Meek \ our only servant. We were e'l three awakened
by a cry of pain—sharp, insufferable, as if one were
stung. Years after we two confided to each other,
sitting by the bumside. that we thought that * great
cry which arose at midnight in Egypt must have been
like It. We all knew whose voice it was, and, in our
mght-clothea. we ran into the passage, and into the
little parlour to the left hand, in which was a closet-bed.We found my father standing before ns, erect, his hands
cl< '3hed in his black hair, his eyes full of misery andam ^ment, his face white as that of the dead. He
frightened us. He saw this, or else his intense will had
mastered his agony, for, taking his hands from his head,
he said, slowly and gently, ' Let us give thanks,' and
turned to a little sofa in the room; there lay our mother,
dead'. She had long been ailing. I remember her
sitting in a shawl,—an Indian one with little dark green
spots on a light ground,—and watching her growing pale
with what I afterwards knew must have been strong
pam. She had, being feverish, slipped out of bed, and

' A year ago, I found an elderly countrywoman, a widow,
waiting for me. Rising up, she said, * D'ye mind me ?

*

I looked at her, and could get nothing from her face ; but
the voice remained in my ear, as if coming from the ' fields
of sleep, and I said by a sort of instmct, * Tibbie Meek !

*

I had not seen her or heard her voice for more than forty
years. She had come to get some medical advice. Voices
are often hke the smells of flowers and leaves, the tastes of
wUd fruits—they touch and awaken the memory in a

i"^- ^^Z' ' ^^^^® ' " now Uving at Thankerton.
This sofa,which was henceforward sacred in the house,

he had always beside him. He used to teU us he set her
down upon it when he brought her home to the manse.
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•grandmother,' her mother, seeing her ' change come,*
had called my father, and they two saw her open her
blue, kmd, and true eyes, •comfortable' to us all 'as
the day —I remember them better than those of any
one I saw yesterday—and, with one faint look of recog-
nition to him, dose them till the time of the restitution
of all things.

She had another mom than ours.

Then were seen in full action his keen, passionate
nature, his Reupe of mental pain, and his supremo will,
instant and unsparing, making himself and his terrified
household give thanks in the midst of such a desolation,
-•and for it. Her warfare was accomplished, her
miqnities were pardoned; she had already received
from he: Lord's hand double for all her sins : this was
his supreme and over-mastering thought and he gave
it utterance.

No man was happier in his wives. My mother was
modest,calm, thrifty, reasonable, tender, happy-hearted,
bhe was his student-love, and is even now rememberedm that pastoral region for ' her sweet gentleness and
wife-hke government.' Her death, and his sorrow and
wss, settled down deep into the heart of the countryside.
He was so young and bright, so full of fire, so unlike
any one else, so devoted to his work, so chivalrous in
his look and manner, so fearless, and yet so sensitive
and self-contained. She was so wise, good and gentle
gracious and frank.

His subtlety of affection, and his almost cruel self-
command, were shown on the day of the funeral. It
was to Symington, four miles off,—a quiet little church-
yard, lying in the shadow of Tinto ; a place where she
herself had wished to be laid. The funeral was chiofly
on horseback. We, the family, were in coaches. I
had been since the death in a sort of stupid musing and
wonder, not making out what it all meant. I knewmy mother was said to be dead. I saw she was still,
and laid out, and then shut up, and didn't move ; but
I did not know that when she was carried out in that

! .

;

' :i
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long black box. and tye all went with her. nhe
never to return.
When we got to the village all the people were at their

doors One woman, the blacksmith Thomas Spcnce's
wife, had a nursing baby in her arms, and he leapt upand crowed with joy at the strange sight, the crowding
horsemen, the couches, and the nodding plumes of the
hoarse. This was my brother VViliiara. then ninemonths old. and Margaret Spence was his foster-mother.
Ihose with me wore overcome at this sight ; he of all
the world whose, in some ways, was the greatest loss,
theleast conscious, turning it to his own childish glee.We got to the churchyard and stood round the open
grave. My dear old grandfather was asked by my father
to pray; he did. I don't remember his words : I
believe he, through his tears and sobs, repeated theDivme words. ' All flesh is grass, and all tSe glory ofman ap the flower of the grass ; the grass withereth.and the flower thereof falleth away, but tlie word of theWd endureth for ever

' ; adding, in his homely and
pathetic wav, that the flower would again bloom, never
again to fade

; that what was now sown in dishonourand ^akness. would be raised in glory and powei. Uke

7^11 ^^/o^'O'^ ^y- Then to my suVprise andalarm, the coffin, resting on its bearers, was placed overthat dark hole, and I watched with curious eye the
unrolling of thos^ neat black bunches of cords, which Ihave often enough seen since. My father took the oneat the head, and also another much smaller springmefrom the same point as his, which he had caused to hiput there and unrolling it, put it into my hand. I

!Z!u It i"^-^,
'"""'^ "^y fi"8«'*«' *°d awaited the

result
;
the buria men with their real ropes lowered the

coffin, and when it rested at the bottom, it was too fardown for me to see it-the grave was made very deep,as he used afterwards to tell us, that it might fcold us

?V°S ?*^r ^* *^^ *^^"P% let his cord dropfollowed by the rest. This was too much. I nowsawWhat was meant, and held on and fixed my fist and feetand I beheve my father had some difficulty in forcing

'^¥9fBmE'^^im
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open my small fingerg ; he let the Uttlo black cord drop,
and I remember, m mv misery and Mger, seeing iU
open end diHiinpearing m the gloom.

t !i^ ,^vi^^^^*
^®'*^'^ ^*» *h« "econd epoch in my

father s life ; it marked a change at once and for life ;and for a man so self-reliant, so poised upon a centre of
his own, It IS wonderful the extent of change it madeHe went home, preached her funeral sermon, every one
in the church m tears, himself outwardly unmoved',
liut from that time dates an entire, though always
deepening, alteration in his manner of preaching, lie-
cause an entire change in his way of dealing with (Jod's
Word. Not that his abiding religious views and con-
victions were then originated or even altered—I doubt
not that from a child he not only knew the Holy
Scriptures, but was 'wise unto salvation '—but it
strengthened and clarified, quickened and gave per-
manent direction to, his sense of God as revealed in
Hia Word. He took as it were to subaoU ploughing

;

•*?^V'.^T ^'^^ adamantine point to the mstrument
with which he bored, and with a fresh power—with his
whole might, he sunk it right tiown into the living rock,
to the vu-gm gold. His entire nature Had got a ^ho-k

T*f. 5** ?'°°? 7** ^^"^'^ inwards, hia surface was
chilled

; but fuel was heaped all the more on the inner
hres, and his zeal, that n ^ep/iiv npdynn, burned with
a new ardour

; indeed had he not found an outlet for
his pent-up energy, his brain must have given way, and
his faculties either have consumed themselves in wild
wasteful splendour and combustion, or dwindled into
lethargj' ^.

» I have been told that once in the course of the sermon
his voice trembled, and many feared he was about to break
flown.

•There is a story iUustrative of this altered manner andmatter of preaching. He had been preaching when very
young, at Galashiers, and one wife said to her ' neebor '

Jean what tluiik ye o* the lad t '
' ir« maist o '< tinsd warh '

said Jean, neither relishing nor appreciating his fine senti-
ments and figures. After my mother's death, he preached

;^r

•^\

ifwr-^



'i\

10 HORAE SUBSiSCIVAE

The manse became silent -. we lived and slept anrl
played under tl«B shadow of that death, and we saw
or rather felt, that he was another father than before'
No more happy laughter from the two in the parlour,
as he was reading Larry the Irish postboy's letter in
Miss Edgeworth's tale, or the last Waverley novel ; no
more visitings in a cart with her, he riding beside us
on his white thorough-bred pony, to Kilbucho, or
Rachan ALII, or Kirklawhill. He went among his
people as usual when they were ill ; he preached better
than ever—they were sometimes frightened to think
how wonderfuUy he preached ; but the sunshine was
over—the glad and careless look, the joy of young hfe
and mutual love. He was httle with us, and, as I
said, the house was still, except when he was mandating
his sermons for Sabbath. This he always did, not only
vnd voce, but with as much energy and loudness as in
the pulpit

; \ e felt his voice was sharper, and rang keen
through the house.
What we lost, the congregation and the world gained.

He gave himself wholly to his work. As you have your-
self said, he changed his entire system and fashion of
preaching

; from being elegant, rhetorical, and ambi-
tious, he became concentrated, urgent, moving (being
himself moved), keen, searching, unswerving, authori-
tative to fierceness, full of the terrors of the Lord, if he
could but persuade men. The truth of the words of
God had shone out upon him with an immediatenoss
and infinity of meaning and power, which made them,
though the same words he had looked on from childhood,
other and greater and deeper words. He then left tho
ordinary commentators, and men who write about
meanings and flutter around the circumference .md
comers

; he was bent on the centre, on touching with
his own fingers, on seeing with his own eyes, the pearl

the depths, into the primary and auriferous rock of

in the same place, and Jean, running to her friend, took the
first word, ' It 'a a' gowd noo.'
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Scripture, and take nothing at another's hand : then
he took up with the word ' ap p/c>ru -^d ' ; he had laid hold
ofthe truth,—there it was, -ithitseddf coe, in his hand;
and every one who knew lira rjjust renvinber well how,
in speaking with eamestnt w t i the mea ling of a passage,
he, in his ardent, hesitating %.„-. looked into the palm
of his hand as if he actually saw there the truth he was
going to utter. This word apprehend played a large
part in his lectures, as the thing itself did in his processes
of investigation, or, if I might make a word, indigation.
Comprehension, he said, was for few ; apprehension
was for every man who had hands and a head to rule
them, and an eye to direct them. Out of this arose one
of his deficiencies. He cotdd go largely into the gene-
ralities of a subject, and relished greatly others doing
it, so that they did do it really and well ; but he was
averse to abstract and wide reasonings. Principles he
rejoiced in : he worked with them as with his choicest
weapons ; they were the polished stones for his sling,
against the Goliaths of presumption, error, and tyranny
in thought or in polity, civil or ecclesiastical ; but he
somehow divined a principle, or got at it naked and
alone, rather than deduced it and brought it to a point
from an immensity of particulars, and then rendered
it back so as to bind them into one cosmos. One of
my young friends, who afterwards went to India, and
now dead, used to come and hear him in Broughton
Place with me, and this word apprehend caught him,
and as he had a great love for my father, in writing home
to me, he never forgot to ask how ' grand old Appre-
hend' was.
From this time dates my father's possession and use

of the German Exegetics. After my mother's death I
slept with him ; his bed was in his study, a small room \
with a very small grate ; and I remember well his getting
those fat, shapeless, spongy German books, as if one

' On a low chest of drawers in this room there lay for
many years my mother's parasol, by his ordera—I daresay,
for long, the only one in Biggar.

If
If .
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would sink in them, and be bogged in their bibulous,
unsized paper ; and watching him as he impatiently
cut them up, and dived into them in his rapid, eclectic
way, tasting them, and dropping for my play such a lot
of soft, large, curled bits from the paper-cutter, leaving
the edges all shaggy. He never came to bed when
I was awake, which was not to be wondered at ; but
I can remember often waking far on in the night or
morning, and seeing that keen, beautiful, intense face
bending over these Rosenmiillers, and Emestis, and
btorrs, and Kuinoels—the fire out, and the grey dawn
peering through the window ; and when he heard me
move, he would speak to me in the foohsh words of
endearment my mother was wont to use, and come to
bed, and take me, warm as I was, into his cold bosom.

Vitringa in Jesaiam I especially remember, a noble
folio. Even then, with that eagerness to communicate
what he had himself found, of which you must often
have been made the subject, he went and told it. He
would try to make me, small man as I was, * apprehend

'

what he and Vitringa between them had made out of
the fifty-third chapter of his favourite prophet, the
pnncely Isaiah K Even then, so far as I can recall, he

' ffis reading aloud of everything from John Gilpin to
John Howe was a fine and high art, or rather gift. Hender-
son could not have given

The dinner waits, and we are tired
;

Says Gilpin, ' So am I,'

better
; and to hear him sounding the depths and cadences

of the Living Temple, * bearing on its front this doleful
mscnption, " Here God once dwelt," ' was like listening
to the recitative of Handel. But Isaiah was his master-
piece

; and I remember quite well his startling us all when
reading at family worship, 'His name shall be called
Wonderful, Counsellor, the mighty God,' by a peremptory,
explosive sharpness, as of thunder overhead, at the words,
*the mighty God,' similar to the rendering now given to
Handel's music, and doubtless so meant by him ; and then
closing with 'the Prince of Peace,' soft and low. No man
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never took notes of what he read. He did not need
this, his intellectual force and clearness were so great

;

he was so totua in Ulo, whatever it was, that he recorded,
by a secret of its own, his mind's results and victories
and memoranda, as he went on ; he did not even mark
his books, at least very seldom ; he marked his mind.
He was thus every year preaching with more and

more power, because with more and more knowledge
and * pureness '

; and, as you say, there were probably
nowhere in Britain such lectures delivered at that time
to such an audience, consisting of country people, sound,
devout, well-read in their Bibles and in the native
divinity, but quite unused to persistent, deep, critical
thought.
Much of this—most of it—was entirely his own, self-

originated and self-sustained, and done for its own sake.

All too happy in the pleasure
Of his own exceeding treasure.

But he often said, with deep feeling, that one thing put
him always on his mettle, the knowledge that ' yonder
in that comer, under cjallery, sat, Sabbath after
Sabbath, a man who k 3 Greek Testament better
than I did.'

This was his brother-in-law, and one of his elders,
Mr. Robert Johnston, married to his sister Violet, a
merchant and portioner in Biggar, a remarkable man,

who wishes to feel Isaiah, as well as understand him, should
be ignorant of Handel's ' Messiah.' His prelude to ' Com-
fort ye '—its simple theme, cheerful and infinite as the
ripple of the unsearchable sea—gives a deeper meaning to
the words. One of my father's great deUghts in his dying
months was reading the lives of Handel and Michael Angelo,
then newly out. He felt that the author of 'Hewas despised,'
and • He shall feed his flock,' and those other wonderful
airs, was a man of profound reUgious feeling, of which they
were the utterance ; and he rejoiced over the warUke airs
and choruses of ' Judas Maccabaeus.' You have recorded
his estimate of the religious nature of him of the ierribUe
via ; he said it was a relief to his mind to know that such
a mighty genius walked humbly with his God.
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°
-^u Pu^8 difficult to say to strangers what is true,

without being accused of exaggeration. A shopkeeperm that renote little town, he not only intermeddl^
fearlessly with aU knowledge, but mastered more thanmany practised and University men do in their own
lines. Mathematics, astronomy, and especially whatmay be caUed selenology, or the doctrine of the moon,
and the higher geometry and physics ; Hebrew, San-
scrit, Greek, and Latin, to the veriest rigours of pro-
sody and metre

; Spanish and Italian, German, French,
and any odd language that came in his way ; all these
he knew more or less thoroughly, and acquired themm the most leisurelv, easy, cool sort of a way, as it he
grazed and browsed perpetually in the field of letters,
rather than made formal meals, or gathered for a ly
ulterior purpose, his fruits, his roots, and his nuts—ho
especially hked mental nuts—much less bought them
from any one.
With all this, his knowledge of human, and especially

of 13iggar human nature, the ins and outs of its little
secret ongoings, the entire gossip of the place, was like
a woman s ; moreover, every personage great or small,
heroic or comic, in Homer—whose poems he made
It a matter of conscience to read once every four years—Plautus, Suetonius, Plutarch, Tacitus, and Lucian,
down through Boccaccio and Don Quixote, which heKnew by heart and from the living Spanish, to Joseph
Andrews, the Spectator, Goldsmith and Swift, Miss
Austen, Miss Edgeworth, and Miss Ferrier, Gait and
bir yv alter—he was as familiar with as with David
Urockat the nailer, or the parish minister, the town-
drummer, the mole-catcher, or the poaching weaver,
who had the night before leistered a prime kipper at
Rachan Mill, by the flare of a tarry wisp, or brought
home his surreptitious grey hen or maukin from the
wilds of Dunsyre or the dreary Lang Whang'.

» With the practices of thLi last worthy, when carried on
moderately, and for the sport's sake, he had a special
sympathy. *^
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This singular man came to the manse every Friday
evening for many years, and he and my father discussed
everjrthing and everybody ;—beginning with tough,
strong head work—a bout at wrestling, be it Caesar'a
Bridge, the Epistles of Phalaris, the import of niv and
Sf, the Catholic question, or the great roots of Christian
faith ; ending with the latest joke in the town or the
West Raw, the last effusion by AiBeck, tailor and poet,
the last blunder of Aesop the apothecary, and the last
repartee of the village fool, with the week's Edinburgh
and Glasgow news by their respective carriers ; the
whole little life, sad and humorous—who had been bom,
and who was dying or dead, married or about to be,
for the past eight days *.

This amused, and, in the true sense, diverted my
father, and gratified his curiosity, which was great, anS
his love of men as well as for man. He was shy, and
unwilling to ask what he longed to know, liking better
to have it given him without the asking ; and no one
could do this better than • Uncle Johnston.'
You may readily xmderstand what a thorough exer-

cise and diversion of an intellectual and social kind thir,

was, for they were neither of them men to shirk from
close gripes, or trifle and flourish with their weapons ;

they laid on and spared not. And then my uncle had
generally some special nut of his own to crack, some
thesis to fling down and offer battle on, some ' particle

'

to energize upon ; for though quiet and calm, he was
thoroughly combative, and enjoyed seeing his friend's
blood up, and hearing his emphatic and bright speech,
and watching his flashing eye. Then he never spared
him ; criticized and sometimes quizzed—for he had

* I believe this was the true though secret source of much
of my father's knowledge of the minute personal history of
every one in his region, which—to his people, knowing his
reserved manner and his devotion to his studies, and his so
rarely meeting them or speaking to them, except from the
pulpit, or at a diet of visitation—was a perpetual wonder,
and of which he made great use in his dealings with bis
afflicted or erring ' members.'
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great hnmour-his style, as well as debated and
weighed his apprehendings and exegeses, shaking them
heartily to tost their strength. He was so thoroughly
independent of all authority, except that of reason and
truth, and his own humour ; so ready to detect what
was weak, extravagant, or unfair ; so full of relish for
inteUectual power and accuracy, and so attached toand proud of my father, and bent on liis making the
best of himself, that this trial was never relaxed. Hishrm and close-grained mind was a sort of whetstone on
which my father sharpened his wits at this weekly
settmg.

The very difference of their mental tempers and
complexions drew them together—the one impatient,
nervous, earnest, instant, swift, vehement, regardless
of exertion, bent on his goal, like a thorough-bred racer,
pressing to the mark ; the other leisurely to slowness
and provokingness, with a constitution which could
stand a great deal of ease, unimpassioned, still, clear,
untroubled byhkings or dishkings, dwelling and workingm thought and speculation and observation as ends in
themselves, and as their own rewards >

: the one hunting
for a principle or a ' divine method '

; the other sapping
or shelling from a distance, and for his pleasure, a

Hewascuriouslydestituteofallliteraryambitionorfehow:
ike the cactus m the desert, always plump, always takingm the dew of heaven, and caring little to give it out Hewrote many papers in the Repository and Monitor, an acuteand clever tract on the Voluntary controversy entitledCalm Answers to Angry Questions, and was the author of acapital bit of literary banter-a Congratulatory Letter tothe Minister of Liberton, who had come doJL upon myfather m a pamphlet, for his sermon on ' There reiainethmuch land to be possessed.' It is a mixture of Swift andArbuthnot. I remember one of the flowers he culls from himhe 18 congratulating, in which my father is characterized asone of those shallow, sallow souls that would swaUow the

halt, without perceivmg the cloven foot !
' But a man like
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position, or gaining a point, or settling a rule, or veri-
fying a problem, or getting axiomatic and proverbial.

In appearance they were as curiously unlike ; my uncle
fihort and round to rotundity, homely and florid in
feature. I used to think Socrates must have been like
him m visage as well a • in much of his mind. He was
careless m his dress, his hands in his pockets as a rule,
and strenuous only in smoking or in sleep : with a
large, full skull, a humorous twinkle in his cold, blue eye,
a soft, low voice, expressing every kind of thought in
the same, sometimes plaguily douce tone; a great
power of quiet and telling sarcasm, large capacity of
hstenmg to and of enjoying other men's talk, however
small.

My father—tall, slim, agile, quick in his movements,
graceful, neat to nicety in his dress, with much in his
air of what is called style, with a face almost too beau-
tiful for a man's, had not his eyes commanded it and
all who looked at it, and his close, firm mouth been ready
to say what the fiery spirit might bid ; his eyes, when at
rest, expressing—more than almost any other I eversaw—sorrow and tender love, a desire to give and to cet
sympathy, and a sort of gentle, deep sadness, as if that
was theirpermanentstate,andgladness their momentary
act

;
but when awakened, full of fire, peremptory, and

not to be trifled with ; and his smile, and flash of gaiety
and fun, something no one could forget ; his hair in
early life a dead black ; his eyebrows of exquisite curve
narrow and intense

; his voice deep when unmoved and
calm

; keen and sharp to piercing fierceness when vehe-
ment and roused—in the pulpit, at times a shout, at
times a pathetic wail ; his utterance hesitating, em-
phatic, explosive, powerful,—each sentenceshotstraight
and home

; his hesitation arising from his crowd of
impatient ideas, and his resolute will that they should
come in their order, and some of them not come at all
only the best, and his settled determination that each'
thought should be dressed in the very and only word
wbich he stammered on till it came,—it was ^enerallv
worth his pains and ours.

BKOVV.N C

,^,
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Uncle Johnston, again, flowed on like Caesar's Arar,
incredibili lenitaU, or like linseed out of a poke. You
can easily find the spiritual and bodily contrast of these
men, and can fancy too, the kind of engagements they
would have with their own proper weapons on these
Friday evenings, in the old manse dining-room, my
father showing uncle out into the darkness of the back-
road, and uncle, doubtless, lighting his black and rumi-
native pipe.

If my uncle brought up nuts to crack, my father was
sure to have some difficulties to consult about, or some
passages to read, something that made him put his
whole energy forth ; and when he did so, I never heard
such reading. To hear him read the story of Joseph,
or passages in David's history, and Psalms 6th, 11th,
and 16th, or the 52nd, 53rd, 54th, 55th, 63rd, 64th, and
40th chapters of Isaiah, or the Sermon on the Mount,
or the Journey to Emmaus, or our Saviour's prayer in
John, or Paul's speech on Mars Hill, or the first three
chapters of Hebrews and the latter part of the 11th,
or Job, or the Apocalypse ; or to pass from those divine
themes—Jeremy Taylor, or George Herbert, Sir Walter
Raleigh, or Milton's prose, such as the passage beginning,
' Come forth out of thy royal chambers, O thou Prince
of all the kings of the earth !

' and ' Truth, indeed,
came once into the world with her divine Master,' or
Charles Wesley's Hymns, or, most loved of all, Cowper,
from the rapt ' Come thou, and, added to thy many
crowns,' or * O that those lips had language ! ' to the
Jackdaw, and his incomparable Letters ; or Gray's
Poems, Burns's ' Tam O'Shanter,' or Sir Walter's ' Eve
of St. John,' » and ' The Grey Brother.'

1 Well do I remember when driving him from Melrose to
Kelso, long ago, we came near Sandyknowe, that grim
tower of SmaUholm, standing erect like a warder turned
to stone, defying time and change, his bursting into that
noble ballad

—

The Baron of Sraaylho'me rose with day,
Ue spurr'd his courier on.
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But 1 beg your pardon : Time has run back with me.
*nd fetched that blessed past, and awakened its echoes.
1 hear his voice ; 1 feel his eye ; I see his whole nature
given up to what he is reading, and making its very
soul speak.
Such a man then as I have sketched, or washed

famtly in, as the painters say, was that person who satm the corner under the gaJlerv every Sabbath-day, and
who knew his Greek Testament better than his minister.
He is dead, too, a few montlis ago, dying surrounded
with his cherished hoard of books ot all sizes, times,
and tongues—tatterdemaUon many ; all however drawn
up in an order of his own ; all thoroughly mastered
and known; among them David Hume'^s copy of
Shaftesbury's Characteristics, with his autograph, which
he had picked up at some stall.

I have said that my mother's death was the second
epoch in my father's life. 1 should perhaps have said
the third ; the first being his mother's long illness and
death, and the second his going to Elie, and beginning
the battle of life at fifteen. There must have been
something very delicate and close and exquisite in the
relation between the ailing, silent, beautiful and pensive
mother, and that dark-eyed, dark-haired, bright and
silent son ; a sort of communion it is not easy to express.
You can think of him at el - en slowly writing out that
small book of promises in a distinct and minute hand,
quiU as like his mature hand, as the shy, lustrous-eyed
boy was to his after self in his manly years, and sitting
by the bedside while the rest were out and shouting,
playing at hide-and-seek round the little church, witii
the winds from Benlomond or the wild uplands of Ayr-
shire blowing through their hair. He played seldom,
but when he did run out, he jumped higher and farther,
and ran faster than any of them. His peculiar beauty

Without stop or stay, down the rocky way
That leacJs to Brotherstone

;

and pointing out the ' Watchfold height,' * the eiry Beacon
Hill,' and 'Brotherstone.'

c 2
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must have come from his mother. He used at rare
times, and with a sort of shudder, to tell of her when a
lovely girl of fifteen, having been seen by a gentleman
of rank, in Cheapside, hand in hand with an evil woman,
who was decoying her to ruin, on protenoe of showinj?
her the way home ; and how he stopped his carriage,
and taking in the unconscious girl, drove her to her
uncle's door. But you have said all this better than
I can.

His time with his mother, and the necessary con-
hnement and bodily depression caused by it, I doubt
not deepened his native thoughtful turn, and hia ten-
dencv to ineditative melancholy, as a condition under
which he viewed all things, and quickened and inten-
sified his sense of the suffering of this world, and of the
profound seriousness and mystery in the midst of
which we live and die.

The secor-^ epoch was that oi his leaving home with
hia guinea, t f; ^ast he ever got from any one but him
self ; and his going among utter strangers to be master
of a school one half of the scholars of which were bigj»er
and older than himself, and all rough colts—wilful and
unbroken. This was his first fronting of the world.
Besides supporting himself, this knit the sinews of hia
mind, and made him rely on himself in action as well
as in thought. He sometimes, but not often, spoke of
this, never lightly, though he laughed at some of his
predicaments. He could not forget the rude shock.
Generally those familiar revelattons were at supper, on
the Sabbath evening, when, his work over, he enjoyed
and linger'^d over his meal.
From his young and slight, almost girlish look, and

his refined quiet manners, the boj-s of the school were
mclined to annoy and bully him. He iaw this, and felt
It was now or never,—nothmg between. So he took
his hne. The biggest boy, much older and stronger,
was the rudest, and infected the rest. The ' wee maister

'

ordered him, in that peremptory voice we all remember,
to stand up and hold out his hand, being not at all sure
but the big fellow might knock him down on the word.
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To the astonishment of the school, and to the big rebel'H
too, he obeyed and was punished on the instant, and
to the full

; outwent the hand, down came the ' taws.'
and bit like fire. From that moment he ruled them by
his eye, the taws vanished.
There was an incident at this time of his life which

I should perhaps not tell, and yet I don't know why
I Bhouldn t. It so perfectly illustrates his character in
maay ways. He had come home during the vata+'on
of hiH school to Lan^rig, and was about to go back ;

he had been renewmg his intercourse with his old
teacher and friend whom you mention, from whom he
used to lay he learned to .'ik« Shakspere, and who
seems to have been a man of genuine literary tastes
He went down to bid him good-bye, and doubtless they
got on their old book loves, and would be spouting their
pet pieces. The old dominie said, ' John, my man if
you are walking into Edinburgh, I'll convoy you a bit.'
John was too hapjiy, so n<ixt morning they set off

keeping up a constant fire of quotation and eager talk'
They got past Mid-Calder to near East, when my father
insisted on his friend returning, and also on going back
a bit with him ; on looking at the old man, he thought
he %•">« tired, so on reaching the well-knoAvn ' Kippen's
iDi^ stopped and insisted on giving him some re-
freshment. Instead of ordering bread and cheese and
a bottle of ale, he, doubtless full of Shakspere, and

^'^t'^u-
^^^^ ^^^^ *"^ canary, ordered a bottle of wine >

Of this, you may be sure, the dominie, as he most needed
It, had the greater share, and doubtless it warmed the
cockles of his old heart. * John ' making him finish
the bottle, and drink the health of ' Gentle Will,' saw
hini off, and went in to pav the reckoning. What did
he know of the price of wine ! It took exactly every
penny he had ; I doubt not, most boys, knowing that
the landlord knew them, would have either paid a part
or asked him to score it up. This was not his way ; he
was too proud and shy and honestforsuch anexpedicnt.
By this time, what with discussing Shakspere, and
witnessing his master's leisurely emptying of that bottle.

f
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•nd rcUaning tho

Dear prisoned spirits of tho impaMioned grape,
he found he must- run for it to Edinburgh, or rather
lieith. fourteen milts ; this he did. and was at the pier
just in time to jump into the Elie pinnace, which was
already off. He often wondered what he would have
done if he had boon that one moment late. You can
•asily pick out the qualities this story unfolds.

His nature, capable aa it was of great, persistent, and
indeed dogged labour, was, from tho predominance of
the nervous system in bin organizivtion, excitable, and
therefore needed and rclishod excitoniont—the more
intense the bettor. Ho found this in his keen political
tastes, in imaginative literature, and in fiction. In tho
highest kind of poetry he enjoyed the sweet pain of
tears ; and he all his life had a steady likinj^, oven a
hunger, for a good novel. This refreshed, lightenecf.
and diverted his mind from the strain of his incessant
exegesis. He used always to say that Sir Walter and
Goldsmith, and even Fielding, Miss Edjroworth, Miss
Austen, and Miss Terrier, were true benefactors to the
race, by giving such genuine, such secure anrl innoccnb
pleasure : and he often repeated with admiration Lord
JelTrey's words on Scott, inscribed on his monument.
He had no turn for gardening or for fishing or any field
sports or games ; his sensitive nature recoiled from the
idea of pain, and above all, needless pain. He used ti>
say the lower creation had groans enough, and needed
no more burdens ; indeed, he was fierce to some measure
of unfairness against such of his brethren—Dr. Wardlaw,
for instance '—as resembled tho apostles in fishing for
other things besides men.
But the exerci-se and the excitement he most of all

others delighted in, was riding ; and had he been sv

country gentleman and not a clergyman, I don't think
he could have resisted fox-hunting. With the excep-

' After a tight discussion between these two attached
friends. Dr. "Wardlaw said, ' Weil, I can't answer you, but
fish I must and shall.'

\ i—ilii.iLir
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tlon of that great gcniuH in more than horsemanship,
Andrew Duorow, I nevor saw a man Hit a horse as he did.
He seemed inspired, oav, erect, full of the joy of Hfe,
fearless and secure. I have heard a farmer friend say
if he had not been a preacher of the gospel he would
have been a cavalry officer, and would have fought as
he preached.
He was known all over the Upper Ward and down

Tweeddale for his riding. ' There goes the minister,' a^
he rode past at a swift canter. He had generally well-
bred horsoa, or as I would now call them, ponies ; if

he had not, his sufferings from a dull, hardmouthed,
heavy-hearted and footed plebeian horse were almost
comic. On his grey mare, or hia little blood bay horse,
to sec him setting ofiE and indulging it and himself in
some alarming gambols, and in the midst of his diffi-

culties, partly of his own making, taking off his hat or
kissing his hand to a lady, made one think of * young
Ha,rry with his beaver up.' Ho used to tell with much
relish, how, one fine summer Sabbath evening, after
preaching in the open air for a collection, in some village
near, and having put the money, chiefly halfpence, into
his handkerchief, and that into his hat, he was taking
a smart gallophome across the moor,happyand relieved

,

when three ladies—I think, the Miss Bertrams of Kersc-
well—came suddenly upon him ; o£f went the hat, down
l)ent the head, and over him streamed the cherished col-
lection, the ladies busy among the wild grass and heather
picking it up, and he full of droll confusion and laughter.
The grey mare he had for many years. lean re-

member her small head and large eyes ; her neat, com-
pact body, round as a barrel; her finely flea-bitten
skin, and her thoroughbred legs. I have no doubt she
had Arabian blood. My father's pride in her was quite
curious. Many a wild ride to and from the Presbytery
at Lanark, and across flooded and shifting forcfa, ho
had on her. She was as sweet-tempered and enduring,
as she was swift and sure : and her powers of running
were appreciated and applied in a way which he wm
both angry and amused to discover. You know what
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riding the bruse means. At a country wedding the
young men have a race to the bridegroom's home, and
he who wins, brings out a bottle and glass and drinks
the young wife's health. I wish Burns had described a
bruse ; all sorts of steeds, wild, unkempt lads as well
as colts, old broken-down thoroughbreds that did
wonders when soojiled, huge, grave cart-horsesdevouring
the road with their shaggy hoofs, wilful ponies, etc.
You can imagine the wild hurry-skurry and fun, the
comic situations and upsets over a rough road, up and
down places one woulci be giddy to look at.

Well, the young farmers were'in the habit of coming
to my father, and asking the loan of the mare to go and
see a friend, etc., etc., praising knowingly the fine points
and virtues of his darUng. Having tlirough life, with
all his firmness of nature, an abhorrence of saying ' No '

to any one, the interview generally ended with, ' Well,
Robert, you may have her, but take care of her, and
don't ride her fast.' In an hour or two Robert was
riding the hruae, and flying away from the crowd. Grey
first, and the rest nowhere, and might be seen turning
the comer of the farm-hcise with the victorious bottle
in his uplifted hand, the motley pack panting vainly
up the hill. This went on for long, and the grey was
famous, almost notorious, all over the Upper Ward

;

sometimes if she appeared, no one would start, and she
trotted the coiurse. Partly from his own personal
abstraction from outward country life, and partly from
Uncle Johnston's sense of waggery keeping him from
telling his friend of the grey's last exploit at Hartree
Mill, or her leaping over the ' best man ' at Thriepland,
mv father was the last to hear of this equivocal glory of
'the minister's metr: Indeed, it was whispered she
had once won a whip at Lanark races. They still tell
of hia feats on this fine creature, one of which he himself
never alluded to without a feeling of shame. He had an
engagement to preach somewhere beyond the Clyde on
a Sabbath evening, and his excellent and attached
friend and elder, Mr. Kello of Lindsaylands, accom-
panied him on his big plough horse. It was to be in
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the the theyriver side. When
Clyde they found it in full flood, heavy and sudden
rains at the head of the water having brought it down
in a wild spate. On the opposite side were the gathered
people and the tent. Before Mr. Kello knew where he
was, there was his minister on the mare swimming
across, and carried down in s long diagonal, the people
looking on in terror. He landed, shook himself, and
preached with his usual fervour. As I have said, he
never liked to speak of this bit of hardihood, and he
never repeated it ; but it was like the man—there were
the people, that was what he would be at, and though
timid for anticipated danger as any woman, in it he
was without fear.

One more illustration of his character in connexion
with his riding. On coming to Edinburgh he gave
up this kind of exercise ; he had no occasion for it,

and he had enough and more than enough of excite-
ment in the public questions in which he found him-
self involved, and in the miscellaneous activities of
a popular town minister. I was then a young doctor—it must have been about 1840—and had a patient,
Mrs. James Robertson, eldest daughter of Mr. Pirie,
the predecessor of Dr. Dick in what was then Shuttle
Street congregation, Glasgow. She was one of my
father's earliest and dearest friends,—a mother in the
Burgher Israel, she and her cordial husband 'given
to hospitality,' especially to * the Prophets.' She was
hopelessly ill at Juniper Green, near Edinburgh. Mr.
George Stone, then living at Muirhouse, one of my
father's congregation in Broughton Place, a man of
equal originality and worth, and devoted to his minis-
ter, knowing my love of riding, oflEered me his blood-
chestnut to ride out and make my visit. My father
said, • John, if you are going, I would like to ride out
with you '

; he wished to see his dying friend. ' You
ride !

' said Mr. Stone, who was a very Yorkshireman
in the matter of horses. ' Let him try,' said I. The
upshot was, that Mr. Stone sent the chestnut for me,
and a sedate pony—called, if I forget not, Goliath—for
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h m^ff twiT^^ "vK^'i"
""^ injunctions to me to keep

M 7 S® thoroughbred, and on Goliath.
^

My fager had not been on a home for nearly twentv
^^f^lu

He mounted and rode oflf. He soon got teSwith the short pattering steps of GoUath?aldSwistfully up at me, and longingly to the tku chestnut

STnch^'f°"^'*^rr^^^^^^
the Don sSfSng

nSftu! f n u' ^-^"^ "^^^t ^® ^^^ after, and whenpast the toll he said in a mild sort of way, ' John^dyou promise absolutely I was not to ride your w;e v
JX'J^^^Tf'''^^^y °°*- M^- Stone. I dTr^av.wwhed me to do so, but I didn't.' ' Well, then. ISwe 11 change • this beast shakes me.' S^ we chaS

^at Ke tSoir^? "y*"'
^V''''' '^^y' accustomedseat. He soon let his eager horse slip gently awavIt was first e«M./. he was oflF, Goliath aSd I jojging onbehind

;
then erupit, and in a twinkling-ifmnm"

C^T hrw^ilf'^".? *^°'^?^ *^^ axch'iSrtho
fr!^ K- -7^'*?

J'*'"'
^y'"^- ^ ^as "neasy, though

? nnt r.i"1?f«. ^ u^T "^ ^^ «« y«* '° command, lo

ll^f^Sf^^/'^.^''^ '^'^^ ^*^« passed throughSiateford, I asked a stonebreaker if he saw a gentlemanon a chestnut horse. ' Has he white hair ? ' • Ye^^And een hke a gled's ? ' 'Yes.' ' Weel, then h?8
fleein* up the road Uke the wund; he'll be arLittle

hZ S' ^T^^'^'
^"

°^^'^l°^)
'^ ^'^ time if he

Tn^^ T •
^ ?.*^®'' ''^''^ "'ghted him, but on coming

S^J"°'r' ^•'f-^ *^r ^'^ *»« «t«aming chesSat the gate neighing cheerily to Goliath. I went in

of prayer
;

his words as I entered were, ' When thoupassest through the waters I wiU be with theS, andthrough the rivers they shall not overflow thee"

'

t^ UD StT ht^ ^T '"'\^x^*
''' P'^^y^^ t^»*^ Woodwas up with his nde. He never again saw Mrs

f^w''^^^?^^^'^ ^*« ^*"«d when thfy we^youn';

but toik *?h^*^w • .^ ^°^^^8 out he said nJtWnfbut took the chestnut, mounted her, and we camehome quietly. His heart was opened [' h^spole of^d
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times and old friends ; he stopped at the exquisite
view at Hailes into the valley, and up the Pentlands
beyond, the smoke of Kate's Mill rising in the still and
shadowy air, and broke out into Cowper's words : Yes,

HE sets the bright procession on its way.
And marshals ail the order of the year

;

Md ere one flowery season fades and dies.
Designs the blooming wonders of the next.

Then as we came slowly in, the moon shone behind
Craiglockhart hill among the old Scotch firs; he
pulled up again, and gave me Collins' Ode to Eveninir.begmnmg

—

*

If aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song.
May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest e-rIhy sprmgs, and dying gales

;

repeating over and over some of the lines, as

Thy modest ear.
Thy springs, and dying gales.

—And marks o'er all

Thy dewy fingers draw
The gradual dusky veil.

And when she looked out on us clear and full. Yes —
The moon takes up the wondrous tale.
And nightly to the listening earth
Repeats the story of her birth.'

As we passed through Slateford, he spoke of Dr.
Beifrage. his great-hearted friend, of his obligations to
him, and of his son, my friend, both lying together in
Colmton. churchyard

; and of Dr. Did, who was
minister before him, of the Coventrys, and of Stitchel
and bprouston, of his mother, and of himself,—his
doubts of his own sincerity in religion, his sense of sin,
of God—revertmg often to his dying friend. Such
» thing only occurred to me with him once or twice allmy life

; and then when we were home, he was silent.
Shut up. self-contained as before. He was himself
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conscious of this habit of reticence, and what mav be

mimtf{^'^ *°'^'' ^^ °^"^^"' and lamenCit Ire^

weTl to inn? ' "'°'^'* '.
^""^ '* »« «* «*'^^' a»»d a draw.well to your sorrow and mine, and it seldom overflows

?f h; n,*J?h-"^
^'*^ that strange power of tenderness^

If he put his voice and his heart into his eyes, ' you mavalways come hither to draw ' • he ud/\/^^u^
might take to himself WorcLwortl^s line^i*''

'"^ ^'

I am not one who much or oft delichtslo season my fireside with personal talk.

And changing ' though ' into '
if :

'

A well of love it may be deep,
^_

trust it is, and never dry

;

What matter, though its waters sleepm silence and obscurity ?
'

^h!^^^
expression of his affection was more like the

XrvaL'^Se'? ^''' '''^^ *^^^ -^^--- --^
There was, as I have said, a permanent chill mven

nl^^ ^°i •

*' ^ ^'**^' ^ ^^** ^^y be called the Sitersurface of his nature, and we at home felt it much Theblood WM thrown in upon the centre, and weni forthm energetic and victorious work, in se^rcWngThe Serin

re"^o'veredtrt°g "^\ ^"* ^^ '^'^^^ Sy neX
Sn^l^V'l ^^'^

'

A ^^. blighted
; he was always

« T̂^ ,
^ *^°^® *"^ ** bis work. A stranger whosaw him for a short time, bright, animated ful7ofearnest and cordial talk, pleasing andTimf pleasedthe hfe of the comipa^y. wa^apt to thiii howdeuShe must always be,-and so L was ; but the^e timesof bright talk were Hke angels' visit; ; and hTsmnedwith peculiar bemgnity on his retirLig guestTS

I qSion^Ser?' '^'V'^-^^ i^mTl^Zu.
mffii there ever hved a man so much in themidst of men, and m the midst of his own chilSen »!

' He gave us all the education we got at Biggar.
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in whom the silences, as Mr. Carlyle would say, were so
predominant. Every Sabbath he spoke out of the
abundance of his heart, his whole mind ; he was then
communicative and frank enough : all the week, before
and after, he would not unwillingly have never opened
his mouth. Of many people we may say that their
mouth 18 always open except when it is shut ; of him
that his mouth was always shut except when it was
opened. Every one must have been struck with theseemmg inconsistency of his occasional brilliant, happy
energetic talk, and his habitual silentness—his difficultym getting anything to say. But, as I have ah-eady said,
what we lost, the world and the church gained.
When travelling he was always in high spirits and

full of anecdote and fun. Indeed I knew more of his
inner history in this one way, than during years of living
with him. I recollect his taking me with him to
Wasgow when I must have been about fourteen ; we
breakfasted in The Ram's Horn Tavern, and I felt a new
•espect for him at his commanding the waiters. He
talked a great deal during our short tour, and often
have I desired to recall the many things he told me ofhw early life, and of his own religious crises, my mother's
death, his fear of his own death, and all this inter-
mmgled with the drollest stories of his boy and student
life.

"^

We went to Paisley and dined, I well remember, we
two alone, and, as I thought, magnificently, in a great
apartment in The Saracen's Head, at the end of which
was the county baUroom. We had come across from
Dunoon and landed in a small boat at the Water Neb
along with Mrs. Dr. Hall, a character Sir Walter or
Gait would have made immortal. My father with
characteristic ardour took an oar, for the first time in
his hfe, and I beUeve for the last, to help the old boat-
man on the Cart, and wishing to do something decided
missed the water, and went back head over heels to the
immense enjoyment of Mrs. Hall, who said, ' Less pith,
and man: to the purpose, my man.' She didn't let the
jok« die out.

I'
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Another time-it was when his second marriaire was

library was kept, "the^^hde of ^th wravrhe^reagm ten days I never saw him so happy, so opeJi ^ndfuU of mirth reading to us. and reciting the Srvol
S^Cd'of e^iWt^ '".^ but delightfS,rcLTon7he

^aS ^n ,S- i,^i°«' T^t^» »8l^ed, his powers of rapid

ofh^ s^on m^t "^'l^*
)^^^ "^*"«S °»d Matthewsor lus son His favourite feat was repeating * SaysLord, quo' I-what for will ye no grund ^sal mOUter.frAA aaxTB T « T __j * . ^

"
to my

A«i*t ^'
1 ri ^*^ brilhant upon the final 'I iavs

'

Another che.d'^uvre was. * On Tintock tap there %a mist, and in the mist there is a kist (a cheft) and inthe kist there is a cap (a wooden bowl .and i^^ the ca^there IS a drap. tak' up the cap. and sup the drapedset the cap on Tintock tap.'*^ This h? could say SI mistake not five times without drawing breath^' Itwas a favourite passage this, and he ofteS threatened

S twVi "^r
'i°^"y

' l*"ghing heartily wherS.
^^i wt'ch fn':;?;;^'^

"°*
h^^^ ^^' ^^^^^le withThecoiuext, which m others cost him a good dealHis manners to ladies, and indeed to all women werethose of a courtly gentleman ; they could^^omiuc

slr^h^''"^^^''^'^^'^^ devotionfand I us^ totS
Of old. must have looked and moved as he did He hadgreat pleasure in the company of high-bred, refin^

S?J^iil^T^ ' *"u^
^^ *^^ » peculiar s^^hy

^nL^ ^A^^^^\ *^« necessary*^ moumfulZs of

f^SS'fw'i "^-5/^^ ^^ ^^"^"^ ^°^ connected with the

?«l*Hn« . fu ^\*:te"^ P»^8» in travail, their peculiarreUtion to their childien. I think I hear himVeaS
^tlJ^t' ?,? * '"^^'^^ ^°^8^* *»^' ""''king childTtStshe should not have compassion on the son of her^mb TYea (as if it was the next thing to impossible), ' she
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may forget, yet will not I forget thee.' Irleed toa man who saw bo little of. and Lid 8o little to hTso^children, perhaps it may be because of all thia. hii8^
.^. fj/fh°?°*^r^''^"'^

'°«« °f children. h^rZlnZ.
^\^ir^S.ilf^"1u^-

°°^ ^",'y «^^«*^«d ^^^ to them

t^nitie« S " •'•**'^-'' ^^?'?^^'' *°d 8»^« ^^^ oppor-tunities of dropping in divine and saving truth andcomfort, when the heart was full and soft.^teSer andat his mercy, but it brought out in his only loss ofSkind the mingled depth, tenderness, and also the^eJemptoriness of his nature. ^
In the case of the death of little Maggie—a child thevery image of himself in face, lovely fnd pens'vf^d

penned everything on being loved, who must clinc tosome one and be clasped, made for a gaX TAhe
oidM:^tSis"sL'T

*^^
^T.«^ -f'ld' 'he cwid of hi:

marwS" Qi
P^^^^^r meeting of opposites was very

uant^;«?^T f"°ken with sudden ilhiess. mali^

t were dechned to stay on such conditions She therefore sunk at once and without much p;in her^ul
?olheW "';£^°"d^d, and her little fore?nger pTayTng

Sr«r?.'' ^^"^-^op which the mom brings forth

But at the touch of wrong, without a strifeblips m a moment out of life.

His distress, his anguish at this stroke, was not onlvmtense, it was in its essence permanent Ee weitmourning and looking for her aU his da;^
'

but Tftershe was dead, that resolved will compacted Wm in^mstont. It was on a Sabbath morning The diSi, a^



32 HORAE SUBSECIVAE
he was all day at church, not many yards from wliere
lay her little corpse alone in the house. His colleaaue
preached m the ftirenoon, and in the afternoon he took
Ui8 turn, Baymg before bcKinninj? his discourse :— ' It
has pleased the Father of Lights to darken one of the
lights of my dwelling-had the child lived I would haveremamed with her, but now 1 have thought it right to
arise and come into the house of the Lord to worship '

Jsuch violence to one part of his nature by that in itwhich wa, supreme, injured him : it was like pullinc
up on the instant an express train ; the whole inner
organization is minutely, though it may be invisibly
hurt

;
Its molecular constitution damaged by the cruel

stress and strain. Such things are not right ; they are
a cruelty and injustice and injury from the soul to the
iKXly, Its faithful slave, and they bring down, as in his
eaae they too truly did, their own certain and specific
retribution. A man who did not feel keenly might
have preached

; a man whose whole nature was torn,
shattered, and astonished as his was, had in a high sense
no rtght so to use himself ; and when too late he opened
hia eyes to this. It was part of our old Scottish severe
unsparing character—calm to coldness outside, burning
to faercenesa, tender to agony within.

I was saying how much my father enjoyed women's
company. He Uked to look on them, and watch them,
listening to their keen, unconnected, and unreasoninR.
but not unreasonable talk. Men's argument, or rather

' One day my mother, and her only sister, Ames—
mwrried to James Aitkcn of Callauds, a man before his classand his time, for long the only Whig and Scceder laird in
Peeblesshire, and with whom my father shared the Edin-
burgh Review from its beginning—the two sisters who were,
the one to the other, as Martha was to Mary, sat talking of
their household doings ; my aunt was great upon some
things she could do ; my father looked up from his book,and said. There is one thmg, Mrs. Aitken, you cannot do-^
you cannot turn the heel of a stocking ' ; and he was right.
he had noticed her make over this ' kittle ' turn to her
mother.
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numCt^^H^ *" ^"'"^^*"«' '•" '«'*''»*»'^- He had

tentZH I : ^ u'^
'"'^ tornbHtive. much lenn con-

hTn^A I ?
'^'**'' ^^ow^ver, warlike. AnythiiiK thathe cou d UoHtroy. any fakehcKxl <.r iniuHtioc he m^ifor, n«.t to d,8cu«8, but to expose and kill He ^uWnot fen..e with hiH mind much lens wiU. h h tonuue andhad no love for the exploits of a nimble daarc^r' Hehad no readmehs either in thought or word for thi^hw way was slowly to think out a HubjectT toUtit wellbottomed/ as Locke would say • ho wL« nf.f .LT

S K "
"i'""^ ?*" ^"«'«'*'' «« ra"«t be that of all

Zn the''S*"?'^"^/'""u'*''
^"^ '"«'« « nothLg eketdan the anthmotio of thought; havinc therefore

won. inis he did ho act never acain to undo it Hi-mind Heemed to want the wheels by whkh tWa is don^ve^tiyui nulla retrorsum, and having HtereotySi it hewas never weary of it
; it never lost its life anKsh^es^

i?t.^Ht l?°?,i'
"^^^^^'"^ '*' ^'^ «'np'^«ticallyKy yea«after it had been cast, as the iirst hour of its existence

JJ'^^'l "'^l? ^^ ^^ "" swordsman, but he wi a heavyshot; he hrod off his ball, compact, weighty -^

rSr °^"^^««« •» the minJumU3 ; £ par

J(x^ °5not all'hrP''rr7" *" remember. If it hi.,

^o V 11 ? .
^^ ^^^^^ *^o was to load again with th I

»d left tC*^";^
"'5'" "" ^'"''oritativa^rtS^ana leit tnem to breed conviction Tf th^v r,^,.. *\.

^^J,lt^^^ they werefandToVS ttywouia serve them, as they hod served him. With allth« heavy artillery, somewhat slow and c^znbrouH ongreat questions, he had no want, when he w^s^akC

I
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J

offhand, of quick meU remark, often witty and full of
spint, and often too unexpected, like lightning—flash-
ing, snaitmg and gone. In Church Courts this was very
marked. On small ordinary matters, a word from him
would settle a long discussion. He would, after lively,
easy toUc with his next neighbour, sot him up to make
a speech, which was conclusive. But on greav questions
he must move forward his great gun with muchsolamnity
and effort, partly from his desi e to say as much of the
truth at once as he could, partly from the natural con-
centration and rapidity of his mind in action, as dis-
tmguished from his slowness when incubating, or in the
process of thought,—and partly from a sort of self-
consciousness—I might almost call it a compound of
pride and nervous diffidence—which seldom left him.
He desired to say it so that it might never need to be
said again or otherwise by himself, or any one else.

This strong personality, along with a prevailing love
to be alone, and dweU with thoughts rather than with
thmkers, pervaded his entire character. His religion
was deejply personal \ not only as affecting himself,
but as due to a perso: %1 God, and presented through
the sacrifice and intercession of the God-ir •. ; and
It was perhaps owing to his ' conversation ' ,eing so
habitually in heaven—his social and aflfectio' i .e desires
filhng themselves cortinually from ' all the .ulhiess of
God, through living faith and love—that he the less
felt the need of giving and receiving human aflFection.
L never knew any man who lived moie truly under the
power, and sometimes under the shadow of the world
to come. This world had to him little reality except
as leading to the next ; little interest, except as the time
of probation and sentence. A child brought to him to
be baptize was in his mind, and in his words, * a young
immortal w) be educated for eternity

' ; a bu-th was
the beginning of what was never to end ; sin—his own

^ In his own words, ' A personal Deity is the sou! of
Natural Religion; a personal Saviour—the real Uvimj
Christ—:s the soul of Revealed Religion.'
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mLn tui
°' the race-was to him. as it must be to all

oTri. of tSSi *^'S' ^" 8'?^°>y»,^'-y. a« it in the ma!n

n^ h^lT^ ^® '^^ °' '^-°' »** exceeding sinful-

tT„ w ^*®i*"^.*'PP^'^°^ •^>™- J^e used to say of

narrow and grim thmker. had. in his study of the

a^r.^'n**'"
race. been, as it were. fascinaS by Tt^awful spell, so as almost to forget the romodv Thiswas not the case with himself. As youEw Ao ^S

ha?r ^^'^
"^i?^ °^J^^^'^^ rcflity of hT; JeliSon

«Ti 5Vw" ^IT'^^ "Pu"'^ ^^*- I' ^»« "°t the polo

«M the sea-worthmess of the vessel. His constitutional
lofioiency of hope, his sensibility to sin. made him not

rS?i? -^u*^'"^
^°^' *°^ sometimes made existence-thebemg obhged to continue to be-a doubtful privilegeWhen oppressed with this feeling.-' the buVden amithe mystery of all this unintelHgibi; world.' the Eui?of mankmd out of this briei world into the unchangeabli

repeat Andrew Marvel's strong Imes ;— *

But at my back I always hear
Time's wingM chariots hurrying near

:

And yonder all before me lie
Deserts of vast eternity.

atta<,hment to men. as distinct from his adhesion totheu: prmciples and views, made him, as it were liveand commune with the dead-mad; him Tntf^atenot merely with their thoughts, and the publ c^venS
LutW M?' b^iJ^th themselves-Augustine, Milton.Luther Melanchthon, George Herbert. Baxter. Howe
Hr,??4 ^I&f-A ^^T?,T' ^^'7^^' I*^i«P and Matthew
H^Syf i^"^"^"^^' ^^"^' ^^•^^^l' LoV Berkeley.

l^avid Hume,» Jortm. Beaton, Bengel, Neander, &c..

f^l ^*T?? H^T'" treatise on Human Nature he knewthoroughly, and read it carefuUy during his last iUness
B 2
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I

not to Hpeak of the »po«tlM. and alwv* all, his chief
fnend the author of the Epigtie to the Romans, whom
h« looked on an the greatest of mon,—with all ihesM

u
pTuonal relations a* men, he cordialiied with

them. He had thought miich more about them—
would have had more to say to them had thev met,
than about or to any but a very few living men*^. He
delighted to posflesj* bor',-8 which any of them might
have held in thp;; iiiiMils, on which ihoy hod written
their nameu. He haU a number of those, some very

He uaed to say it not only was a miracle of intellectual and
hterary power for a man of twenty-eight, but contained
the emence of all that was best on the philosophy of mind ;
* It's all there, if you will think it out.

» This tendency was curiously seen in his love of portraits,
ospeoially of men whoso works he bad and liked. He often
put portraits into his books, and be seemed to enjoy this
way of realizing their authors ; and in exhibitions of pictures
he was more taken up with what is usually and justly the
most tiresoma department, the portraitn, than with all eUe.
He was not learned in engravings, and made no attempt at
collecting them, so that the following list of portraits iu his
rooms shows his liking for the men much more than for the
art which delineated them. Of course they by no means
include all his friends, ancient and modem, but they all
toere his friends :

—

Robert Hall—Dr. Carey—Melanchthon—Calvin—PoUok
—Erasmus (very like 'Uncle Ebenezer ')—John Knox—Dr.
Waugh—John Milton (three, all framed)—Dr. Dick—Dr.
Hall—Luther (two)—Dr. Heugh—Dr. Mitchell—Dr. Bal-
mer—Dr. Henderson—Dr. Wardlaw—Shakespeare (a small
oil paintingwhich he had since ever I remember)—Dugald
Stewart—Dr. Innes—Dr. Smith, Biggar—the two Erskines
and Mr. Fisher—Dr. John Taylor of Toronto—Dr. Chalmers
—Mr. William ElUs, Rev. James Elles—J. B. Patterson—
Vinet—Archibald M'Lean—Dr. John Erskine—Tholuck—
John Pym—Gesenius—ProfessorFinlayson-Richard B&x-
*«r—Dr. Lawson—Dr. Peddie (two, and a copy of Joseph'^
noble bu- 1) ; and they were thus all about him tor no other
reason than that he liked to look at and think of them
through their countenances.
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ouriooii: ftmonR others, that wild noldier. man offashion and wit among the reformers, Ulrio vonHUW.a«to«raph on Erasmus' tx,a„tiful folio J^^kW
S MW i^^"" ^''^'i? ^T^'

H^'^) "" '^- first J^^nof Milton • Speech on Unlicensed I^inting '. He began

' In a copy of Baxter's Life and Times which h* ni«ir^
«p at Maurice Ogles shop in GI«,«ow.Thich haitfona^d

u I
™?' »ff«ctinR and mtereHting notti in tl.at vei erabSlady s handwrituiK. It occurs on the pa«e whew Blt?i!brings a charge of want of veracity agaK h^r eWeSTImlname-daughter who was pervertel t? Pope?;. Thfv ar^n a hand tremu ous with age an.l feeling :-'^i owiX w'truth I neuer m all my lyflf did hear hir ly. and what^hr^id

i'f7*" K^l''"*'^'''
^^ byotherssu^es od tohJ ;; v^Z

tTy'tooli'hS alJr'r'*^' ''i'"
'-lived 'she";dcl! S^iny took hir, alles ! from me who never did sie her mnrThe mmester of Cuper. Mr. John Matrill. did sie hir at Pari^

whTh m^« him . •i''^
''"^"^ prmcipelsof ourrelidgon.wnicn made him say it was good to grund vounir i«f

r^dS! "
"" ""'''™' " ""> """ "^it.pSs

EDmBTTROH. DOUOLAS' HoTEL,

Mv«»A»Cr» T
2(«A/)e«»,ipr 1856.

kindne^ln 7^^*^ *''^*
^''"•'Vy ""cerest thanks for your

BaxS Life whfni;^."'"
with a «ight of the volume ofr^axter 8 L,ife, which formerly be onged to mv anrentrix

hi 7*P*°*"»« h«f daughter is extremely interestin/ Ihad a ways been under the impression that the Shterhad died very shortly after her removal to France but the

memSSSrt? '™" ^'^ ^.^«^"'« memorandum mJ
S L^dv Ar^a anrf*''"n ^T^^ "^^^ °" *he later life

verv old when ... V^n:^1tXt^^^t:j^ri^^^
1696.

. ^m

I
I am extremely obliged to you for communicating to ra»
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collecting books when he was twelve, and he was
collecting up to his last hours. He cared least for
merely fine books, though he enjoyed, no one more so,
fine type, good binding, and all the niceties of the book
fancier. What he liked were such books as were directly
useful in his work, and such as he liked to live in the
midst of ; such, also, as illustrated any great philo-
sophical, historical, or ecclesiastical epoch. His
collection of Greek Testaments was, considering his
means, of great extent and value, and he had a quite
singular series of books, pamphlets, and documents,
refernng not merely to his own body—the Secession,
with all its subdivisions and reunions—but to Non-
conformity and Dissent everywhere, and, indeed, to
human liberty, civil and religious, in every form,—for

*5*t'-
^^^^ ^^^ ^®** truths, duties, and expectations

of ms faith, was the one master passion of his life
liberty in its greatest sense, the largest extent of in-
di^dual and public spontaneity consistent with virtue
and safety. He was in this as intense, persistent in
his devotion, as Sidney, Locke, or old Hollis. For
instance, his admiration of Lord Macaulay as a wr*€r
and a man of letters, an orator and a statesman, gieat
as it was, was as nothing to his gratitude to him for
having placed permanently on record, beyond all risk
of obscuration or doubt, the doctrine of 1688—the right
and power of the English people to be their own law-
pvers, and to appoint their own magistrates, of whom
the sovereign is the chief.

His conviction of the sole right of God to be Lord
of the conscience, and his sense of his own absolute
religious independence of every one but his Maker,
were the two elements in building up his beliefs on all
Church mdtters ; they were twin beliefs. Hence the
simphcity and thoroughness of his principles. Sittmg

this new and very interesting information. Believe me, my
dear Sir, your much obliged and faithful servant,

T „ I^NDSAir.
John Brown, Esq., 21.D.
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in the centre, he commanded the circumference. But
1 am straying out of my parish into yours. I only add
to what you have said, that the' longer he lived, the
more did he insist upon it being not less true and not
less important, that the Church must not intermeddle
with the State, than that the State must not intermeddle
with the Church. He used to say, * Go down into the
world, with all its complications and confusions, with
this double-edged weapon, and you can cut all the
composite knots of Church and State.' The element of
God and of eternity predominates in the religious more
than in the civil affairs of men, and thus far transcends
them

; but the principle of mutual independence is
equaUy appUcable to each. All that statesmen, as
such, have to do with i ligion, is to be themselves under
Its power ; all that Christians, as such, have to do with
the State, is to be good citizens.
The fourth epoch of his personal life I would date

from his second marriage. Aa I said before, nu man
was ever happier in his wives. They had much alikem nature,—only one could see the Divine wisdom
of his first wife being his first, and his second his second ;

^^u »i
^^ *^®' °^^ P'*°® *^^ ^^^^' His marriage

with Miss Crum was a source of great happiness and
§^ u°j*

^^^y ^ himself, but to us his first children,
hhe had been mtimately known to us for many years,
and was endeared to us long before we saw her, by her
havmg been, as a child and girl, a great favourite of
our own mother. The families of my grandfather
Nimmo, and of the Crums, Ewings, and Maclaes, were
very m^ate. I have heard my father tell, that being
out at Thomhebank with my mother, he asked her to
take a walk with him to the Rouken, a romantic water-
tali and glen up the bum. My mother thought they
might take ' Miss Margaret ' with them, and so save
ap^arances, and with Miss Crum, then a child of ten,
lioldmg my father's hand, away the three went

!

So you may see that no one could be nearer to being
our mother; and she was curiously ingenious, and
completely successful in gaining our affection and
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regard. I have, as a boy, a peculiarly pleasant reroem-
branoe of her, having been at Thomliebank when about
fourteen, and getting that impression of her gentle,
innd, wise, calm, and happy nature—her entire love-
ablenesa—which it was our privilege to see ministerine
«o much to my father's comfort. That fortnight in
1824 or 1826 is stiU to me like the memory of some
T W-i?^*™ ' J?®

°^^ library, the big chair in which
I huddled myself up for hours with the New Arabian
Wights, and all the old-fashioned and unforgotten books
1 found there, the ample old garden, the wonders of
machinery and skill going on in ' the works,' the lare©
waterwheel going its stately rounds in the midst of itsown darkness, the petrifactions I excavate . in the bed
of the bum, ammonites, &c., and brought home to mymuseum (!); the hospitable lady of the house, mV
hereditaiy friend, dignified, anxious and kind; and
above all, her only daughter who made me a sort of
pet, and was always contriving some unexpected
pleasure,—all this feels to me even now like somethinjr
out of a book. *

My father's union with Miss Crum was not only ono
of the best blessings of his life,—it made him more of
a blessing to others, than it is likely he would otherwise
have been. By her cheerful, gracious ways, her love
tor society as distinguished from company, her gift of
making every one happy and at ease when with her,
and her tender compassion for all suffering, she in
a measure won my father from himself and his books,
to his own great good, and to the delight and benefit
of us all. It was like sunshine and a glad sound in the
house. She succeeded in what is called * drawing out *

the inveterate solitary. Moreover, she encouraged
and enabled him to give up a moiety of his ministerial
labours, and thus to devote himself to the great work
of his later years, the preparing for and giving to the
press the results of his life's study of God's WordWe owe entirely to her that immense armameniarivm
mertatts, the third edition of his treatise on Civil
Obedience.
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One other source of great happiness to my father
by this marriage was the intercourse he had with the
family at Thomliebank, deepened and endeared as this
was by her unexpected and irreparable loss. But on
this I must not enlarge, nor on that death itself, the last
thing in the world he ever feared—leaving hdm once
more, after a brief happiness, and when he had still
more reason to hope that he would have ' grown old
with her, leaning on her faithful bosom.' The urn was
again empty—and the only word was vale I he was
once more viduus, bereft.

God gives us love ; something to love
He lends us ; but, when love is grown

To ripeness, that on which it throve
Falls oil, and love is left alone.

This is the curse of time.

—

But still

'Tis better to have loved and lost.

Than never to have loved at all.

It was no easy matter to get him from home and
away from his books. But once off, he always enjoyed
himself,—especially in his visits toThomliebank, Busby,
Oofthead, Biggar, and Mehose. He was very fond of
preaching on these occasions, and his services were
alwajrs peculiarly impressive. He spoke more slowly
-nd with leas vehemence than in his own pulpit, and,
as i often told him, with all the more effect. When
driving about Biggar, or in the neighbourhood of Lang-
rig, he was Ml of the past, showing how keenly, with
all his outwa 1 reserve, he had observed and felt. He
had a quite peculiar interest in his three flocks, keeping
his eye on all their members, through long years of
absence.

His love for his people and for his ' body ' was a
special love ; and his knowledge of the Secession,
through all its many divisions and unions,—his know-
ledge, not only of its public history, with its immense
controversial and occasional hteratiire, but of the lives
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and peculiarities of its ministers,—was of the mostmmute and curious kind. He loved ail mankind, and
flpeciaUv such as were of ' the household of faith ' •

and he longed for the time when, as there was one Shep-
herd, there would be but one sheepfold ; but he cloried
in being not only a Seceder, but a Burgher; and he
often said, that take them all in all, he knew no body
of professing Christians in any country or in any time,
worthier of all honour than that which was founded by
the Four Brethren, not only as God-fearing, God-servine
men, but as members of civil society ; men who on every
occasion were found on the side of Uberty and order,
truth and justice. He used to say he believed therewas hardly a Tory m the Synod, and that no one butHe Whose service is perfect freedom, knew the publicgood done, and tiae public evil averted, by the lives and
the principles, and when need was, by the votes of suchmen, all of whom were in the working classes, or in the
lower half of the middle The great Whig leaders knew
this, and could always depend on the Seceders.

T S®'® *^ ^° ^"^""^^y portrait of my father in his prime.
1 beheve no man was ever more victimized in the way
of bemg a*ked to

;
sit

' ; indeed, it was probably from
so many of them being of this kind, that the opportunity
of securing a really good one was lost. The best—theone portrait of his habitual expression—is Mr. Harvey's
done for Mr. Crum of Busby : it was taken when he was
failing, but It is an excellent Ukeness as well as a noble
picture

;
such a picture as one would buy without know-

ing anything of the subject. So true it is, that imagina-
tive pamters, men gifted and accustomed to render
.-^eur own ideal conceptions in form and colour, graspand impress on their canvas the features of real menmore to the quick, more faithfully as to the central
qudlities of the man, than professed portrait painters.

Steell s bust is beautiful, but it is wanting in expres-
sion. Slaters, though rude, is better. Angus Fletcher's
has much of his air, but is too much like a Grecian god.
Ihere is a miniature by Mrs. Robertson of London
belonging to my sister, Mrs. Young, which I always liked'
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thouffh more like a gay, brilliant French Abb4, than the
Seceder minister of Rose Street, as he then was. It
gives, however, more of his exquisite brightness and
spirit, the dancing light in his dark eyes, and his smile,
when pleased and desiring to please, than any other.
[ have a drawing by Mr. Harvev, done from my father
for his picture of the Minister's Visit, which I value
very much, as giving the force and depth, the momen-
tum, so to speak, of his serious look. He is sitting in
a cottar's house, reading the Bible to an old bed-ridden
woman, the farm servants gathered round to get his
word.
Mungo Burton painted a good portrait which my

brother William has ; from his being drawn in a black
neckcloth, and standing, he looks as he sometimes did,
more like a member of Parliament than a clergyman.
The print from this is good and very scarce. Of
Photographs, I like D. 0. Hill's best, in which he is
represented as shaking hands with the (invisible) Free
Church—it is full of his earnest, cordial power ; that
by Tunny, from which the beautiful engraving by Lumb
Stocks in this Memoir was taken, is very like what he
was about a year and a half before his death. All the
other portraits, as far as I can remember, are worthless
and worse, missing entirely the true expression. He
was very difficult to take, partly because he was so full
of what may be called spiritual beauty, evanescent,
ever changing, and requiring the highest kind of genius
to fix it ; and partly from his own fault, for he thought
it was necessary to be lively, or rather to tiy to be so to
his volimteering artist, and the consequence was, his
giving them, as his habitual expression, one which was
rare, and in this particular case more made than
bom.
The time when I would have liked his look to have

been perpetuated, was that of all others the least likely,
or indeed possible ;—it was, when after administering
the Sacrament to his people, and having solemnized
every one, and been himself profoundly moved by that
Divine, everlasting memorial, he left the CKlers' seat

5
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a

and returned to the pulpit, and after giving out the

ZT^S^t *^",Ma8ter-hi8 face pale, and his dark

tlSJ^ "1^ °"u^"P^" "" *"' ^« ^hole countenaSSrajant ancT subdued. Any likeness of him in thta

wIsVthat o^JVn^*'
of the protomartyr. when h?s ftewas as that of an angel, than anythinj? I ever beheld

wrsftoTn^e^'r ''''
''t' '' ^'^ -PO^'bleoSwise to convey,—the mingled sweetness, dijmitv and

S^ketiS.'^L'rth^ ,^f^^*-r "•"^'•'^'^d^«^^u*ohoarkenng, and the lights at the pulpit were lighted soas to fall upon his face and throw the rest of theVwtassemblage mto deeper shadow, the effect of^ coij^!te^noe was something never to forget.He was more a man of power than of cenius in fh*or^nary sense. His imagWtion was no^a ^rimaJjpower; ,t was not originative, though in a quite Swmimon degree receptive, having*^ the caSy^f
^^J?* the^maginations of others, and thro^h ttiembodying forth the unseen. When exalted and unrSby the understanding, and heated by the alSStions H
m::Lr"'Bu%^ylVT'' '"' ?^"*>« ^ servaXno
tol«^\h.u ^ ^^^ "?"* "'^^ ^'^^^y *hat might be,

wasT as i Xr'"^'
of common speech, original, he

Tn^.f.
a^i^ole —such a man as stood alone. Noone ever mistook his look, or would, had they been blimLhave mistaken his voice or words, fortS oT^v o^else, or any one else's for his. ^ °°®

m-^^r®"***^
characteristics, if I may venture on suchground, were clearness and vigour, intensity, fe° v<Sr ?

* This earnestness of nature pervaded all his ezeroisMA man of great capacity and Culture, ^h a JSd uSBenjamm Franklin's, an avowed unbeliever in Chris^titvcame every Sunday afternoon, for many ^e^!sX^^
inapressed. He was often asked bv his friends whv k« L^«J

IWf it^* *? H^'. *"^ *° «• • ™*» earn^VSice a weekabout anything/ It is related of David Hume 51t hr^n.;heard my great-grandfather preach, he saT'^t 'HSf
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concentration, penetration, and perseverance,—more of
depth than width ». The moral conditions mider which
he lived were the love, the pursuit, and the practice of
truth m everything ; strength and depth, rather than
external warmth of affection ; fidehty to principles and
to friends. He used often to speak of the moral obli-
gation laid upon every man to think truly, as well as to
speak and act truly, and said that much intellectual
aemoralization and ruin resulted from neglecting this.

man for me, he means what he says ; he speaks as if Jesus
Christ was at his elbow.'

* The following note fiom the pen to which we owe * St.
Paui'sThorn in the Flesh ' is admirable, both for its reference
to my father, and its own beauty and truth.

' C>ne instance of his imperfect discernment of associations
of thought that were not of a purely logical character was
afforded, we used to think, by the decided and almost
contemptuous manner in which he always rejected the
theory of what is called the double interpretation of pro-
phecy. This, of course, is not the place to discuss whether
he was absolutely right or wrong in his opinion. The
subject, however, is one of somewhat curious mterest, and
It has also a strictly literary as well as a theological aspect,
and what we have to say about it shall relate exclusively
to the former. When Dr. Brown then said, as he was
aooustomed in his strong way to do, that "if prophecy
was capable of two senses, it was impossible it could have
any sense at all," it is plain, we think, that he forgot the
specific character of prophetic literature, viz. its being in
the highest degree poetic. Now every ono knows that
poetry of a very elevated cast almost invariably possesses
freat breadth, variety, we may say multipUcity of meaning,
ts very excellence consists in its being capable of two, three,

or many meanings and applications. Take, for example,
these familiar hues in the Midsummer Night's E^eam " :—

Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read.
Could ever hear by tale or history.
The course of true love never did run smooth

;

jJut either it was different in blood,
Or else misgraffed in respect of years.
Or else it stood upon the choice' of friends;
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Ho WM nbsohitoly tolerant of all difference of opinion
HO that It was sincere ; and thig was all the more re-
markable from his being the opposite of an indiffor-
ontist, bemg very strong in his own convictions, holdinjrthem keenly, even passionately, while, from the struo-
ture of his mind, ho was somehow deficient in oompro-

Or if there were a sympathy in choice.
War, death, or stokness did lay siege to it.
Making it momentary as a Bound,
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream.
Brief as the lightning in the collied nighf.
That m a spleen unfolds both heaven and earth.And ere a man hath power to say ' Behold I

'

Ihe jaws of darkness do devour it up;
So quick bright things come to confusion."

Wo remember once quoting these lines to a lady, and betncrather taken aback by her remark. "Theyare very beautiful
but I don't think thoy are true." We r^lly had forgot forthe moment the straichtforward, matter-of-fact sense ofWhich they are capable, and were not adverting to the
possibihty of their bemg understood to mean that—nothincbut love-crosses are going, and that no tolerable amount ofcomfort or happmess is to bo found in the life matrimonial
or in any of the approaches towards it. Every intelUgont
student of Shakspore, however, will at once feel that the
poet s mmd speedily passes away from the idea with whichho starts, and become merged in a far wider theme, viz.m the disenchantment to which aU lofty imaginations are
liable, the disappointment to which all extravacant earthlv
hopes and wishes are doomed. Tuis, in fact, is distinctly
expressed m the last Une and in Wis sense alone can thewords be regarded as at all touching or impressive. Sudden
expansions and transitions of thought, then, are noth.ncmore than what is common to all poetry ; and when we "

i
the Hebrew bards, in their prophetic songs, minclinc in •

closest conjunction the anticipations of the cloriee
Solomons r-.vn or the happy prospects of a return from
liabylon, witli the higher glory and happiness of Messiah's
advent, such transitions of thought are in perfect accor,^-
ance with the ordinary laws of poetry, and ought not to per-
plex even the most unimaginative student of the Bible/
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honding, much 1cm of flympathizing with the opinions
of men who grontly diflfored from him. This made his
homage to entire freedom of thought all the moro
gcnumo and rare. In the region of theological thought
he was Bcientific, systematic, and authoritative, rather
than philoBopliical and speculative. Ho held ho strongly
that the ChriHtian religion was mainly a rollgion of facts
that he porhaps allowed too littlo to its also being a
philosophy that was ready to meet, out r)f its own essonco
and Its over unfolding powers, any now form of unbelief,
disbelief, or misbelief, and must front itself to them as
they moved up.

Withdevotional feeling—with everything thatshowod
reverence and godly fear—he cordializcd wherever andm whomsoever it was found,—Pagan or Christian.
Komanist or Protestant, bond or free ; and while ho
disliked, and had indeed a positive antipathy to intol-
leotual mysticism, he had a great knowledge of and
relish for such writers as Dr. Henry More, Culverwel,
bcougall, Madame Guyon, whom (besides their other
qualities) I may perhaps bo allowed to call affectionate
mystics, and for such poets as Herbert and Vaughan
whose poetry was pious, and their piety poetic. As fhave said he was perhaps too impatient of all obscure
tfimkmg, from not considering that on certain subjects
cecessanly in their sulwtance, and on the skirts of all
subjects, obscurity and vagueness, difficulty and un-
ciJitainty, are inherent, and must therefore appear in
their treatment. Men who rejoiced in making clear
things obscure, and plain things the reverse, he could not
abide, and spoke with some contempt of those who were
original merely from their standing on their heads, and
taU from walking upon stilts. As you have truly said
his character mellowed and toned down in his later
years, without in any way losing its own individuality
and Its clear, vigorous, unflinching perception of and
addiction to principles.

His affectionate ways with his students were often
venr curious : he contrived to get at their hearts, and
fand out aU theur family and local specialities, in a sort
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of Bhort-hand way, and he never forgot them in after
ufe

; and watching him with them at tea, speaking hiammd freely and often jocularly upon aU aorta of Bub-
jecto, one got a glimpse of that union of opposites which
made hmi so much what he was—he gave out far more
UberaUy to them the riches of his learning and the deep
thoughto of his heart, than he ever did among his full-
grown brethren. It was like the flush of an Arctic
summer, blossomingallover, out of and into the stiUness.
the lonelmess, and the chill rigour of winter. Though
authontative in his class without any effort, he was
mdulgent to everything but conceit, slovenliness ofmmd and body, irreverence, and above all handling the
Word of God deceitfully. On one occasion a student
havmg delivered in the Hall a discourse tinged with
Armmiamsm, he said, ' That may be the gospel ac-
cording to Dr. Macknight, or the gospel according U>
Ut. Taylor of Norwich, but it is not the gospel according
to the apostle Paul ; ^d if I thought the sentiment*
expressed were his own, if I had not thought he hau
taken his thoughts from commentators without care-
fully considering them, I would think it my duty to
hjm and to the church to make him no longer a student
of divmity here.' He was often unconsciously severe,
from his saying exactly what he felt. On a student's
ending his discourse, his only criticism was, * the
strongest characteristic of this discourse is weakness '

and feeling that this was really all he had to say, he
ended. A young gentleman on very good terms with
himself, stood up to pray with his han^ in his pockets,
and among other things he put up a petition that he
might 'be delivered from the fear of man, which
bringeth a snare ;

' my father's only remark was, that
Wiere was part of his prayer which seemed to be granted
before it was asked. But he was always unwilling to
criticise prayer, feeling it to be too sacred, and as it were
beyond his province, except to deliver the true princi-
ples of all prayer, which he used to say were admirably
given in the Shorter Cateckism—* Prayer is an offering
up of the desires of the heart to God, for things agreeable
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to his will, in the name of Christ ; with confession of our
ina, and thankful acknowledgement of hia mercies.'
For the ' heroic * old man of Haddington my father

had a peculiar reverence, as indpod we all have—as well
we may. He was our king, the founder of our d\Ti»48ty •

we dated from him, and he was 'hedged' accordinKly
byaoertainsacrednessor 'divinity.' I well remember
with what surprise and pride 1 found myself asked by
a bUoksmith's wife in a remote hamlet among the hop
gardens of Kent, if I was ' the son of the Self-inter-
?reting Bible.' I possess, as an heirloom, the New
estament which my father fondly regarded as the one

his grandfather, when a herd-ladcUe. got from the Pro-
fessor who heard him ask for it, and promised him it if
he could read a verse ; and he has in his beautiful small

M^ written in it what follows :— ' He (John Brown
of Haddmgton) had now acquired so much of Greek
as encouraged him to hope that he might at length be
prepared to reap the richest of all rewards which classical
learmng could confer on him, the capacity of reading in
the original tongue the blessed New Testament of our
Lord and Saviour. Full of this hope, he became anxious
to possess a copy of the invaluable volume. One niBht
having committed the charge of his sheep to a com-
pwiion, he set out on a midnight journey to St. Andrews,
a distance of twenty-four miles. He reached his desti-
nation in the morning, and went to the bookseller's
shop, askmg for a ( opy of the Greek New Testament.
Ihe master of the shop, surprised at such a request from
a shepherd boy, was disposed to make game of him.Some of the professors coming into the shop, questioned
the lad about his employment and studies. After
hearmg his tale, one of them desired the bookseller to

^^^ut^ volume He did so, and drawing it down,
SMd, Boy, read this, and you shall have it for nothinc."
ihe boy did so, acquitted himself to the admiration of
his judges, and carried off his Testament, and when the
evening arrived, was studying it in the midst of hia flockon the braes of Abernethy.'-Jfemotr of Rev. JohnOroum of Haddington, "oy Rev. J. B. Patterson.

BBOWK K

I'

fe
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' There is reason to boliove /Ai> is the Now Testament

referred to. The name on the opposite page was written
on the tiy-leaf. It is obviously the writing of a boy, and
bears a resemblance to Mr. Brown's handwriting in
rnature life. It is imperfect, wanting a great part of
the Gospel of Matthew. The autograph at the end ia
that of his son, Thomas, when a youth at college, after-
wards Rov. Dr. Thomas Brown of Dalkeith.—J. B.'

I doubt not my father regarded this little worn old
book, the sword of the Sj)irit which his ancestor so
nobly won, and wore, and warred with, with not less
honept veneration and pride than does his dear friend
James Douglas of Cavers the Percy pennon bomo
away at Otterboume. When I read, in Cncle William's
admirable Life of his father, his own simple story of his
early life—his loss of father and mother before ho was
eleven, his discovering (as true a discovery as Dr.
Young's of theoharacfers of the Rosetta stone, or Raw-
linson s of the cuneifr rm letters) the Greek characters,
his defence of himself against the astonishing and base
charge of getting his learning from the devil (that
shrewd personage would not have employed him on
the Greek Testament), his eager, indomitable study,
his nmning miles to and back again to hear a sermon
after folding his sheep at noon, his keeping his family
creditably on never more than £50, and for long oh
£40 a year, giving largely in charity, and never wanting,
as he said, * lying money '—when I think of all this,
1 feel what a strong, independent, manly nature he
must have hod. Wo all know his saintly character,
his devotion to learning, and to the work of preaching
and teaching ; but he seems to have been, like most
complete men, full of humour and keen wit. Some
of his meU sayings are still remembered. A lad of an
excitable temperament waited on him, and informed
him he wished to be a preacher of the gospel. My
great-grandfather, finding him as weak in intellect as
he was strong in conceit, advised him to continue in his
present vocation. The young man said, ' But I wish
to preach and glorify God.' ^My young friend, a man
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3„^S^i^*^ '^r^^''^3
'"'^'^ ^^o^^"

5 "tick to your

Th; irdft"if ^'?^ ^7 ^.T Z^^^
'^"^ conversation.'

-k -V ^' Husband of Dunfermlino railed on himwhen he was preparing to set out for Gifford. and was

^S2T& •" V^ ^»?». "««>'' questions a« to the placegrace held in the Divino economy. ' Cc.,„. away wVme and I' expound that: but when I „. .pollinL

of common, and the eager and full-niindcd old man
Tn'S V^t f^^ °' h« unfolding tho Divine scheme!and his student was drinking in )u. n.-vi,, and for

ShSS***!?'"^..-'*^^
*'*'"«*^- H'^ rnasur Btrmhl aana fell, and getting up, somewhat sharply aid ' Jamesthe grace o' 5od can do much, but n canna cin a nancommon sense '

; which is as good theokgy I «.„
'

hf™ J^^"°^*^y°n »^\« P?ny. which was haltmg, said to

•^ S; }^^T^' ^'""^^ '" ^'^^ Scripture line the day-
in\he m^uV o1 IToiT

"°' '^"'^'•" " '°
'« * P^^'*^''

wh«"h^5 ''^f'"^
.to Haddington, there was one man

Mm it ^ Tv.* *^*'"S ^^^ *^*"-' ^I"-- Brown meeting

^ZZ^""
they could not avoid each other, the non?

f^ tM- "? ^'''''/c^ '? ''i^^'
y°"^8 '^"d inexperienced

^e^/iS';r '"" "'^ '^ ^'^"^ •" '^^ ^''^^ ''' '^^ ^^
The following is a singular illustration of the pre-

ofSS *^
and severe tone of the religious teachingof that time, and also of its strength :-A poor oldwoman, of great worth and excellent undorstandinem whose conversation Mr. Brown took much pleasurewas on her death-bed. Wishing to try her STe

nfh^ Y' ?"°''' what woull you s^ay if,Xr all

fell^^^^E':n5r(ern 2^^^}%^^^^
'ZCr^'t^ilX. ^^-^«--thingnotleithan'

Than my grandfather and ' Uncle Ebenezer,* no two
E 2

m$
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brothers could be more different in nature or more
united in affection. My grandfather was a man of
great natural good sense, well read and well know-
ledged, easy but not indolent, never overflowing but
never empty, homely but dignified, and fuller of love
to all sentient creatures than any other human being
I ever knew. I had, when a boy of ten, two rabbits,
Oscar and Livia : why so named is a secret I have
lost ; perhaps it was an Ossianic union of the Roman
with the Gael. Oscar was a broad-ncsed, manly, rather
brusque husband, who used to suort when angry, and
bite too ; Lavia was a thin-faced, meek, and, I fear,

deceitfullish wife, who could smile, and then bite. One
evening I had lifted both these worthies, by the ears
of course, and was taking them from their clover to
their beds, when my grandfather, who had been waging
out in the cool of the evening, met me. I had just
kissed the two creatures, out of mingled love to them,
and pleasure at having caught them without much
trouble. He took me by the cb ; and kissed me, and
then Oscar and Livia/ Wonde.iui man, I thought,
and still think ! doubtless he had seen me in my private
fondness, and wished to please me.
He was for ever doing good in his quiet yet earnest

way. Not only on Sunday when he preached soUd
gospel sermons, full of quaint and famiHar expressions,
such as I fear few of my readers could take up, full of
solemn, affectionatiC appeals, full of his own simplicity
and love, the Monday also found him ready with his
everyday gospel. If he met a drover from Lochaber
who haa c&'ossed the Campsie Hills, and was making
across Camwath Moor to the Calstane Siap, and thence
into England by the drove-road, he accosted him with
a friendly smile,—gave him a reasonable tract, and
dropped into him some words of Divine truth. He
was thus continually doing good. Go where he might,
he had his mes'iage to every one ; to a servant lass, to
a poor wande^'er on the bleak streets, to gentle and
siznple—^he flowed for ever plena rivo.

Uncle Ebenezer, on the other hand, flowed per
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taltum : he was always good and saintly, but he was
great once a week ; six da3rs he brooded over his mes-
sage, was silent, withdrawn, self-involved ; on the
Sabbath, that downcast, almost timid man, who
shunned men, the instant he was in the pulpit, stood
up a son of thunder. Such a voice ! such a piercing
eye ! such an inevitable forefinger, held out trembling
with the terrors of the Lord ; such a power of asking
questions and letting them fall deep into the hearts of
liis hearers, and then answering them himself, with an
' ah, sirs

!

' that thrilled and quivered from him to
them.

1 remember his astonishing us all with a sudden
burst. It was a sermon upon the apparent plxia of
evil in this world, and he had driven himself and as
all to despair—so much sin, so much misery—when,
taking advantage of the chapter he had read, the
account of the uproar at Ephesus in the Theatre, he
said, ' Ah, sirs ! what if some of the men who, for
" about the space of two hours," cried out, " Great is
Diana of the Ephesians," have for the space of eighteen
hundred years and more been crying day and night,
" Great and marvellous are thy works. Lord God
Almighty ; just and true are all thy ways, thou King
of saints ; who shall not fear thee, O Lord, and glorify
thy name ? for thou only art holy."

'

You have doubtless heard of the story of Lord
Brougham going t'^ hear him. It is very character-
istic, and as I had it from Mrs. Cuninghamc, who was
present. I may be allowed to tell it. Brougham and
Denman were on a visit to James Stuart of Duneam,
about the time of the Queen's trial. They had asked
Stuart where they should go tc church ; ho said he
would take them to a Seceder minister at Inverkeithing.
They went, and as Mr. Stuart had described the saintly
old man. Brougham said he would like to be introduced
to him, and arriving before service time, Mr. Stuart
called, and left a message that some gentlemen wished
to see him. The answer was that ' Maister ' Brown
saw nobody before divine worship. He then sent in
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Brougham and Denman'a names. ' Mr. Brown's com-
pliments to Mr. Stuart, and he sees nobody before
^rmon,' and in a few minutes out came the stooping
shy old man, and passed them, unconscious of their
presence. They sat in the front gallery, and he preached
a faithful sermon, full of fire and of native force. They
came away greatly moved, and each wrote to Lord
Jeirrey to lose not a week in coming to hear the greatest
natural orator they had ever heard. Jeffrey came next
bunday, and often after declared he never heard such
words, such a sacred, untaught gift of speech. Nothing
was more beautiful than my father's admiration and
emotion when listening to his uncle's rapt passages, or
than his childUke faith in my father's exegetical prowess.Ho used to have a list of difficult passages ready formy nephew,' and the moment the oracle gave a de-
cision, the old man askud him to repeat it, and then
took a permanent note of it, and would assuredly preach
It some day with his own proper unction and power.
One story of him I must give ; my father, who heard
It not long before his own death, was delighted with it,
and for some days repeated it to every one. Uncle
Jibenezer, with all his mildness and general com-
plaisance, was, like most of the Browns, tenax propositi,
farm to obstinacy. He had established a week-day
sermon at the North Ferry, about two miles from hisown town, Inverkeithing. It was, I think, on the
l-uesdays. It was winter, and a wild, drifting, and
dangerous day

; his daughters—his wife was dead-
besought him not to go ; he smiled vaguely, but con-
tmued getting into his big-coat. Nothing would stay
him, and away he and the pony stumbled through thedumb and blinding snow. He was half-way on his
journey, and had got into the sermon he was going to
preach, and was utterly insensible to the outward
Storm

:
his pony getting its feet balled, staggered about,

and at last upset his master and himself into the ditch
at the roadside. The feeble, heedless, rapt old man
might have perished there, had not some carters, bring-mg up whisky casks from the Ferry, seen the cataa-
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trophe, and rushed up, raising him, and dichtin: him,
with much commider.tion and blunt speech—* Puir
auld man, what brocbt ye here in sic a day ? ' There
they were, a rough crew, surrounding the saintly man,
some putting on his hat, sorting and cheering him, and
others knocking the balls ofi the pony's feet, and stuffing
them with grease. He watj most polite and grateful,
and one of these cordial ruffians having pierced a cask,
brought him a horn of whisky, and said, ' Tak that,
it'll hearten ye.' He took the horn, and bowing to
them, said, ' Sirs, let us give thanks ! ' and there, by
the road-side, in the drift and storm, with these wild
fellows, he asked a blessing on it, and for his kind
deliverers, and took a tasting of the horn. The men
cried like children. They lifted him on his pony, one
going with him, and when the rest arrived in Inver-
keithing, they repeated the story to everybody, and
brokd down in tears whenever they came to the blessing.
* And to think o' askin' a blessin' on a tass o' whisky !

'

Next Presbytery day, after the ordinary business was
over, he rose up—he seldom spoke—and said, ' Modera-
tor, I have something personal to myself to say. I have
often said, that real kindness belongs only to true
Christians, but '—and then he told the story of these
men ;

' but more true kindness I never experienced
than from these lads. They may have had the grace
of God, I don't know ; but I never mean again to be so
positive in speaking of this matter.'
When he was on a missionary tour in the north, he

one morning met a band of Highland shearers on their
way to the harvest ; he asked them to stop and hear
the word of God. Thuy said they could not, as they
had their wages to work for. He offered them what
they said they would lose ; to this they agreed, and
he paid them, and closing his eyes engaged in prayer ;

when he had ended, he looked up, and his congregation
had vanished ! His shrewd brother Thomas, to whom
he complained of this faithlessness, said, * Eben, the
next time ye pay folk to hear you preach, keep your
eyes open, and pay them when you are tLone.' 1 re-
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member on another occasion, in Bristo Church, withan immense audience, he had been going over theScnpture ^counts of great sinners repentinJ and tum-

n^J?^ XT
"'P®**1»^8 their names, from Manasseh

onwards. He seemed to have closed the record, when.

callea out abruiJtbr, ' I see a man ! ' Ever/one£oked
to that point- I see a man of Tarsus ; ind he savs.Make mention of me ! It must not be supposed thatthe discourses of Uncle Ebenezer.' with tESTabrupt
appec^ls and sudden starts, were unwritten or extem-
pore

; they were carefully composed and written out,—onry these flashes of thought and passion came on himsuddenly when writmg, and were therefore quite naturalwhen dehvered—they came on him again.

mJT^.?^^- '^"J?"
BeW. M.D.. ha? more power overmy father s actions and his relations to the world, thanany other of his friends : over his thoughts and con-

victions proper, not much—few Uving men had, andeven among the mighty dead, he calledno man master.He used to say that the three master intellects devoted
to the study of divme truth since the apostles, were
Augustine, Calvin, and Jonathan Edwards ; but that

*X^?i^IT '*'*^^ P'*^^ inter pares,-thiB by the bye.On aU that concerned his outward life as a public
teacher, asa father, and as a member of society, he
consulted Dr. Belfrage, and was swayed greatly by hisjudgement, a«, for instance, the choice of a profeiion

f^^'i^r- ;
*"%«?«o?d marriage, &c. He fciew him

to be his true fnend, and not only wise and honest,but pre-eminently a man of affairs, capax renim,
Ur. Belfrage was a great man in posse, if ever I sawone,— a village Hampden.' Greatness was of his
essence

;
nothing paltry, nothing secondary, nothing

imtrue. I^rge m body, large and handsome in face,
lotty m manner to his equals or superiors ', homely,

JrJ^A""^
occasion, Mr Hall of Kelso, an excellent but

lll^t '"*°'
I?
^¥°\the '^90 was very strong, and who, ifhe had been a Spaniard, would, to adojt Coleridge's sto^y.
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r. cordial, with the young and the poor,—I never
with a more truly royal nature—more native andMaed to rule, guide, and benefit mankind. He was

fen- erw scheming for the good of others, and chieflym t*e way of helping them to help themselves. Prom
» ciOTous want of ambition—his desire for advance-
rarat was for that of his friends, not for his own, and
nere he was ambitious and zealous enough,—from
rnm-concentration of his faculties in early life, and from
an affection of the heart which ultimately killed him—
It WW too big for his body, and, under the relentless
hydrostatic law, at last shattered the tabernacle it
moved, like a steam-engine too powerful for the vessel
It finds Itself in,—his mental heart also was too big
for his happiness,—from these causes, along with a love
for gardening, which was a passion, and an inherited
competency, which took away what John Hunter calls
the stimulus of necessity,' you may understand how

this remarkable man, instead of bemg a Prime Minister,
a Lord Chancellor, or a Dr. Gregory, a George Stephen
son, or likeliest of all, a John Howard, without some
of his weaknesses, lived and died minister of the small
congregation of Slateford, near Edinburgh. It is also
true that he was a physician, and an energetic and
Buc^ful one, and got rid of some of his love of doing
good to and managing human beings in this way ; he
was also an oracle in his district, to whom many had
the wisdom to go to take as well as ask advice, and
who was never weary of entering into the most minute
details, and taking endless pains, being like Dr. Chahnen
a strong believer in ' the power of littles.' It would
be out of place, though it would be not uninteresting,
to tell how thisgreat residentpower—this strong willand
authority, this capacious, clear, and beneficent intel-
lect—dwelt in its petty sphere, like an oak in a flower-

have taken off or touched his hat whenever he spoke of him-
self, met Dr. Belfrage in the lobby of the Synod and drawing
himself up as he passed, he muttered, ' high and michty r
There 'a a pair of us, Mr. Hall.'

7r -J ;<-,.-- • ,'--iifc».--2 -fT-. ^I^^^^^^^S^^H^^^^'^S^
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pot; but I cannot help recalling that signal act of
friendship and of power in the matter of my father's
translation from Rose Street to Broughton Place, to
which you have referred.

It was one of the turning-points of my father's his-
tory. Dr. Belfrage, though seldom a speaker in the
public courts of his Church, was always watchful of
the interests of the people and of his friends. On the
Rose Street question he had from the beginning formed
a strong opinion. My father had made his statement,
indicating his leaning, but leaving himself absolutely
in the hands of the Synod. There was some speaking,
all on 6ne side, and for a time the S3mod seemed to
incline to be absolute, and refuse the call of Broughton
Place. The house was everywhere crowded, and
breathless with interest, my father sitting motionless,
anxious, and pale, prepared to submit without a word,
but retaining his own mind ; everything looked like
a unanimous decision for Rose Street, when Dr. Belfrage
rose up and came forward into the ' passage,' and with
his first sentence and look, took possession of the house.
He stated, with clear and simple argument, the truth
and reason of the case ; and then having fixed himself
there, he took up the personal interests and feehngs
of his friend, and putting before them what they were
ftb«(iit to do in sending back my father, closed with
k* Lufst of indignant appeal—' I ask you now, not as
Christians, I ask you as gentlemen, are you prepared
to do this ? ' Every one felt it was settled, and so it
was. My father never forgot this great act of his
friend.

This remarkable man, inferior to my father in learn-
ing, in intensity, in compactness and in power of—so
to speak

—

focussing himself,—admiring his keen elo-
quence, his devotedness to his sacred art, rejoicing
in his fame, jealous of his honour—was, by reason of
his own massive imderstanding, his warm and great
heart, and his instinctive knowledge of men, my father's
most valued friend, for he knew best and most of what
my father knew least ; and on his death, my father
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said he felt himself thus far unprotected and unsafeHe died at Rothesay of hypertrophy of the heart.
1 had the sad privilege of being with him to the last •

and any nobler spectacle of tender, generous affection,

?v^ii *'°'i'*8®'
child-like submission to the Supreme

Will, and of magnanimity in its true sense, I do not
again expect to see. On the morning of his death he
said to me, ' John, come and tell me honestly how this
18 to end ; tell me the last symptoms in their sequence."
1 knew the man, and was honest, and told him all I knew
Is there any chance of stupor or delirium ? ' 'I think

not. Death (to take Bichat's division) wiU begin at
the heart itself, and you will die conscious.' ' I am
glad of that. It was Samuel Johnson, wasn't it, who
wished not to die unconscious, that he might enter the
eternal world with his mind unclouded ; but you know
John, that was physiological nonsense. We leave the
bram, and aU this ruined body, behind ; but I would
Uke to be m my senses when I take my last look of this
wonderful world,' looking across the stiU sea towards
the Argvleshire hills, lying in the light of sunrise, * and
of my fnends—of you,' fixing his eyes on a faithful
friend and myself. And it was so ; in less than an
hour he was dead, sitting erect in his chair—his disease
bad for weeks prevented him from lying down,—all
the digmty, simplicity, and benignity of its master
resting upon, and, as it were, supporting that '

ruin.'
which he had left.

I cannot end this tribute to my father's friend and
mine, and my own dear and earliest friend's father,
without recording one of the most extraordmary
imtances of the power of will, under the pressure of
affection, I ever witnessed or heard of. Dr. Belfraee
was twice married. His second wife was a womwi
OJL great sweetness and delicacy, not only of mind, but,
to his sorrow, of constitution. She died, after leas than
a year of smgular and unbroken happiness. There
was no portrait of her. He resolved there should be
one

;
and though utterly ignorant of drawing, he

determmed to do it himself. No one else could have

I
KHBI
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such a perfect image of her in his mind, and he resolved
to realize this image. He got the materialii for minia-
ture painting, and, I think, eight prepared ivory plates.
He then shut himself up from every one, and from
everything, for fourteen days, andcame out of his room,
wasted and feeble, with one of the plates (the others
he had used and burnt), on which was a portrait, full
of subtle IiK iness, and drawn and coloured in a way no
one could have dreamt of having had such an artist. I
have scon it ; and though I never saw the original,
I felt that it must be like, as indeed every one who
knew her said it was. I do not. as I said before, know
anything more remarkable in the history of human
sorrow and resolve.

I remember well that I)r. Bolfrage was the first man
I ever heard speak of Free-trade in religion and in
education. It was during the first election after the
Reform Bill, when Sir John Dalrymple. afterwards
Ijord Stair, was canvassing the county of Mid-Lothian.
Thev were walking in the doctor's garden. Sir John
anxious and gracious. Dr. Belfrago, like, I believe,
every other minister in his body, was a thoroughgoing
Uberal, what was then called a Whig ; but partly from
his natural sense of humour and relish of power, and
partly, I believe, for my benefit, he was putting the
Baronet through his facings with some strictness, open-
ing upon him startling vieiro, and ending by asking him
' Are you. Sir John, for free-trade in com, free-trade
in education, free-trade in religion ? I am.' Sir John
said, ' Well, doctor, T h;ivo heard of free-trade in com,
but never in the other two.' * You'll hear of them
before ten years are gone. Sir John, or I'm mistaken.'

I have said thus much of this to me memcffablc man.
not only because he was ray father's closest and most
powerful personal friend, but because by his word he
probably changed the whole future course of his Ufe.
Devotion to his friends was one of the chief ends of his
life, not caring much for. and having in the affection
of his heart a warning against the perils and excitement
of distinction and energetic public work, he set himself

- »»lWS't'~"4I. £
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far more strenuously than for anynulfish object, to pro-
mote the triumphs of those whom his acquired in-
stinct—for he knew a man as a shepherd knows a 8heep,
or * Caveat Emptcnr ' a horse—picked out as deserving
them. He rests in Colinton churchyard.

Where all that mighty heart is lying still,—

his only child William Henry buried beside him. I the
more readily pay this tribute to Dr. Belfrage, that I owt*
to him the beist blessing of my professional and one of
the best of my personal life—the being appren-
ticed to Mr. Syme. This was his doing. With that
sense of the capacities and capabilities of other men.
which was one of his gifts, he predicted the career of
this remarkable man. He used to say, ' Give him life,
let him live, and I know what and where he will be
thirty years hence ' ; and this long before our greatest
clinical teacher and wisest surgeon had made the
public and the profession feel and acknowledge the
full weight of his worth.

Another life-long and ever-strengthening friendshij)
was that with James Henderson, D.D., Galashiels, who
survived my father only a few days. This remarkabl<-
man, and exquisite preacher, whose intellect and worth
had for nearly fifty years glowed with a pure, steady,
and ever-growing warmth and lustre in his own region,
died during the night, and probably asleep, when, like
Moses, no one but his Maker was with him. He had
for years laboured under that form of disease of the
heart called angina pectorui (Dr. Arnold's disease),
and for more than twenty years lived as it were on the
edge of instant death ; but during his later years his
health had improved, though he had always to ' walk
softly,' like one whose next step might be into eterni

,

This bodily sense of peril gave to his noble and leonine
face a look of suffering and of seriousness, and of what,
in his case, we may truly call godly fear, which all must
remember. He used to say he carried his grave beside
him. He came in to my father's funeral, and took
part in the services. He was much affected, and we

m

imKi Be"
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fear the long walk through the city to the burial-plaoeWW too much for him : he returned home, prejiched
» «ermon on bis old and dear friend's death of surpassinff
beauty. The text wa«. • For me to live is cSt. anS
to die M gam. It wa«. as it were, his own funeralsermon too. and there was, besides its fervour, depth.and heavenly.mindedneas a something in it that made
his old hearers afraid-as if it were to be the last crush
of the grapes. In a letter to me soon after the funeral,
ne said :— His removal is another memento to me thatmy own course is drawing near to its end. Nearly all
of m^ contemporaries and of the friends of my youth
are now gone before me. Well ! I may sayf in thewords of your friend Vaughan—

They are all gone to that world of light.
And I alone sit lingering here

;

Their very memory's cahn and bright.
And my sad thoughts doth cheer.'

The evening before his death he was slightly unwell

« i*®u^°?.^™^^' °°* coming down as usual, was
called, but did not answer ; and on going in, was foundm the posture of sleep, quite dead : at some unknown
hour of the night abiit ad plures—he had gone over to
the majonty, and joined the famous nations of tho
dead. Tu vera felix non vUae tantum daritate, sed etiatn
opportumtate mortis/ dying with his lamp burning
his passport made out for his journey; death im
instant act, nt.t a prolonged process of months, aswith his friend.

I have called Dr. Henderson a remarkable man, and
an exquisite preacher; he was both, in the strict
senses of the ^ords. He had the largest brain I ever
saw or measured. His hat had to be made for him •

and his head was great in the nobler regions • the
antenor and upper were full, indeed immense. If
the base of his brain and his physical organization,
especially his circulating system, had been in propor-
tion, he would have been a man of formidable power,
but his defective throb of the heart, and a certain



LETTER TO JOHN CAIRNS. D.D. 63
latitude of tomperampnt. made this impoMible ; andhw enormous organ of thought and feeling, being thua

iSi#i°°
**

'"''HV'-
^' ^^'t*'" energy, became intensely

meattattve, more this than even reHective. The oon-w(^uence waa in all his thoughts an cxquisitoneiw and
finish, a crystalline InstrP, purity, and concentration

;but It was the exquiHitenosH of a great nature. If the

h^ J ^ti'^T' ^3\'^
""'^ *^® "^^'P ""^ o' » '''edge, thebroad end of which you never reached, but might i^fer.

J his gave momentum to everything he said. He was
ILilf' "J?."®"'*'

J"^*^ Chalmers used to call ' a man of

I^Ti ""•!»'"<* "J^^ by its sheer absolute power

;

It seldom made an effort ; it was tlie hydraulic piSsure
harmless, manageable, but irresJHtible

; not the perilous

WTr^lT °! '^r"v Therefore it was that he wasintroubled and calm, though rich ; clear, though deop^though gentle, never dull ; ' strong without ra^.without o erflowing full.' Indeed this dement ofwX
Ciln"^

^^^ ^'* ^^'\°* ^'^ '"'"d »°d its expression.His language was like the stream of his own Tweed •

It wft« a translucent medium, only it brightened every,thing seen through it, as wetting a pebble brings outts lines and colour. That lovely, and by him much-bved nyer. was curiously like him. or he like it. gentle.greM. strong, with a prevailing mild seriousness al

ai^f^'M?""^V*'"*.°*^''^ *"^ ^"*«<>- sometimes, as

t^Jit^ T' *T'"«. "P°" '^'^^l*' reflecting, losing
Itselfm beauty, and careless to go. deep and inscrutable!but stealing away cheerily down to Lessudden. all the

il?Z ""^

;*IT,' ' -^"^ *^^" *«*•« ** the Trow;, show
fn?l

"^™«t*kably Its power in removing obstructionsand takmg Its own way. and chafing nobly with the

^^^' "iT^'^r*'^'
^^'': "'^^ h'"^' '*« ^"^e'- «tream risinginto sudden flood, and rolling irresistibly on its way

"

do^oHh!S K° T?^*'*^'^"*'
paroxysm of eloquence in thusdescribed by Dr. Cairns :-' At certain irregular interval

handU^'h?fr *^'"'' ? *^* «°«P«» "^"^^ wSe t^*£
•t- li ' '°*^*'' underwent a transformation whichwft« .tarthng. and even electrical. He became rapt^sSd
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We question if asmany carefully thought and worded,

and rapidly and by no means laboriously written ser-moM, were composed anywhere else in Britain during
his fifty years—every Sunday two new ones ; the com-
position faultless—such as Cicero or Addison would
bAYB made them, had they been U.P. ministers ; only
there was always in them more soul than body, more
of the spuit than of the letter. What a contrast to themuch turbid, hot, hasty, perilous stuflf of our day and
preachers ! The original power and size of Dr. Hender-
son s mind, his roominess for all thoughts, and his still
reserve, his lentitude, made, as we have said, his exprefe-
sions clear and quiet, to a degree that a coarse and
careless man, spoiled by the violence and noise of other
pulpit men, might think insipid. But let him go over
the y^oTda slowly, and he would not say this again •

and let him see and feel the solemnizing, comm^ding
powOT of that large, square, leonine countenance, the
hrwid massive frame, as of a compressed Hercules,
and the hvmg, pure, melodious voice, powerful, but
not by reason of loudness, dropping out from his com-
I»essed lips the words of truth, and he would not say
this again. His voice had a singular pathos in it ; and
those who remember his often-caUed-for sermon on the
^nght and the Morning Star,' can reproduce in their

nund it« tones and refrain. The thoughts of suchmen—so rare, so apt to be unvisited and unvalued—
often brmg into my mind a spring of pure water I once

excited as with new inspiration ; his utterance grew thickand rapid
; his voice trembled and faltered with emotion

:

his eye gleamed with a wild unearthly lustre, in which hi^
countenance shared ; and his whole frame heaved to and
fro, as If each glowmg thought and vivid figure that foUowedm quick succession were only a fragment of some greater
revelation which he panted to overtake. The writer ofUua notice has witnessed nothing similar in any preacher,and numbers the effects of a passage which he once heardupon ttie scenes and exercises of the heavenly world amont;hw most thrilhng recoUections of sacred oratory.'—ifemotr
prefixed to poathumoua volume of Discourses.
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somons which has lona been out Aft^:.* ^T"f ^^

air O^ man fif?- f 1"?^ '''.P^'*^ <^^*^ *" sing the

s^m.-my faSer', thekpM^d A Sht^dZ*
Z^^r" ™"" "fely »«il. the other hurtedX'
taH.^1^*.

"""^ '™° ""> »««' during a long Me o^Ultimate mterconree, more cordial.
^
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I must close the list ; one only and the best —the
most endeared of them all—Dr. Heugh. He was, in
mental constitution and temper, perhaps more unlike
my father than any of the others I have mentioned.
His was essentially a practical understanding ; he was
a man of action, a man for men more than for man, tho
curious reverse in this of my father. He delighted in
public life, had a native turn for affairs, for all that
society needs and demands,—clear-headed, ready,
intrepid, adroit ; with a fine temper, but keen and
honest, with an argument and a question and a joke
for every one ; not disputatious, but delighting in
a brisk argument, fonder of wrestling than of fencing,
but ready for action ; not much of a long shot, always
keeping his eye on the immediate, the possible, the
attainable, but in all this guided by genuine principle,
and the finest honour and exactest truth. He excelled
in the conduct of public business, saw his^way clear,
made other men see theirs, was for ever getting the
Synod out of difficulties and confusions, by some clear,
tidy, conclusive ' motion ' ; and then his speaking, so
easy and bright and pithy, manly and gentlemanly,
grave when it should be, never when it should not

—

mobile, fearless, rapid, brilliant as Saladin—his silent,

pensive, impassioned and emphatic friend was more
like the lion-hearted Richard, wit! his heavy mace

;

he might miss, but let him hit, and there needed no
repetition. Each admired the other ; indeedDr. Heueh's
love of my father was quite romantic ; and though they
were opposed on several great public questions, such
as the Apocrypha controversy, the Atonement question
at its commencement ; and though they were both of
them too keen and too honest to mince matters or be
mealy-mouthed, they never mis :rstood each other,
never had a shadow of estrangement, so that our Paul
and Barnabas, though their contentions were some-
times sharp enough, never ' departed asunder

' ; indeed
they lovea each other the longer the more.
Take him all in all, as a friend, as a gentleman, as

a Christian, as a citizen, I never knew a man so thu-
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oTtl!^"^"^tt^.'-^rt^
Other, ^ .„.
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proud of than of this beloved and exceKtml'^.rhohness and humiHfv t\.^ ^^ i

excellent man, the

F 2



68 HORAE SUBSECIVAE

head, Mr. Leckie of Peebles, Mr. Harper of Lanark,
as inveterate in argument as he was warm in heart,
Mr. Comrie of Penicuik, with his keen, Voltaire-iike
face, and much of that unhappy and unique man's wit,
and sense, and perfection of expression, without his
darker and baser qualities. 1 tan hear their hearty
talk, can see them coming and going between the
meeting-house and the Tent on the side of the burn,
and then the Monday dinner, and the cheerful talk,
and the many clerical stories and pleasantries, and
their going home on their hardy little horses, Mr.
Comrie leaving his curl-papers till the next solemnity,
and leaving also some joke of his own, clear and com-
pact as a diamond, and as cutting.

I aqj in Rose Street on the monthly lecture, the
church crammed, passages and pulpit stairs. Exact
to a minute, James Chalmers—the old soldier and
beadle, slim, meek, but incorruptible by proffered half-
crowns from ladies who thus tried to get in before the
doors opened—appears, and all the people in that long
pew rise up, and he, followed by his minister, erect and
engrossed, walks in along the seat, and they struggle
up to the pulpit. We all know what he is to speak of

;

he looks troubled even to distress ;—it is the matter
of Uriah the Hittite. He gives out the opening verses
of the 51st Psalm, and offering up a short and abrupt
prayer, which every one takes to himself, announces
his miserable and dreadful subject, fencing it, as it wei?e,
in a low, penetrating voice, daring any one of us to
think an evil thought ; there was httle need at that
time of the warning,—he infused his o\^ti intense, pure
spirit, into us all.

He then told the story without note or comment,
only personating each actor in the tragedy with extra-
ordinary effect, above all, the manl", loyal, simple-
hearted soldier. I can recall the ohudder of that
multitud'? as of one man when he read, ' And it came
to pass in the morning, that David wrote a letter to
Joab, and sent it by the hand of Uriah. And he wrote
in the letter, saying, Set ye Uriah in the forefront of
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voice, u my son Absa om ' (> AhoniA\« imy son ! '-ind David'i nsalm . ^'!^i°™ ' "^^ »on •'

sensual, then devilish ;" 'he sK thl^C *'"'l;sen^us ail away terrified. shLtUtS, S"kt

ilb!esroi™ir„\Ii;j'"* »> -7 '««.-•» last

others in the mWst^ »ouM tak^ ?^1 '7* y°" »"•*

of immediate reliSdrv '*oh S fl'v''
""'"'"'

to sav Ml, f«*k
o"t7. mucli of what I am coine

in health. .bo.gh''?ii^:S "cVat- rgi^/r^S

Hil
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efforts. His attendance upon his mother must hare
saddened his body as well as his mind, and made him
willing and able to endure, in spite of his keen and
ardent spirit, the sedentary life he in the main led.

He was always a very small eator, and nice in hia
tastes, easily put off from his food by any notion. Ho
therefore started on the full work of life with a finer

and more delicate mechanism than a man's ought to
1)0, indeed, in these respects he was much liker a woman ;

and being very soon ' placed,' he had little travelling,

and little of that tossing about the world, which, in the
transition from youth to manhood, hardens the frame
as well as supples it. Though delicate, he was almost
i;e /er ill. I do not remember, till near the close of hia
life, his, ever being in bed a day.
From his nervous system and his brain predomi-

nating steadily over the rest of his body, he was
habitually excessive in his professional work. As to
uantity, as to quality, as to manner and expression,

ne flung away his lite without stint every Sabbath-
day, his sermons being laboriously prepared, loudly
mandated, and at great expense of body and mind, and
then delivered with the utmost vehemence and rapidity.
He was quite unconscious of the state he worked himself
into, ana of the loud piercing voice in which he often
spoke. This I frequently warned him about, as being,
I knew. Injurious to himself, and often painful to his

Fiearers, and his answer always was, that he was utterly
imaware of it ; and thus it continued to the close, and
very sad it was to me who knew the peril, and saw the
coming end, to listen to his noble, rich, persuasive,
imperative appeals, and to know that the surplus of
power, if retained, would, by God's blessing, retain him,
while the effect on his people would, I am sure, not have
lost, but in some respects have gained, for much of the
discourse which was shouted and sometimes screamed
at the full pitch of his ke:a voice, was of a kind to be
better rendered 'n his deep, quiet, settled tones. This,
and the great length of his public services, I knew he
himself felt, when too late, bad injured him. and many
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divJifL! K*^ -^^^V'"" «°°^ °"* o' ^'s food
; never

o 8U& forToth^^
any change but that of one bcSc

ofTi- ;-^
for another

; and every time that anv strnncFa n,ct.on came on him as when ^ade tw^^e a?idower*
nnnn v ^V"^^^'^ ^eath. Or from such an oSce
hHeUcate ',::Lr'"'"'

""^
'f''"^ ^ ^h« I^beT thfn1118 aeiicate machmery was shaken and damaged nnV

rX i;.^^self '
^'''

'""Ti'
^"^ «^«» more byThat Sn'

into fwir. r""^""^ ^^ '^^'^^ ^e terrifiea his b^v
m„«f £^?.V".^^''r"- '^"« '<^ ^a«. and thus it ever

bvut: whn' l*'"'
°^ ^^^ ^."'^"y constitution, laid down

substonce^s n^r^ °"' ^'*'"^' *"^ ^^°°» ^»^°m oursubstance is not hid, are set at nought, knowingly ornot-,f knowmgly, theactissomuchtLmoresp rSuv

tK.ni?tl^' 5 '^'^^ commensurate meting cut of

sun to kiSi r'^.?^^'"^ '" ^"'^ <^^'^'' *« mfkes the

fra^^ente SriJfn
>'• f°^ '^"^ '^" ^'^'"« Pl^^^^t into

rnt^Ef *^' . "^f^ .'^ '""^^ ^P*^« With hideous ruin andcombustion.' It is a pitiful and ad thing to savbut If my father had not been a proa.gal in a tn?e b.Tt

ISJ't'"''' ^'*"'°^' '^ J'« fa^d not spent hS sub

o^^Zl ^% P'?^^^"'^ of goods that fell to him the

tn^ult^
''^^

^^J, ^'"^ ^y ^^' •" wli^t we must believeto have ceen needless and therefore preventable excelsof effort we might have had him still with us sHn'nemore and more, and he and they who were with him

Ttt^iT ^'" u^P*^^^ ^^°«« '^o yearTof't^e valley

away of life ^^^
'"^ ^^"?.*^ ^ «*«^y P^^^' its falHng^

and d?i !!f
""^'""^ ^""^^^^ ^*^^' it« «J«eple«i niehiand days of wearmess and languor, the full expression
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tiiid nowhere but in the Pnahnn nn 1

of which
in Jub.

1 have saiti tliat though delicate he was never ill
•

this was all the v rse for hiin, for, odd as it may geein
many a man'8 lit 3 iH lenKtlume<l by a Kharp iIlneH^^ : an'
this in Beveral wuyH. In the firHt plac«. he is laid ii

«)ut of the reac;h jf all external mischief and exertion.'
he is like a ship put in dock for repairs ; time is gamod.
A brisk fever L-lariiies the t'ntire man, if it is beaten
and do«!8 nob beat ; it is like cleaning a chimney by
Hetting it «m tire ; it is perilous but thonjugh. Then
the effort co throw off the disease often quickens and
purities and corroborates the central powers of life;
the tluiiio bums more clearly ; there is a cleanness, so
to Bpej*k, about all the wht-ols of life. Moreover, it ia
a warning, and makes a man meditate on his bed, and
resolve to pull up ; and it warns his frieuis, and like-
wise, if he is a clergyman, his people, who if their
minister ih always with them, never once think he can
hi', aiything but as able as he is.

Such a pause, such a breathing-time my father never
got during that part of his life and labours when it
would have availed most, and he was an old man in
years, before he was a reguUr patient of any doctor.
He was during Ufe subject to sudden neadaches, affecS
ing his memory and eyesight, and even his speech :

these attacks v -, according to the thoughtless phi ase
of the day, calleu bilious ; that is, hs was sick, and
was reheved by a bioe pill and smart medicine. Their
true seat was in the brain ; the liv«r suffered because
the brain was ill, and sent no nervous energy to it, or
poiuoned what it did sena. The sharp racking pain in
the forehead was the cry of suffering from the anterior
lobes, driven by their mast^jr to distraction, and turning
on him wild with weakness and tear and anger. It
was well they did cry out ; in some brains (large ones)
they would have gone on dumb to sudden and tter
ruin, as in apoplexy or palsy ; but ho did not kxiow,
and no one told him their true n>eaning, and he
set about seeking for the outward cause in some
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^ome recent and quite inadeq.mu.
artiolo ol tiMxl, in
cause.

«".r.nn« from w at .:',,,;;;, Ij'r''^
^" «" »"'•»«

h« had mode th.m Huff r I vS„*r '''''*? ^" ''"" ^»"»^

that they were now halin^J '^ ^"'"" "' ""^'"^*' '»"<^

•»^ way. J have „ft^ ^^f *"; 'T^^''' '^^'^ '" t»"^ir

nnd feel nu the uawt r. r .fvn,! f^ 1 T"."' thought
the more the n" Tous e^rl o^^^^
"oncentrated, itxuruZdZn^^

of the entire nature in

HO much th, „, ,v r^HSr r*^ "P '" •""*»> «ffice«.-

the bcKjy whic! ;;^X^^^^^^
«"•« ^f'ose organ* of

noceasa^yTervous f^r.H .T'"' ^«f'-a"d«d «' their

not in th^e an7ma <^^^"'i;7j^ ^i"f '» ^.^« o'-«anic and
t*ll their want8 or w^onL. tni t. ^V'"« "" ^°'''« '"
their neighbourn^ToTa^e'atL'that'r^'"""^
sensitive to pain thev mlv k„ T' ,

"*' ^^*^ **'"«

they come inL thetnZr^n? ^^-
' ''*'° '°"K '" ^'o"*

true reaHon-along Sfth wa^^^^^^ .
Th" « the

air. want of exercfse^ waTof l-^r''^.?"*^
"^*"*^« "'

body—whv clerffvm.;^
of sh.ftmg the work of the

inteL me^itirScati^n^^^^^ '''p^'k.
-"^*" ">*•" «f

with indigestion oonstina^^^^ "^i'*^'* ^ ^ aff««t«l

give way for long, becaTe for ^time the law nf""^
""'

strengthens it • it ia fori v;"!, . ,
'^^ °f exerciBe

d^ea. When Ue died-„o^.^'e'l^„, „t4t;"2iX^

of . two yc»K' .Imost t^r.^-.^^ f
'""' f ' "nderstoml,

impoBible to ind^fhlm t.T^ ?' "er»ii«, which it wai

t
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n

imd ilia dujpntinn noiiUl havo bwn quito nufficicnt for
ifo even up to tl'., lout ; the mi'chaniHin ^iw •ntin*.
but the motive power won Ront*— it woh oxponded. Tho
Kilvcr cord wivi not bo nui<«h \omvd m r-^lnxed. Tho
Koldcn bowl, thr pitchor at the fountein, the .cheol at
the oiHtern. were not ho much broken an emptied and
stayed. Tho rhK'k had run down In-fore its time, nntl
there wan no one but He who (imt woun<i it up and set
It who could wind it up again ; and thin He does not do.
»)ecauiie it in Hib law—an expren8 injunction from Him
—that, having mcanured out to II in creaturon each hi.i
measure of Hfe, and loft him tt) the freedom of his own
will and the rcRulation of his reiwon. He also leaves him
to reap as he howr.

Thus'it wan that my father's illness was not so m- i

a disease as a lonj? death ; life ebbing away, conscious-
ness left entire, the certain issue never out of sight.
This, to a man of my father's organization—with a keen
lelish for life, and its highest pleasures and energies,
sensitive to impatience, and then over-sensitive to hi<
own impatience ; cut to the heart with the long watch-
ing and suffering of those he loved, who, after all, could
<lo HO little for him ; with a nervous system easily sunk,
and by its strong play upon his mind darkening and
saddenmg his most central beliefn. shaking, his most
solid principles, tearing and terrifying his tenderest
affections

; his mind free and clear, ready for action
if it had the power, eager to be in its place in the work
of tho world and of its Master, to have to spend two
long years in this ever-descending road—here was a
combination of positive and negative suffering not to
be thought of even now, when it is all sunk under that
' far more exceeding and eternal weight of glory.'
He often spoke to me freely abot't his health, went

into it with the fearlessness, exactness, and persistency
of his nature ; and I never witnessed, or hope to
witness, anything more affecting than when, after it
had been dawning upon him, he apprehended the true
secret of his death. He was deeply humbled, felt that
he had done wrong to himself, to his people, to us all.
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fully ti,.T« rksi LlTf;rr ""''.''^ "' """•••

afc.r v.i« Rn.,».i onfXr,,
I IT; "!' !•""'""•

Oirntinn dutv ami nri„n..„ , " -
' " "'I'm™" ami

tl.« divine l»i. of l.™l?h*"n '"'"", '" "'"'•li™™ to

with it
;
or one member jihcmoureJaK^r'"" "f"'

rejoice with it

'

"onouretl, all the members

doctor, plac^ thisLh ^''u
«'"««"""» a resident

diseases ;b^ this doLr'°?f''^r.*".'^"'*
^^'^^ »" «"'•

informs any man or woman Zf''^''t^
*"^ ^«'*^ «".

things to do, a"d what tZt- «^ ?''^^"*''y ««^™ ^«*<^

have vou who r fl. I ^^ "°' ^'^ ^"- ^nd I would

wa^tS^UouV ardent"soiri'T'"*'^
••''" ^"^ '^' «*^

toreflectXtW aft^h'J^^^

- say tSi,,"'is-irc.'"r„ „r.at?„^™ s.°.r

-li. i
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are valuable to God in proportion to the time they are
here. They are the older, the better, the riper and
richer, and more enriching. Nothing will make up for
this absolute loss of life. For there is something which
every man who is a good workman is gaining every year
just because he is older, and this nothing can replace.
Let a man remain on his ground, say a country parish,
during half a century or more—let him be every year
getting fuller and sweeter in the knowledge of God and
man, in utterance and in power—can the power of that
man for good over all his time, and especially towards
its close, be equalled by that of three or four young,
and, it may be admirable men, who have been succeed-
ing eaofat other's untimely death, during the same space
of time ? It is against all spiritual, as well as simple
arithmetic, to say so.

You have spoken of my father's prayers. They were
of two kinds : the one, formal, careful, systematic, and
almost stereotjTied, remarkable for fullness and com-
pression of thought: sometimes too manifestly the
result of study, and sometimes not purely prayer, but
more of the nature of a devotional and even argumen-
tative address; the other, as in the family, short,
simple, and varied. He used to tell of his master.
Dr. Lawson, reproving him, in his honest but fatherly
way, as they were walking home from the Hall. My
father had in his prayer the words, ' that through death
he might destroy him that had the power of death,
that is, the devil.' The old man, leaning on his fa-
vourite pupil, said, * John, my man, you need not have
said " that is, the devil "

; you might have been sure
that He knew whom you meant.' My father, in theory,
held that a mixture of formal, fixed praver, in fact, a
liturgy, along with extempore prayer, was the right thing.
As you observe, many of his passages in prayer, all who
were in the habit of hearing him could anticipate, such
as ' the enlightening, enlivening, sanctifying, and com-
forting influences of the good Spirit,' and many others.
One in especial you must remember ; it was only used
on very solemn occasions, and curiously unfolds his
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Jehovah and our God wewA.M'* ^°'^ ^^°«*' **»« «««
the church onTartte Th^ S'^k'- T*™"^^^**^
aU honour and Sv dnri7n- '"''J

"* ^^^^°' ^s^rilx^

end. Amen ' No?Mn'„^ i^^u^^^ ^*'' ^^''^^ ^ithc.ut

short statements nTh^ w!i ^^^^^^^'^es his abrupt,

one occasionX li^f^^'^
"'^'^^ ^'^ striking. On

views asTp^a^; ve^vtt^'^S' ^^^'°« «'^^ i^i«

can prav mv fJfLr7 ^^F^'^S^y' denying that a sinner

*Sk,K Zn ^eelhiSfT ^ '^'.^oder^^r, saM-
thing the Sveree o Trlf ^^ ^ 'T*'''

^^'i' ^o^ any-
iessl? lost.'l^etTm fSrthTs'ra^S '^l 'J'"'

^^P^"
glimpseof the Saviour and a?lth^'«r

^^' ^'"^ ««^ ^
ment of Mr. Morison will n?fI ^^^^^^'oq^^ence and argu-

prayer-that is acceptable praye"^
^^'' '"^' '^

crepXTtVt'n you'L7 "^' ^'^" ^" ^^P--' *-

t^" 5 -S S^prSL'^hfcnf{im"cs'°
^'^

shadowed my father's imt„rl v ^?,."nies over-

this, and I hoi o,^ reader wni'^u'^"n'^^^^«^^^
it. Some of it is owin^ to mJ ??^^. *"«wance for

to overstate Ld muSfof it t^
constitutional tendency

more frequent, anZven more -?J^^"^^^ ^^ ^^^^^^
part of his life But snoh^n^o^ •?**' "^'^^^ "»*<> ^ifis

of-the co-exkence of a cS'S? f/^^l^ ^I^''
«ense of God and of HisTnfinTf; ^^'f^'.*

habitual

of faith, as if U w^ in hS^l ^^^^^' .*^^ "^^« » We
than in' his slXL^^J^.^-^ '^^ «^ -ore
patible with that tendenT^fn S^. Tt-*!"**® °om-
bodily darkne^:„d molSiTul^J ^T^' '^^'
over him. Anv one whn t™^' C^^^ ** *^™®8 came

tenthumaanatureisrthatiachofS ""*'^''-

Some twenty several men, all in an hour
-W.U not need to be Wd to expect, or how ,« har-

7 I
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monize, these diifereuces of mood. You gee this in that
wonderful man, the apostle Paul, the true typical
fullness, the humanness, so to speak, of whose nature
comes out in such expressions of opposites as these—

' By honour and dishonour, by evil report and good
report : as deceivers and yet true ; as unknown, and
yet well known ; as dying, and behold we live ; as
chastened, and not killed; as sorrowful, yet alway
rejoicing ; as poor, yet making many rich ; as having
nothing, and yet possessing all things.'

I cannot, and after your imperative and exact history
of his last days, I need not say anything of the close
of those long years of suffering, active and passive, and
that sWw ebbing of life ; the body, without help or
hope, feeling its doom steadily though slowly drawing
on ; the mind mourning for its suffering friend, com-
panion, and servant, mourning also, sometimes, that
it must be ' unclothed,' tmd take its flight all alone
into the infinite unknown ; dying daily, not in the heat
of fever, or in the insensibility or lethargy of paralytic
disease, but having the mind calm and clear, and tie
body conscious of its own decay,—<iying, as it were, in
cold blood. One thing I must add. That morning
when you were obliged to leave, and when ' cold ob-
struction's apathy ' had already begun its reign—when
he knew us, and that was all, and when he followed us
with his dying and loving eyes, but could not speak

—

the end came ; and then, as through life, his will
asserted itself supreme in death. With that love of
order and decency which was a law of his life, he
deliberately composed himself, placing his body at rest,
as if setting his house in order before leaving it, and then
closed his eyes and mouth, so that his last look—the
look his body carried to the grave and faced dissolution
in—was that of sweet, dignified self-possession.

I have made this letter much too long, and have said
many things in it I never intended sajring, and omitted
much I had hoped to be able to say. But I must end.

Yours ever affectionately,

J. Bbown.
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Tlio sun r«turnH--ho known his riniug —
To-nutrrow J»o rrpiiirR Iuh drooping IknmI,

Ami triokM Iuh iMWiniH. iwul with n«'w Hpan^lcil ore

Flnnics in thu furehead of the morning Hky ;

l)ut man lioth down, and riHoth not again till tlio

heavens are nu more. Nuvcr again will he whom;
' Meditations ' are now before uh, lift up the light of

liis countenance upon ih.

VVu need not Hay wu look upon him as a great man,
OS a good man, as a beloved man -quis deMtderio ait

pudor tam cari capitis t We cannot now go very

curiously to work, to scrutini/e the composition of

his character,—we cannot take that large, free, genial

natnro to pieces, and weigh this and measure that,

and sum up and pronounce ; we are too near as yet

to him, and to his loss, he is too dear to ub to be so

handled. ' His death,' to use the pathetic words of

Hartley C!oloridge, ' is a recent sorrow ; his image still

lives in eyes that weep for him.' The prevailing feeling

is,—He is gone— ' abiit ad plurea—he has ^ ')ne over

to the majority, he has joined the famous nations of

the dead.'

It is no small loss to the world, when one of its master
spirits-^one of its great lights—a king among the

nations—leaves it. A sim is extinguished ; a great

attractive, regulating power is withdrawn. For though
it be a common, it is also a natural thought, to compare
a great man to the sun ; it is in many respects signific-

ant. Like the sim, he rules his day, and he is * for

a sign and for seasons, and for da3r8 and for years '

;

ho enlightens, quickens, attrat , and leads after him
his host—his generation.

To pursue our image. When the sun sets to us, he
rises elsewhere—he goes on rejoicing, like a strong

man, running his race. So does a great man : when
he leaves us and our concerns—he rises elsewhere ;

and we may reasonably suppose that one who has in

this world played a great part in its greatest histories

—who has through a long life been pre-eminent for
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will be I.H.k«I n,Km with k.«,n IntcnHt; wln-u |,„ oinn

Mngua*. „„ytl,i„« „,„r„ ,ul,L. f comwtol r""

that thoHo w"o '^.t^Tm woS w'^^'f ^^"^^-'J
"^

him,' and say * Is thiH h.?«,r^
narrowly consider

«nod and SWed h.^ ejTowM'^^^^^
nations enlight-

Taskmaster welcol. ^S'?."^,,7J^^„-^^•-
^^« «-»t

Wo cannot help following him whose ln« „mourn, into that recinn «r,^ « ™""«® '«» we now
g«»t, childlike .Sih?^ fc'°„L^ T'S''™

*"»

His glory, that M,,rM8 iS of Hi» L~ * 11
"'

he i, admitted into the goodlyfeUoi^^? ' "?,""'

ones,' outnumbering tbeirilS^th^H^.'^i ''"''

J^ tb:tf.inXJ^rs.i-«- -t
VJr arf

1 II
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fearful, in iho amaz-'meK' of death ; the next, ntrong,

joyful,—at rest,—all things new I To adopt his own
wordft : all his life, up to the last, * knocking at a door
not yet opened, with an oarneHt, indefinito longing,

—

his very soul breaking for the longing,—drinking of

water and thirsting again '—and t'lun—Hudd(;nly and
at once—a door opened into heaven, and the Master
heard saying, ' Come in, and come up hitaer !

' drink-

ing of the river of life, clear as crystal, of which if

a man drink he will never thirst,—Loing filled with all

the fullness of God !

Dr. Chalmerr^ was a ruler among men : this we know
historically ; tl 's every man who came within his rango
felt at once. Ho was like Agamemnon, a native ava^

avSpmv, and with all his homeliness of feature and
deportment, and his perfect simplicity of expression,

there was about him ' that divinity that doth hedge
a king.' You felt a power, in him, aad going from him,
drawing you to him in spite of yourself. He was in

this respect a solar man, ho d^ew after him his own
firmament of planets. They, like all free agents, had
their centrifugal forces acting over towards an indepen-
dent, solitary couriie, but the centripetal also was there,

and they moved with and aroimd their imperial sun,

—

gracefully or not, willingly or not, as the case might
be, but there was no breaking loose : they again, in

their own spheres of power, might have their attendant
moons, but all were bound to the great massive lumin-

aryin the midst.

There is to us a continual mystery in this power of

one man over another. We find it acting everywhere,
with the simplicity, the ceaselessness, the energy of

gravitation ; and we may be permitted to speak of

this influence as obeying similar conditions ; it itt

proportioned to bulk—for we hold to the notion of

a bigness in aoSla as well as bodies—one soul differing

from another in quantity and momentum as well as in

quality ani force, and its intensity increases by near-

ness.
' There is much in what Jonathan Edwards says
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of wechif '
Chalmers a question, ' I» ho a ,„«„

moving Lm XSXf.v^^,T or"„7tL'Jr 'i
'^j^^'

nkesome aon (XshonWT ^"."^'^ '^*' ^""^ not!

'-reatureanTconvortaheroinJoa ''^"'"^^^""hiP the
than in othrr canos the tn.H /u V?'.' ^C '^" '''«' more
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^"*'' man under-
to him^rom the p&n^rih«"f'"7«^', '^"r''«^*'

^^'^^
«od comes to be r^garSed >v uf'itTth' '''V"«

^*'-
He oujyht always to bo f}.« « *.

" ^^'^ '"stauce, as
the source of alTl^i^'g.'^f al ifc th^'?'""*

'' '"^T
~

and the Terminw, o /7uo w 'T'*"* '«'•?««''*

firmament that simnlHaw !
^^^"'•odly. as in the

preme -makfng it Tn£d a iroLr'^'"''
""

•

^«'«"'' «""

comely in its coiL nfll^ Tu~?'^J««^>c, orderly,

and in the Father of^ght^
'°°''^ ^'"'^'^

other'ut? li'^kil oV iri^ T'^' «--« ^»^« -any

the very cSst^fn^s^^^rr^^^^^^ "« --«
intL";o'::r\^^t:rn''^^n"^^^^^^^
when wrre:t°U;rirm\Tea';^^^^^^^^
operations constantly in histSt \nH .'i, °u ^-^^ '^*

Great Ruler has worked on! mU' *^^ *^o«gh it the
strangest acts S however w^n?/ ^'T^^'^. ^^
accessory conditions by whfchThe o^/^'^'''*^^ *?«
many, and controls and fiSns them tn^ "'^^ ^^
and transforms them intt'^!^itZ^^^^^^S^:^^
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ax it wore hiraHolf—there rotnainn at the iHtttom of it

all a mystery—a reaction between body and houI that
wo cannot explain. Gonerally, howovor, wo find

accompanying it« mnnifiwt^ition a capaiMoim under-
Htandin);—a Htrong will—an emotional nature, quick.
|H»wcrfui, urgent, undeniable, in pi*rpetual communica-
tion with the energetic will and ttio large resolut i

int4?Uect—and a strong, hearty, capable body ; a
countenance and person oxprcHHivo of tlun combina-
tion—the mind finding its way at once and in full force

to the face, to the geHttin\ to every act of the body.
He must have wlu''.- i« called a ' jirosence '

; not that
he mu^t bo groat in hIzc. beautiful, or Htrong ; but he
must be expressive and impressive—his outward man
must communicate to the beholder at once and without
fail, something of indwelling power, and he must bo
and act as onf. You may in your mind analyse hin»

into his several parts ; but practically he acts in every-
thing with his whole soul and his whole self ; whatso-
ever his hand finds to do, ho Joes it with his might.
Luther, Moses, David, Mahomet, Cromwell—all verified

these conditions.

And so did Dr. Chalmers. There was someihing
about his whole air and manner, that disposed you at

the very first to make way where lie went—he held you
before you were aware. That this depended fully as

much upon the activity and the quantity—if we may
so express ourselves—of his affections, upon that com-
bined action of mind and body which wo call tempera-
ment, and upon a straightforward, urgent will, as upon
what is called the pure intellect, will be generally

allowed ; but with all this, he could not have been an^
done, what he was and did, had he not had an under-
standing, in vigour and in capacity, worthy of its great

and ardent companions. It was large and free, mobilo.

and intense, rather than penetrative, judicial, clear, or

fine,—so that in one sense he was more a man to make
others act than think ; but his OAvn actings had always
iheii origin in some fixed, central, inevitable praposition,

as he would call it, and be began his onset with stating
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plainly, and with liiriil ralnmoiw »lm« K« i,„i i 4 t.

erect, royal'.li'" trL„\"X3'':lwiff.' ^"

Roul ! how it Den«fr^?^ i ^ burning vehement
niilH an^ «« penetrated and overcame you ' how
ol Cld:?''""^'^'

'^"^ «^"-^ '*- oxpre^ion at h"
Of his portraits worth mentioning, there are Wat«on

i
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Uordoo'd, Duncan'*- tho Calutypoi of Mr. Ilill-

Kenneth M'Leay'ii miniatures—tbn Daguerreotyps
and Stceira buct. Tlieiie are all Rood, and all Rive
bitii of him. lomo nearly the whole, hut not one of them
that Ti 6f(tn6t>, that /iffy Mir/»r/f—that initpiri><l lcK>k

—

that 'diviner niinu *—the fM>cn jnH, or little more.
WatHon Gordon'H is too much nf the mere clergyman

—

is a pltvuuuit likeni>HS, and has the shape ot his mouth,
Hnd the setting uf his feet V(>ry go<Nl. Duncan's is

a work of genius, and is the giant l<K)king up, awaken^
ing, but not awak«>ne<i— it is a vory fine picture. Mr.
Hill's CaIoty|)os we like bettor than all the rest ; Im*-

( . iU.se wkat in them is true, is abnolutely so, and they
have some delicate renderings which are all but beyond
the power of any human artist ; for though man's art
is mighty, nature's is mightier. The one of the Doctor
Bitting with his grandson ' T' mmy,' is to us the best

;

we have the true - mdour of his form—his bulk.

M'Leay's is admirablo—spirited—and has that look
of shrewdness and vivacity and immediateness which
he had when he was observing and speaking keitnly

;

it is moreover, a fine, manly bit of art. M'Lcay is

the Raebum of miniature iwinters—he does a great
deal with little. The Daguerreotype is, in its own
way, excellent ; it gives the externality of the man to
peirfection, but it is Dr. Chalmers at a stand-still—his

mind and feelings ' pulled up ' for the second that it

was taken. Steell's is a noble bust)—has a stem heroic
expression and pathetic beauty about it, and from
wanting colour and shadow and the eyes, it relies upon
a certain simplicity and grandeur ;—in this it com-
pletely succeeds—the mouth is handled with extra-
ordinary subtlety and sweetness, and the hair hangs
over that huge brow like a glorious cloud. We think
this head of Dr. Chalmers the artist's greatest bust.

In reference to the assertion we have made as to
bulk forming one primary element of a powerful mind.
Dr. Chalmers used to say, when a man of activity and
pubUo mark was mentioned, ' Has he toecht f he has
promptitude—has he power ? he has power—has he

J 11
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jjomptitude T .„d. „.ureov..r. hu« he a di.cerni,.K

fi,JiTn «7* '^""^ practical, univ..r»nl tnith^. H„w
•wuiMos larfffl—flne, iioiind, and n * iMTfnct diAMiu.n •

Your men c.f promptitudo. without pcmeroJimKn;are common and am i- 'ni i» * *i
jungpnwnt,

want n# »»«»,.!:»
''"'•.*"* "wiftnoiw making up for

.u^?JIin^ t^I?^:^
-^^^ ".* ^^ ""'•h in the way of

exEtin anH r' "• *^»'»^' "••* theology ^and

mB^iIv^^™ ,'
'" 8"^^''new

; that obedience ih

!S wefl.
'**''• '•'''' ^^'^ ''•^*«> «f water from

Th.^i^nf-"
^'•''""itory-a step-a blow.Tha motion o. a muscle-this way or that

;

Ti8 dor.e-and .•^ the after vacaHcy,

S^ffeTw 'Jl^-^^'"' "''^ °»«° Strayed.

's?Sg Sa^^frae^J.-^!^ ^^ ^^^-^ ^^ ^o*"^)

And has the nature of infmity.*

wa^of^h!Sfin7"^* ""*? °^ geniu«-he had his own

rfIfiSr»??V .^ "^^^^ themselves in vain to

I

3" till I
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He was an enthusiast in its true and good sense

;

he was 'entheat,' as if full of God, as the old poets
called it. It was this ardour, this superabounding
life, this immediateness of thought and^ action, idea
and emotion, setting the whole man agoing at once

—

that gave a power and a charm to everything he did.
To adopt the old division of the Hebrew Doctors, as
given by Nathanael Culverwel, in his ' Light of Nature '

:

In man we have—Ist, nvtifia (aonoiovvt the sensitive
soul, that which lies nearest the body—the very blos-
som and flower of life ; 2nd, t6v vovv, animam rationis,
sparkling and glittering with intellectuals, crowned
with lignt ; and 3rd, t6v 6vfi6v, impetum animi, motum
mentis, the vigour and energy of the soul—its temper

—

the mover of the other two—the first being, as they
said, resident in hepate—the second in cerebro—the
third in corde, where it presides over the issues of life,

commands the circulation, and animates and sets the
blood a-moving. The first and second are informative,
expl-.cativc, they ' take in and do '—the other ' gives
out.' Now in Dr. Chalmers, the great ingredient was
the 6 dvfiog as indicating vis animae et vitae,—and in
close fellowship with it, and ready for its service, was
a large, capacious 6 vovi, and an energetic, sensuous,
rapid rb nvfvfia. Hence his energy, his contagious
enthusiasm—this it was which gave the peculiar
character to his rbligion, to his politics, to his personnel ;

everything he did was done heartily—if he desired
heavenly blessings, he ' panted ' for them—' his soul
broke for the longing.' To give again the words of
the spiritual and subtle Culverwel, ' Religion (and
indeed everything else) was no matter of indifferency
to him. It was Otpixou n npayfia, a certain fiery thing,
as Aristotle calls love ; it required and it got, the very
flower and vigour of the spirit—the strength and sinews
of the soul—the prime and top of the affections—this
is that grace, that panting grace—we know the name
of it and that 'a all

—
'tis called zeal—a flaming edge of

the affection—the ruddy complexion of the soul.'

Closely connected with this temperament, and with
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J^Sf™ °.^f5
scMirtioii Of truth, rather than s oer.

thf he's 'rf'lhi^rV^'!)'""
""='" ">« «>»pIicitT of

his own words, from his Daily Readings,-
* When a child is filled with any strong emotion hv

ft'o?nT«
''^'^' °; intelligence,^it ru^^o disiharge

^ on others, impatient of their sympathv • aK

tern beautiful unconsciousness of self-l!an outeoiniof the whole nature that we see in children, whfZ

&iha°'pS.''t'irr^!nro?w

ms large sympathies—his scientific biowledireofminrf

Jh^sZ of";ublic 'if"
'"" *o P~°«"»' ^^' «""forine spirit of public business-was quite singular for his
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simplicity ; andtaking this view of it, there was much
that was plain and natural in his manner of thinking
and acting, which otherwise was obscure and liable to
be misunderstood. We cannot better explain what we
mean than by giving a passage from Fenelon, which
D'Alembert, in his Eloge, quotes as characteristic of
that ' sweet-souled * prelate. We give the passage en-
tire, as it seems to us to contain a very beautiful, and
by no means commonplace truth :

—

' Fenelon,' says D'Alembert, ' a caract^ris6 lui-meme
en peu de mots cette simplicity qui le rendoit si cher
k tons les coeurs. " La simplicity est la droiture d'une
ame qui is'interdit tout retour st< elle et sur ses actions
—cette vertu est differente de la sincerity, et la sur-

passe. On voit bean-^oup de gens qui sont sincdres sans
etre simples—Us nr mlent passer que pour ce qu'ils

sont, mais ils craigncnt sans cesse de passer pour ce
qu'ils ne sont pas. L'homme simple n'affecte ni la

vertu, ni la v^rit^ mome ; il n'est jamais occupe de lui,

11 Bemble d'avoir perdu ce motdont on est si jaloux."
'

What delicacy and justness of expression ! how true
and clear ! how little we see now-a-dajrs, among grown-
up men, of this straightness of the soul—of tlus losing

or never finding ' ce moi ! ' There is more than is per-

haps generally thought in this. Man in a state of per-

fection, would no sooner think of asking himself—am I

right ? am I appearing to be what inwardly I am ?

than the eye asks itself—do I see ? or a child says to
itself—do 1 love my mother ? We have lost this in-

stinctive sense ; we have set one portion of ourselves
aside to watch the rest ; we must keep up appearances
and our consistency ; we must respect—that is, look
back upon—ourselves, and be respected, if possible ; we
must, by hook or by crook, be respectable.

Dr. Chalmers would have been a sorry Balaam ; he
was made of different stuff and for other purposes.
Your ' respectable ' men are ever doing their best to
keep their status, to maintain their position. He never
troubled himself about his statvis ; indeed, we would
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^l^Jt^'uu^^^ "°^ ^^® ^°r^ for him. Ho had a sedeson which ho sat. and from which he spoke he had antmpenum, to and fro which he roamed a^ ho Usfed"but B, status was as little in his way m in that of aMauntanian lion. Your merely ' sincc^ 'men are alwa;^ thmkmg of what they said yesterday ISd whatthoy may say to-morrow. It the very moment when
Fulfotv '^H^ P""'"« *^«^^ wholeTeir?ntooSy
ite DoLr 't?' ^^'^^ ^y '^' "°^«d altoKothor by

fear^ oZ;'±''^'''''.f
^^ "P^'f"' *"d without stint ortear often apparenUy contradicting his former self-

?WtK *^"* everything, but speaking fully hi ^nlOne other reason for his appareS inconsist^ncLTa^"If one may so express it. the spaciousness of his natu^*

t"at^eI?T '^i^^' 'l^'''^^'''
^«^' and affecUonTn

in fh5 ? 1

^^^P'^^hje heart, for relishing and takinS

were Ct!
^°^"°'*^^°^ "^^^ ^'^ endo^menT-^'j

He was chUdlike in his simplicity : though in undrr«tendmg a man. he was himself in manrSgs a chi d

^n^V. • i"®.^®^*' *^ * *^ee has its former years'

^T^r^'^t^ t'^A^^J «° ^^- Ch«^l«»ers bore^alon?with him his childhood, his youth, his earlv and f,.n-nanhood into his mature old age. ^^Isgave h?ms. f

sTrenetheLr'
^^^ delighf-mulS^l^d ^L^oy

]stiengthened and sweetened his whole nature and keoth 8 heart young and tender,-it enabled him to svmnathize. to have a feUow-feeling with all. of whateve^ace'

w?th hi^^^t
best knew him. who were most haWtuallywith him. know how beautifuUy this point of his chararter shone out in daily, hourly life. We well remember

feTb^^rt'ora^^ "^ '*' '^'^ him-?rTm"ot
fH««^' u

°^°' *^°** hemg out one Saturday at a

Sonar' ^T *^« P^^^l^nd^. he collected ^11 hoChildren and smaU people-the other bairns, as he called

• ill
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them—and with no one else of his own growth, took
the lead to the nearest hill-top,—how he made each
take the biggest and roundest stone he could find, and
carry,—how he panted up the hill himself with one of
enormous size,—how he kept up their hearts, and made
them shout with glee, with the light of his countenance,
and with all his pleasant and strange wajrs and words,
how having got the breathless little men and women to
the top of the hill, he, hot and scant of breath, looked
round on the world and upon them with his broad be-
nignant smile like the dvTjpiBfj.ov KVfmTav yiXaaftn,—
the unnumbered laughter of the sea,—how he set ofiE his
own huge ' fellow,'—how he watched him setting out
on \m r5ce, slowly, stupidly, vaguely at first, almost as
if he might die before he began to live, then suddenly
giving a spring acu off like a shot—bounding, tearing,
avTis €7rfiTa 7T(fiov^€ KvXivUfTO Xaas dvai8r)S vires OC-
guirena eundo ; how the great and good man was iJlua
in xUo ; how he spoke to, upbraided him, cheered him,
gloried in him, all but prayed for him,—how he joked
philosophy to his wondering and ecstatic crew, when
he (the stone) disappeared among some brackens

—

telling them they had the evidence of their senses that
he was in, they might even know he was there by his
effects, by the moving brackens, himsslf unseen ; how
plain it became that he had gone in, when he actually
came out !—^how he ran up the opposite side a bit, and
then fell back, and lazily expired at the bottom,—how
to their astonishment, but not displeasvire—fc he ' set
them off so well,' and ' was so funny '—he took from
each his cherished stone, and set it off himself ! show-
ing them how they all ran alike, vet differently ; how
he went on, ' makuig,' as he said, an induction of par-
ticulars,' till he came to the Benjamin of the flock,

a wee wee man, who had brought up a stone bigger than
his own big head ; then how he let him, unictis omtUum,
set off his own, and how wonderfully it ran ! what
miraculous leaps : what escapes from impossible places
and how it ran up the other side farther than any, and
by some felicity remained there.
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specific

85He was an orator
We need not prove this tn fk»«> u = >~"oc.
we cannot to^ those who have not° ^ ^"""^.^'"^ ^

man sending livine burning J ^ ^^ ^«« » ^ving
hearts of men hS^re^Ja^^tV'^'' °^^°^ «°S
upon them aU ; but ther^ wff^**'°8 *^ •^t«°''e ^rvour
etfect when alone and "001^ som P'°^^""l« t^o e'^tire
WM gone. We sav nothfni ' A^^^ °''® °^ ^^^ elements
became upon thS^alfa^ellirT °^^" ^^^^^«*«'-'
hke a tide, a sea settina iTl • "'^ eloquence rose
'ifting up all Tts wav^^ m ^^"°«.down upon you,
there wai^no do nganvThl^a^^ '"^.*^« unto^^deep'

xervet immensusque ruit px
"indarus ore

:

"^^^'^ttiutir^^^*^"^^^^^-

»d%^o"LC' irwettvtdur^*^° «' «-
we would paraphrase it thiL ^,f1"^«^ ^^^ «°"ceit.
a flooded Scottish river^: J^ eloquence was like
exalted region-in som?'^ T^ '^ °^'«i° '« some
immutablefeauty ircUd„rHfi^'^-''l^*^-«°°»« high!
drain its wateni^^ the sea -T.? ^^t^' ^""^ ^^^^^
above. He laid hnW J ' * *^*™® «*^eer down from

changeablenesTThumtla^^nif:^^^^^^^ ^^'^ "-

nver rose at on^. <^^:i^^.^^-^toTZt:'!

I
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immortal—this world and the next—clear light and
unsearchable mystery—the word and the works of God—everything contributed to swell the volume and add
to the onward and widening flood. His river did not
How like Denham's Thames,—

Though deep yet clear, though gentle yet not dull

;

Strong without rage, without o erflowing full.

There was strength, but there was likewise rage ; a fine
frenzy—not unoften due mainly to its rapidity and to
its being raised suddenly by his affections ; tnere was
some confusion in the stream of his thoughts, some
overflowing of the banks, some turbulence, and a cer-
tain noble immensity ; but its origin was clear and
calm, above the region of clouds and storms. If you
saw it ; if you took up and admitted his proposition,
his starting idea, then all else moved on ; but once set
agoing, once on his way, there was no pausing to in-
quire, why or how—fervet—ruit—fertur, he boils—he
rushes—he is borne along ; and so are all who hear
him.
To go on with our figure—There was no possibility

of sailing up his stream. You must go with him, or
you must go ashore. This was a great peculiarity with
him, and puzzled many people. You could argue with
him, and get him to entertain your ideas on any purely
al^tract or simple proposition,-at least for a time

;

but once let him get down among practicals, among
applications of principles, into the regions of the affec-
tions and active powers, and such was the fervour and
impetuosity of his nature, that he could not stay
leisurely to discuss, he could not then entertain the
opposite ; it was hurried off, and made light of, and
disregarded, like a floating thing before a cataract.
To play a little more with our conceit—The great-

est man is he who is both born and made—who is at
once poetical and scientific—who has genius and talent
each supporting the other. So with rivers. Your
mighty world's river rises in high and lonely places,
among the everlasting hills ; amidst clouds, or inao-
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cessible clearneHs Hn u

W
all waters

; refreshing chLrinr^". r**i^''"« ^^ i'im.elf
r;ct there a rapid ?Vow KSn. "^'- ^^'^'^ '^ *^^ta-
beauty, as if loath ^ an nT^ l",?""'^ ^^o'-ner of
npplmg and laughine in^ h... ,

"^ '*^*"°^ and wide
^^nrfslow

; uow narrow „n^.f^'"^V "?^ '^^^P' «£
to be meddled mth k7tZ '^""^' ^"^ ""*
so clear, for other waters Ll. .^ ""^^ ^"""^^-y

J not
he IS becoming useful no

"^"""'^ '" "I^" him and
^ove eontcntfdr now i«"^'' ^"^^^"'ent.-travdling
kinds coming and ioin^tif. u-

"^^'«^hle, craft of aH
then. ^ if ,«, some 'Ztirand V"'^^'^ ^"' ^''^^

^ and
and smooth, passing wi^h aSfn'f •'r^*'"^' *^»^ep
he pays his last tribute to 'th! ?• """*

u
^"^'^ '^^e/

ehequer. the sea '—runninl *°®/'f«-. the great Ex-
Power and volume. Lto Jf maiir^' ^^ ^^^^" ^^ his
Your mere geniu;. who ha^rn^t

"'.""^^y '" '^«g»e.
and not scientific, who growK f;

"""^^^ ^^ '^ P^tical
our mountain river. clear^wV,'''"i7'^*""--he is like
comers

; disappearwft ' Tv ii
^'^^ ' ^"""'"8 roundup again quite'^SnexpfdXL^ ""^-^ground, coming

some unseen spring. dee^^"i«*,^°"g' ""' '^ ^^^ ^'-om
flood without warn na L5 ^ '° darkness

; risinc in
often aU but Z nlveTi'^l''^ ^"^^ li^e a o„'"
^ins

;
must aTfeast bltamPd^ '5"f'!^

*° ^^^ dnvZ'
.and going down full pace al'^'^'^.l"^

""^ *« the mijf
»nto the sea.

^^''^' ^"^ %vithout stop or stay.
Your man of fni<>nf r

who is made.JwhoTs ;,otso S:^^T^."'«'
°* «<^ience~

who, mstead of acquSiSg his r^'*"
^"^^^ ^' edified;

2f^»' from acqui?em^?7„^^^^"''rf^. gets his wVe^who serves his brethren and^ ^Tf ^""^^ ^'thout

:

no one knows where or earl hf^"^ V ^" "«^« often
fountamatall, but isThe rSu'lt^ Sf'^'^P^ '^^ P^oper
waterm the higher flatThf^^ ^"^ *^^ gathered rain-
hnsk, never dangeroS?-' „i "7^^ ^"»te clear, never
and goes pleasan% x^ barn

*^' ^'°^ *^« fi^«t ST
lags-makes them i^to n.t '

*"^°« ^"^'^
: w?shes

of dye-stuffs an^fe^^'eScrLdT^^ ^°"° ^^^ «»" nne
as good purpose as ^TZk^rtt^Z'.'^^^r'^ to

BROWN "^

jj
''' »vream

, js docile. and
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has, as he reaches the aea, in his dealings with the

world, a river trust, who look after his and their own
interests, and dredge him, and deepen him, and manage

him, and turn him off into docks, and he is in the sea

before he or you know it.

Though we do not reckon the imagination of Dr. Chal-

mers among his master faculties, it was powerful, effec-

tive, magnificent. It did not move him, he took it up

as he went along ; it was not that imperial, penctrAting,

transmuting function that we find it in Dante, in Jeremy

Taylor, in Milton, or in Burke ; he used it to emblazon

his grfat central truths, to hang clouds of glory on the

skirts of bis illustration ; but it was too passionate, too

material, too encumbered with images, too involved in

the general tnilee of Uie soul, to do its work as a master.

It was not in him, as Thomas Fuller calls it, * that in-

ward sense of the soul, its most boundless and restless

faculty ; for while the vmderstanding and the will are

kept, as it were, in liberd cuttodid to their objects of

verum ti bonum, it is free from all engagements-—digs

without spade, flies without wings, builds without

charges, in a moment striding from the centre to the

circumference of the world by a kind of omnipotency,

creating and annihilating things in an instant—restless,

ever working, never wearied. We may say, indeed,

that men of bis temperament are not generally endowed

with this power in largest measure ; in one sense they

can do without it, in another they want the conditions

on which its highest exercise depends. Plato and Milton,

Shakespeare and Dante and Wordsworth, had imagi-

nations tranquil, sedate, cool, originative, penetrative,

tense, which dwelt in the ' highest heaven of invention.'

Hence it was that Chalmers could personify or paint

a passion ; he could give it in one of its actions ; he

could not, or rather he never did impassionate, create,

and vivify a person—a very different thing from per-

sonifying a passion—all the difference, as Henry Taylor

aavs, between Byron and Shakespeare.

In his impetuosity, we find the rationale of much



DR. CHALMERS ^that is peculiar in the style olDr Ch^\^
"tyle It was thoroughlyVffect/S*«H^r- ^« » ^^on
e«t weapona, and smot. dnwl Ji. T® '*'*^^ '^e near-
from thSVeiV vehJSence tS W^?k ^^ *»''• B"^
general style a waS ofV^. ***''• ^*^«f«> "^^ in hia
nicety, of^tha? cutiov^^SivlTu''^ '°>^'>'«' °^
immortal, and enslu^in^i !f ;

-^ "^^'^^^ "^^J^** thought
the language of theiff^/i ° /^Perishable crystal. In

analysis. heTaTofS^neS? ,^^«renta^tion^SJd
imperfect, and inconSc?:7hSJl ^1- '"'• ".:^"°"^»»' •^"d
ment. to his fiery, impatient S n^"« ^? **'" tempera-
^« orations^^^^I^^^^^Z
In speaking it was eCtiv?Td t^

**'" Py'"'*'^ ^""litie*.

herewa.somenewmStionsome^"rl%P'^'^^^^^
just as the sea never setann nnl

^d**'*'°»° the manner,
or the next. But fn h?s bSSfa?, T^ ^^^l^ ^^^ the 1,L
h.s thoughts, and heTei^r^ " 1^/°°'^''^«" «°«"°>ber
not arise, as in many l^r mr.^T^ and profit. It did
;ay-from his having iTLZinh^^ *^*r°.«

"^'^ ^^
arise from conceit, either ofTU *''™i

much less did it

Jt ;
but from the intSsk; wAh t^^^^^^

1^" ''*>' of stating
idea-if we may ,«« the eJpT^ion L^ "*"^«*'o« of thS
hia mind. Truth to him ncvT-eT^^'^r '*'.^«* "»*'•'' on
ness. its edge, its flavoS fandSf t Ir '^' /^^«' ^'^^b-
come to him so suddeni;, so £iv°!^"*5'

T^ k'^ow, had
was in the very prime ShisLowL "^'^^.^J^- when he
quickness- had Jo possess^ 1^-^^^® """^ ^" Po^er and
him who was jonrnS^^ltl?.^^"^ "?,*"'«• "^^ if. like
«hone round about^^i?thit wh?rf'

* ^^
'
^^^^^^ ^^^^

that condition, he beMTafrMh Zf Tu^^ reproduced
ance, to proclaim it^e cm,?d nofh T'**"

^^ '^^^'^ "tter-
had seen and felt, and he^ and h^r ' 'Pf^ *^^ ^^'"^^ he
much in the aame wav J^H 1„ k '®''^*^

'
*"d he (fid it

thoughts and aS^tS'aS r^/^*' "tT ''°''^' for the
jame. Like aU me^ o? vlvlS pe?^*lVi n't

"*'"' ^«'« ^^e

Xr a-d^ ^irlSfal^^^^^^^SS
curious instance^of tlT^ cJ!^. t^?.^^t'J^ ^^^^^

A
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from the furnace, his new words—this made his num-
bers run wild

—

lege sidutis. We are sure this view will

be fuund contirmod by these ' Daily Readings,' when
he wrote little, and had not time to get heated, and
when the nature of the work, the hour at which it was
done, and his solitariness, made his thoughts flow at

their ' own sweet will ' ; they are often quite as classical

in expression, as they are deep and lucid in thought

—

reflecting heaven with ita clouds and stars, and letting

us see deep down into ita own secret depths : this is

to us one great charm of these volumes. Here he is

broad and calm ; in his great public performances by
mouth* and pen, L*) soon passed from the lucid into the

luminous.
What, for instance, can be liner in expression than

this ? * It is well to be conversant with great elements

—life and death, reason and madness.' ' God forgets

not his own purposes, though he executes them in his

own way, and maintains his own pace, which he hastens

not and shortens not to meet our impatience.' ' 1 find

it easier to apprehend the greatness of the Deity than
any of his moral perfections, or his sacredness ' ; and
this

—

' One cannot but feel an interest in Ishmael—figuring
him to be a nobie of nature—one of those heroes of the
wilderness who lived on the produce of his bow, and
whose spirit was nursed and exercised among the wild

roamed up and down through the woods near Auchindinny,
with two boys as companions. It was the first burst of

summer, and the trees were more than usually enriched

with Isaves. He wandered about delighted, silent, looking

at the leaves, ' thick and numberless.' As the three went
on, they came suddenly upon a high brick wall, newly built,

for peach trees, not yet planted. Dr. Chalmers halted,

and looking steadfastly at the wall, exclaimed must earn-

estly, ' What foUage I what foliage !
' The boys looked at

one another, and said nothing ; but on getting home
expressed their astonishment at this very puzzLtig phe-

nomeuon. What a difference I leaves and parallelograms ;

& forest and a brick wall

!

Irfi
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man, and every mnn'H hrn5^ *"*' J^*^ *««•"»* every
j;f his «other?iS;„?rot?X!r

in'Th "^7 "'^ ^^"^
Ishmaei to whom we reaH an«*{.

'''® deference of
«pect yielded to femaLe^l^n^^^ ^'^^^P''' "^ »»>« '"«

Periodf of the world Xre w«, f •''•r'*"*^?'
barbarous

mediateeffectof rol aion in ». ^ ''''''''^'**'°"- ^'^o '«•
fell away as thc?„rfrg";woiZ /'"''• '''"™ '^^''''^ °>«"

Pu^'„:,'i\u'r;e^;,ltow -v^^'?' -'' --«
that he had al8o the t^ue oar for i^ ""'^A'

^"°^« «»»o^«
onee pl.a,ant to the ear and HnL^,^*''''

^°''^"' «« «'
foelings

:
• I have oftL * u ^^^^^'^^ «' «'^'ne higher

Thomlm. astX j^'XS '".ro^«din« ^^^'^onS
tion of different coimtVies and tV" '^'^ '^T *'""">^'^-
hy the statement of Tomo iL '*'°"»'y enhanced
omotion. which pass^ f^m nn I"°"

''"^ pr«^ailin«
«et forth with greatXautv^nd ' " ''"°*'^'"'- Th« ««
l5of Exod,s«x^-'TKeoDlo«h?nr' '"

^i'"^^ >* «nd
sorrow shall take hold o^T« ? u".^''*'**"^ ^^'^^aid^
Then the dukes of ES>m shairh^"^''*"'."

°' P'^'^^^i"'^.

men of Moab. trembuZ shall t^kH'^S^T^t^ "^'g^ty
inhabitants of Canaan shall milt f ° "* "/ them-the
has a tolerable ear and anv Snln ^f^- ^"^ °"o ^ho
^he sensation of dol^hrfn ?Ko ^l"'^'

""^^ '•^member
•'olours of a butterfly' a wiie or fh 'I!

«°V"d-»ike the
evening clouds, to the eTL-in rel^S'^''P,"'"T «'°"^« ^^
sages as these : • HeshbYn ^.'^./^^^'^g a'o»d such pas-
-oice shall be heard toJaLf'T ''^u

^'^'^'^'^
= ^^eir

-•th weeping shall tLy go jt un ^/^"-^^yu^^^^^^^h

leman, the Holv On« t^\
** ^ry._(_,od came from

Calno as Carchemish ? if "1 »"""* ^^ran.-Is nS
not Samaria afDamaLus T Ho'^'"**'^

"^ ^'^^^ ? i«

«8 passed to Migron atanliri;^ uuT"" *^ A»*th. he
carriages

: Ramah is afrS TL^f ^'i'^
'^'^ »P his

Jjf<; «P thy voice. O daughter o cS-
"^ '-'""' '' "^^•

^ heard unto Laish. O Potr/th'ofllrMa^nlL ^^
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rfmnveil : (he inhnhitAiita of (Jrbim (tnther thcmii«lTM
to tlpf.—'Hio Holds of Henhbon languUh, the vino of
SibmAh : I will wntor thee with my tcan, O Henhbon
»nd Kloftlch.' Any one may prove to himiiolf that
much of tho efToct and beauty of thciio pamiagM de-
pends on thcflo nanins ; put others in their room, and
try them.
Wo rpmrmbcr well our first hearing Dr. Chalmem.

We were i; \ a moorland district in Twecddale, rejoicing
in the country, after nine months of the High School.
We heard that the famous preacher was to be at a neigh-
bouring parish church, and off we i^et, a cartful of irre*

prcMiblie youngMtcrs. * Calm was all nature as a resting
wheel.' The crows, instead of making wing, were im-
pudent and sat still ; tho cart-horses were standing,
knowing the day, at tho tield-gates, gossiping and gazing,
idle and happy ; the moor waa stretching away in tho
pale sunlight—vast, dim, melancholy, like a sea ; every-
where were to be seen the gathering people, ' sprinklings
of blithe company '

; the country-side seem^ moving
to one centre. As we entered the kirk we saw a no-
torious character, a drover, who had much of the brutal
'oc- ^f wiiHt !i« worked in, with the knowing eye of a
man of the city, a sort of big Peter Uell -

Ho had a hardness in his eye.
Ho had a hardness in his check.

He wns our terror, and we not only wondered, but wcro
afraid when wo saw him going in. The kirk was full

as it could hold. How diflferent in looks to a brisk town
congregation ! There was a fine leisurelincss and vague
stare ; all the dignity and vacancy of animals ; eye-
brows raised and mouths open, as is the habit with
those who speak little and look c?uch, and at far-of!

objects. The minister comes in, homely in bis dress
and gait, but having a great look about him, like a moun-
tain among hills. The High School boys thought him
like a ' big one of ourselves,' he looks vaguely round
upon bis audience, as if he saw in it one great d>)€ct, noi
many. We shall never forget his smile ! its general
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«»riHly, solemnly tiO. 2 Z ''.""'^'^
' »'"" P"^y^

"lowly, calmly the «im?l J^""" 'V*^""- *'• "taUnJ

»«o started and looko?! lityj "^"'"^ ' /*'^'> ""^denly
Kreat nigh

. and wal loa^^^^^ T^^ ^'^ '«-" -""^^

"• bow death nicnrd «v.ri^ **
''*"'*'"• '^ • »'• t«^»<i

place.
; bowM ^^ tew Z^n'J''

"^ "" .'j'"'^' '» «*"

feat (.ppoHitP. wuH ffiiVina „L ?^ ^"'*'" '» ^^'> t»blc-

the Hpi-aker. T?,e 11113 in "'' f
"^^^ *''" "y" fr""*

power, deep cal ed tn ,r
"nT^cvcrything added to it«

poured Tn ^'fd :trv nowVnTS"'^ .1"^ iHuBtration

Himplo. terrible Bta^em..M ^ •"'" *^» theme.-the
interval. St Lv^rwM^^^^^^^^ 'T"'^:}

'" 'T' '"^'^
reign of Death, and tmnlSna f7''\?'''^°''

'^' *»»«

gencyandemotion . andaffor V^ ^"^ '"^"»« "
thee word., • Slh U J'*,*t'^''*»"^t'"g.

M if in despair,

•uddcnly locked blyondu';T?n";"^^^^
rfg«o',, .ind cried cut 'n/hnW 1 '">° *"'"« ^bstant
*'hi« 1 He Cometh frrln, RM * ™'«btier !~who is

from Bozrah.XiouBThS ''"• ''/*** ^^'^'^ «'^''™''nt.

eouHncss. travS^fn th« ^^^l'"'''
"^"^'^'"8 '" "«ht-

mighty to save ' Vn ?n^'f °''". ^' *"« "^renith.
»tated the tS a. To n^n

° '"'" ^''''^ Hentence..%e
and death pJ/ng upon all S T^'^'V^- ^^ «'"•

more, and enforced wirhL v ^ *"' ^'''''' "^« "»«»
new. the freeness. the simnnoW^ ^*^ '"'^'^^ '^"^ "<^»»-

ficiency of the cVeat m^^tK i

^'/^^ security, the suf.

astonished and iSeLTw^r,''' justification. How
fuU thunder ofZ power the ^h'l '

"* *^" '' ^^«
agony of earnestness Tfi; Jr

°'^ "^" ^*''' "» »"
cMld. the tears running d?4hr'^r' ^^"P'"8 »»'^« »

A ,i

£^i

f

f
i
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verging towards the wonderful speaker. And when he
sat down, after warning each one of us to reme "^her

who it was, and what it was, that followed '\u,tii on
his pale horse *, and how alone we could escap —we all

sunk back into our seats. How beautiful tc oj" eyos
did the thunderer look—exhausted—but s-ifPt an-

1

pure ! How he poured out his soul before his God m
giving thanks for sending the Abolisher of Death ! Then
a short psalm, and all was ended.
We went home quieter than we came ; we did not

recount the foals with their long legs, and roguish eyes,

and their sedate mothers ; we did not speculate whose
dog thcit was, and whether that was a crow or a man
in the dim moor,—we thought of other things. That
voice, that face ; those great, simple, living thoughts ;

those floods of resistless eloquence ; that piercing, shat-

tering voice,—that ' tremendous necessity.'

Were we desirous of giving to one who had never
seen or heard Dr. Chalmers an idea of what manner
of man he was—what he was as a whole, in the full

round of his notions, tastes, affections, and powers, we
would put this book into their hands, and ask them to

read it slowly, bit by bit, as he wrote it. In it he puts
down simply, and at once, what passes through his

mind as he reads ; there is no making of himself feel

and think—no getting into a frame of mind ; he was
not given to frames of mind ; he preferred states to
forms—substances to circumstances. There is some-
thing ofeverythingin it—his relishfor abstractthought

—

his love of taking soundings in deep places and finding

no bottom—his knack of starting subtle questions,

whir li he did not care to run to earth—his penetrating,

regulating godliness—his delight in nature—his turn
for poUtics, general, economical, and ecclesiastical

—

his picturesque eye—his humanity—his courtesy—his

' ' And I looked, and behold a pale horse ; and his name
that sat on him was Death, and Hell followed with him.'

—

Rev. vi. 8.
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delight in the law of gS' anah?"°^',
^^.his^kiniLhis

treatment of it-his a?J'n!l^ f '"°P^®' ^^^o"*- manly
his turn for tie sciences of au^^^^ ? cliflSculties-?

indeedfornaturaIsdpnpL«\? *''*'*^ *^^ number, and
ness-hiswS wSSom tf ^""^^^"^-^is shrewd-
out-you eath^r thJ^ rP^T^'? «''"'"«

' «» these come
a little So g^s^t^'^rlh" ^?m'

^""^ ^ ""'^^ ^^^ there
or a theologiaKr a hTstorlan nr'

""^^
f' ^ Philosopher,

or a naturalist/or a statStn; n
^ ?^P^P^''' ^^ * jurist,

all that he wants and a ^-»^^ 1
'*''~"P''^^"« °"^

any business with nxf^i ^-^^^ ^''^^ ™ore than he has
to ^his rea?er"s^;^h,ltinT V^^ f' ^ ^--n
abroad upon his FatherW^ ^T'^'^ '.

^"* *»« looks
to do on his wJd~^ramJr^"}'''''''i'''P^^^'^^^^y
submits himself to its inflT '

^""^ ^' * Christian
; he

out fully and na^uralivln"".'"''.!"^
'"*« ^^ °»ind go

which gfves to Zs^oi dl ZT''"'"'?' }' •« this
unity, of variety in harm" l^ ^Tiu°^ multitude in

expectednessandeasonf^ ^' ^I'^J^^^ sort of un-
where in nature^td^L7urar;t"'^ "^ '^^ ^-^^-

ing^rt':t.;:i':'^^^^^^^^ ^^'^^^t^"! ^i^le Head.
laborious trTfles ^or of <,T' -f '

^"^ curiosities, and
to the last degr;e an stand ' ^P^i''"^"^' analysed
useless. Thev- wm not fin^^ ^ '" °''^^^' labelled and
for fighting w?th and destrn^'' " ?,?

^"°°"^ ^^ ^^^Pon«
will get lei of th^ rS. •^i'^*h^'^^^ighbours. Thev
diet??u?ii°ing' fcj;,r;'°n^y '^^^ -'^^-
Bacon desired, when he ?aTd 'w """"^ °^ ^^^^ ^ord
and judicious notes unon^' • ^^ ^^""^ '^"^'^^ «o»nd,
into eommonphaces pZ,^nt P?""^' ""'^^"^^ ^"^ing
those notes to SdaTn^h^ 'w''"^^

°^ ^^ducin|
loose and native F^ Sta± f^lr'"^ '^^^ 'i"'*!
tlow from the first tre^d.nT-^f^L^' ^^"'^ ^'"^» which
l>etter than tho7eS o\t £^^^^
them the roughness of thoL I ^^V^'"' ""^''^ gi^^s
those doctrines best and

^"''/"^ *^ stone, «S are
a gentle crush of the ScriZll''* J^'"^

^''^ f^°^
°^ scriptures, and are not wTung
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into controversies and commonplaces. They will find

it as a large pleasant garden ; no great system ; not
trim, but beautiful, and in which there are things
pleasant to the eye as well as good for food—flowers
and fruits, and a few good esculent, wholesome roots.

Ther* are Honesty, Tlmft, Eye-bright (Euphrasy that
cleanses the sight), Heart's-ease. The good seed in

abundance, and the strange mystical Passion-flower

;

and in the midst, and seen everywhere, if we but look
for it, the Tree of Life, with its twelve manner of fruits

—the very leaves of which are for the healing of the
nations. And, per<ihance, when they take their walk
through it at evening-time, or at ' the sweet hour of

prime,' they may see a happy, wise, beaming old man at

his work there—they may hear his well-known voice ;

and if they have their spiritual i-enses exercised as they
ought, they will not fail to ^es by bis bide ' one like

unto the Sun of Man.'
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DK. GEORGE WILSON
Among the man.. * i

«ome two-and-Sv vnt"''
^' °"^ l^niversity who

race, in the fullS ItT T ''""''^^ on the K^ea?that strong hnnrer forklTi^ ^"^ ^«»*lth, and with

three lads-Edvard Forbes Sn^' fi^
^''°^' ^^ere were

W,lson--v
'..o soon mo^^d 'n t^.^"^

?''''^' ""^ ^^'«orc..
lead. They are now a Uhree fn If

^'^'^^ "'^^ t""'' the
.
^o three minds couW „ 1? 1.

^^^^^ Knaves.m constitution or bHsrl' ^^^" '^^'^''^ ™ore diverge
f^erence from the ot/^^v^T,,^yi>ical of a geneS,'m. was their hunting ntTu. } ""^^^^ ^^''^ia^y 'U'reedgame The truth Xut this'^A?!^^ ^^^ for t'i.etame
It contains, was their qua'rv 'fe''°'^^'

^"^ ^" that
^'et themselves to do but ,.«nl^l Iv'^ °»e thing thev^nd took his own road^achLd v^'^

^^-^ ^I^^i^l £if?of instruments and m^nT ^^„^,^;f
««'« «Pecial choice

their essential powers wn„l/^^ """"f
™^n ccmbinine

of a natural philosoXr in th ^'^S
^""" ^^^ epitome

l^dward Forbes, who hi,M^ ""^ ""^^^^e.
deservedly, for lameness "„„ ff'* ^^ P^'^^ent. and
observer proper H. e "^ °f ^"^ essence wik th
and searcLrnght'o'fTy^ZTZ ""^V

^
"b-^d

the r.?i
"°'^Pa-^«ioned ey; u^^t ? ""^°'«"rod, and

vU th„f ^PP^^rances of th n<.s «A^ ""^^ ^^*^^ ^^re
•vll that seems to be hL ^ ' Phenornem as such •

-.over the great Ma oMhrwo'd '%^^ ^^^^ ^-''
best sense a natural historinn u"^'

^*^ ^as in theof what is seen and of whn? *
^"^ observer and recorder

has been seen and wh^tYafr °"' ^^^ ^^^^ less of what

- nature hersSf. ^^^ w^Tui^f^^/Se?tfe

I,

!

A
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totle. to Pliny, Linnaeus, Cuvier. and Humboldt, thouch
the great German, and the greater Stagirite, had higherand deeper spiritual msights than Edward Forbes evergave signs of. It is worth remembering that Dr. GeorgeWilson was up to his death engaged in preparing hisMemoir and Remains for the press.* Who wiltnow takeup the tale ?

Samuel Brown was, so to speak, at the opposite polo—rapid, impatient.fearless. full of passion and imarnna-
tive power-desiring to divine the essences rather thanthe appearances of things-in search of the what chiefly
in order to question it. make it give up at whatever
cost the secret of its why ; his fiery, projective, subtle
spirit, 'could not hnger in the outer fielcU of mere ob!
servation, though he had a quite rare faculty for seeing
as weU as for looking, which latter act. however, hi
greatly preferred

; but he pushed into the heart and
inner hfe of every question, eager to evoke from it thevery secret of itself. Forbes, as we have said, wan-
dered at will, and with a settled purpose and a finehunting scent, at his leisure, and free and almost in-
different, over the ample fields-happy and joyous and
full of work—unencumbered with theory or with wines
for he rared not to fly. Samuel Brown, whose wings
were perhaps sometimes too much for him, more am-
bitious. more of a solitary turn, was for ever climbing
the Mount Sinais and Pisgahs of science, to speak withHim whose haunt they were.-climbing there all aloneand m the dark, and with much peril, if haply he mieht
descry the break of day and the promised land ; or, tovary the figure, diving into deep and not undangerous
wells, that he might the better see the stars at noon,and possibly find Her who is said to lurk there. Hehad more of Plato, though he wanted the symmetry and
persistent grandeur of the son of Ariston. He was
perhaps hker his own favourite Kepler ; such a manma word as we have not seen since Sir Humphry Davywhom in many things he curiously resembled, and not
the leastm this, that the prose of each was more poetical
than the verse.
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^'« heory
; and if th,s hypothiS« 1? ^^"yf^ing onwhat prematurely uttered to fhl'L^^^ ^ some-

working out of wh-h hi*? -5® 'ro'"ld. and the fullWM denied him by y^aw /f i^ '''^''''^^ realization
suffering, ending onwSdl^^u^ !?^ mcapaeitatSig

now called elemental Sdf.,
''^"«°^"t*bility of the

the lower but essenSoUt^^^^^^^^ ""T «"b8tantiated b
this, along with his oitiSLTfcr °^ *'/""^ experiment
forces, would changrthe 'X, ? "^/l"'"' *"^ thai;make a Cosmos whire now ti

^''''^ °^ chemistry, and
tu>n and cpnfusion'lwouid. naL^rd"/^ "^«'^^^r"
of the molecular constitutbi of m-f;

^"^
^°f

^^^^ ««ence
action and reaction at iSihuT ^^ *°^ ^*« '^^s of
ton's doctrine of gravitatinn I

^"^ances, what New-
dynamics. For, if ilK" iThf°!i''

^2' '^' ^^le^'^l
speculation and proof irthLrW^.''^'''

*^*^ ^^^ ^lighest
«^3 Dumas. FaradVaSl Wii&'^^"'~^^ «"^h men
-points in this directfon • it Z- °'"'°°* *"^ ^^^ershaps than point, but nnmJ^t ®^ "^"^ ^^^e as yet per-
ffam

'
inscribed 'over Samue Z^^^^'^^' '° ««« ' '•«^r-and applied with gratiS ^r°^° « untimely grave

eyes closed in darkness nn^^'''*
^°^°"^ 'o him ^o?e'\and the hopes of Vho^e' -' «^^^* object ^fhS

iie^buried with him. ^ "niccompUshed years '

-ap£b(e fehyri:ftrat''°"«' -^^^^- of and

who, this day week » was r^.^^- ^u"* *°*^ ™ourn, and
of mourners'to that gr?ve w"?eh ^^ k"'^

* °^"^^it»de
open and ready for ySI ^° ^"* ^^^ ^ad been

' Monday, November 28. 1859.
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George Wilson was born in Edinburgh in 1818. His
father, Mr. Archi jaid Wilson, was a wine merchant, and
died sixteen ye»rr ago ; his mother, Janet Aitken, still

lives to mourn and t(* remember him, and she will agree
with us that it is sweeter to remember him than to have
converse with the rest. Any one who has had the
privilege to know him, and to enjoy his bright and rich
and beautiful mind, will not need to go fur to learn
where it was that her son George got all o- that genius
and worth and delightfulness which is trauHmissible.
She verifies what is so often and so truly said of the
mothers of remarkable men. She was his first and best
Alma Mater, and in many senses his last, for her in-

fluende over him continued through life. (Jeorge had
a twin brother, who died in early life ; and we cannot
help referring to his being one of twins, something of
that wonderful faculty of attracting and being per-
sonally loved by those about him, which was »)ne of
his strongest as it was one of his most winning powers.
He was always fond of books, and of fun, the p^ay cf
the mind. He left the High School at fifteen and took
to medicine ; but he soon singled out chemistry, and,
under the late Kenneth Kemp, and our own distin-

guished Professor of Materia Medica, himself a first-

class chemist, he acquired such knowledge as to become
assistant in the laboratory of Dr. Thomas Graham, then
Professor of Chemistry in University College, and now
Master of the Mint. So he came out of a thui jugh and
good school, and had the best of masters.
He then took the degree of M.D., and became a Lec-

turer on Chemistrj'', in what is now called the extra-
academical school of medicine, but which in our day
was satisfied \vith the title of private lecturers. He
became at once a great favourite, and, had his health and
strength enabled him, he would have been long a most
successful and popular teacher; but general feeble

health, and a disease in the ankle-joint requiring partial

amputationof the foot,and recurrent attacks of a serious
kind in his lungs, made hu? life of public teaching one
long and sad trial. How nobly, how sweetly, how
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gSc^%'e^;^l^^^^^^ baffling years
; bow his

frail but willing b^3y 3^?f,!?"' '^''d^d it over b
'

possible, and aS it were bv?i? *° """^^ '^*° «e«me<i
•t to live longer tb^n wJ^^^iff ^T^ Z^ ^" "^^^S^g
with him and witnes^thi- t^

do those who lived
'natter, will not soon Wet ^""'"^^ °^ «P^it over
one of what true gooE J T * ^'''*«°° ^o every
cheered by the iSgherLnS I '^^' ^'^^^^^^^ an^^
can make! man endiro achiev?^.''^'

°^. *" "^otiv?,.
As IS well known Hr \vm ®' ^"'^ «nJoy.

to tho newl/Si'tJ;^^^^,'^^^^^^^^^ in 185.1
and to the Curatorshio of th f^^^^^'P °^ Technology
expenditure of thouAt oftJ""^"!^^ ^^'^^^' ^e
management-the ex^ndftnT""'*^' °^ '"'"search and
involved in oririJatS? anH ^•' •'' ^ 7^°'^' ^' Wmself^
toaschemesoS^andsoun§'T«^^°'^ ^^^ Purpose
so undefinable. m^^weC ,^«^V*nd, in our view?
and withdrawn hiTwecfoS and J^-.'^°'^*^'^'^^ ^^ life

:i 'il'??i'ating and aSoS andT^Tl^' P°^^"
banctifymg and blessing science L !u?

^'^liest sense,
a ways to us his prope/spW '

fn?
*^'^^^i«li seemed

of some good mdaBs thF- ^-^
^^*leed, m the ooinion

alUndefpeciiK^^^^ of such a Sft
as ours. aS th^^SZ^'^lX^ " UniversityTuch
Museum of the Industrial i?/'

*^^ ''^^^"''t of a great
gone mto, and might hive i|thT «°°^«what h^tily
and obtained a littlemorecL!?Sr«r^ waited forB9 this as it may, Dr WiUon ^ nl^^'P^^'^^forethought
h^rt and 8ouli:miinfa °lfi^ ^"^/l^^y with his wfole
creaamg. and which waf«? jflT ' ^^'""^ ^a» always in-We have lefto^seC no «n

^'^^'* *' ^^ ^eath.
^

as an author, asTa^ademTa'nd'* '^'".^ °^ ^'- Wilson
a member of learned soSe^as f^"''''

^r^"^'' as
literary powers and fancv Infi' * ^^^ ^^ exquisite
able public acceptetion \h^? ^ ^ ^'*^"^° o^ '•eW-i
more careful, andlXr* anSino^ '°^^ ^'^^ ^ome

J^
gemus and wortk '^at h.^ ^^'"""^^^ ^««°^<1 ofnot for us to sav ^ . .

^® was as a friend it j„^ world ;: wLd"„L^^„„^^c" *''»™« '«v:
MOB.

esire^uo better memorial than to

'f

!

v'
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1)0 remembered by many as George Wihon now in, and
always will be. His Life of Cavendish is admirable as
a biography, full of life, of picturesque touches, and of
realization of the man and of his times, and is, more*
over, thoroughly scientific, containing, among other dis-
cussions, by far the beat account of the great water
controversy from the Cavendish point of view. His
Life of John Reid is a vivid and memorable presenta-
tion to the world of the true lineaments, manner
of life, and inmost thought and heroic sufferings, as
well as of the noble scientific achievements of that
strong, truthful, courageous, and altogether admirable
man, and true discoverer—a genuine follower ot John
Hunteh
The Five Gatetmi/s of Knowledge is a prase poem, a

hymn of the finest utterance and fancy—the white light
of science diffracted through the crystalline prism of his
mind into the coloured glories of the spe(!trum ; truth
dressed in the irideacont hues of the rainbow, and not
the less hit all the more true. His other papers in the
British Quarterly, the North British Review, and his last
gem on 'Paper. Pens, and Ink,' in his valued and
generous friend Maemillan's first number of his Maga-
zine, are all astonishing proofs of the brightness, accu-
racy, vivacity, unwearipiHness of his mind, and the
endless sjrmpathy and ionate play of his affections
with the full round of scientific truth. His essay on
' Colour Blindness ' is, we believe, as perfect a mono-
gram as exists, and will remain likely untouched and
unadded to, factum ad unguem. As may be seen from
these remarks, we regard him not so much as, lika
Edward Forbes, a great observer and quiet generalizer,
or, like Samuel Brown, a discoverer and philosopher
properly so called—though, as we have said, he had
enough of these two men's prime qualities to under-
stand and relish and admire them. His great quality
lay in making men love ascertained and recorded truth,
scientific truth especially ; he made his reader and
hearer enjoy farts. He illuminated the Book of Nature
as they did the missals of old. His nature was so
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ing 8pe«oh, and night unto night Ih showing knowledge

concerning Him. When he considered these heavens,

as he lay awake, weary, and in pain, they were to him
the work of His fingers. The moon.walking in bright-

nesB, and lying in white glory on his bed—the stars

—

were by Him ordained. He was a singularly happy,

and happy-making man. No one since his boyhood

could have sufforod more from pain, and languor, and

the misery of an unable body. Yot he was not only

cheerful, he was gay, full of all sorts of /un—genuine
fun—and his jokes and queer turns of thought and

word were often worthy of Cowper or Charles Lamb.
We wish we had them collected. Being, from his stato

of health and his knowledge in medicine, necessarily
• mindful of death/ having the possibility of his dying

any day or any hour, always before him, and that
• undiscovered country ' lying full in his view, he must,

taking, as he did, Uie right notion of the nature of

things—have had a peculiar intensity of pleasure in

the every-day beauties of the world.

The common sun, the air, the skies.

To him were opening Paradise.

They were to him all the more exquisite, all the more

altogether lovely, these Pentlands and the Braid HJHh.

and all his accustomed drives and places ; these rural

solitudes and pleasant villages and farms, and the

countenances ofhis friends, and the clear, pure, radiant

face of science and of nature, were to him all the more

to be desired and blessed and thankful for, that he

knew the pallid king at any time might give that not

unexpected knock, and summon him away.



HER LAST HALF-CROWN

D^ V^JTO! ''T"*- '»"• °«<^ ^^ a^rf hunaeruown nmk the ouicrutt ripnth h^^ » • Jr ,
""'nf".

SODTHIlr

' 'I

4





HER LAST HALF-CROWN
Hugh Millbr, the geologist, journalist, and man ofgenius, was sitting in his newspaper office late onedreary winter night. The clerks had all left, wd he

nfifn^^?"^ *°«°' ^¥? * ^"^^^ ^^P «^^« to ihe door,

ilt t r*fi
®''':. ^^, looking towards the entrance,

S ifin^® o^^Sed child all wet with sleet. ' Are veHughMiUer?' 'Yes.' ' Mary DufF wants ye.' 'WhS
iXn^rr*'' 'She'sdeefn'.' Some ^isty reJot
lection of the name made him at once set out. and with

? J "^fu '^u^^^ P>'^ ^""^ ^^'^^ ^^ was soon striZj

to fh« niH
'

i? V^^ Canongate. By the time he gotto the Old Playhouse Close, Hugh had revived hismemory of Mary Duflf
; a lively girl who hadTelfbred

her^afa^ a '^^^*''^- ?^" ^^' '^' ^« had seen

tZ ' K .
brother mason's marriage, where Mary

stm fo /* T'^i -^^^ h^ ' ^««* ^^°-' H« seemed
still to see her bright young careless face, her tidv

Down the close went the ragged little woman anH

cStT.?n?f
''""'

"i'^'u 'frP^'^
near heTTi^J'dtS'culty

,
in the passage she held out her hand and touched

^^:J^!^^ 'i. ""J"'^ S^^^t Pa^™' ^^ felt that shewanted a thumb. Finding her way like a cat throughthe darkness she opened a door, aid saying, ' That 'sher
! vanished. By the light of a dying fire he sawlying m the comer of the large empty room someth^g

like a woman's clothes, and on draVing nearer becamf

rinf K .V^^ P?^" ^^^^ ^"d t^« dark eyJSg
M^vCff, fiF'^^'i^K^p ^S¥^-

'^^ ^y^" ^^'« plainlyAlary Duff's though he could recognize no other feature,bhe wept silently, gazing steadily at him. ' Are you
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Mary Duff ?
'

' It 's a' that 's o' me, Hugh.' She then
tried to speak to him, something plainly of great

urgency, but she couldn't ; and seeing that she was
rery ill, and was making herself worse, he put half-a-

crown into her feverish hand, and said he would call

ap;ain in the morning. He could get no information
cbout her from the neighbours : they were surly or

asleep.

When he retumad next morning, the little girl met
him at the stair-head, and said, ' She 's deid.* He
went in and foimd that it was true ; there she lay, the

fire out, her face placid, and the likeness to her maiden
self restored. Hugh thought he would have known her

now, even with those bright black eyes closed as they
were, in aeternum.

Seeking out a neighbour, he said he would like to

bury Mary DuS, and arranged for the funeral with an
undertaker in the close. Little seemed to be known
of the poor outcast, except that she was a * licht,' or,

as Solomon would have said, a * strange woman.

'

' Did she drink ?
' • Whiles.'

On the day of the funeral one or two residents in the

close accompanied him to the Canongate Churchyard.
He observed a decent-looking little old woman watching
them, and following at a distance, though the day was
wet and bitter. After the grave was filled, and he had
taken off his hat, as the men finished their business by
putting on and slapping the sod, he saw this old woman
remaining ; she came up and, courtesying, said, * Ye
wad ken that lass. Sir 7 ' * Yes ; I knew her when she

was young.' The woman then burst into tears, and
toldHugh that she * keepit a bit shop at the close-mooth,

and Mary dealt wi' me, and aye paid rcglar, and I was
feared she was dead, for she had been a month awin'

me half-a-crown ' : and then, with a look and voice

of awe, she told him how on the night he was sent for,

and immediately after he had left, she had been
awakened by some one in her room ; and by her bright

fire—for she was a bein, weU-to-do body—she had seen

the wasted dying creature, who came forward and said.
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* Wasn't it half-a crown ? ' ' Yes.' ' There it u • a«^
putting it under the bolster, va^shed •

^ ^^

thfr ^V ^l^ I ^r ^"* ^"^ ^^^ a sad one since

^*h^^ ^^^ ^H Jl*^
"*°^ "^« *>y «de with hS

tLflt^^^J^u^ ^^^K ^"^°^- H^r father died ^ot

Uonsnf\'}T^
her mother supplanted her in the affSl

Th« «hLl "'f^u*^ "^^P"^ "^^ ^^ ^^«« her heart,

if k!^*"^
made home intolerable. §he fled from itblighted and embittered, and after a life of shame^dmisery, crept into the corner of her room to dL aC^

• My thoughts are not your thoughts, neither areyour ways my ways, saith the Lord. For a^ Sie h^ve^are higher than the earth, so are my wa^hieherth^your ways, and my thoughts than /our tKgh^'
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QUEEN MARY'S CHILD-GARDEN
I» any one wants a pleasure that is sure to nleaae

TthT^I^i't ^' °^,^* «^°"[ ^^« -^<*°-°^-tS
^Pafr '^1? ?vf*°'-

^^* *"""• ^^«" ^^« Mercury is atFair, take the nine a.m. train to the North and areturn ticket for Callander, and when he wrivM atStirling, let him ask the most obliging andkSL If

CatSXi^^f^1,^ "^ ^^^'""S' When passing DimWane
adijsmg the removal of a coupl. of shabby trS^Swch
whS"!' R T-^ °^*^** *^^"*i^ triple e^S^Tdoiwhich Mr. Ruskin and everybody else admires, and bv

U^!^
the wntences to it, he will find himself at S-

ISi^' "^'^^ ^^^?«« *" ^«^y- Giving the order fcl

^Z^ ir^T''^' ^^ ^'"/"^« thro^h thTraJd-
im?7o ^1*° ""'.^y® comfortless villa|e. lying uglv•mid so much grandeur and beauty, an3l let him stoo^ the crown of the bridge, and fiU his eyS wHhIhe^rfection of the view upthe Pass of W-the Teithfym^ difiuse and asleep, as if its heart were^in the nSh
Sid"^ i^

were loath to go^tiie noble Ben ifSiimyed m its broad stream. Then let him make hisMay across a bit of pleasant moorland-flusW In-fh

ly^V^lT ^''°°' *^^ l"^ °^ *h« hi"«ide the Blair of

wSS wStr!^? ""''^ "°'" ^".^ «^»d°^^d with rich

m^' IJh L '^ «^ ^^"f^ ^8° *^«^« ^^ a black peat-
S?^u rf ^^ °^' o** *he horizon, Damvat and«,«Touch Fells

: and at his side the little iSh of Rikro

So^tS'two^b^Hf; ^/«^i^^ °*"^^' thrL te^yorown ana two brmdled, standing in the still water--

''*
;

'

:/*
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themselves m still, all except their switching talk and
winking ears—the perfect images of quiet enjoyment.
By this time he will have come in sight of tJio Lake of
Monteith, set in its woods, with its magical shadows
and soft gleams. There is a loveliness, a gentleness and
Eeace about it more Uke ' lone St. Mary's Lake,* or
erwent Water, than of any of its sister lochs. It is

lovely rather than beautiful, and is a sort of gentle
prelude, in the minor key, to the coming glories and
intenser charms of Loch Ard and the true Highlands
beyond.
You are now at the Port, and have passed the se-

cluded and cheerful manse, and the parish kirk with
its graves, close to the lake, and the proud aisle of the
Grahaips of Gartmore washed by its waves. Across
the road is the modest little inn, a Fisher's Tryst. On
the unrufiied water lie several islets, plump with rich
foliage, brooding like great birds of calm. You some-
how think of them as on, not in the lake, or like clouds
Ijdng in a nether sky—' Uke ships waiting for the wind.*
Yougetacoble, and a yauld old Celt, its master, and are
rowed across to Inch-mahome, the Isle of Best. Here
you find on landing huge Spanish chestnuts, one lying
dead, others standing stark and peeled, like gigantic
antlers, and others flourishing in their viridis senectus,
and in a thicket of wood you see the remains of a
monastery of great beauty, the design and workmanship
exquisite. You wander through the ruins, overgrown
with ferns and Spanish filberts, and old fruit-trees, and
at the comer of the old monkish garden you come upon
one of the strangest and most touching sights you ever
saw—an oval space of about eighteen feet by twelve,
with the remains of a double row of boxwood all round,
the plants of box being about fourteen feet high, and
eight or nine inches in diameter, healthy, but plainly
of great age.

What is this ? it is called in the guide-books Queen
Mary's Bower; but besides its being plainly not in
the least a bower, what could the little Queen, then five
years old, and ' fancy free, * do with a bower ? It is
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E'S* '^
J^!f'

^^ *^"®^®' ^"<^ suggested by our koen-
S^^^/^*^"*

diagnostic Professor oTclinicaf Surce^tthe ChM-Queen^s Garden, with her little walk andhnrows of k,xwood left to themselves for tb-ee hSSdrS
«M?;r Jr;,^'''^°."*^^'^^*'

'^''- " that fiJstSet
^Ua ^1^I!'<^°«/«- Fancy the little, lovely rovalchild, with her four Marys, her playfellows h?r cSnm.ds of honour, with their little^hlnds and feet and

gari'eHlutt^t^^^^garaen all that time ago. laughing, and runninr anrigardening as only children cfo and c^^^^s' wo

Rest before sailing from the Clyde for France TlerH
.8 something ' that tirls the heartstrings a^ to the We ^

relict? thft tf ^°°^'"i ^V^^« unm^istakable livSgrelic of that strange and pathetic old time. Were wfMr. Tennyson, we would write an Idyll of that rhiWQueen, in that warden of hers. eatinTher bread Sidhoney-getting Her teaching from the holy men themonks of old. and rumiin/oflf in wild mfrth to hergarden and her flowers, all unconscious of the blaC-lowering thunder-cloud on Ben Lomond's shoulder
*

Oh, blessed vision ! happy child

!

Thou art so exquisitely wild

:

I think of thee with many fears

1 L u. 'r^. ^ *^y '°^ ^^ ^"ture years.

TnrH "'?*!?* u""®'
"^^^^ ^^^'^ °^'8ht be thy guest.Lord of thy house and hospitaUty.

And (mef, uneasy lover ! never rest
But V hen she sat within the touci of thee.What hast thou to do with sorrow.
Or the injuries of to-morrow ?

' The same seeing eye and understanduig mind,when thevwere eighteen years of age, discovered and pubhshed the

afterwards by the famous Mackintosh. If the vo- ",discoverer had secured the patent, he might have^ lea fortune as large as his present reputation-! don'c" \A-pose he much regrets that he didn't.
^

!

m

11'

m
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You have ample time to linger there umid

The gleams, uie shadows, and the peace profound,

and get your mind informed with quietness and beauty,
and fed with thoughts of other years, and of bur whoee
story, like Helen of Troy'a, will continue to move the
hearts of men as long as the grey hills stand round
about that gentle lake, and are mirrored at evening in

its depths. You may do and enjoy all this, and be in

Princes Street by nine p.m. ; and we wish we were as
sure of many things as of your saying, ' Yes, this is a
pleasure that has pleased, and will please again ; this

was something expected which did not disappoint.'

Th^e is another carden of Queen Mary's, which may
still be seen, and which has been left to itself like that
in the Isle of Rest. It is in the groimds at Chatsworth,
and is moated, walled round, and raised about fifteen

feet above the park. Here the Queen, when a prisoner
under the charge of * Old Bess of Hardwake,' waa
allowed to walk without any guard. How different the
two ! and how different she who took her pleasure
in them !

lines written on the steps of a small moated garden at
ChatBWorth, called

QuKBN Maby's Boweb.

The moated bower is wild and drear.

And sad the dark yew's shade

;

The flowers which bloom in silence here.

In silence also iide.

The woodbine and the light wild rose

Float o'er the broken wall

;

And here vhe mournful nightshade blows.

To note the garden's fall.

Where once a princess wept her woes.
The bird of night complains

;

And sighing trees the tales disclose

They learnt from Mary's strains.

AH.
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Jacob had a x^UdofhuFr r?^ «*«« «ome say that

W a hugo tivmy mastiff from Kdinbureh whkh I

TOBY
Was the most utterlv shahhxr ^„i„ar mp— i-u-
cur I ever beheld : in one word 'oS; Se'h^^'''?

bark. If that can be called a feature. He was n^t ugly
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I

enough to bo interesting ; his colour black and white,
his shape leggy and clumsy ; altogether what Sidney
Smith would have called an extraordinarily ordinary
dog : and, as I have said, not even greatly ugly, or,

.13 the Aberdonians have it, bonnie wC ill-fauredness.

My brother William found him the centre of attraction

to a multitude of small blackguards who were drowning
him slowly in Lochend Loch, doing their best to lengthen
out the process, and secure the greatest amount of fun
with the nearest approach to death. Even then Toby
showed his great intellect by pretending to be dead,
and thus gaining time and an inspiration. William
bought him for twopence, and as he had it not, the boys
accompanied him to Pilrig Street, when I happened
to mee>t him, and giving we twopence to the biggest
boy, had the satisfaction of seeing a general engagement
of much severity, during which the twopence dis-

appeared ; one penny going off with a very small and
swift boy, and the other vanishing hop. 'essly into the
grating of a drain.

Toby was for weeks in the house unbeknown to a ly

one but ourselves two and the cook, and from my grand-
mother's love of tidiness and hatred of dogs and of dirt,

I believe she would have expelled ' him whom we saved
from drowning,' had not he, in his straightforward way,
walked * to my father's bedroom one night when he
was bathing his feet, and introduced himself with a wag
of his tail, intimating a general willingness to be happy.
My father laughed most heartily, and at last Toby,
having got his way to his bare feet, and having begun
to lick his soles and between his toes with his small
rough tongue, my father gave such an unwonted shout
of laughter, that we—grandmother, sisters, and all of

us—went in. Grandmother might argue with all her
energy and skill, but as surely as the pressure of Tom
Jones infantile fist upon Mr. AUworthy's forefinger

undid all the arguments of his sister, so did Toby's
tongue and fun prove too many for grandmother's
eloquence. I somehow think Toby must have been
up to all this, for I think he had a peculiar love for my «
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father ever after, and regarded grandmother from that
hour with a careful and cool eye.
Toby, when full grown, was a strong coarse dog :

^
coarse in shape in countenance, in hair, and in manner.
1 used to thmk that, according to the Pythagorean
doctnne, he must have been, or been going to be, a
Gihnerton carter. He was of the bull-terrier variety,
coarsened through much mongrelism and a dubious nnd
varied ancestry. His teeth were good, and he had a
large skuU, and a rich bark as of a dog three times his
Bize, and a tail which I never saw equalled—indeed itwas a tail perse

; it was of immense girth and not short,
equal throughout like a policeman's baton ; the ma-chinery for working it was of great power, and actedma way, as far as I have been able to discover, quiteongmal. We called it his ruler.

^

\VTien he wished to get into the house, he first whined
gently, then growled, then gave a sharp bark, and thencame a resounding, mighty stroke which shook the
ftouse

;
this, after much study and watching, we foundwas done by his bringing the entire length of his tail

flat upon the door, with a sudden and vigorous
stroke

; it was quite a tour de force or a coup dequtue,and he was perfect in it at once, his first bang authori-

wfih u?u^ ^u *i
«»?«'erly ""id telling as his last.With all this mbred vulgar air, he was a dog of greatmoral excellence-affectionate, faithful, honest up to his

light, with an odd humour as peculiar and as strong as
bis tail. Mv father, in his reserved way, was very fond
ot him, and there must have been very funny scenes
With them, for we heard bursts of laughter issuing from
his study when they two were by themselves : there wassomething m him that took that grave, beautiful,
melancholy fa<;e. One can fancy him in the midst of
ft« books, and sacred work and thoughts, pausing and
looking at the secular Toby, who was looking out fora smile to l^gin his rough fun, and about to end by
coursing and gurrt^ round the room, upsetting my
father 8 books, laid out on the floor for consultation,and himself nearly at times, as he stood watching him

mil

IB

fill

I
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—and off his guard and shaking with laughter. Toby
had always a great desire to accompany my father up
to town ; this my father's good taste and sense of
dignity, besides his fear of losing his friend (a vain fear !),

forbade, and as the decision of character of each'
was great and nearly equal, it was often a drawn game.
Toby, ultimately, bv making it his entire object, tri-

umphed. He usually was nowhere to be seen on my
father leaving ; he however saw him, and lay in wait
at the head of the street, and up Leith Walk he kept
him in view from the opposite side like a detective,
and then, when he knew it was hopeless to hound him
home, he crossed unblushingly over, and joined com-
pany, excessively rejoiced of course.

(mo( Sunday he had gone with him to church, and
' ft him at the vestry door. The second psalm was
given out, and my father was sitting back in the pulpit,
when the door at its back, up which he came from the
vestry, was seen to move, and gently open, then, after
a long ptiuse, a black shining snout pushed its way
steadily into the congregation, and was followed by
Toby's entire body. He looked somewhat abashed, but
snuffing his friend, he advanced as if on thin ice, and
not seeing him, put his fore-legs on the pulpit, and
behold there he was, his own familiar chum. I watched
all this, and anything more beautiful than his look of
happiness, of comfort, of entire ease when he beheld
his friend—the smoothing down of the anxious ears,
the swing of gladness of that mighty tail,—I don't
expect soon to se. My father quietly opened the door,
and Toby was at iuz feet and invisible to all but him-,
self ; had he sent old George Peaston, the ' minister's
man,* to put him out, Toby would probably have
shown his teeth, and astonish 1 George. He slunk
home as soon as he could, ana never repeated that
exploit.

I never saw in any other dog the sudden transition
from discretion, not to say abject cowardice, to blazing
and permanent valour. From his earliest years he
showed a general meanness of blood, inherited from
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many generations of starved, bekicked, and down-
trodden forefathers and mothers, resulting in a condition
of intense abjeotness in all matters of personal fear •

anybody, even a beggar, by a gotd and a threat of eye,*
could send him off howling by anticipation, with that
mighty tail between his legs. But it was not always
so to be, and I had the privilege of seeing courage,
reasonable, absolute, and for life, spring up in Toby at
once, as did Athene from the skull of Jove. It happened
thus :

—

'^'^

Toby was in the way of hiding his culinary bones in
the smaU gardens before bis own and the neighbouring
doors. Mr. Scrymgeour, two doors ofif, a bulky, cho-
leric, red-hau-ed, red-faced man—torwo vtdtu—was, by
law of contrast, a great cultivator of flowers, and he
had often scowled Toby into all but non-existence by
a stamp of his foot and a glare of his eye. One day his
gate bemg open, in walks Toby with a huge bone, andmakmg a hole where Scrymgeour had two minutes
before been planting some precious slip, the name of

^T? •
o^ paper and on a stick Toby made very light of,

substituted his bone, and was engaged covering it, or
thmkmg he was covering it up with his shovelling nose
(a verv odd rehc of paradise in the dog), when S. sped
him through the inner glass door, and was out upon
turn hke the Assyrian, with a terrific gotd. I watched
them. Instantly Toby made straight at him with a
roar too, and an eye more torve than Scrymgeour's,
who, retreating without reserve, fell prostrate, there is
reason to beheve, in his own lobby. Toby contented
himself with proclaiming his victory at the door, and
returning finished his bone-planting at his leisure ; the
enemy, who had scuttled behind the glass door, glarinc
at him. °

From this moment Toby was an altered dog. Pluck
at first sight was lord of all ; from that time dated his
nrat ti-emendous deliverance of tail against the door,
whica we called ' come listen to my tail. ' That very
evening he paid a visit to Leo, next door's dog, a big
tyrannical bully and coward, which its master thought

™

Ht
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a Newfoundland, but whose pedigree we knew better ;
this brute continued the same system of chronic extir-
mination which was interrupted at Lochend,—having
Toby down among his feet, and threatening him with
instant death two or three times a day. To him Toby
paid a visit that very evening, down into his den, and
walked about, as much as to say, ' Come on, MacdufiE !

'

but Macduff did not come on, and henceforward there
was an armed neutrality, and they merely stiffened up
and made their backs rigid, pretended each not to see
the other, walking solemnly round, as is the manner of
dogs. Toby worked his new-foimd faculty thoroughly,
but with discretion. He killed cats, astonished beggars,
kept his own in his own garden against all comers, and
cam6 off victorious in several well-fought battles ; but
he was not quarrelsome or foolhardy. It was very odd
how his carriage changed, holding his head up, and how
much pleasanter he was at home. To my father, next
to William, who was his Humane Society man, he re-
mained stanch. He had a great dishke to all things
abnormal, as the phrase now is. A young lady of his
acquaintance was calling one day, and, relating some
distressing events, she became hysterical. Of this Toby
did not approve, and sall3ring from under my father's
chair, attacked his friend, barking fiercely, and cut
short the hysterics betterthan anyso/ volatile or valeriaa
He then made abject apologies to the patient, and
slunk back to his chair.

And what of his end ? for the misery of dogs is that
they die so soon, or, as Sir Walter says, it is well they
do ; for if they lived as long as a Christian, and we
liked them in proportion, and they then died, he said
that was a thing he could not stand.

His exit was lamentable, and had a strange poetic or
tragic relation to his entrance. My father was out of
town ; I was away in England. Whether it was that
the absence of my father had relaxed his power of moral
restraint, or whether through neglect of the servant he
had been r'lsperately hungry, or most likely both being
true, Toby was discovered with the remains of a cold

%mu
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leg of mutton, on which he had made an ample meal »

;

this he was in vain endeavouring to plant as of old, in
the hope of its remaining undiscovered till to-morrow's
hunger returned, the whole shank-bone sticking up un-
mistakably. This was seen by our excellent and Rha-
damanthine grandmother, who pronounced sentence
on the instant ; and next day, as William waa leaving
for the High School, did he in the sour morning, through
an easterly haur, behold him ' whom he had saved from
drowning,' and whom, with better results than in the
case of Launce and Crab, he had taught, as if one should
Bay ' thus would I teiich a dog,'—dangling by his own
chain from his own lamp-post, one of his hind feet just
touching the pavement, and his body pretematurally
elongated.

William found him dead and warm, and falling in
with the milk-boy at the head of the street, questioned
him, and discovered that he was the executioner, and
had got twopence, he—Toby's every morning's crony,
who met him and accompanied him up the street, and
licked the outside of his can—had, with an eye to speed
and convenience, and a want of taste, not to say
principle and affection, horrible still to think of, sus-
pended Toby's animation beyond all hope. William
instantly fell upon him, upsetting his milk and cream,
and gave him a thorough licking, to his own intense
relief ; and, being late, he got from Pyper, who was a
martinet, the customary palmies, which he bore with
something approaching to pleasure. So died Toby ; my
father said Uttle, but he ^ issed and mourned his friend.

There is reason to bell e that by one of those curious
intertwistings of existence, the milk-boy was that one
of the drowning party who got the penny of the two-
pence.

^ Toby was in the state of the shepherd boy whom
George Webster met in Glenshee, and asked, ' My man,
were you ever fou' T '

' Aye, aince'—speaking slowly, as if

remembering—' Aye, aince. ' *What on ? '
' Cauld mutton I

'

m

V.

M&



138 HORAE SUBSECIVAE

WYLIE
Our next friend was an exquisite shepherd's doc

;

fleet, thin-flanked, dainty, and handsome as a small
peyhound, with all the grace of silky waving black and
tan hair. We got her thus. Being then young and
keen botenists, and full of the knowledge and love of
rweedaide, having been on every hill-top from Muckle
Mendic to Hundleshope and the Lee Pen, and havina
fished every water from Tarth to the Leithen, we dis-
covered early in spring that young Stewart, author ofan excellent book on natural history, a young man ofpeat promise and early death, had found the Bux-
baumHa aphylla, a beautiful and odd-looking moss, west
of Newbie heights, in the very month we were that
moment in. We resolved to start next day. Wo
walked to Peebles, and then up Haystoun Glen to the
cottage of Adam Cairns, the aged shepherd of the
Wewbiehirsel, of whom we knew, and who knew of us
from his daughter, Nancy Cairns, a servant with Uncle

•Ju j-^ Callands. We found our way up the bum
with difficulty, as the evening was gettmg dark ; and
on gettmg near the cottage heard them at worship. We
got in, and made ourselves known, and got a famous
tea, and such cream and oat cake !—old Adam looking
on us as ' clean dementit ' to come out for ' a bit
mc»8, which, however, he knew, and with some pride
said he would take us in the morning to the place. Aswe were going into a box bed for the night, two young
men came m, and said they were ' gaun to bum the
water. OS we set. It was a clear, dark, starlight
frosty mght. They had their leisters and tar torches,
and It was something worth seeing—the wild flame, the
young fellows striking the fish coming to the light-
how splendid they looked with the light on their scales,
commg out of the darkness—the str.mblings and quench-
mgs suddenly of the lights, as the torch-bearer fell into
a deep pool. We got home past midnight, and slept
as we seldom sleep now. In the morning Adam, who
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wt^n r / "f
risen, and up the Hope with his dog.

Sil V°"°^ ^^ 5^ wakened, told us there was four
inches of snow, and we soon saw it was too true. Sowe had to go home without our cryptogamic prize.

fJf i^r)'** *?** ^^*°^' ^^° ^^« »^« °W man and

Jj^ V^r
™»de some money, was going at Whitsun-

tZ H ^^*?' .*"*^ ^'7^ ^*^ ^'^^ «°»» in Glasgow. We
fe? ^®'' *'^«."?. '^\b«»«ty and gentleness and per-

said. What are you gomg to do with Wylie ? ' • 'Deed '

JZilV ^. ^*^^y
H'°-

I <'*nna thi/k o' sellin^e;.
though she ? worth fov^ pound, and she '11 no like the

aaL 1 I*'**'
71°''^^ y°" ^«* ™« have her ?

' andAdam, lookmg at her fondly-she came up instantlyto him, and made of him—said. ' Av I wull if vi' n
be gude to her '; and it was settleSVatThen A^am
by\hJ c'iS."

"''' ''°"^^ "^ ^^°' ^'^ ^^^«^y ^'^'
She came, and was at once taken to all our hearts—

^^i^*°«^f°iH-
\"^'^

h'l '
*"^ **^°^«h «»^« Soften

thS« »,

«^ting of her master and her work on

rP«r^S'ru® '^'f^
herseW at home, and behaved in all

sSSith^jJ^t- ^«^ <l«t with me, if she saw

hp3l^i,
streets or road, she got quite excited, and

i!^- \'^°''^*
T"^ ^^^ curiously usefu., the being

weT^^n"'
wonderfuUy happy. Ind so h^r little Se

r,!?V '*-A®7®«'^°'''« ^^^^K' »^w»y8 blithe and kindand beautiful. But some months after she came, therewas a mystery about her : every Tuesday eveniAa she

&r*^ '
^' *"^^ *° ^^^^'^^^'^ hutinVaSf™

ah^ays off by nme p.m and was away all night cominc

^ «n^ ^^'-
J^^ '¥^ *" °«^* <^^y- This went n

pLTT °'°''*^.'' *H^^ ''^^d °»»^e nothing of it.Poor dear creature, she looked at us wistfully whenshe came in, as if she would have told us if she could!and was especially fond, though tired,

with w^?® ^^ ^ T® walking across the Grassmarket.

S?iS^^ ^\ f^ ^^^^' '^heu two shepheidfl startedand looking at her, one said, ' That 's her ; that 's the

f ts

i
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wonderfu* wee bitch that naebody kens,' I asked him
what he meant, and he told me that for months past
he had made her appearance by the first daylight at
the * buchta ' or sheep-pens in the cattle-market, and
worked incessantly, and to excellent purpose, in helping
the shepherds to get their sheep and lambs in. The
man said with a sort of transport, ' She 's a perfect
meeracle ; flees about like a speerit, and never gangs
wrang ; wears but never grups, and beats a' oor dowgs.
She *s a perfect meeracle, and as soople as a maukin.'
Then he related how they all knew her, and said,
' There 's that wee fell yin ; we '11 get them in noo.'
They tried to coax her to stop and be caught, but no,
she ^a» gentle, but off ; and for many a day ' that wee
fell yin ' was spoken of by these rough fellows. She
continued this amateur work till she died, which she
did in peace.

It is very touching the regard the south-country
shepherds have to their dogs. Professor Syme one
day, many years ago, when living in Forres Street, was
looking out of his window, and he saw a young shepherd
Btridmg down North Charlotte Street, as if making for
his house : it was midsummer. Hie man had his dog
with him, and Mr. Sjrme noticed that he followed the
dog, and not it him, though he contrived to steer for
the house. He came, and was ushered into his room ;

he wished advice about some ailment, and Mr. Syme
saw that he had a bit of twine round the dog's neck,
which he let drop out of his hand when he entered the
room. He asked him the meaning of this, and he ex-
plained that the magistrates had issued a mad-dog pro-
clamation, commanding all dogs to be muzzled or led
on pain of death. ' And why do you go about as I saw
vou did before you came in to me ?

' * Oh, ' said he,
looking' wkward, * I didna want Birkie to ken he was
tied.' here will you find truer courtesy and finer
feeling . He didn't want to hurt Birkie's feelings.

Mr. Carruthers of Inverness told me a new story of
these wise sheep-dogs. A butcher from Inverness had
purchased some sheep at Dingwall, and giving them in
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charge to hia dog, left the road. The dog drove them
on, till coming to a toll, the toll-wifo stood before the
drove, demanding her dues. The dog looked at her,
and, jumjping her back, crossed his forelegs over her
arms. The sheep passed through, and the dog took
his place behind them, and went on his way.

RAB
Of Rab I have little to say, indeed we have little

right to speak of him as one of ' our dogs
' ; but

nobody will be sorry to hear anything of that noble
fellow. Ailie, the day or two after the operation, when
she was well and cheery, spoke about him, and said she
would tell me fine stories when I came out, as I pro-
mised to do, to see her at Howgate. I asked her how
James came to get him. She told me that one day she
saw James coming down from Leadbum with the cart

;

he had been away west, getting eggs and butter, cheese
and hens, for Edinburgh. She saw he was in some
trouble, and on looking, there was what she thought a
young calf being dragged, or, as she called it, * haurled,'
at the back of the cart. James was in front, and when
he came up, very warm and very angry, she saw that
there was a huge young dog tied to the cart, struggling
and pulling back with all his might, and as she said,
lookin' fearsome.' James, who was out of breath
and temper, being past his time, explained to Ailie,
that this ' muckle brute o' a whalp ' had been worrying
sheep, and terrifying everybody up at Sir George IVfont-
gomery's at Mackbie Hill, and that Sir George had
ordered him to be hanged, which, however, was sooner
said than done, as ' the thief ' showed his intentions
of dying hard. James came up just as Sir George had
sent for his gun ; and as the dog had more than once
shown a liking for him, he said he ' wad gie him a
chance '

; and so he tied hira to his cart. Young Rab,
fearing some mischief, had been entering a series of
protests all the way, and nearly strangling himself to

!- t
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spit© Jamei and Jesa, besides giving Jess more than

^^J^f\- ^r\^ ^*^ ^«' Sir George pit thtt

A •S'*? *^^ *^*"V
*^° thrawn brute." said James. But

Ailie had seen that in his fore-leg there was a splinter
of wood, which he had likely got when objecting to be
hanged, and that he was miserably lame. So she gotJames to leave him with her. and go straight iSto
J!.clmburgh. She gave him water, and by her woman's
wit got his lame paw under a door, so that he couldn't
suddenly get at her. then with a quick firm hand she
plucked out the splinter, and put in an ample meal.She went m some time after, taking no notice of him,and became hmpmg up, and laid his great jaws in her
lap

:
from that moment thoy were * chief,' as she said.James finding him mansuete and civil when he returned.

She said It was Rab's habit to make his appearanco
exactly half an hour before his master, trotting in full
of importance, as if to say, * He 's all right, he 'U be

u^\ One morning James came without him. Hehad left Edmburgh very early, and in coming near
Auchindinny, at a lonely part of the road, a man spranc
out on him, and demanded hU money. JamesT whowas a cool hand, said, ' Weel-a-weel, lot me tiet it

'

and Bteppmg back, he said to Kab, ' Speak till himmy man. In an mstant Rab was standing over him*
threatening strangulation if he stirred. James pushed
on, leavmg Rab in charge ; he looked back, and saw
that every attempt to rise was summarily put downAs he was telling Ailie the story, up came Rab with that
great swing of his. It turned out that the robber was
a Mowgate lad, the worthless son of a neighbour, andKab knowing him had let him cheaply off ; the only
thmg, which was seen by a man from a field, was, that
before letting him rise, he quenched (pro tempore) the
fire of the eyes of the ruffian, by a famiUar Gulliverian
application of HydrauUcs, which I need not further
particulanze. James, who did not know the way to
teU an untruth, or embellish anything, told me this aswnat lie calied ' a fact i^siteeveiy.'
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WASP

brother fronj Otty^?J?hl W^?Sg^^°t wL^^^^^
Sn^ivT*LS'r'/"^ F*^*^*'

^i^h a small. cTmmc?
mli't^J'fSr^ '' P^^ °' wonderful eyTiluu of fire and of softness as Grisi's : indeed sho hid u,my eye a curious look of that wonSl aenius-l?once wild and fond. It wm a fine sight to fee h?r onthe prowl across Bowden Moor, now cLLring tvith he?nose down, now gathered up on the top of a dyke andwith erect ears, looking across the w£d like a mosstrooper out on business, keen and feU. She conM^neverything it became a dog to do. from kinfnVan otteror a pole-cat. to watchini and playingS a iSbtand waj as docile to her master £ sKa^ surly3'else. She was not quarrelsome, but ' beinc L^ ' sS^would have pleased Polonius as much, as in being ''wa^of entrance.^ She was never beaten, and she killed on

uponTerXT .f
'^'

T""'"^ ^"^^'^ who came outupon her when foUowmg her master in his rounds SHa

fKtVot"' '^'^ °f
l^o^i-g -Ith one snTp bu?^1tms ys not enough, she made an end of it

th« liJni'' w °^ a mother that she shone ; 'and to seethe gipsy, Hagar-hke creature nursing her occadoS
Jj^-''^";;?^!^"?

^^^ ^^' ^^^ fondlSig him aSTer
of h.^^ ^^ *^'^^ ^ ^^'' ^^d ^th her eye Td the curlof her hp danng any one but her master to touchSwas like seeing Grisi watching her darUng 'oenfu^'w^o so httle knew why and^ how much' sheTv'd
Once when she ],ad three pups, one of them diedFor two days and . ghts she give herself ud to tS*

^d ove^i '*r° "^^-H<=^« it. and'Stiin^ i^ov^r

awateTt ' «^r^°.f,°^^^
i^' ^nd all but worrying it Sawaite it. bhe paid no attf^ntirtt, +.-. ti,^ i:..: -l... * ^

th^m^
'*•

-n" ^f"^
^-^ ^"^^ti'^^ to the Uvmg two

^. u^'u ^^' fl^g tl^em away ..-ith her teeth >would have killed them, had Ly be^n aTfe

ing two, gave
and
to

1:

I
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remmn wilh her. Sho wna an one poiiuoHscd, and nrltlirr
ato. nor drank, nor Hlopt, waa heavy and iniwruble with
her ijjilk, and in such a gtato of excitement that no one
could remove the dew! pup.

Early on the third day hIio wad neon to take the pupm her m(Mith, and start across the fields towards tho
Iwced, stridmg like a racehorse—she plunnod in, hold-
inK up hor burden, and at the middle of the Htream
dr<.pi>cd It. and swam swiftly ashore : then she stood
and watched the little dark lump floating awoy, bohbina
up smd down with the current, and losing it at hint far
down, she made her way home, sought out tho living
two, devoured them with her love, carried them one by
one tp her lair, and gave herself up wholly to nui8« then.
you can fancy her mental and bodily happiness ai.l
relief when they were pulling away—and theirs.
On one occasion my brother had lent her to a woman

who lived in a lonely house, and whose husband was
awav for a time. She was a capital watch. One day
an lUhan with his organ came—first lagging, then
demanding money-showing that hcknewsho was alone,
and that he meant to help himself, if she didn't. She
threatened to * lowse the dowg

' ; but as this was
Ijreek to him, he pushed on. She had just time to set
Wasp at him. It was very short work. Sho had him
by the throat, pulled him and his organ down with a
heavy crash, the organ giving a ludicrous sort of cry of
musical pain. Wasp, thinking this was from some crea-
ture withm, possibly a whUtret, left the ruffian, and set
to work tooth and nail on the box. Its master slunk off,
and with mingled fury and thankfulness, watched her
disembowelhng his only means of an honest living. The
woman good-naturedly took her off, and signed to the
miscreant to make himself and his remains scarce. This
he did with a scowl ; and was found in the evening in
the village, telling a series of lies to the watchmaker,
and bribing him with a shilling to mend his pipes—' his
kist o whussels.'
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moro properly dalt th*n JZ.i x-
*'***"*'• "« wa«

than hi WM throttlinrthe fi^rdoa
"^'^'^^•'^""^"Fxn.

upon himself and me endts. "rio^^cSuT^; ^"^'"^
-^theair.nndcru«hcSr;K^L^*^;rt

wo might have kept him ; bu'. lZnmmIe^Lv'\when the streets were mmWv,! ii .r^na^;? lu? ^'^
He was sent to a clerjrvtr n\ ',„?! # m***

^"°-

one of the Orkneys T' th •
i
V ?"^ °' Westray.

voyage, and wasT^ir.. ^'f ^V^ ^ 7"^^^^
tirst moment of his arS ii . i. :«^,^^ T:^^^,^^^ananoienr monkey.or '

...r . •
i -.^ "^''"«

- who was a bachelor -a i -
'

^^frnmi^U^r,

DUCHIE

BBOWV Tg *

»IM
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I

lady, and, though hopelessly deaf, as gentle and con-
tented as ever Griselda with the fuU u^-e of her eara

;

quite aa great a pet, in a word, of us all as Duchlj was
of ours. One day we found her mourning the death of
a cat, a great playfeUow of the Sputchard's, and her
small Grace was with us when we were condoling with
her, and we saw that she looked very wistfully at
Duchie. I wrote on the slate, * Would you Uke her ?

'

and she through her tears said, * You know that would
never do.' But it did do. We left Duchie that very
night, and though she paid us frequent visits, she was
tousm Susan's for life. I fear indulgence dulled her
moral sense. She was an immense happiness to her
mistress, whose silent and lonely days she made glad
with her oddity and mirth. And yet the small creature,
old, toothless, and blind, domineered over her gentle
fnend—threatening her sometimes if she presumed to
remove the smaU Fury from the inside of her own bed.
into which it pleased her to creep, Indeed, I believe
It 18 too true, though it was inferred only, that her
mistress and friend spent a great part of a winter nightm tmng to coax her dear little ruffian out of the centre
of the bed. One day the cook asked what she would
have for dinner :

* I would like a mutton chop, but then,
you know, Duchie likes minced veal better!' The
faithful and happy little creature died at a great age.
of natural decay.
But time would fail me, and I feel patience would fail

you, my reader, were I to teU you of Crab, of John
JYM, of Puck, and of the rest. Cbab, the Mugger's
dog, grave, with deepnset, melancholy eyes, as of a
nobleman (say the Master of Ravenswood) in disguise,
large visaged, shaggy, indomitable, come of the pure
Piper Allan s breed. This Piper AUan, you ma«!t know,
hyed some two hundred years ago in Cocquet Water,
piping like Homer, from place to place, and famous not
less for his dog than for his music, his news and his
songs. The Earl of Northumberland, of his day, offered
the piper a small farm for his dog, but after deliberating
tor a day, Allan said, ' Na, na, ma Lord, keep yir ferum

;
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Hyndlee'8 breS and fV^h^ L^*""^® Dinmont) of

had there been a doc Hon«r«/o ^^^ ^"^ "'^'^^ :

have spoken as so^o'^^T^t'^lZ^^^l^^
letJJ^ThTy '^trZ^'^" *^«

T'Jf o' the following

Newcastl^onfCe auSior nf
%'' « •

?^' ^°^'t White!

and local antiquariwifl of wLl • w°°^'^ ^'*'*^ of literary

been the seat, up 1^11^1^^ •
*^unca«ter

'
has so lonj

stout-hearted Bo?de?
*^*^'t.onal lore and story of thf

you^llitt^^^iedo'^'Sabr ^'^'^^ ^^'^ivae, p. 162.
Allan's bieeS/' Ldli^that th^/°^^^ P"'* ^P*-^
some two hui^dred yetre ato in p

^^"^
^ FA^' ^"*» ^'^

.

• In Northum&nd a^foter^r^ri^'*"T''^
^^***'»"

u. generally known as S^r Aian ^ ^™' '^*'"^ ^"^"^
1733. and after leading a stranirtirf;^.

was born about
year he stole a horse at gISE-'*^''"'*''^^^ seventieth
and took it to LiKeafi^Rni *K\'?""ty of Durham.
apprehended, and st?'to^ ^.rrlam^^^^^^ ^^ --
guilty, and received sentence of rWfK^K *

"® '**" ^°""d
and afterwards had his nunishmif •'.•*'"' '^,^ reprieved,

imprisonment. l?ter ES ennfirf''/T'*^'^
"^ P^'-P^tual

years, hie health faS wid^h«T„*"^
for nearly seven

of Correction where h^ hZ} u'^.
removed to the House

at Durham?Vvember ,3th ISU^ ^1 T"*^*' ""^^ ^'«d
' Some time agoTYvS Cul F1^ I'^^'i T' V^^-

discontinued, ^ orig na letterTsfwlir*^'!""
"^'^

pnnted in which isL follfrnVpara^S^!! ^°" ^'^-

upon/Altrl^b^^f,!--^^^^

absolute beggary, and had llhlv^
I saw lum he was in

uncle's (ThJmas S^ott if M if.^«
^'"'*''" «« '" •' my

p«i

i

If

w
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house, as the formidable and faithful time-outof-mind
member for Coventry.
John Pym was a smaller dog than Crab, of more

fashionable blood, being a son of Mr. Somner's famous
Shem, whose father and brother are said to have been
found dead in a drain into which the hounds had run
a fox. It had three entrances ; the father was put in

my very good friend.' He was then quite like a pauper,
with his wife, and an ass, in the true gipsy fashion. When
I first saw him at Kelso Races, he wore the Northumberland
livery, a blue coat, with a silver crescent on his arm."
(Allan was piper to Her Grace the Duchess of Northumber-
land.)

• The father of Jamie Allan was named Willie, and he also
was a good piper, besides being an excellent fisher and a
keen otter-hunter. He had two favourite dogs for the
latter sport,—Charley and Phoebe,—and such was the
wisdom of the former that he used to say, " If Chai lev
could speak he would sell the otter's skin." Probably
Crab may have been of this kind.

• James Davidson of Hindlee was a great fox-hunter, and
Ins breed of terriers—the pepper-and-mustard class—were
the b^t over all the country. I have seen the genuine
breed long ego at Ned Dunn's of the Whitelee at the head
of Redesdale. Among common dogs they were something
hke the Black Dwarf among men, long-bodied animals with
strong short legs, wiry haired, and at the first look not un-
like a low four-footed stool, such as I have seen in houses
in the south of Scotland forty years ago. They were sentm to the fox when he was earthed, and fought him there.
They seemed at first when out of doors to be 8hy,timid things
and would have slunk away from a fierce collie dog, but if
he seized one of them, and the blood of the Uttle creature
got up, it just took a hold of him in a biting place, and held
on, never quitting till he found to his cost he had cauaht
a tartar.'

°

' I *™ ^oyr convinced, from what I have gleaned of the
life of James Allan, and a notice in Mackenzie's History of
Northumberland, that your Piper AUan was William, the
father of James. He was bom at Bellingham in 1704. He
was nearly six feet high, of a ruddy complexion, and had
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teiSOTB^H nn r^' ^'ll*
°° appearance of the Uttle

•w!^?' t?^'.°° "^KPo?- they were found dead locked

ITt ""^^Vi-
J*"""

'
*^^y *»«^d met, and it&Xrk

t^attiT ^t'^fu'^^ *^« ^°' explknations. t^fy h^
of Btuflf, and WM as combative and victorious m his

h«n^g°Sf o^Je™':Lin^t^it "7"^'h
^''^^ ^^«

ticular sport SeJL t„£. t^ " *^° "^"S" ^""^ **^at Par-
the mmW "i*7^1 ° *°,/'y previous letter, and in

buy Charlev aTth^ wV ? ' •
" ^''dship's name, to

ver^ hauglfti?rand eS P"^'; 7'" ^^^e^J.-und
estate canna buy Charley ."' ^' *^* •*""*' ^^"^ ^^^'^

thine hke Rob S;^f if•
^" f""^

"^"^^ "«"• *»« '^'^^ some
WheVrem^ded ?Lt hi'waf'?*

°' 'f«'""« impressions.

Jimr I'll ^ir *« 1 1 .u
'^^^ ^^'"^g' *>e exclaimed. " Bv

^^afslulS'^ vlV*^'^ ?^ ^^^°'« °»y billie wha*^

"7y. aged seventy.five years, aud was buried ,nS

If-

r'lr

•I

k'i-??!.."i

"1=
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great namesake, and not unlike him in some of his not
so creditable qualities. He must, I think, have been
related to a oertam dog to whom 'life was full o'
sainousness,' bvt in John's case the same cause pro-
duced an opposite effect. John was gay and light-
hearted, even when there was not ' enu£E o' fechtin,'
which, however, seldom happened, there being a market

bury churchyard. His son James was bom at Hepple, in
Coquetdale, March 1734.

*^

• The foUowing VBrses on old Will are in the " Lav of the
Reedwater Minstrel :

"— ^

.
" A stelwart Tinkler wight was he.
And weel could mend a pot or pan ;And deftly WuU could thraw a flee.

An' neatly weave the willow-wan'.
" An'^ sweetly wild were Allan's strains.

An' mony a jig an' reel he blew;
Wi' merry lilts he charm'd the swains,
Wi' barbed spear the otter slew.

" Nae mair he'll >can. wi' anxious eye.
The sandy shores of winding Reed

;

Nae mair he'll tempt the finny fry,
The king of Tinkler's, AUan 's dead.

" Nae mair at Mell or Merry Night
The cheering bagpipes WuU shall bbw

;

Nae mair the village throng delight,
Grim death has laid the minstrel law.

" Now trouts, exulting, cut the wave ;

Triumphant see the otter glide

;

Their deadly foe lies in his grave,
CJiarley and Phoehe by his side."

'

I add another bit from Mr. White, too characteristic of
that mixture of kindness and cruelty, of tenderness and
pluck,~Dandie Dinmont,—and of the exercise, called
one-sidedly sport.' It ends happily, which is more than
the big store-farmer wished :—

* The mother of the far-famed Peppers and Mustard* was
a da.rk-coloured, rough-haired bitch of the name of Tar.
Davidson wanted a cat from some of the cottages at a
distance from Hindlee, that he might have the young dogs
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every week in Melrose, and John aoDeanncT m«af

^ first attacking him, and then falling do^orw-

What can I say of Puck »-the thoroughbred-the

Ai^r«STiJ*-. ?"* °^^> shepherds chanced to call at

iTZ^ ^?"^ u" ^"u"'*
(*^« grandfather, I believe of mvlate fnend), where he saw baudrons sittiM on thlend o?Jdresser near the door

; and the house beiSg ?owLS d«k

drain »k k
™o™»Dg she was introduced to a covered

u^^'nni ^'''"k^T *^« '°*^' ^fa« «aid drain beinrSup at one end, whereby she was compelled to jriveSttStoher foes A young terrier was the fifst toZ^W L^

wits' trrf-^irF's^^""-^^^^^^^^
SI ,!^„ ^" . "^ '"• *« °W dame, who, bv hei

.gain iw ,„ ^itoSs! .' d Cw°fha's,™*r;^"
fliot .n mch . condition that l,et ma.tCTl^aim2i " S"

ia PnMr'- »k .^f^^io^ed. Their pedigrees are given—here

.i

•,s

^1
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simple-hearted—the purloiner of eggs warm from the
hen—the flutterer of all mamier of Volsciana—the
bandy-legged, dear, old, dilapidated buffer t I got
him from my brother, and only parted with him because
William's stock was gone. He had to the end of life a
simplicity which was quite touching. One summer
day—a dog-day—when all dogs found straying were
hauled awav to the police-office, and killed off in twenties
with strychnine, I met Puck trotting along Princes
Street with a policeman, a rope round his neck, he
looking up in the fatal, official, but kindly countenance
in the most artless and cheerful manner, wagging his
tail had trotting aloiu^. In ten minutes he would have
been in the next world; for I am one of thosewho believe
dogs have a next world, and why not 7 Puck ended his
days as the best dog in Roxburghshire. Plaeide
quteseaa /

DICK
Still lives, and long may he live ! As he was never
bom, possibly he may never die ; be it so, he will miss
us when we are gone. I could say much of him, but
agree with the lively and admirable Dr. Jortin, when,
in his dedication of his Remarks on Ecclesiastical History
to the then (1762) Archbishop of Canterbury, he ex-
cuses himself for not following the modem custom of
praising his patron, by reminding his Grace ' that it

was a custom amongst the ancients, not to sacrifice to

heroes till after sunset.' 1 defer my sacrifice till Dick's
sun is set.

Leaderfoot ; sire. Old Dandie, the famous dog of old John
Stoddart of Selkirk—dam Whin.* How Homeric all this
sounds ! I cannot help quoting what follows

—
' Sometimes

a Dandie pup of a good strain may appear not to be game
at an early age ; but he should not he parted with on this
account, because many of them do not show their courage
till nearly two years old, and then nothing can beat them ;

this apparent softness arising, as I suspect, from kindness of
heart

'

—a suspicion, my dear * Stonehenge.' which is true,
and shows your own ' kindness of heart,' as well as sense.
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I think eyery family ihould have a dog ; it is likehaving a perpetual baby ; it is the plaything and crony
of the wLole house, it keeps thSm all young. A«
unite upon Dick. And then Ve tells no tales, fetra1«no secrets, never sulks, asks no troublesome questions.
never gets into debt, never coming down late for break-
fast, or coming in by his Chubb too early to bed—isalways ready for a bit of fun, lies in wait for it, and youmay, if choleric, to your relief, kick him instead ofsome one else, who would not take it so meekly, and
moreover, would certainly not, as he does, ask you^pardon for being kicked.

^

«f^?«!r" ?"*u* °°^^' °° y°"' *^®8-»* only gets him
stolen J_ give him only one meal a day, and let that, asDame Dorothy, Sir Aomas Browne'J wife, would sky;be rayther under.' Wash him once a week, lid
always wash the soap out; and let him be carefullycombed and brushed twice a week.

„iS^ *^j &®' ^. ^^ ^^'J^ ^^ ^*y^n« ^1»»* »* ^M Bumswho said Man is the god of the Dog-he got it fromgacon 8 Ejaay on Atheism, or perhaps more trulv—Bacon had It first.
*^ '

. ii
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P«.Sf.« 1/' ^I'^hmtd history • (the Ideal Arts of Poesy,

llir^i^^^:^:''
**-^ ^*^ *'"• *^ 9'"^ »«»• SHADOW?;

proportion inferior to the tout ; by reason ^'jhereof th^ i^

Jfrfl7» eon 6e /ownrf tn th« nature of things. So it appeareththat Poesy (and the others) ' serJh andconferrJh to'ST
Tv^lLTn^tt °"^ *" ^"^'^- And th^efZni'Z.
^J^^^ ^''' '"'"* r»^ii<^ir»iion of diHneness beeausf

JL^W^n- t^f
*'''* '"" ™» ^'^^' "^ SUBMITTINO TUMSHEWS OF THINQS TO TRB DMIBBS OF THE MIND ; whereOS

reajron (,c»e»c* pAifo^opAy) ' doth buckle and bow the mZ
VANCBMINT OF LKAKNINO.

^/o*c« no6/« «Afo«j,A <A« sensuous organism
T/iat which IS AvAer.'—Thk Princiss.

• The statue ' of the Duke Lorenzo by Michael Anaelo '
islarger than life, but not so large as to sk-^^ l 'X ' lUs themost real and unreal thing that ev^r mr,. from ifk chisel '_Note in Rogers's • Italy.' The.^ .u^ \.^i^ 'r^and

IZdh^rf'"^ «^ pA./o,opAy of art . .:aU ^ojZsto Itself the idealizing of the real, and the realizing of the k rl.
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«^dm^tom« Sk^^'^'P^'??'* '»°'^'' "d a letter

MiSSrSifcJr^?*K S.?,*''*
•' ™^- I* ^a« f'-om Hugh

ailrl i;- ' °f.'^® ^»''»"* newspaper, askinc me to

Academy then open, in word. I now forgetrbut which

the afor^idlee '^,°^°"«^,r^'«n.an. ind etfos Jg
k! i- f^^V^^- ' ^*° »*'" remember, or indeed feel

Irin^f ^
^mptatJbn; but I Boon said, 'You knowI can t take this

; I can't write ; I never wrote awniJ
h'e mo'nr^nd h''% "!S

' wifeiike^J^e^rTent* I^^
bnk^^f^' tS.'*,*^«»aiJened me to write, and write I did

de8trrctL*!i"','"^'"?«\.*"'i difficulty, and much
Buffp^ ^? n^ *'^P- ^ *^'"^ t^»« only person who
H«^^t?/''".,T'^ ""'^ ^^^« been the?o3o8,Tor

"n^haS \h^tiToTV''' '^"^ 1°"^^ '" when^H did

t^rem^J^\t ^"^ ^°'* °°* ^^ retentive and

ra;v7U^g^-dry-^^^^^^^^^

Airm^vi ^.°^^ *o *^at remarkab e man. who standsalongside of Bums and Scott. Chalmer. a^d C^ylt

f-M

^1

I I

:d
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the foremost Scotsmen of their time—a rough, almost
rugged nature, shaggy with strength, clad with zeal
as with a cloak, in some things sensitive and shame-
faced as a girl ; moody and self-involved, but never
selfish

; full of courage, and of keen insight into nature
and men, and the principles of both, but simple as a
child in the ways of the world ; self-taught and self-
directed, argumentative and scientific, as few men of
culture have ever been, and yet with more imagination
than either logic or knowledge ; to the last as shy and
blate as when working in the quarries at Cromarty.
In his life a noble example of what our breed can pro-
duce, o€ what energy, honesty, intensity, and genius
can achieve ; and in his death a terrible example of
that revenge which the body takes upon the soul when
brought to bay by its inexorable taskmaster. I need
say no more. His story is more tragic than any
tragedy. Would to God it may warn those who come
after to be wise in time, to take the same—I ask no
more—care of their body, which is their servant, their
beast of burden, as they would of their horse.
Few men are endowed with such a brain as Hugh

Miller—huge, active, concentrated, keen to fierceness

;

and therefore few men need fear, even if they misuse
and oyertajsk theirs as he did, thfit it will turn, as it
did with him, and rend its master. But as assuredly
as there is a certain weight which a bar of iron will bear
and no more, so is there a certain weight of work which
the organ by which we act, by which we think, and
feel, and will—cannot sustain, blazing up into brief and
ruinous madness, or sinking into idiocy. At the time
he wrote to me, Mr. Miller and I were strangers, and
I don't think I ever spoke to him ; but his manner of
doing the above act made me feel, that in that formid-
able and unkempt nature there lay the delicacy, the
generosity, the noble trustfulness of a gentleman bom—
not made. But my chief reason for what I have
written is to make a sort of excuse for reprinting por-
tions of these papers, and of some others which have
appeared from time to time in the Scotsman. I reprint
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them mainly it must be confessed, to fill up the volume,havmg failed to do what I had purposed hi the way ofnew matter, from want of leisure ; and I suspect klsofrom want of material. I therefore must be under-
stood as making much the same sort of apology asa housewife makes for a cold dinner,-a want of time,and. It may be, a want of beef.

^ ??SS
'^®?,^.*^®' '^^ almost every man should have,a hobby: it is exercise in a mild way, and does nottake him away from home ; it diverts him ; and byhavmg a double bne of rails, he can manage to keepthe permanent way in good condition. A man who

?^rn^^ °°1 ""^^^^ '"^ "^^' °°^y °^« l^e ot rails, who
exercises on y one set of faculties, and these only inone way, will wear himself out much sooner than a manwho shunts himself every now and then, and who has
trains coming as well as going ; who takes in as wellas gives out.
My hobby has always been pictures, and all we call

fh^irrhT fiT^i, T*""^^'?
''^''^'' ^^° » practitioner,

though I thmk I could have made a tolerable handbut unless a man is a thoroughly good artist, he injureshw enjoyment generally speaking, of the art of others.
1 am convmced, however, that to enjoy art thoroughlyevery man must have in him the poisibility of doing
^

as well as hkm| it. He must f iel it in his fingers, afweU as m his head and at his eyes ; and it must find iu,way from aU the three to his heart, and be emoSve.Much has been said of the power of Art to refine

^nS' il
«°^*«\,t^eir manners, and make them less ofw, d beasts, borne have thought it omnipotent for

fti a\ ""J*^^^""
P*''* °^ ^- Neither is and both are

[r,!; JfJl -T'u^ ?^ Laureate says, make noblerm us what IS higher than the senses through which itpasses
;

but it can only make nobler whJJt « a-eadynoble
;

it cannot regenerate, neither can it of itselfdebase and emasculate and bedevil mankind : but ii
IS a symptom, and a fatal one, when Art ministers toa nation s vice, and glorifies its na.ightiness—as in old

11:
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Rome, as in Oude—as also too much in places nearer
in time and place than the one and the other. The
truth is, Art, unless quickened from above and from
within, has in it nothing beyond itself, which is visible

beautV—the ministration to the lust, the desire of the
eye. But apart from direct spiritual worship, and
self-dedication to the Supreme, I do not know any form
of ideal thought and feeling which may be made more
truly to subserve, not only magnanimity, but the purest
devotion and godly fear ; by fear, meaning that mix-
ture of love and awe, which is specific of the realization

of our relation to God. I am not so silly as to seek
painters to paint religious pictures in the usual sense

:

for the ^ost part, I know nothing so profoundly pro-

fane and godless as our sacred pictures ; and I can't

say I like our religious beliefs to be symbolized, even
as Mr. Hunt has so grandly done in his picture of the
Light of the World. But if a painter is himself re-

ligious ; if he feels God in what he is looking at, and
in what he is rendering back on his canvas : if he is

impressed with the truly divine beauty, infinity, per-

fection, and meaning of imspoiled material nature—
the earth and the fullness thereof, the heaven and all

its hosts, the strength of the hills, the sea and all that

is therein ; if he is himself impressed with the divine

origin and divine end of all visible things,—then will

he paint religious pictures and impress men religiously,

and thus make good men better, and possibly make
bad men less bfMd. Take the landscapes of our own
Harvey. He is my dear old friend of thirty years,

and his power as a painter is only less than his fidelity

and ardour as a friend, and that than his simple, deep-

hearted piety; I never see one of his transcripts of

nature, he they solemn and full of gloom, with a look
* that threatens the profane ' ; or laughing all over with

sunshine and gladness, but I feel something beyond,

something greater and more beautiful than their great-

ness and theur beauty—the idea of God, of the beginning

and the ending, the first and the last, the living One ;

of whom, and through whom, and to whom are all
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to sanctify in mv hear? f^i
humbleness of mind.

dr««i l^"isfhS'S^';mora*ru"^''ofr/r'"^"y
and deepen and enlarge oZseZot^^J^ T^^^^mean so much our beliAf in ^,* • .• ,' ^ ^o^'t
though I am Sfa^hfnn^''*'^^*'*"^'^"'*^ doctrines.

must know what i^?r!?-*°°'i«^ *« '^^''^ that we
our rehgio"."hke e^:;^L^g"ei::'rusrtJ""r

'"^^
m reason, and be jucficSaf ' • T ^f .t""^

'^ ***'

of thewo^cZ, • "^ '*'"' ""^ "« IX"«"

This is ite true.dW «^ t T""' ="*' PoUceman.
glory. Whr?f''ffir'S*ei'£''^J„ o'SL^T"'""'

some benefite' sn^iom f??''" ''.'"""nood that with

taterferen«L!K™mTi^ ESV",' «°''«™?^"«
k-m to the rell int/reTror1i° "s^™.!n^i^^.^r

•ttoug, and «iicuCl7™S 1
°" '"" "^ '""""i '" dear,

much for th« ar ,„^ o«^i« pontics. It does not sav

of energetic nonstnsfandTrror asC r! *t.V"«^ * /«^<^^t la^t. volume on CiStTon ,Wd a^?„1"*'
^?** r«bought, with its bad lonHte bkd L^f '

^^^'^'^r'^'
"»«^

elusions. In bulk aad in C«f»?\- *^^' *°^ '*« ^ad con-
•ame rel^tionT^M^%l^^^^^^^\lo^^J^- stands in the
gowpen of chaflF H^ to^^^'.,^ *

handful, I may say a
wwdust to an ounS of mtaf

'"^'^'' °' * ^'"^^^^ <>'
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law of free choice, is as much the life of Art as. it is of

marriage, and it is not less bevond the power of the

State to choose the nation's pictures, than to choose its

wives. Indeed there is a great deal on the physiological

iide to be said for law interfering in the matter of

matrimony. I would certainly make it against law,

as it plainly is against nature, for cousins-german to

morry ; and if we could pair ourselves as we pair our

live stock, and give ear to the teaching of an enlight-

ened zoonomy, we might soon drive many of our fellest

diseases out of our breed ; but the law of personality,

of ultroneousness, of free will, that which in a great

measure makes us what we are, steps in and forbids

anyuting but the convincement and force of reason.

Much in the same way, though it be a more trivial

matter, pleasure, in order to please, must be that which

you yourself choose. You cannot make an Esquimaux
forswear train oil, and takn to tea and toast like our-

selves, still less to boiled rice like a Hindoo ; neither

can you all at once make a Gilmerton carter prefer

Raphael and claret to a glass of raw whisky and the

Terrific Register. Leviathan is not so tamed or taught.

And our Chadwicks and Kaye Shuttleworths and

Coles- -kings though they may be—enlightened,

energetic, earnest, and as full of will as an egg is full

of meat, ceanot in a generation make the people of

England as intelligent as themselves, or as fond and

appreciative of the best Art as Mr. Ruskin. Hence

all their plans are failing and must fail ; and I cannot

help thinking that in the case of Art the continuance

of the Cole dynastv is not to be prayed for very much.

As far as I can juage, it has done infinitely more harm

than good. TL 3e men think they are doing a great

work and, worse still, the country thinks so too, and

helps them, whereas I believe they are retarding the

only Tholesome, though slow growth of knowledge

and taste.

Take the Kensington Museum : the only thing there

(I speak in all seriousness) worth any man spending

an hour or a shillinf upon, are the Sheepshank and
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Turner galleries

; aU those costly, towdrv nrn/lmj^...and petty displays of arts and maJ^fl^U^ flook
nL°^f*r'* ^"'"«'°^ »°d child's pl^ T;ke Mvone of them, say the series illustrating the cotton

AlSl: ^°V^ *^*. ^^°^« ^'O""^ of cotton from ite

Wfi? d^^tL't'^teUS^ r/^* '^'^^ prettiest way^

make oS^ ^t ^ ' ^^** impression does that

?.n1S i^5 My young mmd ? Little beyond mere

iiTslaTrnoTaS. ^^^ ^ °^'^^' ^^' nohLTii

mi?/^*r*°u *!P
.°'°^*' "»^ permanently rivet, a younc

-S^? ^^*® °f *^® powers of the human mindantf the resources of nat^e, and the graS S^ht
Sme'^i:''th^"*"'^^*'"?-°^^"- Le?h?mTea?a^d
JSnJ^? h P°^«^of that wonderful sound per-

l^- ^
"^^^l®

""^^ ^°"««' and filling the air ^tb
i^ «nf^?''

of regulated. harmonioua%nergy. Let
anH S?^^'V, """^.S^ "'"^d ^'th a skilled workmanand then follow the Alpha through all ite mwyeUoua
hirouJTnfT V '^»f

^^«
'
^^ ^^" and you brZhim out mto the fresh air not only more knowing bnt

Th7sZ:V'^h^"r«°*'*^-^.°'^- HehasbeS^mprf'sseSine same with cahco-pnnting, and potterv and irnnfoundmg. and. indeed, the whole round of tS'ttndustrv'

tf^'^J!!.T «'°[y- ^ you think a boyTllTerSthe good from the fine series of ores and specimens of

at kTiLI^Jo?*???°i^'^ ^^ ¥"* s/eetheart bJsldetmat Kensmgton, that he will from going into Dixon^

rng m that place of flame and energy and din -watohmg the mighty shea^ and the NasmXh^mew and

S:v^ iS wo^^h'^I "J^
doughrandTS ^d

in fh« «n ^ I
^^ «'** *^® ^«*d "^d disicted bodymthe one case

;
he sees and feels the living spirit anJ

child s play. thi3 mere make-believe, our gc£d-natured

Sen^h.r"^
of spending eome half-miUi^f moS^^Jhen there is that impertinent, useless, and uniuit

m2

r 'r

m
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system of establishing Government Schools of Design
in BO many of our towns, avowedly, and, I believe
(though it is amazing that clever men should do such
a foolish thing) honestly, for the good of the working
classes, but actually and lamentably, and in every way
harmfully, for the amusement and henofitof the wealthy
cla.sses, and to the ruin of the hard-working and legiti-

mate local teachers.

I have not time or space, but if I had I could prove
this, and show the curiously deep injuries this system is

inflicting on true Art, and upon the freedom of industry.
In the same line, and to the same effect are our

Art-Unions and Associations for ' the encouragement

'

of Act ; some less bad than others, but all bad, because
founded upon a wrong principle, and working to a wrong
end. No man can choose a picture for another, any
more than a wife or a waistcoat. It is lart of our
essential nature to choose these things fo. ourselves,
and paradoxical as it may seem, the wife and the waist-
coat and the work of Art our departmental wiseacres
may least approve of, if chosen siid sponte by Giles or
Roger, will not only give them more delectation, but
do them more good, than one chosen by somebody else

for him upon the finest of all possible principles. Be-
sides this radical vice, these Art-Unions have the effect

of encouraging, and actually bringing into professional
existence, men who had much better be left to die out,
or never be bom ; and it, as I well know, discourages,
depreciates, and dishonours the best men, besides
keeping the public, which is the only true and worthy
patron, from doing its duty, and getting its due. Just
take our Edinburgh Association, in many respects one
of the best, having admirable and devoted men as its

managers,—what is the chance that any of the thousand
members, when he draws a prize, gets a picture he cares

one straw for, or which will do his nature one particle

of good ? Why should we be treated in this matter,
as we are treated in no way else ? Who thinks of

telhng us, or founding a Royal Association with all its

oflBcers to tell us, what novels or what poi -ry to read,
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or what music to listen to ? Think nf « i

• ,
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profane, gay and sombre, Ac—all huddled together,
and the eye fliiticg from one to the other *. Hence
the temptation to paint down to the gaudiest pictures,
instead of up or into the pure inti nHitv of nature. Why
should there not lie aome large public hall to which
artists may send * heir pictures at any time when they
are perfected ? but, better still, lot purchasers frequent
the studios, as they did of old, full of love and know-
ledge. Why will we insist in pressing our Art and our
taste, as we did long ago our religion and our God, upon
our neighbours ? Why not trust to time, and to cul-

tivating our own tastoi earnestly, thorouglily, humbly,
and for ourselves, fiiit g our houses with the best of
everything, and making all welcome to ; jo them, ami
believing that the grandchildren of those who como to
see our Turners and Vilkies and Hogarths will be wiser
and more rer.ncd than we ? It is most lamentable to
witness the loss of money, of energy, and ic a measur*
of skill, and, above all, of time, on those engi avings,
which no one but a lod.Ting-keeper franes, and thost;

Parian statuettes and Etruscan pitchers and tazzas
of all sorts, which no one thinks half so much of, or gets
half so much real pleasure and good from, as from one
of John Leech's woodcuts. One true way to encourage
Art is to buy and enjoy Puti'h. There is more fun,
more good drawing, more good sense, more beauty in

John Leech's Fundi pictures, than in all the Art-Union
illustrations, engravings, statuettes, &c., &c., put
together. Could that mighty Potentate have been
got up, think you, by a committee of gentlemen, and
those drawings educed by proffered prizee ? No

:

they came out, and Live flourished according to a law
as natural and as effective as the law of seed-time and
harvest ; and Art, as a power to do good, will never
reach its fu*^ perfection till it is allowed to walk at

' In our excellent National Gallery (Edinburgh), a copy
of Titian's ^liadne in Naxos is hung immediately above
Wilkie's sacrei sketch of John Knox administering the

Sacrament in Oalder House i
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t^l^^i
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science and poot-y are to a nicety diametricAlIy op-
polled, and he must be a Shakenpeare and a Newton,
a Turner and a Faraday all In one, who can consort
much with both without injury to each. It ia not
what a man han learned from others, not even what
he thinkH, but v.hat he sees and feels, which makes him
a painter.

The moral from all this is, love Art, and If you
choose, practise Art. Purchase Art for itself alone,
and in the main for yourself alone. If you so do, you
will encourage Art to more purpose than if you spent
thousands a year in Art-Unions, and in presenting the
public with what pleased you ; just as a man does
most good ^^ 'icing good. Goldsmith puts it in his
inimitable way— * I was ever of opinion that the
honest man, who married and brought up a large
family, did more service than he who continued single,
and only talked of population.*

I have said those things strongly, abruptly, and
perhaps rudely ; but my heart is in the matter. Art
IS part of my daily food, like the laughter of children,
and the common air, the earth, the sky ; it is an affec-

tion, not a passion to come and go like the gusty wind,
nor a principle cold and dead ; it penetrates my entire
life, it is one of the surest and deepest pleasures, one
of the ref jges from ' the nature of th'^jjs,* as Bacon
would sav, into that enchanted -egio. , that * ampler
aether,' that ' diviner air,' where we get a glimpse not
only of a Paradise that is past, but of a Paradise that
is to come.

There is one man amongst us who has done more
to breathe the breath of life into the literature and
the philosophy of Art, who has ' encouraged ' it ten
thousand times more effectually than all our industrious
Coles and anxious Art-Unions, and that is the author
of Modem Painters. I do not know that there is

anythirg in o'.ir Hterature, or in any literature, to corn-
rare with the effect of this one man's writings. He
has by his sheer force of mind, and fervour of nature,
the depth and exactness of his knowledge, and hia
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more energy,—his ' John Knox at the Sacrament,*
more of heaven and victorious faith ; but there is more
of human nature, more of the human heart, in this,

than in any of the others. It is full o£

The still, sad music of humanity

;

still and sad, but yet musical, by reason of its true

ideality, the painter acting his part as reconciler of

men to their circumstances. This ia one great end
of poetry and painting. Even when painful and
terrible in their subjects, * they are of power, by raising

pity and fear or terror, to purge the mind of suchlike

passio^,—that is,—to temper and reduce them to just

measure with a kind of delight ' ; or, in the words of

Charles Lamb, ' they dispose the mind to a meditative
tenderness.'

sion, and, opening our whole inner man to a new discipline,

it fills us with gratitude as well as admiration towards him tu

whom we owe so much enjoyment. And what is more, and
better than all this, everywhere throughout this work, wo
trace evidences of a deep reverence and godly fear—a per-

petual, though subdued acknowledgement of the Almighty,
as the sum and substance, the beginning and the ending of

all truth, of all power, of all gooc&ess, and of all beauty.
' This book {Modern Painters] contains more true philo-

sophy, more information of a strictly scientific kind, more
original thought and exact observation of nature, more
enlightened and serious enthusiasm, and more eloquent
writing, than it would be easy to match not merely in works
of its own class, but in those of any class whatever. It

gives us a new, and we think the only true theory of beauty
and sublimity ; it asserts and proves the existence of a
new element in landscape painting, placing its prince upon
his rightful throne ; it unfolds and illustrates, with singular

force, variety, and beauty, the laws of art ; it explains

and enforces the true nature and specific function of the

imagination, with the precision and fullness of one having
authority,- -and all this delivered in language which, for

purity and strength and native richness, would not have
dishonoured the early manhood of Jeremy Taylor, of

Edmund Burke, or of the author's own favourite Eichai'd

Hooker.'—J. B.



NOTES ON ART 171

But to return to thu most touching and impressive
gcture. What an immediate hold it took of us'How that sad family was in our mind for days after*and how we found ourselves wondering if nothinc
could be done for them ! It is just about as difficult
to bnng the mmd to criticize it, as it would be to oc-cupy ourselves in thinking why and how we were
affected if we were ourselves to witness the scene in
actual life. We would be otherwise occupied. Our
eyes first fell on what is the immediate occasion of it
aU, the paper warrant

; you feel its sharp parallelogram
cutting your retina, it is the whitest, and therefore the
hrst thing you see

; and then on the husband. What
utter sadness,—what a sober certainty of miserv.—how uncomplaimng, as if he could not speak, his firmmouth keeping it to himself! His eyes are all butsnut,—how their expression is given, seems to us quite
marvellous; and his attitude cast down, but not
abject—beanng it like a man. How his fingers are
pamted, and his careless, miserable limbs, his thin

r.^ir'"^*?*^""'^" ^"^^y *^°"°^ °^^k in its
centre! What a dignity and beauty in his face ! This
IS to us a finer head than the wonderful one in Retzsch'sMan playmg at Chess with the Devil for his Soul.'and this 18 not saying little. Reason and steady pur-
pose are still uppermost.
Not so with his poor wife : her heart is fast failing :

she IS silent too
; but she is fainting, and just about

to Slip off her chair in utter unconsciousness: her
eyes are blind

; the bitterness of death is gatherineon her soul. She is forgetting her sucking child, ai
she IS all outward things ; it is rolling off her knee,and IS caught by her motherly daughter; while her
younger brother, whose expressive back is only seen.

Llh^ ^ /^*^''' ^°*'' *« " '^ «^y' ' Li)k atmother
!

Behmd are two neighbours come in, and
svmpathizmg both, but differently ; the meek look ofthe one farthest away, what can be finer than that

!

-Lhe paleness of the fainting mother is rendered with
perfect truth. What an eye the painter must have

m1
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had !—how rapid, how true, how retentive of every
impression

! Behind these silent sufferers goes on
the action of the story. The brother, a young, good-
looking, fearless fellow, is shaking his fist and fixing
his angry eyes on the constable, who returns the look
as resolutely, but without anger. This figure of the
constable is in many respects as astonishing as any-
thing in the picture. Ho is ' a man with a presence

'

—inexorable, prompt, not to be trifled with ; but he
is not, as many other artists would have made him,
and wished us to call him, * the brutal Bailiff.* He
is doing his duty, as he is plainly saying, pointing to
his warrant, and nothing more: he caimot help it,

and the law must have its course. What a fine figure
he is, the only one standing erect, and what rich colour
in his waistcoat ! Seated on the bed is the smart,
indifferent clerk, with his pale, smug countenance.
A man of business, and of nothing else, he seems to be
running up the value of these bed-clothes,—that bed,
with its sad-coloured curtains, and all its memories of
births and deaths. Behind is a man whose face we
don't exactly make out : he has a sleepy, tipsy, alto-
gether unknowable sort of expression. We don't
think this a defect in the painter : it is the most likely
thing in the world that such a person would be there.
Then comes the cobbler, straight from his stall,

where, as from a throne, he dispenses his * think,'—
and a strong think it is,—to all comers, upon all sub-
jects. He has opinions of his own about most things,
but chiefly upon civil, ecclesiastical, and marital juris-
diction, ' with a power of law ' in him. He is enjoining
submission and composure upon all onlookers. His
hands, how they speak ! the one to the bailiff, defer-
ential, confidential, gently deprecatory ; the other, to
the company in general, imperative, final, minatory.
He is vindicating the law, and laying it down some-
what unseasonably, and is even hinting that they
should rejoice at its arrangements. That brave old
woman, inspired by anger, is bearing down upon both
cobbler and bailiff, with occasional darts of her furious

"i^iUi
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eye at the unconscious clerk. This woman's face ieexpressive beyond aU description. Look at hor fore!

te;^"'?'*?^'' ^ ^«"-^i°^ed. as unmistakabfydeadly in intention, as a sword, or rather pistol : andcou d intensity of wiU have made it fire, we may recTon

But «h'\°'
»^*^«g j>e«\«oon into the statet^bamffBut she has a sword in her tongue : how it is nlvini

Its work from behind these old straggHnc teeth '-no

every word, sending it home.
»i"ii«i>

Howwell Shakespeare describes this brilliant old lady'

Z o5? "^-TuT?^ ^'"^ P*^^ ^^^ endurance of a block i

her^hThnH^^f
''"".«'""" ^^*^ ^°"'d ^^'^^^ ^°«weredher. She huddles jest upon jest, with such impossibleconveyance, that he stands like a man at amX witha whole army shooting at him !

'

'

f.u,Y?^*i*-fu''*''*^' ^ ^^'' '^« wo»»an behind, 'her

o"! [3ria":.tdr^^'
"^^« '^^ ^^^y ^y- -^ «-'

* w^.H^ %P«rn'"? !
^° '^"'P^'^' «° ^••eat, so full (to use

Jesuit thn,S"''° '^ °^? ^^ intellectuality-aid theresult, though sad, salutary. How strange? Wenever saw these poor sufferers, and we know theyhave no actual existence ; and yet our hearts go outto them.-we are moved by their simple sorrows

fTi^t^Jg mS. ''''''' ^'^* ^"^"^-^ -- -^ *^^t

There is another personage yet to speak of. Someot our readers may never have seen him : we cana^ure them he ha^ seen them. This is the dog.-the family dog.-the friend of them all. from babvupwards. We find him just where he should be. andat his own proper work. He is under his master's own
chair, and at his feet, looking out from between his legsas master, as Burns has with wonderful meaning
expressed It, is his god. ' Man is the god of the dog »

'

How much may we learn from this !

*

» I am wrong in this. Bacon first uses this thoucht inhis Essay on Atheism. Bums improves it.
" '"°"«°^ ""

', 1

i

^'
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With what fine instinct, compounded of cariosity,
experience, and afTcction, he has made his observa-
tions on the state of things ! All is not right, he sees,

—

something very far wiong. He never ^fore saw her
look in that way, or him so quiet and strange. Accord-
ingly, as he is eminently practical, and holds with
Hume and many great men, that all we know of causa-
tion is one thing following upon another (being a dog,
and not a philosopher, he pays no attention to the
qualification * invariably '), and, putting two things
together, he finds this dismal, unintelligible state of
matters following upon the entrance of these three
strangpmen. Hehasbeendoingdiligcnce.andservingand
executing warrants, in his own wild and vigorous way,
upon their six legs—specially, we doubt not, upon the
tight pantaloons of that cold-blooded clerk. They
are so tempting ! Having been well kicked by all

for his pains, be has slunk into his den, where he sits

biding his time. What a pair of wide awake, danger-
ous eyes I No * speculation ' in them—no looking
before or after j but looking into the present—the
immediate. Poor fellow, his spare diet for some time
back—his half-filled bicker—have not lessened his
natural acuteness, his sharpness of teeth and temper.
Our readers will, we fear, be tired of all this about
a dog, and ' such a vulgar little dog.' We happen to
hold high views on the moral and social bearings of
dogs, especially of terriers, those affectionate and
great-hearted little ruffians ; but as our friends con-
sider us not sane on this point, and as we (as is common
in such cases) think quite the reverse, we shall not now
dispute the matter. One thing we may say, that we
are sure Wilkie would have taken our side. He has
a dog, and often more, in almost every one of his
pictures ; and such dogs ! not wee men in hairy skins,
pretending to be dogs. His dogs are dogs in expres-
sion, as well as in body. Look, in his engravings, at
the dog in the ' Rent Day

' ; in ' Blind Man's Buff,' that
incomparable one, especially, who is flattened hope-
lessly and ludicrously under the weight of a chair and
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a man-how utterly quenched, and yet how ho is civine

?«n*'i^c^"'u*^*"*
""^ '"'^^''y' »"^ the dog in thi

t^X ^W*'**' ?^ 8^""^ «« »"« ™«ter
; and that

CTeat-headed mastiflF under the gun-carriage-a very

hf^i^n/r' ;° ^^^^ ?*'^ °^ Saragossa^to us the

Jn^L *A !
P'^t"''?

' r^' above all, the little pet dog

« I? 1

Oj»'^,^*"«htc'. '-its speaking, implorinrways!
as It looks to Its dying mistress. 'S^hat a wonderful
art

!
We cannot leave this inestimable picture, with-

-^l-fiTT"^*
our personal gratitude to our pubUc-spinted Academy for furnishing us every year with

hZnL^^W^'^'^^^K' ^'°^'*«- ^Ve trust we sTallhave one of his, and one of Turner's everv year. They

ai'lt^
^"?'' '*"'^"«.' ^^'y **'°^' "J^« all productions

w^fh w ''''''i'* '
^^"^y. ^'^ * P^^* °f the commonwealth. We end our notice of this picture by biddingour readers return to it, and read it over and overthrough and through Let them observe its moSl

n? ,w 1?.^,
*° '"*''? *^^ '^'^ '^^d '^ execution hateful

nl^r^ -'''

m-,y'^* °y improvidence interesting orpicturesque Wilkie takes no side but that of ourcommon nature, and does justice to the bailiff as wellas to the distressed family. We have here no hysterica

^nH;•^~^V?u^'°«.°^^^.*« ^^^'^^^ t^« heavens, andsending up thither mingled blasphemy and prayer msome melo-dramatic genius might have d?n7 lS?them remark the stillness of the great sufferers, andhow you know what they have come through-theconsummate art in arranging the parts of the subject-

onl'if?^"*^ *' ^^'^ ^"^^^«« afterwards Vhen^oked mto-more m it than meets the eye. Mind
^K* f exer|;ised upon it to bring out its mind. Thewhite table-eloth leading the eye\t once to the heart

nll.nF-'*"^.'' ''J^^
**^^^ ^^'^'"g the two groups, and

preventing its being a crowd ; the figure of the father

fZV *u-
''®.: ^°Jcating his total dejection from head to

foot,-hifl hands, his finger-nails,-the dignity and

l^S^^^T""^!]* ^^ ^^ «°"o^
= »« the hani are

wonderful, and above ail, as we have noticed, the

i 'I
I

i;

'i
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cobbler's ;—the general air of the houae not squalid —
no beggarly elements—no horrors of actual starva-
tion—all respectable, and poverty-stricken and scrimp

;

—the bone lying on the floor, on which our small four-
footed Spartan may have been rehearsing his * Pleasures
of Memory/ and whi ling and whittling away his idle
hours, and cheating his angry hunger ;—the bed—its
upright posts—the stately Bailiff alone as erect and
firm ;—the colour of the curtains—their very texture
displayed; the colouring sober, powerful, not loud
(to borrow from the ear) ;—the absence of all effort,
or mere cleverness, or pretension ; no trace of handi-
craft

;,
you know it to be painted—vou do not feel it

;

the composition as fine, as musical, as Raphael's ;—
the satisfying result ; your whole nature, moral and
affectionate—your inward and outward eye—fed with
food convenient for them.

It has long been a question in the ethics of fiction,
whether sympathy with ideal sorrows be beneficial or
mischievous. Tliat it is pleasurable we all know. And
a distinction has been made between pity as an emotion
ending with its own gratification, and pity as a motive,
a moving power, passing, by a necessity of its nature,
into action and practical performance.

But, without going into the subject, we may give, as
a good practical rule, let your moral sense be so clear
and healthy as to discern at once the genuine objects
of pity ; and then, let them be fictitious or real, you
may pity them safely with all your might. In either
case you will g'-t good, and the good will not end with
yourself, even in tue first case.
The story of Joseph, for instance, is to us fictitious,

or rather, it is ideal ; and in weeping over him, or over
his heart-broken father, we know we can do them no
^ood, or give them no sympathy ; but where will you
find a merely human story more salutary, more de-
lightful, more appropriate, to every one of our intel-
lectual, moral, and, let us add, our imaginative and
aesthetical faculties ?

W© are inclined to rank Hogarth and Wilkie as the
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gTaLro"f«rptnt;2"^"' '^'°^"'' -<^ *- of the

ingly faithful delnS 7loT2'"":S*"^ * ^^o^^^'

mirth. but deficient i^kn^w el. f^r? °"**"7' '^"^
and in academical i.iili!^^^ °^ *'^*' ^'"man tigurp.

know ChfrlcfLamb a^d " stll^r fu"^
'^'^« ^^^^

them a practical aiu5?ratTonnA -^"^ '*'*^«'^''««' ^^e
ours. If Hogarth d?d not Wnl *''t».°'^°'"'?'

'^"^ of

Hgur«(andwedenythathedidnnJI h^l "^^'^^ ^'"'"^^
face and the nak^ hu^lrhLrt L w"'' '

-^^
mhnite good and evil i^ „

5®*'^'^—"e knew what of
proceeded out of it 'Sk ^f Jh""^'

'^'° *°^ ^^^^h.
«cnes of 'Manage 4'la Mode' '

'''°'^^ ^^'' <>^ ^^^

on that d^ngms:n-li^'^fS}^^ to be paid, look
like his sword, firm and ^L^'f'^'^' '*^^« °ot
a dying thing could fan hi! '^^"^ ^ nothing but
of dea|. inVis ear^'l'^:a^,?,t?/'^^^^^^^
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man who could paint so m to soggost all this, is a great

mnn and a groat painter.

Wilkie has, in like mrviner, been often misunderstowl

and misplcMsed. He is not of the Dutch school,—ho

is not a mere joker upon canvas,—he can move othor

things besides laughter ; and he rises with the un-

conscious ease of greatness to whatever height hi

chooses. Look at John Knox'p head in 'The Ad-

ministering the Sacrament in Caldcr House.' Was the

eye of faith ever so expressed,—the seeing things that

are invisible ?

Hogarth was more akin to Michael Angelo: they

both sounded the same depths, and walked the same

terrible road. Wilkie has more of Raphael,—his afifec-

tiona^^e sweetness, his pleasantness, his grouping, his

love of the beautiful.

THOMAS DUNCAN

Duncan possessed certain primary qualities of minJ,

without which no man, however gifted, can win and

keep true fame. Ho had a vigorous and quick under-

standing, invincible diligence, a firm will, and that com-

bination, in action, of our intellectual, moral, and

physioal natures, which all acknowledge, but cannot

easily define, manliness.

As an artist, he had true genius, that incommunicable

gift, which is bom and dies with its possessor, nev(>r

again to reappear with the same image and superscrip-

tion. The direction of this faculty in him was towards

beauty of colour and form,—its tendency was objective

rather than subjective ; the outward world came to hira,

and he noted with singular vigilance and truth all it a

phenomena. His perception of them wan immediate,

intense, and exact, and he could reproduce them on

his canvas with astonishing dexterity and faithfulness.

This made his sketches from nature quite startling,

from their direct truth. There are two of them in

Mr. Hay's gallery,—one, a girl with her bonnet on.
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early piotures,—'Cuddy Headrig and Jenny Dennte-
toun.' Cuddpr has just climbed up with infinite toil ; and.
broathluu with it and love, he is resting on the window-
sill on the tips of his toes and fingers, in an attitude of
exquisite awkwardness, staring, with open mouth and
eyes, and porfect blessedness, on his buxom, saucy
Jenny. Dimcan's fame will, we are sure, rest chiefly

on his portraits. They are unmatched in modem times,
except by one or two of Wilkie's, and that most notice-
able Head of a Lady,' by Harvey, iu the inner octagon.
Duncan's portraits are liker than their originals. He
puts an epitome of a man's oharJMiter into one look.

The. likeness of Dr. Chalmers has something of every-
thing in him,—the unconsciousness of chUdLood,—the
fervour of victorious manhood,—the wise contempla-
tiveness of old age,—the dreamy inexpressive eye of

genius, in which his soul lies, * like music slumbering on
its instrument,' ready to awake when called—the entire

loveableness of the man—the light of his countenance,
bis heavenly smile,—are all there, and will carry to
after times the express image of his person. How ex-

quisite the head of D. O. Hill's dauc^hter ! so full of

love e- d simpleness, the very realization of Words-
worth's lines :

—

Loving she is, and tractable, though wild,

And innocence hath privilege in her
To dignify arch looks and laughing eyes.

And feats of cunning.

There was something moumftd and touching in the

nature and progress of the last illness of tMs great

artist. His unresting energy, his manly diligence, urged
him beyond his powers ; his brain gave way, and blind-

ness crept slowly on him. It was a sort of melancholy
consolation that, as the disease advanced, his intense

BusceptibiUty and activity were subdued, when their

exercise must have only produced misery and regret.

What is now infinitely more important is, that those

who knew him best have little doubt, that while the

outward world, with its cares, its honours, its wondrous
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We shall never forget this picture. It gave an a new
seneation, a new and a hicher notic \ of what the mind
of man can put into, and bring out of, landscape paint-
ing ; how its representative and suggestive truthfulnoea
mav be perfect, forming the material elements,—the
body, as it were, of the picture,—while, at the same
time, there may bo superadded that line sense of the
undefinable relation of the visible world to mental
emotion, which is its er lence and vivifying soul.

How original, how simple, its composition ! That
tall tree, so inveteratcly twisted on itself, dividing the

scene into two subjects, each contrasting with and re-

lieving the other; the open country lyii g under tbo

full power of the flaming tnid-day sun ; and that Icdr
alley, with its witchery of gleam and shadow, its cool

air, a twilight of its own, at noon !

Nothing is more wonderful alx>ut Turner than the

resolute way in which he avoids all imitation, even
when the objects are in the very foreground and clearly

defined. He gives you an oak, or a beech, or an elm.

so as to be nnnMstakable, and yet ae never thinks of

giving their leaves botanically, so as that we might
know the tree from a leaf. He gives us it not as we
know it, but as we should see it from that distance

;

and he gives us all its characteristics that would carry

that length, and no more. He is determined to givi

an idea, not a copy, of an oak. This is beautifully

seen in his ' Ivy Bridge,'—a picture, the magical sim-

plicity of which grows upon every lot ' :. There is a birch

tliere, the lady of the wood, which any nurseryman
would tell you was a birch ; and yet look into it, and

\%hat do you see ? Turner sets down results of sight,—

not the causes of these results. His way is the true

aesthetic,—the other is the scientific.

HUNT THE SLIPPER

We plead guilty to an inveterate, and, it may be,

not altogether rational, antipathy to Mr. Meclise's pic-

tures. As vinegar to the teeth, a& smoke to the eyes,
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are also cleverly painted, but too much of mere fac-
BimUes. Nothing can be worse in colour or in aerial
perspective than the quaint old shrubbery seen through
the window

; it feels nearer our eye than the figures.
As to the figures, perhaps the most life-like in feature
and movement are the two bad women. Miss Cb,rolina
Wilhelmina Amelia Skeggs and Lady Blarney.
The mtroduction of them into the story is ahnost the

only blemish of that exquisite piece, and we have still
less pleasure in seeing their portraits. How different
from Hogarth s terrible pictures of the same miserable
class! There vou see the truth; you can imagine the
past »nd the future, as well as perceive the present.
JSeauty, grace, often tenderness, sinking into ruin under
the steady influence of a life of sin, make them objects
at once of our profoundest compassion—and of our
instant reprobation. But we must stay our quarrel
with Mr. MacUse. We have perhaps been unlucky in
the specimens of his genius that we have seen—the only
other two being the ''Bohemians ' and • Robin Hood '";

the first a picture of great but disagreeable power-
a sort of imbroglio of everything sensual and devilish-
the very superfluity of naughtiness—as bad, and not
so good as the scene in the Brocken in Goethe's Faust.
Mr. Machse may find a list of subjects more grateful to
the moral sense, more for his own good and that of his
spectators, and certainly not less fitted to bring into
fuU play all the best powers of his mind, and all tho
craft of his hand, in Phil. iv. 8.

' Robm Hood ' was rather better, because there were
fewer women in it; but we could never get beyond
that universal grin which it seemed the main function
ot Kobm and his merrie men ' to sustain. Of the
landscape we may say, as we did of his figures and
VVilkie s, that it was in every respect the reverse of
Turner 8.

We have been assured by those whose taste we know
in other matters to be excellent, that Mr. Maclise is
a great genius, a man of true imagination ; and that.
tus bleeping Beauty,' his scene from Macbeth, and
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some hundreds of illustrations, without above three or
four of them being such as you would ever care to see
again, or, indeed, would recognize as having ever seen
before.

We would not give such sweet humour, such maidenly
simpleness, such exquisite mirth, such * quips, and
cranks, and wanton wiles,' as we can get in most of the
current numbers of ' Punch,' from the hand of young
Richard Doyle (1846), with drawing quite as astonish-
ing, and far more expression,—for this sumptuous three-
guinea quarto. Have our readers six-and-sixpence to
upare ?—then let them furnish wholesome fun and ' un-
reprovfed pleasure ' for the eyes and the minds of the
small men and women in the'nursery, by buying ' The
Fairy Ring,' illustrated by him.

THREE LANDSEERS

It would not be easy to say which of these three
delightful pictures gives the most delight ; only, if we
were forced to name which we should best like to
possess, we would say, ' Uncle Tom and his Wife for
Sale,'—one of the most wonderful bits of genius and its

handiwork we ever had the pleasure of enjoying and
being the better of.

The others are ' The Maid and the Magpie,' and ' The
Pen, the Brush, and the Chisel,'—the latter presented
by Lady Chantrey to Her Majesty, and having for its

subjects Chantrey's well-known bust of Sir Walter in
the clay, wi i the sculptor's tools lying beside it, and
his finger prints, fresh and soft, full of thought and will,

giving a fine realization of work going on. The ex-

f)re3sion of the then Great Unknown is very noble—he
ooks like a mighty shade ; beside the bust is a terrier,

such as only Sir Edwiu can give, with a keen look, as

if he too smelt some one. Two woodcocks are resting
in front in a fold of the tablecloth ; doubtless the two
famous birds which Sir Francis brought do\\Ti at one
shot, and immortalized in marble. Ac the comer of the
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picture, and stealthily peering from behind the table-
cloth, w a cats head, not yet seeing the game, but
nosing It. You can easily imagine the lively scrim-
mage when puss makes herself and her ends known,
and when the unsuspected *Dandie' comes down
upon her. The feeling and workmanship of this
beautiful conceit is such as no one else could originate
and express.

'The Maid and the Magpie ' is a rustic tragedy told
at a glance. It is milking-time, in a dreamy summer-
day. Phillis,

bo buxom, blithe, and debonair,

's filling her pail, her meek-eyed, lady-like cow—she
i high-bred Aldemey—enjoying herself as cows know

./ny during this process of evacuation and relief. Her
glum, unsatisfied calf, who has been all the morning
protesting and taking instruments, and craving ex-
tracts, and in vam, is looking and listening, hungry and
sulky

; he never can understand why he gets none of
his mother's, of his own milk ;—the leather muzzle, all
bnstlmg with sharp rusty nails, tells his miseries and
his mother s too. Thestylis is leaning forward, awk-
ward and eager, at the door, making love to Phillis in
his o^ clumsy and effective way, whittling aU the
while destructively at the door-post with his knife. It
is the old, old story. She has her back turned to him,
and IS pretending to be very deep in the mii ang, while
her eye--which you see, and he doesn't—says some-
thing quite else. In the right comer are two goats
one a magnificent rugged billy. On the green beyond,'
in the sunshine, may be seen the geese making off on
fp^t and wings to the well-known ' henwife,' who is at
tne wicket with her punctual mess. Among the trees,
and up in the cloudless, sunny air, is the \illage spire
whose bells Thestj^lis doubtless hopes some day soon to^t a ringing. All very pretty and innocent and gay.
Uut looK m the left comer,-as if he had this moment
come in, he is just hopping into their paradise,—is that
miscreant magpie, who, we all know, was a pilferer

.

if
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from the beginning, and who next moment, you know,
will have noiselessly grabbed that fatal silver spoon in
the posset-cup,—which Phillis can't see, for her heart
18 in her eye,—this same spoon, as we all know, bringing
by and by death into that little world, and all their woe.We never remember the amari aliquid comingupon us so
unawares, ugly and feU, like that old Toad squat at the
ear of Eve. The drawing, the expression, the whole
management of this little story, is exquisite. Perhaps
there u a httle over-crowding and huddling togetherm the byre

; but it is a delicious picture, as wholesome
and sweet as a cow's breath. You hear the musio
of thci milk playing in the pail ; you feel the gentle,
rural naturalness of the whole scene.
Of • Uncle Tom and his Wife for Sale,* it is not easy

to speak in moderation, as assuredly it is impossible to
look at It, and keepfrom bursting into tears and laughter
aU at once. Anything more saturated, more insuffer-ab^ overflowing with the best fun and misery, with the
oddest, homeliest humour and despair, we never before
encountered.

' Uncle Tom
' is a smaU, old, dusky bull-dog, with

bandy legs and broad chest, and an amazing look of
a nigger. His eyes are crunched up in an ecstasy of
woe, the crystal tears hailing down his dark and knobby
cheeks, which witness huge affliction

' ; his mouth is
open to the fuil, and one black stump is all we see of
teeth

;
his tongue, out to the utmost, quivering with

agitation and panting,—a tongue, the deUcate, moistpmk of which, like the petal of some tropical flower, ism wonderful contrast to the cavern—the jaws of dark-
ness—out of which it is flung. And what is aU this
tor ? Is he m pain 7 No. Is he afraid ? Not he

;

that is a sensation unknown to Tom. He is plainly
as full of pluck, as ' game' as was ever Crib or Molyneux.
Me 13 in this state of utter woe, because he is about to
be sold, and his wife, ' Aunt Chloe,' the desire of his old
eyes, may be taken from him, the mere idea of which
has put him into this transport, so that he is written
aU over with lamentation, utterly begruUen, and done
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for. It 18 this touching combination of immense affec-tion and ugliness, which brings out the pathetic-comic
effect mstantly, and to the uttermost. We never sawanythmg hke it except Mr. Robson's Medea. W^y U
Il«h ^Vu^^^^'i

^""^ '^''^^ ** ^^^ ^ It « no laughingmatter with the honest and ugly and faithful oldCChloe, who IS chained to Tom, is, with the trick of her
sex, sinkmg her own grief in sorrow for his. She isleanmg fondly towards hhn. and looking up to him witha wonderful eye anxious to comfort himf if she knewhow. Examme the pamting of that congested, affec-
tionate organ, and vou will see what true work i^. Andnot less so the bncts which form the background : all

nX'^l'!^'^ ^^A *^^ ^*f°'* °^°^^«*y ^"J truth, notonly of form and colour, but of texture.

THE RANDOM SHOT
If any one wishes to know how finely, and to what

tme issues, the painter's spirit and his own may be
touched, how much of gentleness may be in powerhow much of po)jer in gentleness, let him peruse theRandom Shot,* by Landseer.
On the summit of some far remote Highland moun-

tain, on the untrodden and azure-tinted snow, Ues a dead
or dying hmd, its large bro,m velvety ears set off against
tne pure, pearly, infinite sky, intowhose cloudless depths
the darkness of night is already being poured. The
deep, unequal footsteps of the miseraLl? mother are
tamtly traced in blood, her calf is stooping down, and
Bearching for its comfortable and ever-ready drink, but
nnding none. Anything more exquisite than this long-
legged, bewildered creature, standing there all forlorn,
Btupid and wild—hunger and weariness, fear and amaze-
ment, busy at its poor silly heart- v"e have never seenm pamtmg. By the long shadows on the snow, the
delicate green tint of the sky, the cold splendour on themountam tops, and the gloom in the corries we know

i(

1 1

in

(5- ft)



190 HOBAE SUBSECIVAE
that day is fast going, and night with all her fears draw-
ing on, and what is to become of that younc desolate
thing ?

•' o

This is not a picture to be much spoken about ; it
18 too quick with tenderness, and reaches too nicely
that pomt which just stops short of sadness; wordb
would only mar its pathetic touch.
Here is another by the same painter, which, though

inferior and very different in subject, is not less ad-
mirable m treatment. It consists of the portraits of
three sporting dogs. A retriever, with its sonay and
affectionate visage, holding gingerly in its mouth a
living (Woodcock, whose bright and terror-stricken eye
18 pamted to the life. In the centre is a keen thorough-
going pointer, who has just found the scent among the
turmps. This is perhaps the most masterly among the
three, for colour and for expression. The last is a liver-
coloured spaniel, panting over a plump pheasant, and
looking to its invisible master for applause. The touch
of genius is over them all, everywhere, from the rich
eye of *he retriever to the wasted turnip-leaves. Yet
there is no mere cleverness, no traces of handiwork

; you
are not made to think of work at all, till you have got
your fill of pleasure and surprise, and then you wonder
what cunning brain, and eye, and finger could have got
so much out of so little, and so common.
We often hear of the decline of the Fine Arts in our

time and country, but any age or nation might well be
proud of havingjproduced within fifty years, four such
men as Wilkie, Turner, Etty, and Landseer.

THE EXECUTION OF LADY JANE GREY
There is an immediateness and calm intensity, a cer-

tain simplicity and tragic tenderness, in this exquisite
picture, which no one but Paul Delaroche has in our
days reauned. You cannot escape its power, you can-
not fail to be moved ; it remains in your mind as a thing

i-iiii.
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for ever. It is the last scene of that story we all have
by heart, of

Her most gentle, most unfortunate.

That beautiful, simple English girl, the young wife,who has just seen the headless body of her noble younff
husband carried past, is drawing to the close of he?
httle life of love and study, of misery and wrong. She
18 partially undressed, her women having disrobed her
bhe IS blindfolded, and is groping almost eagerly for the
block

; groping as it were into eternity ; her mouth
slightly open, her face ' steady and serene.' Sir John
Gage, the Constable of the Tower, is gently leading her
by the left hand to the block, and gazing on her with
a surprising compassion and regard—a very noble head.Her women, their work over, are aside ; one fallen half-
dead on the floor

; the other turning her back, her
haads uphfted and wildly grasping the stone piUar, in
utter astonishment and anguish. You cannot conceive
what that concealed face must be like. We don't re-member anything more terrible or more intense than
tbis hgure. In the other comer stands the headsman,
with his axe ready, still, but not unmoved ; behind him
IS the coffin ; but the eye gazes first and remains last
on that pale, doomed face, beautiful and innocent, bo-
wildered and calm. Let our readers take down Hume
and read the storv. The cold and impassive philosopher
writes as if his heart were full. Her husband. Lord
Ouildford. asked to see her before their deaths. She
answered, No

; that the tenderness of the parting would
overcome the fortitude of both ; besides, she said, their
separation would be but for a moment. It had been
intended to execute the Lady Jane and Lord Guildford
together on the same scaffold on Tower Hill ; but the
^.ouncil, dreading the compassion df the people for their
youtli beauty, innocence, and high birth, caused her
to bfi beheaded within the verge of the Tower, after she
had seen him from the window, and given him a token
as he was led to execution. The conclusion by Hume
IS thus :— After uttering these words, she caused her-

*i- i
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Belf to be disrobed by her women, and with a steady
sereno countenance submitted herself to the execu-
tioners.' The engraving,which may be seen at Mr. HiU's.
is worthy of the picture and the subject. It is a marvel
of delicate power, and is one of the very few modem
engravings we would desire our friends to buy.

NAPOLEON AT FONTAINEBLEAU BEFORE
HIS ABDICATION

This is the first painting by Delaroche we have seen,
thoughwehave long beenfamiliarwith his works through
their engravings. He is every inch a master. You get
from his work that strange and delightful shock which
asserts at once his genius and power. You are not
struck, but vou get a shock of surprise, of awe, and of
pleasure, which no man who once gets ever mistakes
for anything else. This picture, of

Him—
Who in our wonder and astonishment
Has built himself a Ufelong monument,

has this charm and power. You never before saw
anything like it, you will never see anything Uke it

again, and you will never forget it. It is no easy
matter to describe what passes through one's mind on
looking at such a bit of intense and deep genius. One
feels more inclined in such a case to look, and recollect,
to feel, and be grateful, than to speak.
Napoleon is represented as alone—seated hurriedly

and sideways upon a chair—one leg of which has trod
upon a magnificent curtain, and is trailing it down to
ruin. He is dressed in his immortal grey coat, his leather
breeches, and his big riding boots, soiled with travel

;

the shapely little feet, of which he was so proud, are
drawn comfortlessly in ; his hat is thrown on the
ground. His attitude is that of the deepest dejection
and abstraction ; his body is sunk, and his head* seems
to bear it down, with its burden of trouble. This is
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III

This trouble in the eye—this looking into vacancy,
and yet not being vacant—this irresolute and he!p<
less look in one so resolute, so self-siistained, is to us

one of the very highest results of that art which affects

the mind through the eye.

The picture, as a work of art, is remarkable for its

simplicity of idea and treatment, the severity of its

manner, and the gloomy awfulness everywhere breath*
ing from it. It seems to gather daiknees as you gaze
at it ; the imperial eagles emblezonea on the wall are

struggling through a sort of ruddy darkness produced
by the deep shadow on tbe rich-coloured curtain.

His pword is lying on a table, its hilt towards us.

But what impressed us most, and what still im*
presses us is., that we have seen the man as he then wan,
as he then was looking, and thinking, feeling, and suffer*

ire. We started at first as if we were before him,
ra 'Aer than he before us, and that we would not Uko
to nave that beautiful but dread countenance, and thosu
unsearchable, penetrating cold eyes lifted up upon us.

No man need ask himself after this, if Delaroche is

a great artist ; but some of his other works display, if

not more intensity, more variety of idea and expresbioii.

Their prevailing spirit is that of severe truthfulness,

simplicity, and a kind of gloomy power—a certain

awfulness, in its strict sense, not going up to sublimity

perhaps, or forward into beauty, but angering near

them both. They are full of humanity, in its true sense

;

what he feels he feels deeply, and it asserts its energy
in every bit of his handiwork.

It is remarkable how many of his best pictures are

from English history, and how many are possessed by

Englishmen. The following short sketch of his chief

pictm'es may be interesting. His earliest works were

on religious subjects; they are now forgotten. The
first which attracted attention was the picture of Joan
of Arc in prison, examined by Cardinal Winchester;
this has been engraved, and is very great—full of hia

peculiar gloom. Then followed Flora Macdonald suc-

couring the Pretender : the death of Queen Elizabeth,

a
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cftUM more in the right and more in sympathywith man*
kind. He would never try an impoMtble thing; ho
would seldom do a wrong thing, an outrage to human
nature or its Author ; and for all that makes true great-
ness and true courage, we would not compare the one
with the other. But to return to our artist. There
is St. Amelia praying, vrry txiautiful ; Death of Duke
of Guise at Blois ; Charles I in the Guard-room, mocked
by the soldiers ; Lord StrAflord going to ezecuti ^n,

kneeling as he passes under the window of Laud's oell.

whose outstretched hands hloss him. This is a great
picture ; nothing is seen of Laud but the thin, pas-
sionate, imploring hands, and vet you know what they
express, you know what sort of face there will be in thi>

darkness within. Strafford is very fine.

There is a charming portrait of his wife as the angil
Gabriel ; a St. Cecilia playing ; and a beautiful Holy
Family, the Virgin, a portrait of his wife, and the child,

a beautiful rosy creature, full of favour, with those
deep, unfathomable, clear eyes, filled with infinity, such
as you see in Raphael's Sistine Jesus.

NAPOLEON CROSSING THE ALPS

Last year at this time we were all impressed, as wei

seldom are by anything of this sort, by Delaroche's
picture of Napoleon at Fontainobloau. We are none of

us likely to forget the feeling then experienced of bring
admitted into that dread presence, and looking, not only
at the bodily form, but into the very soul of that great
and miserable man. We may now get a different and
yet a similar impression, from what we cannot but
regard as a nobler and more touching work—something
deeper and finer still. Those who knew what we thought
of the first, will understand how much praise of tho
second is involved in our saying this. Last year we
saw before us the spectacle ot power, perhaps the most
intense and enormous ever committed by the Divino
Disposer to one of his creatures, in ruins, having all



NOTES ON ART 191

but pUyed the game out. It wu th. letting sun of »
I
of Mtonuhment, brightnew. and t«mpe«t. lightniuB

and thunder
; but the great orb wa. inking iS diiaa-

troiw •term and gloom-going down never to ri»c again.
In thif new picture, we have the rising sun cUmbina uolU young morning aky ; the houn of glory, of havoc,
and of Bhome, are before him. and ub. He innocent
bnghtncHs of his new-born duy is not yet gone : it will
loon go.

f 9 t

K^?i^'"* f'lu
*^."»»P»ef. or more everyday-Iike, than

the body of the picture. A steady, painatiking mule,
with hw Bhouldor to the steep, his head well downhw noitnU dilated, his eye full of stress and courage
hii ait hind leg straining forward himself and hi^
burden, his shaggy legs clotted with the iweat-ice-
drops, the weather-worn harness painted ai like aa itcan look, hia ruffled and heated hide, the leaih of thongs,
which, dangling, has often amuied and tickled his oldand hungry sides, swinging forward in the gusty wind-his whole heart and soul in bis work : he te led bv
his old master, with his homely, hardy, and honest face.

^f,i""!'^''^Pt°'*°*^^ ''' ^^ ^^"^- Far back on themule sits Napoleon, consulting his own ease alone, not

K«i°'v °' beast-he was not given to .pare manor beast-his muscles relaxed, his lean shapely leg in-
stinctively gripping the saddle. hU small han^ome foot
resting id^y in the stirrup, the old useless knotted bridle

rL^Ki °»"*®« °«4' ^^ 8rey coat buttoned highup, and blown forward by the wind, his right hand in

Jh.f^fif''*/' ^"
'^f^^

8'^^**^^^ <=^e«* well up, and.

J^I! I'm l^^'u ' *"^' *^^^« '*• *h** well-kno^ hatfarmly held by the prodigious head within, the powderyBDow grizzling its rim. Aye, that face 1 look at it • iS
InJ?^"^'

J""""*^*
T'*°^^°^y 8^=^®' "ot at you, or atanything, but mto the immense future, take possession

mZ \^^^L. ?!,
"" *"^"'"^ *^^ "^^t^ "de of theAlpe he 18 about descending into Italy; and what ofthat ?—we all know tum, u.hof «* fV,«<. ._j j Zl7

yet all of it. We were then, such of us asr , -- — "V..*, wuvu, Duwu ui UH as may nav*
tHjen bom, as unconscious ofwhat was before us and him

may have

I* M

«



198 nORAE SLBSECIVAE

fi
^

iii;

as that patient mule or his simple master. Look at
the face narrowly : it is thin ; the cheeks sunken ; the
chin exquisite, with its sweet dimple ; the mouth gentle,
and firm, and sensitive, but still as death, not thinking
of words or speech, but merely letting the difficult air
of that Alpine region in and out. That same mouth
which was to ignore the word impossible and call it a
beast, and to know it, and be beaten by it in the end ;

that thin, delicate, straight nose leading you to the
eyes, with their pencilled and well-pronounced brows

;

there is the shadow of youth, and of indifferent health,
under and around these eyes, giving to their power and
meaning a singular charm—they are the wonder of the
picture. He is looking seriously, but blankly, far on
and up, seeing nothing outwardly, the mind's eye seeing
—who can tell what ? His cheek is pale with the long-
ing of greatness. The young and mighty spirit within
is awaken: ig, and hardly knows itself and its visions, but
it looks out clearly and firmly, though with a sort of
vague sadness, into its appointed field.

Every one must be struck with this look of sorrow ;

a certain startled air cf surprise, of hope, and of fear ;

his mind plays deeply with the future that is far off,—
besides doing anything but playwith his work to-morrow,
that, as we shall soon hear, was earnest enough, as
Marengo can tell. Such is the natural impression, such
the feelings, this picture made and awakened in our
minds through our eyes. It has a certain plain truth
and immediateness of its own, which leads to the idea
of all that followed ; and, lest this effect be said to be
ours, not the picture's, we would ask any man to try
and bring such an idea, or indeed any idea, into the
head of any one looking at David's absurd ] lece of
horseminship, called Crossing the Alps. And what is

that idea ? Everything ripening for that harvest, he
is putting his sickle forth to reap. France, terrified
and bleeding, and half free, getting sight of its future
king—rousing itself and gathering itself up to act,
Italy, Austria, and the drowsy, rotten, bewildered king-
doms, turning uneasily in their sleep, and awakening,

jm^^A-
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Bome of them never again to rest; even the utmost
north to bear witness of hjm and take terrible ven-
geance for his wrongs. F - pt nan aityady been filled
with the glory, theexecrati n, ..nd ditgra a of his name ;and that Holy Land, the th .»tre oi 1 le unspeakable
wonders and goodness of t. F ir.(.^ of Peace, that too
has seen him, and has cast him ouv, by the heartv
courage and hatred of an English captain and his sailors,
i^ngland also is to play a part ; to annihilate his fieeta,
beat him and his best marshals wherever she meet*
them, and finish him utterly at last.
And what changes—as strange, though more hidden

in character, in affection, in moral worth, are to take
place in that beautiful and spiritual countenance, inthat soul of which it is the image ; infinite pride, and
glory, and guilt, working their fell will upon him- hisbeing (that most dreadful of all calamities to a creature
hke man) left altogether to himself. How the wild
fierce courage of Lodi and Areola is to waste away into
the amazing meanness of ' Sauve qiii p€«r—the Re-
gents letter, and the pitiful bullying on board the
BeUerophon Beiove him lie his ^ictories, his mightycml plans, his code of laws, his endless activity; hw
prodigious aims, even his medals so beautiful, so ridi-
culous, so full of lies-one of them telUng its own
shame, having on one side Hercules strangling themonster of the sea (England), and on the other thewords Struck at London '

! his perfidy and cruelty •

the murdered young D'Enghien ; the poisoned soldier^
at datta. Ihe red field at Leipsic rises stark on our sight,
where the great German people, that honest and right-
hearted but slow race, fell and rose again, never again
to tall so low, and, by and by, through the same ^tal
energy, it may be soon, to rise higher than many think,
when, rousing themselves like a strong man aft^r sleepthey shaU dnve their enemies, be they kings or priest*
as old Hermann and his Teuts chased the Roman
J^-agles across the Rhine, and returning, Uft up Uke them
their beer horns in peace ; this has always seemed tous the great moral lesson to the worid of Napoleon'i
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career.
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But our readers are impatient; they have
perhaps, parted company with us long ago. One thine
they will agree with us in, that this picture raises up
the mind of the looker ; fills his memory with Uvinc
forms

; breathes the breath of life and of human nature
into the eventful past, and projects the mind forward
upon the still great future ; deepens impressions, and
wntes Vanity of vanity, all is vanity,' on suchmad ambition

—

The glories of our earthly state
Are shadows, not substantial things.

But ^to return to our picture. Behind Napoleon is
another guide, leading the horse of a soldier, muffled
up, and battUng with the keen mountain wind. This
closes the scene

; around and above are the everlasiincA^ lookmg as they did when Hannibal passed nearly
J,000 years before, and as they will do thousands of
years hence. They bear down upon the eye in a for-
midable way, as if frowning at the intruder on their
snows and silence, and as if crowding down to withstand
his step. Under is the spotless snow, with some bits
of ice, troubling the hoofs of the mule. This completes
the picture, which, as we have already said, is homelvand simple in its body, in all that first meets the eve.though informed throughout with the finest phantasywhen the mmd rests upon it and reaches its soul.
Every one must be struck with the personal beauty

of Napoleon as represented here. He was in his 31st
vear

;
had been four vears married to Josephine—the

happiest years of his life ; he had just come from Egypt,havmg been hunted across the Mediterranean by Nelson
His peasant guide, who succeeded to the old man, andwho brought him within sight of Italy, described him

% u^ ^^F^f^ ™?"' ^^ ^*^ ^» eye which, though
affable, he did not like to encounter.' We can believehim; a single look of that eye, or a word from thatmouth, cheered and set in motion the wearied armv
a« they toiled up the Valley of Desolation '

; and ^f
they stuck fast in despair, the Consul had the drums
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TJiis picture was conceived by Delaroche laaf v^«r

Napoleon, and how h« lont«^
'"* many imngs about

a cunous study to mark how little, and Low much Jhnyoung, thm. spantual face differs from that of Sst y;^?:

m^ectinVor'/'hn^ u. T ^^°u^' "^^ unseasonable
^„Z! ^* ^ thoughts to such a spectacle of merehuman greatness, at this (Christmas) sacred time S.

rom being tenfold more^ .ea^lLd^atfe than It

/» i^^LriL^^^^^"'^
^'^^^ *^^ -^^ of the po:r<;j

Ring out the old. ring in the new.
King happy bells across the snow,
Ihe year is going, let him go;Rmg out the false, ring in the true.

Ring out a slowly dying cause.
And ancient forms of party strife •

King in the nobler forms of life,
'

With sweeter manners, purer laws.

Ring out false pride in place and blood.
Ihe civic slander and the spite

;

King m the love of truth and right.King m the common love of good.
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Ring out old shapes of foul disease.
Ring out the narrowing lust of gold

;

Ring out the thousand wan of old,

Ring in the thousand years of peace.

THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD
If this picture in any degree fulfil its object, if we are

impressed and moved by it, then it is not matter
for words, it partakes of the unspeakableness of its

subject. If it fall short of this, it fails utterly, and is not
worth any words but those of displeasure, for nothing
is more worthless, nothing is more truly profane, and
few tjhings are more common, than the atvcmpt to
represent sacred ideas by a man who is himself pro-
fane, and incapable of impressing others. For it is as
unseemly, and in the true sense as profane, for a painter
to paint such subjects if he do not feel them, as ii- is

for a man to preach the great truths of our most holy
faith, being himself an unbeliever, or at the best a
Gallio, in both cases working merely for effect, or to
bring in wages.
This picture is not liable to any such rebuke. What-

ever may be thought of its central idea and of its ex-
pression, no one can doubt—no one can escape coming
under—its power, its true sacredness. Watch the people
studying it; listen, not to their words, but to their
silence ; they are all as if performing an act of worship,
or at least of devout reverence. The meaning of the
picture reaches you at once : that lonely, serious,
sorrowful, majestic countenance and form ; those won-
derful listening eyes, so full of concern, of compassion—

' acquainted with grief ' ; the attitude of anxious
hearkening, as if ' waiting to be gracious.' This idea
rules the whole. We all feel who He is, and what He
is desiring ; and we feel, perhaps it may be in a way
never felt before, the divine depth of the words, ' Be-
hold, I stand at the door and knock ; if any man open
unto me, I will come in to him, and sup with him, and
he with me ' ; and we see that though He is a king,
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RIZPAH

Take one of Turner's sketches in hia Liber Studiorum,

a book which, for truth and power, and the very highest

imaginative vis, must be compared, not with any other

book of prints, but with such word-pictures as you find

in Dante, in Cowper, in Wordsworth, or in Milton. It

is a dark foreground filled with gloom, savage and wild

in its structure ; a few grim heavy trees deepen the

gloom : in the centre, and going out into the illimitable

sky, is a brief, irregular bit of the purest radiance, lumin-
ous, but far off. There is a strange meaning about the

place ; it is ' not uninformed with phantasy, and looks

that threaten the profane.' You look more keenly into

it. In the centre of the foreground sits a woman, her

face hidden, her whole form settled down as by some
deep sorrow ; she holds up, but with her face averted,

a flaming torch ; behind, and around her, lie stretched

out seven bodies as of men, half-naked, and dimly
indicating far-gone decay : at their feet are what seem
like crowns. There is a lion seen with extctided tail

slinking ofi, and a bittern has just sprung up in the

comer from a reedy pool. The waning moon is lying

as if fainting in the grey heavens. The harvest sheaves

stand near at hand, against the sky. The picture

deepens in its gloom. The torch gives more of its fitful

light as you steadily gaze. What is all this ? These
are two sons and five grandsons of Saul, who ' fell all

seven together, and were put to death in the days of

harvest, in the beginning of barley harvest.' And she

who sits there solitary is ' Rizpah, the daughter of

Aiah, who took sackcloth, and spread it for her upon
the rock, from the beginning of harvest until water
dropped upon them out of heaven, and suffered neither

the birds of the air to rest on them by day, nor the beasts

of the field by night.' For five mouths did this desolate

mother watch by the bodies of her sons ! She is at her

ceaseless work, mom, noon, and night incessantly.

How your heart now fills, as well as your eyes I How
you realize the idea ! What a sacred significance it
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gives to the place, and receives from it ! What thouchts
It awakens ! Saul and his miserable story, David and
his lamentation, the mountains of Gilboa, the streets
of Askelon. The king of beasts slinking off once more,
hungry, angry, and afraid—finding her still there. The
barley sheaves, indicating by a touch of wonderful
genius, that it is nearer the beginning than the end of
her time, so that we project our .sympathy forward upon
the future months. No one but a great artist would
have thought of this. And that unfailing, forlorn
woman, what love ! That only love which He whosename and nature it has honoured by admitting to be
nearest, though at an infinite distance from His own
Can a woman forget ?—Yea, she may forget.' Here
we have a scene in itself impressive, and truthfully
rendered, enriched, and sanctified by a subject of the
highest dignity, and deepest tenderness, and in perfect
harmony with it.

Many may say we bring out much that is not in
It. ihis may be partly true, and is rather to that
extent an enhancement of its worth. But the real
truth IS, that there is all this in it, if it be but sought for
and received m simplicity and reverence. The materials
for imagination are there ; let the spectator apprehend
them in the like spirit, and he will feel all, and more
than we have described. Let a man try to bring any-
Uiing out of some of the many landscapes we see in our
J5.xhibition8. and he may be strong and willing, but it
will prove too hard for him ; it is true here as every-
where else-ca: nihUo nihil fit—ex parvo, parvum—ex
Mso, falsum~ex rmgno, magnum—ex Deo, Optimo
Maximo, maximum, optimum, divinum.

THE GLEN OF THE ENTERKIN
This is a representation by Jfr. Harvey of a deep

upland valley
; its truthfuhiess is so absolute, that the

geologist could tell from it what formation was under
that grass. The store-farmer could say how many

fiij
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sheep it could feed, and what breed those are which are

busy nibbling on that sunny slope. The botanist could

tell nut only that that is a fern, but that it is the Aspi-

dium filix-mas ; and the naturalist knows that that

water-wagtail on that stone is the Motacilla YarreUi.

To all this, the painter has added his own thoughts and
feelings when he saw and when he painted this con-

summate picture. It is his idea of the place, and, like

all realized ideals, it has tirst crept into his study of

imagination, before it comes into the eye and prospect

of his soul or of ours. We feel the spirit of the place,

its gentleness, its unspeakable seclusion. The one
shepherd with his dog far up on the hillside, grey and
steadfast as any stone, adding the element of human
solitude, which intensifies the rest. It were worth one"a

while to go alone to that glen to feel its beauty, and to

know something of what is meant by the ' sleep that

is among the lonely hills,' and to feel, moreover, how
much more beautiful, how much more full of life the

picture is than the reality, unless indeed we have the

seeing eye, the understanding heart, and then we may
make a picture to ourselves.

DAWN—LUTHER IN THE CONVENT
LIBRARY AT ERFURT

This is, we think, Mr. Paton's best work. We do

not say his greatest, for that may be held to include

quantity of genius as well as quality. Ho has done
other things as full of imagination, and more full of

fancy ; but there is a seriousness and depth, a moral

and spiritual meaning and worth about this which ho

has never before shown, and which fully deserve the

word best.

The picture requires no explanation. It is Luthe^,

the young monk of four-and-twenty, in the Library of

the Convent of Erfurt. He is at his desk, leaning

almost wildly forward, one knee on the seat—its foot

has dropped the rude and worn sandal—the other foot
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on the floor, as it were pressing him forward. He is
gazing into the open pages of a huge Vulgatc-we see
.t IB the early chapters of the Romans. A bit of broken
c am indicates that the Bible was once chained—to be
read, but not possessed-it is now free, and his own.
Mis right hand is eagerly, passionately drawing thevolume close to him. His face is emaciated to pain-
fulness

;
you see the traces of a eleepleea night-the

mind sleepless, and worse, seeking rest, and as vet
Jinding none, but about to lind it—and this takes awav
from what might otherwise be a plus of pain. Nextmoment he will come upon-or it on him-the lieht
from heaven, shining out from the words, ' Thereforo
being justihed by faith, we have peace with God ' ; and
in mtimation of this. His dawn, the sweet, pearly light
of morning, shining in at the now open lattice, is re-
fleeted from the page upon his keen anxious face-
famt yet pursuing.^ If you look steadily into that
ace, you will see that the bones of the mighty Re-
formers face, so well known to us, are all there, and
need but good food and sleep, a::d the open air, and
peace of mind, and the joy of victorious faith and work,
to nil It up and make it plump, giving it that look ofenergy in repose, of enough and to spare, of masculine
power, which that broad, massive, but soft and kindly
visage, wears Avritten all over it ; and the slightly up-

iZln^^i,*^^'^T' 0P"^°',deep eyes, and that richohm and neck, dewlapped like a Thessalian bull.'And we know that all this uiisery, and exanimation,
and wasting are true. We know that when his friend
Alexis was struck down dead by lightning at his side
as they walked together, he also was struck down in
his mind

;
and m the words of Principal Tulloch in his

admirable sketch, he carried out his resolve in a way

ZT'f ^•^'V^n'^^'^fyJ^
°^-' 0«« «^-^"i«g *»• invitessome of his fellow-students to supper, gives them of his

best cheer, music and jest enliven the company, and
the entertainment closes with a burst of merriment,
ihe same night there is a solitary knock at the door of
ine Augustiman Convent, and two volumes alone of all
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his bookn in his hand—Plautua and Virgil—Luther
passes under its portal.' Three long, dreary years he
has been there, doing all sorts of servile work—sweeping
the floors, begging in the streets with his wallet—
' Saccum per nackum '—for food and dainties to his lazv
brethren. Sometimes four days without meat or drink
—hiding himself for a week with his books in his cell,

where, when broken in upon, he is found lying cold and
senseless upon the floor ; and all this bodily wretched-
ness, struggle, and unrest but a material type of the
mental agony within tnring to work out his own salva-
tion with all sorts of * fear and trembling.' And now
the natural dawn has found him still at his book, and
is poi^ring its * innocent brightness ' everjrwhere, and
its fresh airs are stirring the white blossoms of the con-
volvulus outside, and making them flutter and look in

like doves—the dew of their youth and of the morning
glistering, if looked for. And this time it has found him
with his mom beginning too- -the clear shining afUT
the rain, tbi ^'ght far past, the day at hand ; he has
' cast off Ji' vorks of darkness, and put on the armou.
of light.' The Sun of Righteousness is about to ariso

upon him. Henceforth you know v/ell what he is tf)

become and do—a child of the light, he walks abroad
like one, and at liberty he goes forth upon his work,
rejoicing like a strong man to run his race. That great
human spirit finds rest and a resting-place—has got
that fulcrum on which, ^v-ith his strong heart and his

lever, he is to move a world. That warm, urgent,
tender, impetuous human heart is to be satisfied with
the fellowship of his kind, and with the love of his

Catherine
—

' his heart-loved housewife and sow-mar-
ketress, aad whatever more she may be '—and to run
over in babble (as who ever else did '/) to his ' Johnny,'
his ' Philip and his Joe.' or overflow vith tears as he
looks on his ' darling Lena ' in her coftin, saying, ' How
strange it is to know so surely that she is at peace and
happy, and yet for me to be so sad.'

And now that this dominant, central idea—which
is the heart and soul, the motive power of the piece



NOTES ON ART 209

—is taken m and moves you, examine the rest— t!i.?
preat Vulgate and St. Augustine De Civitale Dei, and
Thomas Aquinas, and the other old felloua. old and
strong, lying all about, as if taken up and thrown dowTi
in rostJess search, how wonderfully they are paint<'d '

(jr rather, how wonderfully you never think of thvm
as painted ! and yet they are not merely imitated—
you don t mistake them for actual books, they are the
realized ideas of books. And that sacred, unspeakable
scene, dim, yet unmistakable, looking out upon you
from the back of his desk—the Agony of the fiarden—
carved and partly coloured and gilt ; look at it—that
18 religious painting. Our Saviour on his knees ' pray-
ing more earnestly '—the sleepers lying around—the
mystic, heavy, sombre olivr-trees, shutting out the light
ol heaven, and letting the lanterns of those ' with swords
and staves gleam among their stems ; him who was
a thief, crouching, stealing on with his bag and his crew
and the curse heavy upon him—all this is in it, and all
subordinate, and yet done to the quick, as if a young
Albert Diirer or Van Eyck had had his knife in the
wood, and his soul at his knife. Then, on the plastered
wall behind the young monk is an oval portrait of
Alexander the Sixth, the tremendous Borgia, that pro-
chgy of crime and power—his face, what a contrast to
the w boy s beneath ! he is fat and flourishing,
rosy a^ ^u of blood and of the pride of life, insolent
ana at his ease ; Luther like a young branch all but
withered in the leaves of his spring—the Vicar of God
spreading like a green bay tree. Ho is holding up his
twx) first fingersin the Apostolic benediction, with asome-thmg between a scowl and a leer—all this rendered,
and yet nothing overdone. This portrait hangs ona rude drawing of the Crucifixion, as if by a younc
and adoring hand, full of feeling and with a touching
uncertainty in the lines, as if the hand that traced itwas unaccustomed and trembling ; it conceals our
saviour s face. As we have said, the lattice has been
opened, and the breath of the morning is tlowing into
^ae dark, stifling room. The night lamp has gone out,

BaowH P

i
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palinff ita inefFeoiual fires, and it« reek is curling up
and down, and away. This, as a piece of handiwork,

is wonderful. When you look narrowly into the pictun

.

you sea a ohrj^salis in the gloom, just opening its case,

ready when struck by the light and heat to expand and
fly. The sunlight throws across towards Borgia tho

rich blooms of the stained glass, the lightmade gloriously

false in passing through its disturbing medium ; while

the pure, white light of heaven passes straight down
upon the Word of God, and shines up into the face uf

the young reader.

Such is a mere notion of this excellent picture ; it

is painted throughout with amazing precision, delicacy,

sweetness, and strength, in perfect aiapason from first

to last, everything subordinate to the one master note
Every one will be surprised, and some may be shocked,

at the face, and hands, and look of Luther, but 1ft

them remember where he is, and what he has been and

is doing and suffering. This amount of pain gives

a strange and true relish, if it is taken up and over-

f)owered and transfigured into its opposite by our know-

edge that it was to be * but for a momi'ut/ and th^u

the * far more exceeding ' victory and joy.

BEAUTY, ABSOLUTE AND RELATIVE

We are not now going to try our 'prentice hand upon

a new theory of Beauty, after so manv masters have

failed ; but we cannot help thinking that the dispute

would be at an end if it were but allowed at once, that

there are two kinds of beauty, that there is a material

and necessary element of beauty, and another which

is contingent and relative—a natural and a spiritual

delightfulness to and through the eye ; and that some-

times we see both together, as in the face and eyes of

a beautiful and beloved woman ; and moreover, that

there is no more reason for denying either the sense or

the emotion of beauty, because everybody does not

agree about the kind or measure of either of these
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qualities m all objects, than there is for affirming that
there 18 no such thing as veracity or natural affection
because the Spartans commended lying, and the Cre-
tians practised it, or the Now Zealandors the eating of
one s gran<lmother. Why should the eye. the nobl.st,
the amplest, the most informing of all our senses, b«
deprived of its own Hoecial delight ? The light is sweet,
and It IS a pleasant thing for the eye to behold the sun ;

and why, when the ear has sound for informing, and
numo for delight—when there is smell and odour, taste
and flavour, and even the touch has its sense of pleasant
smoothness and softness—why should there not be in
the eye a pleasure born and dying with the sights it

"^j'
u
" ^^^^ ^^^ infinite loving-kindness of Him who

made the trees of the carden pleasant to the eye as well
a.s good for food. We say nothing here of Relative
or Associative Beauty,—this has never been doubted
either in its essence or its value. It is as much larr»T
in Its range, as much nobler in its meaning and uses "'as
the heavens are higher than the earth, or as the soul
transcends the body. This, too, gives back to material
be&uty more than it received : it was after man was
made, that God saw, and, behold, everything was very

Our readers may perhaps think we make too much
of imagination as an essential element—as the essential
element—m Art. With our views of its function and
Its pervading mfluence in all the ideal arts, we can give
It no other place. A man can no more be a poet or
painter in the spiritual and only true sense without
imagination, than an animal can be a bird without
^ngs

; and as, other things being equal, that bird can
De longest on the wing and has the greatest range of
mgtit which has the strongest pinions, so that painter
18 likely to have the farthest and keenest vision of all
wiat IS within the scope of his art, and the surest and
most ample faculty of making known to others what
ne nimself has seen, whose imacination ia at once the
must strong and quick. At the same time, if it be true
uiat the body without the spirit is dead, so it is equally

p2
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true that the spirit without the body is vain, ineffectual,

fruitless. Imagination alone can no more make a

painter or a poet than wings can constitute a bird.

Each must have a body. Unfortunately, in paintin<;

we have more than enough of body without spirit.

Correct drawing, wonderful imitative powers, clever-

ness, adaptiveness, great facility and dexterity of hand,

much largeness of quotation, and many material and
mechanical qualities, all go to form an amusing, and,

it may be, useful spectacle, but not a true picture. We
have also, but not so often, the reverse of all this,—the

vision without the faculty, the soul without the body,

great thoughts with )ut the power to embody them in

intelligible forms. He, and he alone, is a great painter,

and an heir of time, who combines both. He must have

observation,—humble, loving, unciTing, unwearied;

this is the material out of which a painter, like a poet,

feeds his genius, and ' makes grow his wings.' There

must be perception and conception, both vigorous,

quick, and true : you must have these two primary

qualities, the one first, the other last, in every great

painter. Give him good sense and a good memory,
it will be all the better foi him and for us. As for prin-

ciples of drawing and perspective, they are not essential.

A man who paints according to a principle is sure to

paint ill ; he may apply his principles after his work

is done, if he has a philosophic as well as an ideal turn.

i h
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Tht father of the Rev. Mr. Steven of Largs, was the son ofa.farmer w}u> hv^ next farm to MoLgiel When a bZ of

aUth^'ctj^
i?«66»e.>Ao urn a gre!t friend oflS,Z of

firt t^l^\ *"^"^''^ ^'39ing a largt trench in aMd
.;*!,*. ,^r P"<^,^oo*iny down upon Bums, said, ' Robbie

•tfloi /or/ 2o 6ury the IJetl in, Tammie ! ' (one ran

•^l/.. -f^ "• *^ " ^* ^ i?*^ ^»"» »» ^
'

' ^ye,' said Burns

J&i^X °"^T^ "r "r*^
'^«» '^"""^ that summer day

Ito^^dnTlI'°"i '^' ^'' °* '^* ^"^ «»"»« over him
II one could only havt daguerreotyped his day's fancies I

n\
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/What is love Mary?' said Seventeen to Thirteen.
Tiho was busy with her English lessons.

' Love ! what do you mean, John ?
'

I mean, what 's love ?
'

' Love 's just love, I suppose.'

T®"' .^W y°" ^^^ "g^* to keep the concrete

:

analj^ig kills love as well as other things. I once asked
a useful-information young lady what her mother was.
Oh, mamma s a biped !

' I turned in dismay to her
younger sister, and said, ' What do you say V * Ohmy mother "s just my mother.')

' But what part of speech is it ?
*

Hirin'VLl''?*'^^
^.*'''* °'' • ^^^^•' ^^o'^g Home Tooke

ZWt ^- ^^^'i'^ ^^ «» active or passive, an irregular
or defective verb

; an inceptive, as calesco, I grow warm,
or dulcesco, I grow sweet ; a frequentative or a desidera-
live, as nupturto, I desire to marry.)

nfV,i*J^°^ •* "u ^f^'' ^'^ J°^°' ^1^0 ^as deep in

^fl
diversions besides those of Purley ;

' and I t£nk
L^^^Ju *^® ^^^ originally the Perfect of Live, Uke
thrive throve, strive strove.'

; Capital, John !

' suddenly growled Uncle Oldbuck.who was supposed to be asleep in his armchair by the

h^!f« K'l^^^.Ti""
«°"^^ed and supported the entire

o^1^° ?• J^.^"^ *]^^* originally: and it wiU be ouro^ faults, children, if it is not that at last, as well as.aye, and more than at first. What does Richardson
say, John ? read him out.' John reads—

:i

IHt

.'II
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Er
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LOVE, V. a.

-LKSS.

-LY, ad. av.

-LILV.

-UNESS.

-ER.

-isa.

-INGLT.

-INGNE33.
-ABLE.*
-SOME.t

To prefer, to desire, as an object of

possession or enjoyment ; to delight in,

to be pleased or gratified with, to take
pi iju:' > or gratification in, delight in.

Love, the a. is app. empb. to th« passion

between the sexes.

Lover is, by old writers, app. as friend-

by male to male.

Love is much used—pref.

* Widif. t Chaucer. J Siiak.

Love-locka,—locks (of hair) to set off the beauty; tlip

loveliness.

A.S. Luf'ian ; D. Lie-ven ; Get. -hen,, amare, diligere.

Wach. derives from lieb, bonum, because every one de-

sires that which is good ; lieb, it is more probable, is from
lieb-en, grateful, and therefore good. It may at least

admit a oonjectiure that A. S. Lufian, to love, has a reason

for its application similar to that of L. Di-ligere {legere, to

gather), to take up or out (of a number), to choose, sc. one
in preference to another, to prefer : and that it is formed
upon A. S. Hlif-ian, to lift or take up, to pick up, to select,

to prefer. Be- Over- Un-.

Unde impatienay.—* Stnfi ; "grateful!" "pick
up !

" stuff ! These word-mongers know nothing about

it. Live, love ; that is it, the perfect of live *.'

After this, Uncle sent the cousins to their beds.

John's mother was in hers, never to rise from it again.

She was a widow, and Mary was her husband's niece.

The house quiet. Uncle sat down in his chair, put bis

feet on the fender, and watched the dying fire ; it had

* They are strange beings, these lexicographers. Richard-

son, for instance, under the word snail, gives this quotatiuD

from Beaumont and Fletcher's Wit at Several Weapons,

Oh, Master Pompey ! how is 't, man ?

ClotDn'—SlSAiis, I'm almost starved wilii love and colJ,

and one thing or other.

Any one else knows of course that it is ' 's nails '—the

contraction of the old oath or interjection-
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n nch central glow, but no flame, and no smoke, it was
dashing up fitfully, and bit by bit falling in. He fell
asleep watching it, and when he slept, he dreamed.

«!!.,r*lT°§' *\^
was seventeen, he was prowling

about the head of North St. David Street, keeping his
eye on a certain door,—we call them common stairs in
hcotland. He was waiting for Mr. White's famous
luighsh class for girls coming out. Presently out rushed
four or five girls, wild and laughing ; then came one.
bounding hke a roe

:

'

Such eyes were in her head.
And so much grace and power

!

She was surrounded by the rest, and away they went
laughing, she iaaking them always laugh the more.
Seventeen followed at a safe distance, studyine her
smaU, firm, downright heel. The girls dropped off oneby one, and she was away home by herself, swift and
reserved. He, impostor as he was, disappeared throuch
Jamaica Street, to reappear and meet her, walking as
^[^ u^pt business, and getting a cordial and careless
nod. This beautiful girl of thirteen was afterwards the
mother of our Mary and died in giving her birth. She
was Uncle Oldbuck's first and only sweetheart ; and
here wa« he, the only help our young Home Tooke, and
his mother and Mary had. Uncle awoke, the fire dead,
and the room cold. He found himself repeating Lady
John Scott's lines—

i- b y

When thou art near me.
Sorrow seems to fly.

And then I think, as well I may.
That on this earth there is no on©

More blest than I.

But when thou leav'st me.
Doubts and fears arise.

And darkness reigns.
Where all before was light.

The sunshine of my soul
Is in those eyes.

I
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And when they leave me
All the world ia night.

But when thou art near me.
Sorrow seems to flv.

And then I feel, as well I may,
That on this earth there dwells not one

So blest as I *.

Then taking down Chambers'a Scottish Songs, he read
aloud :

—

O, I'm wat, wat,
O, I'm wat and weary;

Yet fain wad I rise and rin.

If I thocht I would meet my dearie.
' Ay waukin', O I

Waukin' ay, and weary;
Sleep I can get nane
For thinkin' o' my dearie.

Simmer's a pleasant time.
Flowers o' every colour

;

The water rins ower the heugh.
And I long for my true lover.

When I sleep I dream.
When I wauk I'm eerie.

Sleep I can get nane,
For thinkin* o* my dearie.

Lanely nicht comes on,

A' the lave are sleepin'

;

I think on my true love,

And blear my een wi' greetin'.

Feather beds are saft

—

Pentit rooms are bonnie

;

But ae kiss o' my dear love
Better's far than ony.

' Can the gifted author of these lines and of their musio
not be prevailed on to give them and others to the world,
u well as to her friends ?
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O for Friday nicht

!

Friday at the gloamin'

;

O for ftiday nicht—
Friday's fang o' comin' f

ai^n^
jo^e-song, which Mr. Chambers gives from reci-

tation 18, thmks Uncle to himself, all but perfect;
Burns, who in almost every instance, not only adorned,
but transformed and purified whatever of the old he

l^r^n!^i
breathing into it his own tenderness and

01^ spring 's a pleasant time !

Flowers o' every colour

—

The sweet bird builds her nest.
And I lang for my lover.

Ay wakin', oh !

Wakin' ay and wearie;
Sleep I can get nane.
For thinkin' o' my dearie !

When I sleep I dream,
When I wauk I'm eerie.

Rest I canna get.
For thinkin' o' my dearie.

Ay wakin', oh !

Wakin' ay and weary.
Come, come, blissful dream.

Bring me to my dearie.

Darksome nicht comes doun—
A' the lave are sleepin'

;

I think on my kind lad.
And blin' my een wi' greetin'

Ay wakin', oh !

Wakin' ay and weary;
Bope is sweet, but ne'er
Sae sweet as my dearie !

How weak these italics ! No one can doubt which ofthese 18 the better. The old song is perfect in the pro-
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cession, and in the simple beauty of its thoughts ami
words. A ploughman or shepherd—for I hold that it

is a man's song—comes in 'wat, wat' after a hard day's
work among the furrows or on the hill. The tcatness
of wat, wat, is as much wetter than wet as a Scotch
mist is more of a mist than an English one ; and Le is

not only wat, wat, but ' weary,' longing for a dry skin
and a warm bed and rest ; but no sooner said and felt,

than, by the law of contrast, he thinks on ' Mysie ' or
*Ailie,* hi? Genevieve; and then * all thoughts, all

fassions, all 'elights ' be^n to stir him, and ' fain wad
rise and rin ' (what a swiftness beyond run is ' rin '

!).

Love now makes him a poet ; the true imaginative
powef enters and takes possession of him. By this
time his clothes are off, and he is snug in bed ; not
a wink can he sleep ; that * fain ' is domineering over
him,—and he breaks out into what is as genuine pas-
sion and poetry, as anything from Sappho to Tennyson
—abrupt, vivid, heedless of syntax. ' Simmer 's a
pleasant time.' Would any of our greatest geniuses,
being limited to one word, have done better than take

I
pleasant ' ? and then the fine vagueness of * time !

'

* Flowers o' every colour ' ; he gets a glimpse of ' her-
self a fairer flower,' and is oflf in pursuit. ' The water
rins ower the heugh ' (a steep precipice) ; flinging itself

wildly, passionately over, and so do I long for my true
lover. Nothing can be simpler and finer than

When I sleep, I dream

;

When I wauk, I'm eerie.

' Lanely nicht ' ; how much richer and more touching
than ' darksome.' ' Feather beds are saft '

;
' pentit

rooms are bonnie ' ; I would infer from this, that his
'dearie,' his *true love,' was a lass up at 'the big
house'—a dapper Abigail possibly—at Sir Wilham's
at the Castle, and then we have the final paroxysm
upon Friday nicht—Friday at the gloamin' ! O for
Friday nicht !—Friday 's lang o' comin' !—it being very
likely Thursday before day-break when this affectionate
vltilatus ended in repose.
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Now, IB not this rude ditty, made verv likclv hv

ever sits, &c., &c., or that her feet look out fr«m

rock the most in earnest, the tenderest thn^ mifmoving delicate and full of ife.' Burns mak^vouf^Jlthe reahty and the depth, the truth ofTspS ••
18 not her eyelashes, or her nose, or her dimplTor eVen

"^
T^^lf/i!'?!'^"'P°}^^' ^'^^ *^^e «^'«ison drops
1 the bottom of a cowslip,

^

that are 'winging the fervour of his love ' • not er^n

nl'Tv' ^*^*^^'««"- This concentration and earnJstness, this perfervor of our Scottish love p^try^emsto me to contrast curiously with theK ^IrSPhdandermg of the English ; indeed, as far as I remember, we have almost no love-songs in Engj'sh oTthesame class as this one, or those of Burns Thcv a.mostly ei her of the genteel, or of the nautkal (some ofthese capital
.
or of the comic school. Do you knowhe most pertect, the finest love-song in our^or in anv

Ei^V '^-^ ^°^^ ^^S aflfectionai more than pas^sionate, love in possession not in pursuit ?
^

Oh, wert thou in the cauld blast

LfJP^'^^^ ^^a, on yonder lea.My plaidie to the angry airt.

f^ ^'j.i¥^*^^ '^^^' ^'^ shelter thee :Ur did Misfortune's bitter storms

Tht'' k^^'m 'u^^ ,¥^7' ^^°"°^ ^^'^'^^ blaw,Ihy bield should be my bosom,
lo share it a', to share it a'.

•H,,
^'H*
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Or were I in the wildest waste,
Sae black and bare, sae black and bare,

The desert were a paradise,
If thou wert there, if thou wert there:

Or were I monarch o' the globe,
Wi' thee to reign, wi' thee to reigu.

The brightest jewel in my crown
Wad be my queen, wad be my quten.

Tlie following is Mr. Chambers's account of the origin
of this song :—Jessy Lewars had a call one morning
from Bums. He offered, if she would play him any
tune of which she was fond, and for which she desired
new yerses, that he would do his best to gratify her
wish. She sat down at the piano, and played over and
over the air of an old song, beginning with the words—

The robin cam' to the wren's nest.
And keekit in, and keekit in

:

O wae 's me on your auld pow

!

Wad ye be in, wad ye be in ?
Ye'se ne'er get leave to lie without.
And I within, and I within.

As lang 's I hae an auld clout.
To row ye in, to row ye in."

Uncle now took his candle, and slunk oflf t jed,
slipping up noiselessly that he might not distv j the
thin sleep of the sufferer, saying in to himsei.'—' I'd
shelter thee, I'd shelter thee "^

; 'If thou wert there,
if thou wert there

' ; and though the morning was at
tiie window, he was up by eight, making breakfast for
John and Mary.
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SENSES

* XT* •** "^'^ <*/ **« knowUdge of the works oi nntur, ivmld have you to study that exaeul th^^S« ;
*
'

hidden from the^ K,.fT
nothing of aU these U

PautSbruL ''"'" ^^«^"^«TOA to his son

*Qu% eurioaus postulat totum suae
tattrt menti, ferre qui non sufficit
Medtoerttatis conacientiam suae
Judex tniquus, aestimator est tlialus
Suxque tuUuraeque ; nam rerum parens
LtNinda tantum quae venit mortcdibus,

'

aOS sctre pauca, multa mirari jubet.'

'j—--Q^ieseet animus, errabit minus
ij^noentus eruditione parabili
^cejttoere* ijlam, siqua qua'ereniem fugit.Nescxre guaedam magm pars sapienikilst:
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EDUCATION THROUGH THE
SENSES

(KKPBIMTXD »EOM ' TH« MUSIUM.')

h 1?*" u\}^^ °*^*«' *»»« o' our t me is hurrv • n in

Snrif°
''"''* *"' '*^''*'°8' '^"d ^« neither run so fast

TblJod colt Nnt^? " ^T o^ ^ ^y as well as of

fh^ ^1. .:i *u * °°'y *^® **oy« *^°d coUs made to do
but Zl *'''*

i^^ ^5°^8 °^ full-grown men and ho?«^s

.3^T ^""?*^ "'^^ «' theiLelves and their n^u

"w^^^n^ Scm ^^
"S^ll^^

«'
r^'^'

"-^ where noC;
never ge?? ' '''^ ^^^"'^ ^""^ ^^^^^ frequently

The main duty of those who care for the voun^u to secure their wholenome. their entire growth fo?

^^UdVTn'^' development of the whT naturs

-thl "he^'^r ^"^ P^^P^'-ti^n^
:

first the blade

in tK^
ear-then, and not till then, the full com

•ni . T' ''''^ ^^"«' ^ ^r- Temple wisely iv?
tKKi^S ^e''«f*

^«^°^ in teaching kLwicdL^^If
f ?t ^^ ^J.°'f^' ^"^ "^"'P ^J^e capSTt inherits*f »t be robbed by you its guardian of its bir"Sht'
anv Sr^'*'"''?

.^^« * spendthrift, then there'^ tt
or dwarfed m our haste and greed for the full shock

k^DthifT' ^\T^ *" '^''^- I' i« not easy tokeep this always before one's mind, that the ySung

aadlar^lLrpSlont't'"^ ^'^'^^ '^^^^^^ «--^
fnp .V'**"'*^^'* passmg or the time are more to be carodfor than what is vainly caUed accomplishmem. "veMOWW Q

i }
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are preparing him to run his race, and accomplish

that which is one of his chief ends ; but we are too

apt to start him off at his full speed, and he either

bolts or breaks down—the worst thing for him generally

being to win. In this way a child or boy should bo

regarded much more as a mean than as an end, and

his cultivation should have reference to this ; his

mind, as old Montaigne said, should be forged, as well

as—indeed, I would say, rather than—furnished, fed

rather than filled,—two not always coincident con-

ditions. Now exercise,—the joy of interest, of origina-

tion, of activity, of excitement—the play of the facul-

tica,—this is the true life of a boy, not the accumulation

of mere words. Words—the coin of thought—unless

as the means of buying something else, are just as

useless as other coin when it is hoarded ; and it is as

silly, and in the true sense as much the part and lot

of a miser, to amass words for their own sakes, us to

keep all your guineas in a stocking and never spend

them, but be satisfied with every now and then looking

greedily at them and making them chink. Therefore

it is that I dislike—as indeed who doean't ?—the

cramming system. The great thing with knowledge

and the young is to secure that it shall be their owr
that it be not merely external to their inner and real

self, but shall go in succum et sanguinem ; and there-

fore it is, that the self-teaching that a baby and a child

give themselves remains with them for ever—it is of

their essence, whereas what is given them 06 extra,

especially if it be received mechanically, without relish,

and without any energizing of the entire nature, re-

mains pitifully useless and werah. Try, therefore,

always to get the resident teacher inside the skin, and

who is for ever giving his lessons, to help you and be

on your side.

Now in children, as we all know, he works chiefly

through the senses. The quantity of accurate ob-

SQirvation—of induction, and of deduction too (both

of a much better quality than most of Mr. Buckle's)

:

of reasoning from the known to the unknown ; of
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jective knowledge which everv ohiw ^1 • Vl ° ^^*

witn Bome feats of dexterity and *.ffnrt j.i ^
trvinir to liff Ki«,o„i* • l-

•'^ enort, hke a manK teeth «tS^ '''
^J'

°'''" ^''°^'' ^^ ^^^^ W« head

"fi^hL'* TtrZot''^*
everybody should know

eggs, and knows all their colours and spots, going

,hf-
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through the excitements and glories of getting them,

and observing everything with a keenness, an inten-

sity, an exactness, and a permanency, which only

youth and a quick pulse, and fresh blood and spirits

combined, can achieve,—^a boy who teaches himself

natural history in this way, is not only a healthier and

happier boy, but is abler in mind and body for entering

upon the great game of life, than the pale, nervous,

bright-eyedi^ feverish, 'interesting* boy, with a big

heaui and a small bottom and thin legs, who is the
* cap^in,' the miracle of the schoor; dux for his brief

year or two of glory, and, if he live, booby for life.

I am, of cotirse, not going in for a complete yurricvlum

of general ignorance ; but I am for calling the atten-

tion of teachers to drawing out the minds, the energies,

the hearts of their pupils through their senses, as well

as pouring in through these same apertures the general

knowledge of mankind, the capital of the race, into

this one small being, who it is to be hoped will con-

trive to forget much of the mere words he has imhappily

learned.

For we may say of our time in all seriousness, what

Sidney Smith said in the fullness of his wisdom and hia

fun, of the pantologic master of Trinity—Science is

our forte ; omniscience is our foilde. There is the

seed of a whole treatise, a whole organon in this joke

;

think over it, and let it simmer in your mind, and you

will feel its significance and its power. Now, what is

science so called to every 999 men in 1000, but some-

thing that the one man tells them he has been told by

some one else—who may be one among say 60,000—

is true, but of the truth of which these 999 men (and

probably even the teaching thousandth man) can have

no direct test, and, accortfingly, for the truti or false-

hood of which they, by a law of their nature, which

rejects what has no savour and is superfluous, don't

care one fig. How much better, how much dearer,

and more precious in a double sense, because it has

been bought by themselves,—how much nobler is the

knowledge which our little friend, young Edward
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Forbes. * that marvellous boy,' for instance-and whatan instance !-i8 picking up. as he looks into every-
thing he sees, and takes photographs upon his retina-

fZ^TS '^w °^
t^"

°^ind-wWch never fade, ofevery nudge that washes its face as a cat does, and
preens ite wings, every lady-bird that alights on his
faiee, and folds and unfolds her gauzy pinions under

nnrJl?'*v^,i!'^.«i°"°^ "^- How more real Isnot only this knowledge, but this little knowledger in

^If^ nature, than the poor being who can maSnder
amazingly the entire circle of human science at second,
or It may be, twentieth hand !

«>ci,uuu.

nn^^tl?r°'® admirable, though cursory remarks

Z fK 1 ^'^SF*^ * ^"^"^^^ «^ ^^'^1 Education,'
by the late Dr. Adams of Banchory, the great Greek
scholar, m a pamphlet bearing this title, which he read
as a paper before the last meeting of the British Asso-
ciation m Aberdeen. It is not only interesting asa piece of natural history, and a touching co-operation
of father and son in the same field-the one on the
I»nk8 of his own beautiful Dee and among the wilds

IaI ^1*^1"*^' the other among the Himalayas

^.J^A *u''®!?
of Cashmere; the son having b^n

enabled by the knowledge of his native birds got
under his father's eye. when placed in an unknown
^ountry to recognize his old feathered friends, and tom. 2 new ones and teU their story ; it is also valuableM conung from a man of enormous scholarship and
toowtedge—the most learned physician of his time—Who knew Ansto^Ie and Plato, and aU those old fellows.M we know Bi under or Lardner—a hard-working
countnr surgeon, who was ready to run at any one'scau—but who did not despise the modem enlighten-
ments of his profession, because they were not in
jauiiis Agineta ; though, at the same time, he did not
oespise the admirable and industrious Paul because
ne wu not up to the last doctrine of the nucleated cell,
or did not read his Hippocrates by the blaze of paraf-

TL * T° ^®®^y ®^ *^ knowledge, and welcoming
It irom all comers, but who. at the end of a long life
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of toil and thought, gave it as his conviction that one
oi the best helps to true education, one of the best

counteractives to the necessary mischiefs of mere
scientific teaching and information, was to be found

in getting the young to teach themselves some one of

the natural sciences, and singling out ornithology aa

one of the readiest and most delightful for such a life

as his.

I end these intentionally irregular remarks by a story.

Some years ago I was in one of the wildest recesses of

the Perthshire Highlands. It wds in autumn, and the

little school, supported mainly by the Chief, who dwelt

all the year round in the midst of his own people, was
to be examined by the minister, whose native tongue,

like that of his flock, was Gaelic, and who was as awk-
ward and ineffectual, and sometimes as unconsciously

indecorous, in his English, as a Cockney is in his kilt.

It was a great occasion : the keen-eyed, firm-limbed,

brown-cheeked little fellows were all in a buzz of

excitement as we came in, and before the examination

began every eye was looking at us strangers as a dog

looks at his game, or when seeking it ; they knew
ever3rthing we had on, everything that could be known
through their seases. I never felt myself so studied

and scrutinized before. If any one could have ex-

amined them upon what they thus mastered. Sir

Charles Trevelyan and John Mill would have come
away astonished, and, I trust, humble. Well, then,

the work of the day began ; the mill was set a-going,

auu what a change ! In an instant their eyes were

like the windows of a house with the blinds down

;

no one was looking out ; everything blank ; their

very feattires changed—their jaws ffeU, their cheeks

flattened, they drooped and looked ill at ease—stupid,

drowsy, sulky—and getting them to speak or think.

or in any way to energize, was like trying to get any

one to come to the window at three of a siunmer morn-

ing, when, if they do come, they are half awake, rubbing

their eyes and growling. So with my little Celts.

They were like an idle and half asleep collie by the
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fireside, as contrasted with the collie on the hill and
in the joy of work ; the form of dog and boy are there-
he, the self of each, was elsewhere (for I diflfer from
Professor Ferrier in thinking that the dog Juu the reflex
ego, and is a very knowing being). I noticed that
anything they really knew roused them somewhat;
what they had merely to transmit or pass along, as if
they were a tube through which the master blew the
pea of knowledge into our faces, was performed as
stolidly as if they were nothing but a tube.
At last the teacher asked where SheflBeld was, and

was answered ; it was then pointed to by the dux, as
a dot on a skeleton map. And now came a flourish.
' What is SheflBeld famous for T ' Blank stupor, hope-
less vacuity, till he came to a sort of sprouting ' Dougal
Cratur '—almost as wee, and as gleg, and as tousy
about the head, as my own Kintail terrier, whom I saw
at that moment through the open door careering after
a hopeless rabbit, with much benefit to his muscles
and his wind—who was trembling with keenness. He
shouted out something which was liker * cutlery ' than
anjTthing else, and was received as such amid our
rapturous applause. I then ventured to ask the master
to ask small and red Dougal what cutlery was ; but
from the sudden erubescence of his pallid, ill-fed cheek,
and the alarming brightness of his eyes, I twigged at
once that he didn't himself know what it meant. So
I put the question myself, and waa not surprised to
find that not one of them, from Dougal up to a young
strapping shepherd of eighteen, knew what it was !

I told them that ShefiSeld was famous for making
knives and scissors, and razons, and that cutlery meant
the manufacture of anything that cuts. Presto ! and
the blinds were all up, and eagerness, and nous, and
brains at the window. I happened to have a Wham-
cliffe, with * Rodgers and Sons, Sheffield,* on the blade.
I sent it round, and finally presented it to the enraptured
Dougal. Would not each one of those boys, the very
boobiest there, know that knife again when they saw
Jt, and be able to pass a creditable competitive examina-
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tion on all its ins and outs ? and wouldn't they remem-
ber ' cutlery ' for a day or two ? Well, the examination
over, the minister performed an oration of much am-
bition and difficulty to himself and to us, upon the
general question, and a great many other questions,
into which his Gaelic subtlety fitted like the mists
into the hollows of Ben-a-Houlich, with, it must be
allowed, a somewhat similar tendency to confuse and
conceal what was beneath ; and he concluded with
thanl^ing the Chief, as ho well might, for his generous
support of 'this aixlent cimstebt of ae(£cation.'

Cemetery indeed ! The blind leading the blind, with
the ancient result ; the dead burying their dead.
Now, not greater is the change we made from that

low, small, stifling, gloomy, mephitio room, into the
glorious open air, the loch lying asleep in the sun, and
telling over again on its placid face, as in a dream,
every hill and cloud, and birch and pine, and passing
bird and cradled boat ; the Black Wood of Bannoch
standing ' in the midst of its own darkness,' frowning
out upon us like the Past disturbed, and far off in the
clear ether, as in another and a better world, the dim
shepherds of Etive pointing, like ghosts at noonday,
to the weird shadows of Glencoe ;—not greater was
this change, than is that from the dingy, oppressive,
weary * cemetery ' of mere word-knowledge to the open
air, the light and liberty, the divine infinity and richness
of nature and her teaching.

We cannot change our time, nor would we if we
could. It is God's tiiue as well as ours. And our
time is emphatically that for achieving and recording
and teaching man's doD?inion over and insight into

matter and its forces—his subduing the earth ; but
let us turn now and then from our necessary and
honest toil in this neo-Platonic cavern where we win
gold and renown, and where we often are obliged to

stand in our own light, and warch our own shadows
as thpy glide, hugft and mis-shapen, across the inner

gloom ; let us come out betimes with our gold, that

we may spend it end get ' goods ' for it, and when
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we can look forth on that ample world of daylight
which we can never hope to overrun, and into that
overarching heaven where, amid clouds and atorms,
hghtnmg and sudden tempest, there are revealed to
those who look for them, lucid opemngs into the pure
deep empyrean,

' as it were the very body of heaven in

l*?/''®*™^^\ ' *°^ ^^^"' ^«* o' a"' ^e may remember
V\ho It IS who stretched out these heavens as a tent to
dwell m, and on whose foot-stool we may kneel, and out
of the depths of our heart cry aloud,

Te Detjm veneramur,
T« Sancte Pater !

we shall return into our cave, and to our woik, all the
better of such a lesson, and of such a reasonable service,
and dig none the worse.
Science which ends in itself, or still worse, returns

upon jts maker, and gets him to worship himself, is
worse than none ; it is only when it makes it more
clear than before who is the Maker and Governor,
not only of the objects, but of the subjects of itself,
that knowledge is the mother of virtue. But this is
an endless theme. My only aun in these desultory
hmts IS to impress parents and teachers with the
benefits of the study, the personal engagement—with
their own hands and eyes, and legs and ears—in some
form or another of natural history, bv their children
and pupils and themselves, as counteracting evil, and
doing immediate and actual good. Even the immense
activity in the Post-Office-stamp line of business among
our youngsters has been of immense use in many ways,
besides being a diversion and an interest. I myself
came to the knowledge of Queensland, and a great deal
more, through its blue two-penny.

If any one wishes to know how far wise and clever
and patriotic men may occasionally go in the way of
8»^ng ' your son ' a stone for bread, and a serpent for
* "s^,—may get the nation's money for that which is
not bread, and give their own labour for that which
satisfies no one ; industriously making sawdust into

m
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the shapet of bread, and chaff into the appearance of

meal, and contriving, at wonderful expense of money
and brains, to show what can be done in the way of

feeding upon wind,—^let him take a turn through certain

galleries of the Kensington Museum.
' Yesterday forenoon,* writes a friend, * I went to

South Kensington Museum. It is really an absurd
collection. A great deal of valuable material and a

great deal of perfect rubbish. The analyses are even
wonb than I was led to suppose. There is an analysis
or A MAK. First, a man contains so much water, and
there you have the amount of water in a bottle ; so

much albumen, and there is the albumen ; so much
phosphate of lime, fat, haematin, fibrine, salt, &c., &c.

Then in the next case so much carbon ; so much phos-

phorus—a bottle with sticks of phosphorus ; eo much
potassium, and there is a bottle with potassium

;

calcium, &o. They have not bottles of os^gen, hydro-

gen, chlorine, &o., out they have cubical pieces of wood
on which is written " the quantity of oxygen in the

human body would occupy the space of 170 (e. g.) cubes

of the size of this," &c., &c.' And so with analysis

of bread, &c., &c. What earthly good can this do
any one ?

No wonder that the bewildered beings whom I have
seen wandering through these «"H)ms, yawned more
frequentlv and more desperately than I ever observed
even in church.

So then, cultivate observation, enei^, handicraft,

ingenuity, outness in boj^, so as to give them a pursuit

as well as a study. Look after the blade, and dc
coax or crush the ear out too soon, and remember tL

the full com ra the ear is not due till the harvest, whet.-

the great School breaks up, and we must all dismiss

sad go our several ways.
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* Depend upon it, a lucky gueaa is never merely luck—there is
always toms Talent in »<. —Miss Austex, in ' Emma.'
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:

NEARNESS OF THE Novt

Db. Chalmkus used to say that in the dynamics of
human affairs, two qualities were essential to greatness
—Power and Promptitude. One man might have both,
another power without promptitude, another prompti-
tude without power. We must all feel the common
sense of this, and can readily see how it applies to
a general in the field, to a pilot in a storm, to a sports-
man, to a fencer, to a debater. It is the same with an
operating surgeon at all times, and may be at any time
with the practitioner of the art of healing. He must
be ready for what are called emergencies—cj ses which
rise up at your feet, and must he dealt with on the
instant,—he must have power and promptitude.

It is a curious condition of mind that this requires

:

it is like sleeping with your pistol under your pillow,
and it on full cock ; a moment lost and all may be
lost. There is the very nick of time. This is what we
mean by presence of mind ; by a man having such
a subject at his finger-ends ; that part of the mind
lying nearest the outer world, and having to act on it

through the bodily organs, through the will—the out-
posts must be always awake. It is of course, so to
speak, only a portion of the mind that is thus needed
and thus available ; if the whole mind were for ever at
the advanced post, it would soon lose itself in this en-
deavour to keep it. Now, though the thing needed to
be done may be simple enough, what goes to the doing
of it, and to the being at once ready and able to do it,

involves much ; the wedge would not be a wedge, or
do a wedge's work, without the width behind a«

'I
is'
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well as the edge in front. Your men of promptituds
without genius or power, including knowledge and will,

are those who present the wedge the wrong way. Thus
jour extremely prompt people are often doing the wrong
thing, which is almost always worse than nothing. Our
vague friend who bit ' Yarrow's * tail instead of * the
Chicken's,' was full of promptitude ; as was also that
other man, probably a relative, who barred the door
with a boiled carrot : each knew what was needed—the
biting the tail, the barring the door ; both erred as to

the means—the one by want of presence of mind, the
other by lack of mind itself. We must have just enough
of the right knowledge aud no more ; we must have
the habit of using this ; we must have self-reliance, and
the consentaneousnens of the entire mind ; and what-
soever our hand fmds to do, we must do it with our
might. Therefore it is that this master act of tho man,
imder some sudden and great unexpected crisis, is in

a great measure performed unconsciously as to its

mental moans. The man is so tottu in Ulo, that there
is no bit of the mind left to watch and record the actA

of the rest ; therefore men, when they have done some
signal feat of preflence of mind, if asked how they did
it, generally don't very well know—they just did it

:

it was, in fact, done and then thought of, not thought
of and then done, in which case it would likely never
have been done. Not that the act was uncaused by
mind ; it is one of the highest powers of mind thus to

act; but it is done, if i may use the phrase, by an
acquired instinct. You will find all this in that moh-
derful old Greek who was Alexander the Great's and
old world's schoolmaster, and ours if we were wise,—
whose truthfulnees and clear insight one wonders at

the longer he lives. He seems to have seen the human
mind as a bird or an engineer does the earth—he knew
the plan of ib. We now-a-days see it as one sees a
country, athwart and in perspective, and from the side

;

he saw it from above and from below. There are tliere-

fore no shadows, no foreshortenings, no clear-obscure,

indeed no disturbing medium ; it is as if he examined
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prerything in twuo. I refer my readera to what he
says on Ayxlvoia and KvnToxia '.

My object in what I have now written and am going
to writ*, is to impreu upon medical Rtudenta the value
of power and promptitude in combination, f.r their
profoMional purpoBca ; the uecs to them of ncarncsa
of the tiovt, and of happy guessing ; and how you
may lee the aense, and neatncws, and pith of that excel-
lent thinker, as well as best of all storv toUeiii, Miss
Austen, when she eays in Emma, ' P( j.cnd upon it.
a lucky giiess is never merely luck, thero i.^ aln ys some
talent in it, —talent here denoting intcaigmce and wil!
in action. In all sciences except th-r*^ rall.d ixart,
thu happy guessing plays a large part, and in aone

'As I am now, to my sorrow and shavne, too much of a
mediato Grecian, I give a Ballioi friend's note on tlune
two words :—

• What you have called " presence of mind "
snd happy guessing " may, I think, be identities respec-
tively with Aristotle's dyxiroia snd tiffroxia. The latter of
these, tvaroxia, Aristotle mentions incidentallywhen treatine
of 'utfot/Xjj, or good deliberation. Eth. Nie. bk. VI, ch. 9.
Oood deliberation, ho says, is not tvaroxia, for the former
li a Blow process, whereas the latter is not guided by reason,
and IS rapid. In the same passage he tells us that d^yiVom
18 a sort of tvaroxia. But he speaks of dyxiVom more fully
in Ana. Post. 1, 34 :—** Kyxi^o^a is a sort of happy guessing
at the intermediate, when there is not time for considera-
tion;: as when a man, seeing that the bright side of the
moon IS always turned towards the sun, comprehends that
her light is borrowed from the sun ; or concludes, from
seemg one conversing with a capitalist that he wants to

# V°T ™°°®y > °^ »"'er8 that people are friends from the
tact of their having common enemies." And then he goes
on to make these simple observations confused and per-
P'«"ng by reducing them to his logical formula.

The derivation of the words wiU confirm this view.
^"°^^ M a hitting the mark successfully, a reaching to
the end, the rapid, and, as it were, intuitive perception of
thj truth. This is what Whewell means Ay saying "all
induction is a happy conjecture." But when Aristotle saysmat this faculty is not guided by reason {dvtvrtiap k6yov\.
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f;

more than in medicine, which is truly a tentative art,

founded upon likelihood, and is therefore what we call

contingent. Instead of this view of the healing art

discouraging us from making our ultimate principle!^

as precise as we should make our observations, it should

urge us the more to this ; for, depend upoa it, that

guess as we may often have to do, he will guess best,

most happily for himself and his patient, who has the

greatest amount of true knowledge, and the most ser-

viceable amount of what we may call mental cash,

ready money, and ready weapons.
Wi must not only have wisdom-, which ia knowledge

assimilated and made our own, but we must, as tbo

Lancashire men say and do, have voit to use it. We may

he does not mean to imply that it grows up altogether inde-

pendent of reason, any more than Whewell means to say

that all the discoveries in the inductive sciences have been

made by men taking " shots " at them, as boys at school du

at hard passages in their Latin lessons. On the contrary,

no faculty is so absolutely the child of reason as this faculty

of happy guessing. It only attainf perfection after the

reason has been long and painfully u^iued in the sphere in

which the guesses are to be made. What Aiistotle doea

mean is, that when it has attained perfection, we are not

conscious of the share which reason has in its operation— it

is so rapid that by no analysis can W3 detect the presence

of reason in its action. Sir Isaac Newton seeing the apple

fall, and thence " gubssing " at the law of gravitation, is a

good instance of tvaroxla.
* 'Kl\ivvtOf on the other hand, is a ntarnesa of mind ; not

a reaching to the end, but an apprehension of the best Dican!"

;

not a perception of the truth, but a perception of how the

truth is to be supported. It is 8ometim''i translated
" sagacity," but reaidmess or presence of imnd is better, as

sagacity rather involves the idea of consideration. In

matters purely intellectual it is ready wit. It is a sort cf

shorter or more Umited (varoxia. It is more of a natural gift

than (traroxta, because the latter is a far higher and noLItr

faculty, and therefore more dependent for its perfection on

cultivation, as aJ our highest faculties are. Evaroxia is

more akin u> genius, d7X(i'ota to practical common sense.
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carry a nugget of gold in our pocket, or a £100 bank-
note, but unless we can get it changed it is of little use,
and we must moreover have the coin of the country we
are in. This want of presence of mind—of having his
wits about him, is aa fatal to a surgeon as to a general.
That wise little man. Dr. Henry Marshall, little in

body but not little in mind, iu brain, and in worth, used
to give an instance of this. A young, well-educated
surgeon, attached to a regiment quartered at Mussel-
burgh, went out professionally with two officers who
were m search of ' satisfaction.' One fell shot in the
thigh, and in half-an-hour after he was found dead, the
surgeon kneeling pale and grim over him, with his two
thumbs sunk in his thigh below the wound, the grass
steeped in blood. If he had put them two inches
higher, or extemporized a tourniquet with his saeh and
the pwtol's ramrod and a stone, he might have saved his
friend s life and his own—for he shot himself that night.
Here is another. Robbie Watson, whom I now see

walking mildly about the streets—having taken to coal
—was driver of the Dumfries coach by Biggar. One
day he had changed horses, and was starting down
a st^p hill, with an acute turn at the foot, when he
found his wheelers, two new horses, utterly ignorant
of backing. They got furious, and we outside got
alarmed. Robbie made an attempt to pull up, and
then with an odd smile took his whip, gathered up his
reins, and lashed the entire four into a gallop. If we
had not seen his face we would have thought him
a maniac ; he kept them well together, and shot down
uke an arrow, as far as we could see to certain destruc-
tion. Right in front at the turn was a stout gate into
a field, shut; he drove them straight at that, and
through we went, the gate broken iato shivers, and we
tmding ourselves safe, and the very horses enjoying the
joke, I remember we emptied cur pocketa into Rob-
bie s hat, which he had taken oflE to wipe his head.
Now, in a few seconds all this must have passed through
his head—

' that horse is not a wheeler, nor that one
either

; we'll come to mischief ; there 's the gate ; yea,
BiOWK &

#li
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I'll do it.' And he did it ; but then he had to do it

with his might ; he had to make it impossible for his

four horses to do anything but toss the gate before them.

Here is another case. Dr. Reid of Peebles, long

famous in the end of last and beginning of this century,

as the Doctor of Tweeddale ; a man of great force of

character, and a true PhiUp, a lover of horses, saw one

Fair day a black horse, entire, thoroughbred. Ihe

KToom Mked a low price, and would answer no ques-

tions. At the close of the fair the doctor bought him.

amid the derision of his friends. Next mormng he rode

him Tip Tweed, came home after a long round, and had

neverbeenbettercarried. This went on for some weeks

;

the fine creature was without a fault. One Sunday

morning, he ww posting up by Nei/ipath at a great

pace, the country pople trooping mto the town to

Sburch. Opposite the fine old castle, the thoroughbred

stood stock S, and it needed aU the doctor s horse-

manship to counteract the law of projectiles ;
he did.

and sat still, and not only gave no sign of urging the

horse, but rather intimated that it was his particular

desire that he should stop. He sat there a f^ bour.

his friends making an exceUent joke of it, and he de-

clining, of course, aU interference. At the end of the

hour, the Black Duke, as he was called, turned one ear

forward, then another, looked aside, shook himself,

and moved on, his master intimating that this wm

exactly what he wished; and from that dav till his

death, some fifteen years after, never did these two

friends aUude to this Uttle circumstance, and it was

never repeated; though it turned out that he had

killed his two men previously. The doctor must have

when he got him, said to himself. If he is not stolen

there is a reason for his paltry price, and he would go

over aU the possibiUties. So that when he stood still,

he would say, * Ah, this is it '
; but then he saw t^s at

once, and lost no time, and did nothing. Had he given

the horse one dig with his spurs or one cut with h»

whip, or an impatient jerk with his bit, the case would

h^ve faaled. \Vhen a colt, it had been brutally used,
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and being nervous, it lost its judgement, poor thing,
and lost its presence of mind.
One more instance of nearness of the Noft. A lady

was in front of her lawn with her children, when a mad
dog made his appearance, pursued by the peasants.
What did she do ? What would you have done ? Shut
your eyes and think. She went straight to the dog,
received its head in her thick stuff gown, between her
knees, and muffling it up, held it with all her might
till, the men came up. No one was hurt. Of course,
she fainted after it was all right.
We all know (but why should we not know again ?)

the story of the Grecian mother who saw her child
sporting on the edge of the bridge. She knew that
a cry would startle it over into the raging stream

—

Bhe came gently near, and opening her bosom allured
the little scapegrace.

I onc'i saw a great surgeon, after settling a particular
procedure as to a life-and-death operation, as a general
settles his order of battle. He began his work, and at
the second cut altered the entire conduct of the ojwra-
tion. No one not in the secret could have told this :

not a moment's pause, not a quiver of the faco, not
a look of doubt. This is the same master power in
mCiU, which makes the difference between Sir John
Moore and Sir John Cope.
Mrs. Major Robertson, a woman of slight make, great

beauty, and remarkable energy, courage, and sense (she
told me the stoiy herself), on going up to her bedroom
at night—there being no one in the house but a servant-
girl, in the ground floor—saw a portion of a man's foot
projecting from under the bed. She gave no cry of
alarm, but shut the door as usual, set down her candle,
and began as if to undress, when she said aloud ^o
herself, with an impatient tone and gesture, ' I've for-
gotten that key again, I declare ' ; and leaving the
oandle buming,and the door open, she went down stairs,
got the watchman, and secured the proprietor of the
foot, which had not moved an inch. IIow many women
or men could have done, or rather have been all this !
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THE BLACK DWARFS BONES.

, , . * If ihtm wert grimt
Lame, vgijf, crooked, nmrt, prodigvma:

KiKo Jobs.

i





THE BLACK DWARFS BONES
Thesb gnarled, stunted, uselecs old bones, were all

that David Ritchie, the original of the Black Dwaif.
had for left /emttr and tU>ia, and we have merely to look

at them, and add poverty, to know the misery summed
up in their possession. They seem to have been bUghted
and rickety. The thigh-bone is very short and slight,
and singularly loose in texture ; the leg-bone is dwarfed,
but dense and stout. They were given to me many
years ago by the late Andrew Ballantyne, Esq., of Woocf-
house (the Wudess, as they call it on Tweedside), and
their genuineness is unquestionable.
As anything must be interesting about one once bo

forlorn and miserable, and whom our great wizard has
made immortal, I make no apology for printing the
following letters from my old friend, Mr. Craig, long
surgeon in Peebles, and who 5S now speudlng his eveuiug
after a long, hard, and useful day's work, in the quiet

iiiajUiEi«M> ^^^^iSK 'fc<r. ^w IBg^^^^
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vale of Manor, within a mile or two of ' Cannie Elshie'j

'

cottage. The picture he gives is very affecting, and

should make us all thankful that we are 'wise-like.'

There is much that is additional to Sir Walter's account,

in his ' Author's Edition ' of the Waverley Novels.

* H ^r,L Manor, Thursday, May 20, 1858.

• My DBAR Sib,—David Ritchie, aiias Bowed Davie,

was bom at Easter Happrew, in the parish of Stobo, in

the year 1741. He was brought to Woodhouso, in the

parish of Manor, when very young. His father was

a labourer, and occupied a cottage on that farm ; his

mother, Anabel Niven, was a delicate woman, severely

afflicted with rheumatism, and could not take care of

him when an infant. To this cause ho attributed his

deformity, and this, if added to imperfect clothing, and

bad food, and poverty, will account for the grotesque

figure which he became. He never was at school, but

he could read tolerably ; had many books ; was fond

of poetry, especially Allan Ramsay ; he hated Buma.
His father and mother both died early, and poor Davio

became a homeless wanderer ; he was two years at

Browghton Mill, employed in stirring the husks of oats,

which were used for drying the com on the kiln, and

required to be kept constantly in motion ; he boaste'l.

with a sort of rapture, of his doings there. From th^TKo

he went to Lyne's Mill, near his birthplace, where he

continued one year at the same employment, and from

thence he was sent to Edinburgh to team brush-making,

but made no progress in his education there ; w>w

annoyed by the wicked boys, or kedie^, aa he vrxWcd

them, and found his way back to Manor and Wood-

house. The farm now possessed by Mr. Ballantyro

was then occupied by four tenants, among wfeom he

lived ; but his house was at Old Woodhouse, where the

late Sir James Nasmyth built him a house with two

apartments, and separate outer doors, one for himself

exactly his own height when standing upright in it

:

and this stands as it was built, exactly four feet.

A Mr. Ritchie, the father of the late minister of Athel-
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•Uneford, was then tenant : his wife and Davie conld
not agree, and she repeatedly asked her husband to
put him away, by making the highest stone of his houso
the lowest. Ritchie left, his house was pulled down,
andDa<netriumphed in having thestonosof hischimncy-
top made a step to his door, when this new house was
built. He was not a little vindictive at times, when
irntated, especially when any allusion was made to his
deformity. On one occasion, he and some other boys
were stealing pease ir) ^^Ir. Gibson's field, who then occu-
pied Woodhouse ; ail the others took leg-baU, but
Davie 8 locomotion being tardy, he was caught, shaken,
and scolded by Gibson for all the rest. This he never

i*5*
"^/^./o^®^ *o ^ avenged on the " auld sinner

and de«vil ; and one day when Gibson was working
about his own door, Davie crept up to the top of the
house, which was low, and threw a large stone down
on his head, which brought the old man to the ground.
Davie crept down the other side of the house, got into
bed beside his mother, and it was never known where
the stone came from, till he boasted of it long after-
wards. jFIe only prayed that it miglit sink down
through his ham-pan " (his skull). His personal ap-
pearance seems to have been almost indescribable, not
bearing any likeness to anything in this upper world.
But as near as I can learn, his forehead was very narrow
and low,slopingupwards and backward,somethingof the
hatchet shape ; his eyes deep-set, small, and piercing ;
his nose straight, thin as the end of a cut of cheese,
sharp at the point, nearly touching his fearfully pro-
jecting chin ; and his mouth formed nearly a straight
line

; his shoulders rather high, but his body otherwise
the size of ordinary men ; his arms were remarkably
strong. With very little aid he buUt a high garden
wall, which still stands, m.itjy of the stones of huge
Size

; these the shepherds lai^ to his directions. His
legs beat all power of description ; they were bent in
every direction, so that Muneo Park, then a surgeon
\^ ^I^u

'^^'•^*^° ^*® called to operate on him for strangu-
lated hernia, said he could compare them to nothing

mh
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bat a pair of oork-screwt ; but the principal turn they

took was from the knee outwards, so that he rested

on his inner ankles, and the lower part of his tibias.

The position of the bones in the woodcut, gives some,

but a very imperfect idea of this ; the thraum twisted

limbs must have crossed each other at the knees, and

looked more like roots than legs.

An* his knotted knees play'd ay knoit between.

' He had never a shoe on his feet ; the parts on

which he walked were rolled in rags, old stockings, &i .,

but the toes always bare, even in the most severe

weather. His mode of progressing was as extra-

ordinary as his shape. He carried a long pole, or

" kent," like the alpenstock, tolerably polished, with

a turned top on it, on which he rested, placed it before

him, he then lifted one leg, something in the manner

that the oar of a boat is worked, and then the other,

next advanced his staff, and repeated the operation,

by diligently doing which he was able to make not very

slow progress.—He frequmtly walked to Peebles, four

miles, and back again, in one day. His arms had no

motion at the elbow-joints, but were active enougli

otherwise. He was not generally ill-tempered, but

furious when roused.
'RoBEBT Craig.

* Hall Manor, June 15, 1858.

* My dbar Sib, -I have delayed till now to fini^<h

Bowed Davie, in the hope of getting more information,

and to very little purpose. His contemporaries are

low so few, old, and widely scattered, that they are

diflficult to be got at, and when come at, their memories

are failed like their bodies. I have forgotten at what

stage of his history I left off ; but if I repeat you can

omit the repetitions. Sir James Nasmyth, late of Posso.

tookcompassionon thehouseless, homeless /imuji naturai ,

and had a house built for him to his own directions

;

the door, window, and everything to suit his diminished,

grotesque form ; the door four feet high, the window
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twelve by eishteen inches, without glaas, cloeed by a
wooden board, hung on leathern hingm, which he used
to keep shut. Through it he reconnoitred all visitont,
and only admitted ladies and particular favourites

;

he was very superstitious ; ghosts, fairios, and robbers
he dreaded most. I have forgotten if I mentioned
how he contrived to be fed and warmed. He had a
small allowance from the parish poor-box, about fifty
shilling ; this was eked out by an annual peregrination
through the parish, when some gave him food, others
money, wool, Ac., which he hoarded most miserly.
How ne cooked his food I have not been able to learn,
for his sister, who lived in the same cottage with him,
was separated by a stone-and-lime wall, and had a
separate door of the usual size, and window to match,
and was never allowed to enter his dwelling ; but he
brought home such loads, that the shepherds had to be
nn the look-out for him, when on his annual eleemo-
synary expeditions, to carry home part of his spoil. On
one occasion a servant was ordered to give him some
salt, for containing which he carried a long stocking

;

he thought the damsel had scrimped him in quantity,
•nd he sat and dititended the stocking till it appeared
less than half full, by pressing down the salt, and then
called for the gudewife, showed it her, and asked if she
had ordered Jenny only to give him that wee pickle
saut ; the maid was scolded, and the stocking filled.

He spent all his evenings at the back of the Woodhoose
kitchen fire, and got at least one meal every day. where
he used to make the rustics gape and stare at the many
ghost, fairy, or robber stories which ho had either heard
of or invented, and poured out with unceasing volu-
bility, and so often, that he believed them all true.
But the Ballantyne family had no great faith in his
eracity, when it suited his convenience to fib, exagger-
ate, or prevaricate, particularly when excited by his
own lucubrations, or the waggeryof his more intellectual
neighbours and companions. He had a seat in the
centre, which he always occupied, and a stool for his
deformed feet and legs ; they ail rose at times, asking

msm
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Davie to do likewise, and when he got upon his pins, he

was shorter than when sitting, his body being of the

ordinary length, and the deficiency all in his legs. Oo
one occasion, a wag named Elder put up a log of wood
opposite his loop hole, made a noise, and told Davie
that the robbers he dreaded so much were now at his

house, and would not go away: he peeped out, saw
the log, and exclaimed. " So he is, by the

and my soul ; Willie Elder, gi'e me the gun, and see

that she is weel charged." Elder put in a very large

Hupply of powder without shot, rammed it hard, got

a stool, which Davie mounted. Elder handing him the

gun^ charging him to take time, and aim fair, for if he

missed him, he would be mad at being shot at, be sure

to come in, take everything in the house, cut their

throats, and bum the house after. Davie tremblingly

obeyed, presented the gun slowly and cautiously, drew
the trigger ; oS went the shot, the musket rebounded,

and back went Davie with a rattle on the floor. Some
accomplice tumbled the log ; Davie at length was

encouraged tq look out, and actually believed that he

had shot the robber ; said he had done for him now,
" that ane wad plague him nae mair at ony rate." He
took it into his head at one time that he ought to he

married, and having got the consent of a haverel wench
to yoke witii him in the silken bonds of matrimony,

went to the minister several times, and asked him to

perform the ceremony. At length the minister sent

him away, saying that he could not and would not ac-

commodate him in the matter. Davie swung himself

out at the door on his kent, much crest-fallen, and in

great wrath, shutting the door with a bang behind him

;

but opening it again, he shook his clenched fist in the

parson's face and said, " Weel, weel, ye'll no let decent,

honest folk marry; but, 'od, lad, I'se plenish your

parish wi' bastards, to see what ye'll mak' o' that,"

and away he went. He read Hooke's Pantheon, and

made great use of the heathen deities. He railed sadly

at the taxes ; some one observed that he need nos

gramble at them as he had none to pay. " Hae I
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no' ? " he replied

;
" I can neither get a pickle snuff

1°.,?/ J^^^'.^P'
a pickle tea to my mouth, but theymaun tax 't.» His sister and he were on very un-

5i^E.n^
^^"^^ /^^ "^^ ^" °° ««« occasion /MissBalkiityne asked how she was to-day. He replied.

I dmna ken, I ha'na been m, for I hate folk that arJay gaun to dee and never do 't." In 1811 he wa«seized with obstriiction of the bowels and consequent
inflammation

; bhsters and various remedies were ap-

^^MrlVu^^^^^' '1'^''''' '^'''- Some oZeVL
^^ BaUantyne and said that it was " just about

S,«w 7 ^r'^ ''°?- S^« ^«°^' a°d he breathed

SSJf *i^
• '*, '"^^^^^y- His sister, without anydela^ got his keys, and went to his secret repository.Mrs Ballantyne thought to getdead-clothes, but insteS

to her amazement, she threw three monev-bacs one
aft»r another, into Mrs. Ballantyne's lap. tellffier tocount that, and that, and that. Mrs. b! waTalmoySand astonished at the multitude of half-crowns ind
shillings, all arranged according to value. He hated
sixpences, and had none, but the third contained fourgumeas m gold. Mrs. B. was disgusted with Swoman's ^eed. and put them all up. sayi^ what

^o^fi^^i^^ '^"^^ " '^^y ^^^« '^^dSd them

fnT -^^n »f
""^1 ^ P^'^^y *^^ ^« ^^e^th scarcely out,

n i H J.n''^^ *K
^?' ^"«band, who made out £4 2..

?Jlu "" * ^.^""^ ^^®^P*' ^^d ^7 18«. in shillingsand half-crowns, in aU £22. How did he get thfs^?He had many visitors, the better class of whom gave

kH.rS
^'''°'^'

""^^t^
^^^^^^ ^d sixpences; the^tter he never kept, but converted them S« shillings

I
f*[f-crowns whenever he got an opportunitv I

Easily; they made it deeper th*a ordinary, andw^er so as to let in his distorted legs, as itT^ i^possible to streek him like others." hI often exp^^s^a r^olve to be buiied on the WoodhillCS SSSup the water from the churchvard, as he could never

not
^^fang the common trash "

; however, this wasnot accomplisned, as his friend. Sir James Nasmyth

tt
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who had promised to carry this wish into effect, was on
the Continent at the time. When Sir James returned

he spoke of having his remains lifted and biiried where

he had wished ; but this was never done, and the ex-

pense of a railing and plantation of rowan-trees (moun-
tain ash), his favourite prophylactic against the tipells

of witches and fairies, was abandoned. The Woodhill

is a romantic, green little mount, situated at the west

side of the Manor, which washes its base on the east,

and separates it from Lianghaugh heights, part of a

lofty, rocky, and heathery mountain range, and on the

west is the ruin of the ancient peel-house of old Poeso,

long the residence of the Nasmyth family. And now
that we have the Dwarf dead and buried, comes the

history of his resurrection in 1821. His sister died

exactly ten years after him. A report had been spread

that he had been lifted and taken to dissecting-

rooms in Glasgow, which at that period was the fate of

many a more seemly corpse than Davie's ; and the young
men—for Manor had no sexton—who dug the sister's

grave in the vicinity of her brother's, stimulated by
curiosity to see if his body had really been carried off,

and if still therewhat his bones were like, lifted them up,

and carried them to Woodhouse, where they lay a con-

siderable time, till they were sent to Mr. Ballantyne,

then in Glasgow. Miss Ballantyne thinks the skull

was taken away with the other bones, but put back

again. I have thus given you all the information I

can gather about the Black Dwarf, that I think worth

narrating. It is reported that he sometimes sold a gill,

but if this is true the Ballantynes never knew it. Miss

Ballantyne says that he was not ill-tempered, but on

the contrary, kind, especially to children. She and her

brother were very yoimg when she went to Woodhouse,
and her father objected to re-setting the farm from Sir

James, on account of the fearful accoimts of his horrid

temper and barbarous deeds, and Sir James said if he

ever troubled them that he would immediately put him

away; but he was very fond of the younger ones,

played with them and amused them, though when
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roused and provoked bv grown-up people, he raged,
stormed, swore terrifically, and stouck idth anything
that was near him, in short, he had an irritable but

rha^iJSr^' *?'"' ?^an*tropio temper. The Messrs.Chambers wrote a book about him and his doings ata very early period of their literary history. Did I tellyou of a female relative, Niven (whom he would never
see), saying that she would come and streek him after
he died? He sent word, " that if she offered to touch
his corpse he would rive the thrapple oot o' her-he
would raither be streekit by Auld Clootie's ain red-het
hands. —Yours, truly obliged, r. c.'

This poor, vindictive, solitary, and powerful creature,
was a philocahst

: he had a singular love of flowers and
of beautiful women. He was a sort of Paris, to whom
the blushing Aphrodites of the glen used to come, and
his ju(toement is said to have been as good, as the world
generaUy thmks that of Oenone's handsome and f th-
less mate. His garden was fuU of the finest flo 3rs
and It was his pleasure, when the young beauties

'

Who bore the blue sky intermixed with flame
In their fair eyes,

came to him for their competitive examination, to scan
them well, and then, without one word, present each
with a flower, which was of a certain fixed and well-
known value in Davie's standard calimeter.

I have heard that there was one kind of rose, his
mWiTTfiov, which he was known to have given only
to three, and I remember seeing one of the three, when
she was past seventy. M- ret Murray, or Morra,
was her maiden name, and o^.d fine old lady, whom an
uxonian would call a Double First, grave and silent, and
bent with 'the pains,' when asked by us children,
would, with some reluctance, and a curious grave smile
produce out of her Bible, Bowed Davie's withered and
nattened rose : and from her looks, even then, I was
mcimed to affirm the decision of the connoisseur of
Manor Water. One can fancy the scene in that sweet

•i

)

•i' i
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solitary valley, informed like *i sister Yarrow with
pastoral melancholy, with a young May, bashful, and
eager, presenting herself for honours, encountering from
under that penthouse of eyebrows the steady gaze of the

strange eldritch creature ; and then his making up his

mind, and proceeding to pluck his award and present

it to her, * herself a fairer flower ' ; and then turning
with a scowl, crossed with a look of tenderness, crawl
into his den. ]Foor * gloomy Dis,' sUnking in alone-

They say, that when the candidate came, he surveyed
her from ms window, his eyes gleaming out of the dark-
ness, and if he liked her not, he disappeared ; if he
would entertain her, he beckoned her into the garden.

I haye often thought that the Broumie, of whom the

south country legends are so full, must have been some
Ejch misshapen creature, strong, willing, and forlorn,

conscious of his hideous forbidding looks, and ready to
purchase alSection at any cost of labour, with a kindly
neart, and a longing for human S3mipathy and inter-

course. Such a being looks like the prototype of the
Aiken-Drum of our infancy, and of that * drudging
goblin,' of whom we all know how he

. . . . Sweat
To earn his cream -bowl daily set.

When in one night, ere glimpse of morn,
His shadowy flail hath thresh'd the coru.

That ten day laborers could not end ;

Then lies him down, the lubber^ fiend,

And stretch'd out all the chimney's length.

Basks at the fire his hairy strength.

And cropful out of doors he flings.

Ere the first cock his matin rings.

My readers will, I am sure, i ore than pardon me for

giving them the foUowing poem on Aiken-Drum, for

the pleasure of first reading which, many years ago, 1

am indebted to Mr. R. Chambers's Popular Rhymes of

Scotland, where its * (xtraordinary merit ' is generously
acknowledged.

^ Lob-lye-by-the-fire.
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THE BROWNIE OF BLEDNOCH
Thek^ cam' a strange wicht to our tovm-en'.An the fient a body did him ken ;He tirl'd na lang, but he glided ben

Wi' a dreary, dreary hum.

Hw face did glow like the glow o' the west.When the drumlie cloud has it half o'ercast

;

Ur the struggling moon when she 'a sair distrest,O Sirs ! 'twas Aiken-drum.

I trow the bauldest stood aback,
VVi' a gape an' a glow'r till their lugs did crack.
As the shapeless phantom mum'ling spak,

Hae ye wark for Aiken-drum ?

O
!
had ye seen the bairns's fricht.

As they stared at this wild and unyirthy wicht
As they skulkit in 'tween the dark an' the licht.

An' graned out, Aiken-drum

!

• Sauf us
' ! quoth Jock, ' d'ye see sick een ?

'

Cries Kate, There 's a hole where a nose should ha'
been ;

An' the mouth 's like a gash that a horn had ri'en •

Wow ! keep 's frae Aiken-drum !

'

The black dog growlin' cow'red his tail.
The lassie swarf'd, loot fa' the pail

;

Rob's lingle brack as he mendit the flail.

At the sicht o' Aiken-drum.

His matted head on his breast did rest,
A lang blue beard wan'ered down like a vest •

But the glare o' his e'e hath nae ^rd exprest.
Nor the skimes o' Aiken-drum.

Roun' his hairy form there was naething seen,
^ut a philabeg o' the rcshes green,
An his knotted knees played aye kiioit between

;

What a sicht was Aiken-drum !

BROWS S

.1
I
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On his waucbie arms three claws did meet.

As they trail'd on the grun' bv his taeless feet

;

E'en the auld gudeman himsel' did sweat.

To look at Aiken-drum.

But he drew a score, himsel' did sain.

The auld wife tried, but her tongue was gane

;

While the young ane closer clespit her wean.

And tum'd frae Aiken-drum.

But the canty auld wife cam till her braith.

And she thocht the Bible might ward a£[ skaith ;

Be it benshee, bogle, ghaist, or wraith

—

But it fear'd na' Aiken-drum.

' His presence protect us !
* quoth *be auld gudeman ;

* VVhat wad ye, where won ye,—by sea or by Ian' ?

I conjure ye—speak—by the Beuk in my ban' !

*

What a grane gae Aiken-drum I

* I lived in a Ian' whar we saw nae sky,

1 dwalt in a spot whar a burn rins na by;
But I'se dwall noo wi' you if ye like to try

—

Hae ye wark for Aiken-drum ?

* I'll shiel a' your sheep i' the momin' sune ',

I'll berry your crap by the licht o' the moon.
An' ba the bairns wi' an unkenn'd time.

If ye'U keep poor Aiken-drum.

* I'll loup the lirm when ye canna wade,

I'll kirn the kirn, and I'll turn the bread;

An' the wildest fiUie that e'er can rede

I'se tame 't,' quoth Aiken-drum.

' On one occasion. Brownie had undertaken to gather the

sheep into the bught by an early hour, and so zealously did

he perform his task, that not onlv was there not one Bheep

left on the hill, but he had also collected a number of hares,

which were found fairly penned along with them. Upon
being congratulated on his extraordinary success. Brownie

exclaimed, ' Confoond thae wee gray anes I they cost me
mair trouble than a' the lave o' them.'
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* To wear the tod frae the flock on the fell-
To gather the dew frae the heather-bell—
An' to look at my fao« in your clear crystal well,

Micht gie pleasure to Aiken-drum.

* I'se seek nae guids, gear, bond, nor mark

;

I use nae beddin', shoon, nor sark ;

liut a cogfu' o' brose 'tween the light an' the dark,
la the wage o' Aiken-drum.'

Quoth the wylie auld wife, ' The thing speaks weel

;

Our workers are scant—we hae routh o' meal

;

Gif he'll do as he says—bo ho man, be he de'il,

Wow ! we'll try this Aiken-drum.'

But the wenches skirl'd, * He 's no' be here

!

His eldritch look gars us swarf wi' fear

;

An' the fient a ane will the house come near.
If they think but o' Aiken-drum.

* For a foul and a stalwart ghaist is he.
Despair sits broodin' aboon his e'e-bree.
And unchancie to light o' a maiden's e'e.

Is the glower o' Aiken-drum.'

' Puir clipmalabors ! ye hae little wit

;

Is 't na hallowmas noo, an* the crap out yet ?

'

Sae she seelenced them a' wi' a stamp o' her tit,

* Sit-yer-wa's-doun, Aiken-drum.'

Roun' a' that side what wark was dune.
By the streamer's gleam, or the glance o' the moon

;

A word, or a wish—an' the Brownie cam sune,
Sae helpfu' was Aiken-drum.

But he sleule aye awa or the sun was up.
He ne'er could look straught on Macmillm's cup ;

*

They watch 'd—but nane saw him his brose ever sup.
Nor a spune sought Aiken-drum.

* A communion cup, belonging to M'Millao, the well-
known ousted minister of Balmaghie, and founder of the
Beet of Covenanters of his name. This cup was treasured
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On Blednoch banks, an* on crystal Cree,

for mony a day a toil'd wicht was he

;

And the bairns they play'd harmless roun* his kneo,

Sae social was Aiken*drum.

But a n'-T-made wife, fu' o' ippish freaks.

Fond o a' things feat for the five first weeks,

Laid a mouldy pair o' her own man's breeks

By the brose o' Aiken-dxum.

Let the leam'd decide when they convene.

What spell was him an' the brceks between

;

For frae that day forth he was n. j mair seen.

An' sair miss'd was Aiken-drum.

He was heard by a herd gaun * y the Thrieve,

Ciying, ' Lang, lang now maj I greet an' grieve

;

For aias ! I hae gotten baith fee an' leave,

luckless Aiken-dxUm 1

'

Ar'Bk ! ye wrangling sceptic tribe,

Wi' your pro's an' your con's wad ye decide

'Gainst the 'sponsible voice o' a hale country-side

On the facts 'bout Aiken-drum ?

Tlio' the 'Brownie o' Blednoch' lang be ^ane.

The mark o' his feet 's left on mony a si<ane

;

An' mony a wife an' it my a wean
Ted the feats o' Aiken-drum ?

E'en now, licht loons that gibe an' sneer

At spiritual guests an' a' sic gear.

At the Glasnock mill hae swat wi* fear.

An' look'd roun' for Aiken-drum,

by a zealous disciple in the po.rish of Kirkcowan, and lonj?

used aa a test by which to ascertain the orthodoxy of

suspected persons. If, or. taking it into his hand, the

person trembled, or gave jfher symptoms of agitation, he

was denounced as having bowed the knee to Baal, and

sacrificed at the altar of idolatry.
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An' guidiy tolkt hae gotten a fricht.
When the moon was set, an' the stars gied nae licht,
At the roaiJL^ linn in the howe o* the nicht,

Wi' sughs like Aiken-drum.

We would rather have written these lines than any
amount of Aurora Leighs, Festuses. or such like, with
all their michty ' somethingness,' as Mr. Bailey would
say. For they, are they not the ' native wood-notes
wild

' cf one of nature's darlings ? Here is the indes-
cribable, inestimable, unmistakable impress of genius.
Chaucer, had he been a Galloway man, might have
written it, only he would have been more garrulous,
and less compact and stem. It is like Tarn o' Shanter,
In its living union of the comic, the pathetic, and the
terrible. Shrewdness, tenderness, iih^jination, fancy,
humour, word-music, dramatic power, even wit—all are
here. I have often read it aloud to children, and it is
T'orth any one's while to do it. You will find them
repeating all over the house for days such lines as take
their heart and tongue.

The author of this noble ballad was William Nicholson,
the Galloway poet, as he was, auu is still called i:». his
own district. He was bom nt Tanimaus, in the
parish of 'gue, in August 1783; he died circa
1848, unseen, like a bird. Being extremely short-
sighted, he was ur^fitted for being a shepherd or plough-
man, and began life as a packman, like the nero of ' the
Excursion

' ; and is still remembered in that region for
his hmnour, his musivi, his verse, and his gmghams

;

and also, alas I for Ids misery and his sin. After
travelling the country for thirty years, he became a
packless pedlar, and fell into a way of dnnking '

;

this led from bad to worse, and the 'grave closed in
gloom over the ruins of a man of true geni-s. Mr.
M'Diarmid of Dumfries prefixed g. memoir o* him to
the Second Edition of his Tale^ »» Verse and Misce'-
laneous Poems. These are scarcely known out of Gall -

way, but they are worth the knowing : none of them

m
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have the concentration and nerve of the Brownie, but

they are from the same brnin and heart. * The Country
LatM,' a long poem, is excellent ; with much of Crabber
power and compression. This, and the grc'*er part of

the volume, if in the ScottiKh dialect, but there is a
Fable—the Butterfly and Bee—the EngUnh and senm*.

the fine, delicate humour and turn of which might
have been Cowper's ; and there is a bit of rugged

sarcasm called Siller,* which Bums need not have
been ash;;med of. Poor Nicholson, besides his turn for

verse, was an exquisite musician, and sang with a

powerful and sweet voice. One may imagine the delight

of a lonely town-end, when Willie the packman and the

piper made his appearance, with his stories, and jokes,

and bi^lads, his songs, and ^»Alg, and ' wanton wiles.'

There is one story about mm which has always ap-

peared to me quite perfect. A farmer in a remote part

of Galloway, one June morning before sunrise, was
awakened by music ; he had been dreaming of heaven,

and when he found himself awake, he still heard the

strains. He looked out, and saw no one, bvt at the

comer of a grass field he saw his cattle, and young colts

and fillies, huddled together, and looking intently down
into what he knew was an old quarry. He put on his

clothes, and walked across the field, everything but that

strange wild melody, still and silent in this ' the sweet

hour of prime.' As he got nearer the 'beasts,' the

sound was louder ; the colts with their long manes, a'

the nowt with their wondering stare, took no t otice of

him, straining their necks forward entranced. Tberc^.

in the old quarry, the young sun ' glintin ' on his face,

and resting on his pack, which had been his pillow, was
our Wandering Willie, playing and singing like an angel—

' an Orpheus ; an Orpheus. What & picture ! When
reproved for wasting his health and time by the prosaic

farmer, the poor fellow said :
* Me and this quarry are

lang acquant, and I've mair pleesure in pipin' to thae

daft cowts, than if ^he best leddies in the land were

figurin' away i<fore me.'
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RAB AND HIS FRIENDS
FouR-AND-THiRTY years ago. Bob Ainslie and I were

coming up Infirmary Street from the High School, our
lieads together, and our arms intertwisted, as only
lovers and boys know how, or why.
When we got to the top of the street, and turned

north, we espied a crowd at the Tron Church. ' A dog-
fight

! shouted Bob, and was off ; and so was I, both
of us all but praying that it might not be over beforewe got up ! And is not this boy-nature ? and humannatwe too ? and don't we all wish a house on fire not
to be out before we see it ? Dogs like fighting; old
Isaac says they ' delight ' in it, and for the best of all
reasons

;
and boys are not cruel because they like to

see the fight. They see three of the great cardinal
virtues of dog or man—courage, endurance, and skill—m intense action. This is very different from a love

ui^^'S^ '*°^'
^i^^'

.^""^ enjoying, and aggravating,and making gain by their pluck. A boy-be he evtr
so fond himself of fighting, if he be a good boy, hatesand despises aU this, but he would have run off with
Jiob and me fast enough : it is a natural, and a notwicked mterest, that all boys and men have in witness-
ing mtense energy in action.
Does any curious and finely-ignorant woman wish toknow how Bob s eye at a glance announced a dog-fight

to his brain ? He did not. he could not see thi dSgs
hghting; rt was a flash of an inference, a rapid in-
duction. The crowd round a couple of dogs fighting, isa crowd masculine mainly, with an occa5on5 active,
compassionate woman, fluttering wildly round the out-«de, and usmg her tongue and her hands freely upon

nn^S " f "^^J^r
' ^^"*^^ '

•• •* « a «rowd ainular,
compact, and mobile ; a crowd centripetal, having itseyes and its heads all bent downwards and inwards toone common focus.

]
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Well, Bob and I are up, and find it is not over:

a small thoroughbred, white bull-terrier, is busy

throttling a large shepherd's dog, unaccustomed to war,

but not to be trifled with. They are hard at it ; the

scientific little fellow doing his work in great style, his

pastoral enemy fighting wildly, but with the sharpest

of teeth and a great courage. Science and breeding,

however, soon had their own ; the Game Chicken, as

the premature Bob called him, working his way up,

took his final grip of poor Yarrow's throat,—and he

lay gasping and done for. His master, a brown, hand-

some, big young shepherd from Tweedsmuir, would

have liked to have knocked down any man, would
* drink up Esil, or eat a crocodile,' for that part, if Le

had a phance : it was no use kicking the little dog

;

that would only make him hold the closer. Many were

the means shouted out in mouthfuls. of the best possible

ways of ending it. * Water !
' but there was none near,

and many cried for it who might have got it from the

well at Blackfriar's Wynd. ' Bite the tail
!

' and a

large, vague, benevolent, middle-aged man, more de-

sirous than wise, with some struggle got the bushy

end of Yarroufa tail into his ample mouth, and bit

it with all his might. This was more than enough

for the much-enduring, much-perspiring shepherd,

who, with a gleam of joy over his broad visage,

delivered a terrific facer upon our large, vague,

benevolent, middle-aged friend,—who went down like

a shot.

Still the Chicken holds ; death not far off, * Snuflf

!

a pinch of snuff
!

' observed a calm, highly-dressed

young buck, with an eye-glass in his eye. ' Snuff, in-

deed ! ' growled the angry crowd, affronted and glaring.

' SnuJQf ! a pinch of snuff !
' again observes the buck,

but with more urgency ; whereon were produced several

open boxes, and from a mull which may have been at

CuUoden, he took a pinch, knelt down, and presented

it to the nose of the Chicken. The laws of physiology

and of snuff take their course ; the Chicken sneezes,

and Yarrow is free !
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Tlie young pastoral giant stalks off with Yarrow in
his arms,—comforting him.
But tho Bull Terrier's blood is up, and his soul un-

satisfied ; he grips the first dog he meets, and discover-
ing she is not a dog, in Homeric phrase, he makes a brief
sort of amende, and is off. The boys, with Bob and me
at their head, are after him : down Niddry Street he
goes, bent on mischief ; up the Cowgate like an arrow—Bob and I, and our small men, panting behind.

There, under the single arch of the South Bridge, is

a huge mastiff, sauntering down the middle of the cause-
way, as if with his hands in his pockets : he is old.
grey, brindled, as big as a little Highland bull, and has
the Shakespearean dewlaps shaking as he goes.
The Chicken makes straight at him, and fastens on

his throat. To our astonishment, the great creature
does nothing but stand still, hold himself up, and roar
—yes, roar ; a long, serious, remonstrative roar. How
is this ? Bob and I are up to them. He is muzzled f
The bailies had proclaimed a general muzzling, and his
master, studying strength and economy mainly, had
encompassed his huge jaws in a home-made apparatus,
constructed out of the leather of some ancient breechin.
His mouth was open as far as it could ; his lips curled
up in rage—a sort of terrible grin ; his teeth gleaming,
ready, from out the darkness ; the strap across his
mouth tense as a bowstring ; his whole frame stiff with
indignation and surprise ; his roar asking us all round,
' Did you ever see the hke of this ? ' He looked a statue
of anger and astonishment, done in Aberdeen granite.
We soon had a crowd : the Chicken held on. ' A

knife !
' cried Bob ; and a cobbler gave him his knife :

you know the kind of knife, worn away obliquely to
a point, and always keen. I put its edge to the tense
leather ; it ran before it ; and then !—one sudden jerk
of that enormous head, a sort of dirty mist about his
mouth, no noise,—and the bright and fierce little fellow
is dropped, limp, and dead. A solemn pause: this
was more than any of us had bargained for. I turned
the little fellow over, and saw he was quite dead t the

m I
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mastiff had taken him by the small of the back like

a rat, and broken it.

He looked down at his victim appeased, ashamed, and
amazed ; snuffed him all over, stared at him, and taking

a sudden thought, turned round and trotted off. Bob
took the dead dog up, and said, * John, we'll bury him
after tea.' ' Yes,' said I, and was off after the mastiff.

He made up the Cowgate at a rapid swing ; he had
forgotten some engagement. He turned up the Candle-

maker Row, and stopped at the Harrow Inn.

There was a carrier's cart ready to start, and a keen,

thin, impatient, black-a-vised little man, his hand at

his grey horse's head, looking about angrily for some-

thing. ' Rab, ye thief !
' said he, aiming a kick at my

great friend, who drew cringing up, and avoiding the

heavy shoe with more agility than dignity, and watch-

ing his master's eye, slimk dismayed under the cart,

—

his ears down, and as much as he had of tail down too.

What a man this must be—thought I—to whom my
tremendous hero turns tail ! The carrier saw the

muzzle hanging, cut and useless, from his neck, and
I eagerly told him the story, which Bob and I always

thought, and still think. Homer, or King David, or

Sir Walter, alone were worthy to rehearse. The severe

little man was mitigated, and condescended to say,
' Rab, ma man, puir Rabble,'—whereupon the stump
of a tail rose up, the ears were cocked, the eyes filled,

and were comforted ; the two friends were reconciled.
' Hupp ! ' and a stroke of the whip were given to Jess ;

and off went the three.

Bob and I buried the Gamev Chicken that night (we

had not much of a tea) in the back-green of his house,

in Melville Street, No. 17, with considerable gravity

and silence ; and being at the time in the Iliad, and, like

all boys, Trojans, we of course called him Hector.

Six years have passed,—a long tim^ for a boy and
a dog : Bob Ainslie is off to the wars ; I am a medical

student, and olerk at Minto House Hospital.
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Rab I saw almost every week, on the Wednesday

;

and we had much pleasant intimacy. I found the way
to his heart by frequent scratching of his huge head
and an occasional bone. When 1 did not notice him
he would plant himself straight before me, and stand
wagging that bud of a tail, and looking up, with his
head a little to the one side. His master I occasionally
saw

; he used to call me * Maister John,' tut was laconic
as any Spartan.
One fine October afternoon, I was leaving the hos-

pital, when I saw the large gate open, and in walked
Rab, with that great and easy saunter of his. He
looked as if taking general possession of the place;
hko the Duke of Wellington entering a subdued city,
satiated wit h victory and peace. Ar'ter him came Jess,
now white from age, with her cart ; and in it a woman
carefully wrapped up,—the carrier leading the horse
anxiously, and looking back. When he saw me, James
(for his name was James Noble) made a curt and gro-
teaque ' boo,' and said, ' Maister John, this is the mis-
tress ; she's got a trouble in her breest—some kind
o' an income we're thinkin'.'
By this time I saw the woman's face ; she was sitting

on a sack filled with straw, with her husband's plaid
round her, and his big-coat, with its large white metal
buttons, over her feet.

I never saw a more unforgetable face—pale, serious,
lonely ', delicate, sweet, without being at all what we
call fine. She looked sixty, and had on a mutch, white
as snow, with its black ribbon; her silvery, smooth
hair setting off her dark -grey eyes—eyes such as one
sees only twice or thrice in a lifetime, full of suffering,
full also of the overcoming of it : her eyebrows * black

^ It is not easy giving this look by one word ; it wai
expressive of her being so much of her life alone.

• • • .
' Black brows, they say,

Become some women best ; so that there be not
Too much hair there, but in a semicircle.
Or a half-moon made with a pen.^

A WrsTEK's Talb.

; .3
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ill

and delicate, and her mouth firm, patient, and con-

tentwi, which few mouths ever are.

As I have said, I never saw a more beautiful coun-

tenance, or one more subdued to settled quiet. ' Ailie,*

said James, * this is Maister John, the young doctor ;

Rab's freend, ye ken. We often speak aboot you, doc-

tor.' She smiled, and made a movement, but said

nothing ; and prepared to comedown, putting her plaid

aside and rising. Had Solomon, in all his glory, been

handing down the Queen of Sheba athi» palace gate, ho

could not have done it more daintily, mor» tenderly,

more like a gentleman, than did James the Uowgate

carrier, whenhe lifted down Ailie his wife. The contrast

of his small, swarthy, weather-beaten, keen, worldlyface

to hers—pale, subdued, and beautiful—was something

wonderful. Rab looked on concerned and puzzled, but

ready for anything that might turn up,—were it to

strangle the nurse, the porter, or even me. Ailie and

he seemed great friends.
' As I was sayin', she 's got a kind o' trouble in her

breest, doctor ; wuU ye tak' a look at it ? ' We walked

into the consulting room, all four ; Rab grim and comic,

willing to be happy and confidential if cause could bo

shown, willing also to be the reverse, on the same terms.

Ailie sat down, undid her open gown and her lawn

handkerchief round her neck, and, without a word,

showed me her right breast. I looked at and examined

it carefully,—she and James watching me, and Rab

eyeing all three. What could I say ? there it was,

that had once been so soft, so shapely, so white, so

gracious and bountiful, so ' full of all blessed conditions,'

—hard as a stone, a centre of horrid pain, making that

pale face, with its grey, lucid, reasonable eyes, and its

sweet resolved mouth, express the full measure of suf-

fering overcome. Why was that gentle, modest, sweet

woman, clean and loveable, condemned by God to bear

such a burden ? ,,,.,..
1 got her away to bed. * May Rab and me bide ?

said James. * You may ; and Rab, if he will behave

himself.' ' I'se warrant he's do that, doctor *
; and m
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Blunk the faithful beast. I wish you could have seen
hjm. There are no such dogs now. He l>e!onped to
a lost tribe. As I have said, he was brindled, and crev
Ike Rubislaw granite ; his hair short, hard, and close
like a hon's

; his body thick-set, like a little bull—

*

a sort of compressed Hercules of a dog. He must have
been ninety pounds' weight, at the least ; he had a largo
bunt head; his muzzle black as night, his mouth
blacker than any night, a tooth or two—being all hehad—gleaming o.t of his jaws of darkness. His head
was scarred with the records of old wounds, a sort of
series of fields of battle all over it ; onto eye oot one
ear cropped as close as was Archbishop Leighton's
father s ; the remaining eye had the power of two ;and above it, and in constant communication with it*
was a tattered rag of an ear, which was for ever un-
furling Itself, like an old flag ; and then that bud of
a tail about one inch long, if it could in any sense
be said to be long, being as broad as long—the mobility,
the instantaneousness of that bud were very funny and
surprising, and its expressive twinklings and winkings
the mtercommunicatious between the ej c, the ear. aad
It, were of the oddest and swiftest.
Rab had the dignity and simplicity of great size ; and

having fought his way all along the road to absolute
supremacy, he was as mighty in his own line as Julius
Caesar or the Duke of Wellington, and had the gravity*
of all great fighters.

b '"J'

You must have often observed the likeness of certainmen to certain animals, and of certain dogs to men.
Now, I never look at Rab without thinking of the great
Baptist preacher, Andrew FuUer \ The same large,

* A Highland game-keeper, when asked why a certain
temer, of smgular pluck, was so much more solemn than
the other dogs, said, 'Oh, Sir, life's full o' sariousness to

2 "^ ^"** ^^^^' *"'*" S®* eneuch o' fechtin'.'
FuUer was, in early life, when a farmer lad at Soham,

tamous M a boxer ; not quarrelsome, but not without ' the

fv^p'r^if^^n nJ"T ""l
^^^^"^eth and courage feels in their

e:.erci8e. Dr. Charles Stewart of Duneam, whose rare rifts

n
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heavy, menacing, combative, sombra, honest counte*

nance, the same deep inevitable eye, the same look, as

of thunder asleep, but ready,—neither a dog nor a man
to be trifled with.

Next day, my master, the surgeon, examined Ailie.

There was no doubt it must kill her, and soon. It

could be removed—it might never return—it would give

her speedy relief—she should have it done. She curt-

sied, looked at James, and said, 'When ?
'

* To-ir orrow,'

said the kind surgeon—a man of few words, bhe and

James and Rab and I retired. I noticed that he and she

spoke little, but seemed to anticipate everything in each

other. Tie following day, at noon, the students camo

in, hurrying up the great stair. At the first landing-

place, on a small well-known black board, was a bit of

paper fastened by wafers, and many remains of old

wafers beside it. On the paper were the words,
—

' An
operation to-day.—J. B. Clerk.''

Up ran the youths, eager to secure good p'.aces : in

they crowded, full of interest and talk. ' What 's the

ease ? ' * Which side is it ?
'

Don'f- think them heartless ; they are neither better

nor worse than you or I : they get over their profes-

sional horrors, and into their proper work ; and in them

pity, as an emotion, ending in itself or at best in tears

and a long-drawn breath, lessens,—while pity, as a mo-

tir^, is quickened, and gains power and purpose. It is

vrell for poor human nature that it is so.

The operating theatre is crowded ; much talk and

and graces as a physician, a divine, a scholar, and a gentle-

man, live only in the memory of those few who knew and

survive him, liked to tell how Mr. Fuller used to say, that

whon he was in the pulpit, and saw a buircUy man come

along the passage, he would instinctively draw himself up,

measure his imaginary antagonist, and forecast how he

would deal with him, his hsnds meanwhile condeL^ing into

fists, and tending to ' square.' He must have been a hard

hitter if he boxed as he preached—what ' The Fancy ' woulJ

call ' an ugly customer.'
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fun, and all the cordiality and stir of youth. The
Burgeon with hie staC of asBi^tants is there. In comes
Aihe

; one look at her quiets and abates the eager stu-
dents. That beautiful old woman is too much for them

;

they sit down, and are dumb, and gaze at her. Thes?
rough boys feel the power of her presence. She walks in
quickly, but without haste ; drtssed in her mutch, her
neckerchief, her white dimity short-gown, her black
bombazeen petticoat, showing her white worsted stock-

D *u
*°^ ^^^ carpet shoes. Behind her was James with

Rab. James sat down in the dibtance, and took that
huge and noble head between his knees. Rab looked
perplexed and dangerous ; for ever cocking his ear and
dropping it as fast.

Ailie step/ed up on a seat, and laid herself on the
table, as her friend the surgeon told her ; arranged
herself, gave a rapid look at James, shut her eyes, rested
herself on me, and took my hand. The operation ww
at once begun ; it was necessarily slow ; and chloroform
—one of God's best gifts to his suflfering children—was
then unknown. Thf surgeon did his work. The pale
face showed its pain, but was i,till and silent. Rab s soul
was working within him ; he saw that something
strange was going on,—blood flowing from his mistress,
and she suflfering ; his ragged ear was up, and impor-
tunate ; he growled and gave now and then a sharp
impatient yelp

,: he would have liked to have done
something to that man. But James had him firm, and
gave him a glower from time to time, and an intimation
of a possible kick ; —all the better for James, it kept
his eye and his mind off Ailie.

It is over : she is dressed, steps gently and decently
down from the table, looks for James ; then turning
to the surgeon and the students, she curtsies,-and in
a low, dear voice, begs their pardon if she has behaved
ill. The students—all of us—wept like children ; the
surgeon hipped her up carefully,—and, resting on James
and me, Ailie went to her room, Rab following. We put
her to bed. James took off his heavy shoes, crammed
with tackets, heel-capt and toe-capt, and put them care-

BKOWW T
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fully under the table, Haying, ' Maister John, I'm for

nane o' yer strynge nurse bodiea for Ailie. I'll be htr

nurse, and I'll gang aboot on my Btockin' 80I08 as camiy

as pussy.' And so ho did ; and handy and clover, and

wift and tender as any woman, was that hornyhanded,

sneli, peremptory little man. Everything she got Lo

gave her : he seldom slept ; and often 1 saw his small

shrewd eyes out of the darkness, fixed on her. As

before, tJiey spoke little.

Rab behaved well, never moving, showing us how

meek and gentle he could be, and occasionally, in his

sleep, letting us know that he was demolishirg some

adversary. He took a walk with me every day, g merally

to the Candlemaker Row; but he was sombre and mild

;

declmed doing battle, though some fit cases offered, and

indeed submitted to sundry indignities ; and was always

very ready to turn, and came faster back, and trotted

up the stair with much lightness, and went straight to

that door.

Jess, the mare, had been sent, with her weather-worn

cart, to Howgate, and had doubtless her own dim and

placid meditations and confusions^ on the absence of

her master and Rab, and her unnatural freedom from

the road and her c t.
, , , j 1

For some days Ailie did well. The wound healed * by

the first intention * ; for as James said, * Oor Ailie's

skm's ower clean to beil.' The students came in quiet

and anxious, and surrounded her bed. She said she

liked to see their young, honest faces. The surgeon

dressed her, and spoke to her in his own short kind way,

pitying her through his eyes, Rab and James outsido

the circle,—Rab being now reconciled, and even cordial,

and having made up his mind that as yet nobody re-

quired worrying, but, as you may suppose, .semper

parattis.

So far well : but, four days after the operation, my
patient had a sudden and long shivering, a ' groosin','

as she called it. I saw her soon after ; her eyes were

too bright, her cheeks coloured ; she was restless, and

ashamed of being so ; the balance was lost ;
mischief
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had begun. On looking at tho wound, u blush of red
toid the secret

; hor pulse was rapid, her breatbinu
anxious and ciuiok, she wasn't herseif. as she said, andwas vexed at lier restlessness. We tried what we could.
.James did everything, was everywhere

; never in the
way, never out of it ; Rab subsided under the table
into a dark place, and was motionless, all but his aye.
which followed every one. Ailie got worse ; begaa to
wander m her mind, gently ; was more demonstrative
in her ways to Jame8, rapid in her questions, and sharp
at tunes. He was vexed, and said, * She was never thatway afore, no, never.* For a time she knew her head
was wrong, and was always asking our pardon—the
dear gentle old v^oman : then delirium set in stronc.
without pause. Her brain gave way. and then canie
that terrible spectacle.

The intellectual power, through words and things,
Went sounding on, a dim and perilous way

;

she sang bits of old songs and Psalms, stopping sud-
denlv„ mingling the Psalms ^f David, and the diviner
words of his Son and Lord, with homely odds and ends
and scraps of ballads.

Nothing more touching, or in a sense more strangely
beautiful, did I ever witness. Her tremulous, rapid,
aftectionate. eager, Scotch voice,—the swift, aimless,
l>e\vildered mind, the baffled utterance, the bright and
perilous eye

; some wild words, some household cares
sometlung for James, the names of the dead. Kab called
rapidly and m a ' fremyt * voice, and he starting up
surprised, and slinking oflf as if he were to blame some-
liow, or had been dreaming he heard. Many eager
questions and beseechings which James and I could
"|*^e ^othing of, and on which she seemed to set her
all, and then sink back ununderstood. It was very
sad, but better than many things that are not called
8ad. uames hovered about, pu t out and miserable, but
active and exact m ever ; read to her, when there waa
a lull, short bits from the Tsalms, prose and metre,
chanting the latter in his own rude and serious way,

T 2
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showing fneikt knowledge of the fit words, bearing tip

like a tUb t, and doating over her • his ' ain Ailie.'

*Ailie, ma woman I '
* &» ain bonnie wee dawti**

!

'

The end was drawing on : the golden bowl was break-

ing ; the silver cord was fast being loosed—that animula,

blandtUa, vofpda, hospes, eomesque, was about to flee.

The body and the soul—companions for sixty years

—

were being sundered, and taking leave. She was walk-

ing, alone, through the valley of that shadow, into which

one day we must all enter,—and ye* she was not alone,

for we know whose rod and staff were comforting her.

Oi night she had fallen quiet, and as we hoped,

asleij^ her eyes were shut. We put down the gas.

and ^t w" tching her. Suddenly she sat up in bed, ant

'

taking a bed-gown which was lying on it rolled up, shu

held it eagerly to her breast,—to the right side. We
could see her eyes bright ;7ith a surprising tenderness

and joy, bending over this bundle of clothes. She held

it as a woman liolds her sucking child ; opening out

her night-|;own impatiently, and holding it close, and
* "ooding over it, and murmuring foolish little words,

as over one whom his mother lomforteth, and whc sucks

and is satisfied. It was pitiful and strange to see her

wasted dying look, keen and yet vague—her immense

love.
' Preservr me ! ' groaned James, giving way. And

then she rocked back and forward, as if to make it

sleep, hushing it, and wasting on it her infinite fond-

ness. • Wae 8 me, doctor ; I declare she's thinkin' it's

that bairn.' * Wha*. bairn ? ' * The only bairn e ever

had; «/ur wee Mysie, and she's in the Kingdom forty

years and mair.' It was plainly true : the pain in the

breast, telling its urgent story to a bewildered, ruined

brain, was misread and mistaken ; it suggested to her

the uneasiness of a breast full of milk, and then the

child ; and so again once more they were together, and

she had her ain wee Mysie in her bosom.

This was the close. She sank rapidly : tht delirium

left her ; but, as she whispered, she was * clean silly '

;

it jras the lightening before the final darknes? After
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having for some time lain still— her eyes shut, she said
James!' He came close to her, and lifting up her

calm, clear, beautiful eyes, she gave him a long look,
turned to me kindly but shortly, looked for Kab but
could not see him, then turned to her hiwband again,
as if she would never leave off looking, shut her eye^
and composed herself. She lay for some time breathing
niuck, and passed away so gently, that when we thought
she was gone, James, in hi» old-fashioned way, hold th--
mirror to her face. After a long pause, one small spot
of dimness was breathed out ; it vanihhed away, and
never returned, leaving the blank clear darkness with-
out a stain. • What is our life ? it is even a vapour,
which appeareth for a little time, and then vanisheth
away.
Rab all this time had been full awake and motionless

:

he came forward beside us : Ailie's hand, which James
had held, was hanging down ; it was soaked with bin
tears

;
Rab licked it all over carefully, looked at her,

and returned to uis place under the table.
James and I sat, I don't know how long, but for some

time,—saying nothing , he started up abruptly, and
with some noise went to the table, and putting his right
fore and middle fingers each into a shoe, pulled them
out, and put them on, breaking one of the leather
latchete, and muttering in anger, * I never did the like
o' that afore !

*

I believe he never did ; nor after either. * Rab !
*

he said roughly, and pointing with bis thumb to the
bottom oi the bed. Rab leapt up, and settled himself

;

his head and eye to the dead face. ' Maiater John, ye'll
wait for me,' said the carrier ; and disappeared in the
.^arkness, thundering down stairs in his heavy shoes.
1 ran to a front window : there ho ^as, already round
the house, and out at the gate, fleeing like a shadow.

I was afraid about him, and yet not afraid ; so I sat
down beside Rab, and being wearied, fell asleep. I awoke
from a sudden noise outride. It was November, and
there had been a heavy fall of snow. Rab was in statu
quo

; he heard the noise too, and plainly knew it, but

IM

m
m
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never moved. I looked out ; and there, at the gate,

in the dim morning—for the sun was not up, was Jess
and the cart,—a cloud of steam rising from the old mare.
I did not see James ; he was already at the door, and
came up the stairs and met me. It was less than three

hours since he left, and he must have posted out—who
knows how ?—to Howgate, full nine miles off ; yoked
Jess, and driven her astonished into town. He had an
armful of blankets, and was streaming with perspira-

tion. He nodded to me, spread out on the floor two
pairs of clean old blankets having at their comers,
A. G., 1794,' in large letters in red worsted. These

were the initials of Alison Graeme, and James may
have looked in at her from without—himself unseen but
not linthought of—when he was ' wat, wat, and weary,'

and after ha ring walked many a mile over the hills,

may have seen her sitting, while ' a' the lave were
sleepin',' and by the firelight working her name on the

blankets, for her ain James's bed.

He motioned Bab down, and taking his wife in hh
arms, laid her in the blankets, and happed her carefully

and firmly up, leaving the face uncovered ; and then
lifting her, he nodded again sharply to me, and witli

a reaolred but utterly miserable face, strode along the
passage, and downstairs, followed by Rab. I followed
with a light ; but he didn't need it. I went out, hold-
ing stupidly the candle in my hand in the calm frosty
air ; we were soon at the gate. I could have helpcil

him, but I saw he was not to be meddled with, and he
was strong, and did not need it. He laid her down as

tenderly, as safely, as he had lifted her out ten days
before—as tenderly as when he had her first in his arms
when she was only ' A. G.'—sorted her, leaving that
beautiful sealed face open to the heavens ; and then
taking Jess by the head, he moved away. He did not
notice me, neither did Rab, who presided behind the

cart.

I stood till they passed through the long shadow of

the College, and turned up Nicolson Street. I heard
the solitary cart sound through the streets, and die away
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and come again ; and I returned, thinking of that com-
pany going up Libberton Brae, then along Roslin Muir
the niommg light touching the Pentlanda, and making
them like on-looking ghosts ; then down the hill throueh
Auchindmny woods, past • haunted Woodhouselee

'

;

and as daybreak came sweeping up the bleak Lammer-
muirs, and fell on his own door, the company would
3top, and James would take the key, and lift Ailie up
again, laying her on her own bed, and, having put Jess
up, would return with Rab and shut the door.
James buried his wife, with his neighbours monrninj?.Kab watching the proceedings from a distance. It wm

snow, and that black ragged hole would look strange
in the midst of the swelling spotless cushion of white.James looked after everything ; then rather suddenly
fell 111, and vook to bed ; was insensible when the doctor
came, and soon died. A sort of low fever was prevailingm the village, and his want of sleep, his exhaustion, and
his misery made him apt to take it. Tlie grave was
not difficult to re-open. A fresh fall of snow had againmade all things white and smooth ; Rab once more
looked on, and slunk home to the stable.

And what of Rab ? I asked for him next week at
the new carrier who got the goodwill of James's business
and was now master of Jess and her cart. * How'sKab ?

' ~ - -
-

your

ofiF.

and intermeddling with his'hkirrsaid! "Deed, sir, Rab's
deid. Dead ! what did he die of ? ' ' Weel sir

'

T-^ua' ?®i*'?^
r:QddeT, ' he didna exactly dee ; he wm

iciiied. 1 had to brain him wi' a rack-pin ; there was
nae doin wi him. He lay in the treviss wi' the mear,
and wadna come oot. I tempit him wi' kail and meat,
but he wad tak naething, and keepit me frao feedin*
the beast, and he was aye gur gurrin', and grup gruppin'me by the legs. I was laith to mak' awa wi' the auld
apwg, his hke wasna atween this and ThornhiU,—but
aeea, sir, I could do naething else.' I believed him'



280 HORAE SUBSECIVAE

Fit end for Rab, quick and complete. His teeth and

his friends gone, why should he keep the peace, and be

civil ?

He was buried in the braeface, near the burn, the

children of the village, his companions, who used to

make very free with him and sit on his ample stomach,

as he lay half asleep at the door in the sun, watching

the solemnity.
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With BRAINS, dir'

* Multi muf'a sciunt, paxici multum.'

* It is ont ling to wish to have truth on our side, and
another thing to wish to be on the side of truth.'

—

Whately.

'AraXalirwpos rots noWois ij ^7jT»;ff«s t^$ ikrjBdas, Kal ivl to
Iroifia ftdWov rpiitovTai.—ThucydideS.

' The most perfect philosophy of the natural kind, only
staves off our ignobance a little longer ; as, perhaps, the

most perfect philosophy of the moral or metaphysical kind,
serves onli/ to discover larger portions of it.'—David Hume.

i.i
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' With BBAINS, Sir'

' Pray, Mr. Opie, may I ask what you mix your colours
with ?' said a brisk dilettante student to the great
painter. * With Braim, Sir,' was the gruff reply—and
the right one. It did not give much of what we call
information; it did not expound the principles and
rules of the art ; but, if the inquirer had the commodity
referred to, it would awaken him ; it would set Lim
a-going, a-thinking, and a-painting to good purpose.
If he had :,. it the wherewithal, as was likely enough,
the less he had to do with colours and their mixture
the better. Many other artists, when iisked such
a question, would have either set about detailing the
mechanical composition of such and such colours, in
such and such proportions, rubbed up so and so ; or
perhaps they would (and so much the better, but not
the best) have shown him how they laid them on ; but
even this would leave him at the critical point. Opie
preferred going to the quick and the heart of the matter

:

* With Brains, Sir.'

Sir Joshua Reynolds was taken by a friend to see
a picture. He was anxious to admire it, and he looked
it over with a keen and careful but favourable eye.
* Capital composition ; correct drawing ; the colour,
tone, chiaroscuro excellent ; but—but—it wants, hang
it, it wants

—

That !
' snapping his fingers ; and,

wanting * that,' though it had everything else, it was
worth nothing.

Again, Etty was appointed teacher of the students
of the Royal Academy, having been preceded by a
clever, talkative, scientific expounder of aesthetics,
who delighted to tell the young men how evfrything
was done, how to copy this and how to express that
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A student came up to the new master, * Huw should
I do this. Sir ?

'
' Suppose you try.' Another, * What

does this mean, Mr. Etty 7
'

' Suppose you look.'
* But I have looked." * Suppose you look again.*

And they did try, and they did look, and looked again ;

and they saw and achieved what they never couUi
have done, had the how or the what (supposing this

possible, which it is not in its full and highest meaning)
been told them, or J<<ne for them; in the one cane,

sight and action were immediate, exact, intense, and
secure ; in the other, mediate, feeble, and lost as soon
as gained. But what are 'Brains ' ? what did Opie
mean ? and what is Sir Joshua's * Thai ' ? What is

included in it ? and what is the use, or the need of try-

ing and trying, of missing often before you hit, when
vou can be told at once and be done with it ; or of

looking when you may be shown ? Everything in

medicine and in painting—practical arts—as means
to ends, let their scientific enlargement be ever so rapid
and immense, depends upon the right answers to these
questions.

First of all, * brains,' in the painter, are not diligence,

knowledge, skill, b asibility, a strong will, or a high
aim,—he may have all these, and never paint any-
thing so truly good and effective as the rugged woodcut
we must all remember, of Apollyon bestriding the
whole breadth of the way, and Christian girding at
him like a man, in the old sixpenny PUgrinCa Progress ;

and a yoimg medical student may have zeal, know-
ledge, ingenuity, attention, a good eye and a steady
band—he may be an accomplished anatomist, stetho-

scopbt, and analyst ; and yet, with all this, and all

the lecjiures, and all the books, and all the 8a3ring8,

and all the preparations, drawings, tables, and other
helps of his teachers, crowded into his memory or his

note-books, he may be beaten at treating a whitlow
or a colic, by the nurse in the wards where he was
clerk, or by the old country doctor who brought him
into the world, and who listens with such humble
wonder to his youp'^ friend's account, on his coming
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homo after ench session, of all he had seen and done,—
of all the last astoninhing discoveries and o|)rrations
of the day. What the painter wants, in addition to.
and as the complement of, the other elements, is gen%u«
and sense ; what the doctor needs to crown and give
worth and safety to his accomplishments, is tense an(i
genius : in the first case, more of this, than of that

;

in the second, more of that, than of this. These are
the • Bra%i%s ' and the * That.*

And what is genius T and what is sense ? Genius
is a peculiar native aptitude, or tendency, to any one
calling or pursuit over all others. A man may have
a genius for governing, for killing, or for curing the
greatest number of men, and in the best possible
manner : a man may have a genius for the fiddle, or
his mission may be for the tight-rope, or the Jew's
harp ; or it may be a natural turn for seeking, and
tinding, and teaching truth, and for doing the greatest
possible good to mankind ; or it may be a turn equally
natural for seeking, tnd finding, and teaching » lie,

and doing the maximum of mischief. It was as natural,
as inevitable, forWilkie to develophimself into a painter,
and such a painter as we know him to have been, as it is

for an acorn when planted to grow up into an oak,
a specific Quercus robur. But genius, and nothing else,
is not enough, even for a painter : he must likewise
have sense ; and what is sense ? Sense dlrives, or
ought to drive, the coach ; sense regulates, combines,
restrains, commands, all the rest—even the genius

;

and sense implies exactness and soundness, power and
promptitude of mind.
Then for the young doctor, he must have as his

main, his master faculty, sensk— Brains

—

vols, just-
ness of mind, because his subject-matter is one in
which principle works, rather than impulse, as in
painting ; the understanding has first to do with it,

however much it is worthy of the full exercise of the
feelings and the affections. But all will not do, if

GENIUS is not there,—a real turn for the profession.
It may not be a liking for it—some of the best of its

«
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{iractitioners uever rt<nlly liked it, at least liked other

tliin}J!ii bettt^r ; but there muDt be a fitnora of faculty

of buily and mind for ils full, coiuitaQt, exaoi pursuit.

Tltia Hunse and thm geniu8, 8Uoh a special therapeutic

gift, had Hippocrates, SydeiUiara, Fott, Pinel, John
lluntur, DoliHJoh, Dupuylrcn, Kcllie, Cheyne, BailliLS

nnd Abercrombie. We might, to pursue the subject,

pick out painters who had uiuch genius ami Uttle or

no svnHe, and vice vtrtd ; and physicians and sur-

^louB, who had Hcnse without genius, and geniuH

without sense, ami some pei'liaps who had neither,

and yet were noticeable, and, in thuir owu side-ways,

useful men.
But c^ur great object will be gained if we have given

our young readers (and these remarks are addressed

exclusively to students) any idea of what we mean, if

>\u have made thorn think, and look inwards. The
noble and saored science you have entered on is large,

difficult, and deep, beyond most others ; it is every

day becoming larger, deeper, and in many senses moru
difficult, more complicated and involved. It requires

mart than the average intellect, energy, attention,

patience, and courage, and that singular but imperial

quality, at once a gift and an acquirement, presence

of mind—dyxifoiot or nearness of the voiv as the subtle

Greeks called it—than almost any other department

of human thought and action, except perhaps that of

ruling men. Therefore it is, that wo hold it to be of

paramount importance that the parents, teachers,

and friends of youths intended for medicine, and above

all, that those who examine them on their entering

on their studies, should at least (we might safely go

much further) satisfy themselves as far as they can,

that they are not below par in intelligence ; they may
be deticient and vmapt qua medici, and yet, if taken

in time, may make excellent men in other useful and
honourable callings.

But suppose we have got the requisite amount and
specific kind of capacity, how are we to till it with it«

means : how are we to make it effectual for its end T



•WITH BRAINS, SIR* 287

On this [)utnl wo Huy notbiag, vjicupt that the feur
iiow-a-dayH, is nillu^r tnat the mind goU too much uf
tou munv IhiiigB. than too little or too few. But UiiM
iiiuutiH uf turning knowledge to action, making it what
liuuon meant when he said it was power, invigorating
lii«> thinking Buhwtimce—giving tone, and you may
mill it niUHcle and nerve, blood and bone, to the mind —
a iirm gripe, and a keen and nuro eye : that, we think,
is far too little conifidered or cared for at present, an
if the more act of iilling in everything for ever into
B poor lad'H brain, would give him the ability to make
anything of it, and above all, the power to appropriate
the Hmail portions of true nutriment, and reject the
dregs.

One comfort we have, that in the main, and in the
laat rcHort, there is really very little that can be done
fur any man by another. I^gin with the senHe and
the geniuB—the keen appetite and the good digctilion

—

and, amid all obHtaclea and hardsbix>B, the work goert

on merrily and wolf ; without these, we all know what
a laborious affair, and a dismal, it is to make an in-
capable youth apply. Did any of you ever set your-
Bcivos to keep up artificial respiration, or to trudge
about for a whole night with a narcotized victim of
opium, or transfused blood (your own, perhaps) into
a poor, fainting, exanimate wretch ? If so, you will
have some idea of the heartless attempt, and its gener-
ally vain and miserable result, to make a dull student
a])preheud—a debauched, interested, knowing, or
ai live in anything beyond the base of his brain—a weak,
etiolated intellect hearty, and worth anything ; and
yet how many such are dragged through their dreary
curricula, and by some miraculoiu process of cram-
ming, and equally miraculous power of turning their
insides out, get through their examinations : and then—what then ? providentially, in most cases, they find
their level ; the broad daylight of the world—its
shrewd and keen eye, its strong instinct of what can,
and what cannot serve its purpose—puts all, except
the poor object himself, to rights ; happy is it for him

i f
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if he turn* to some new and more congenial pursuit

in time. ... . .

But it may be asked, how are the braina to be

strengthened, the Bcnse quickened, the genius awakened,

the affections raised—the whole man turned to the

best account for the cure of his fellow-men ? How
are you, when physics and physiology are increasing

so marvellously, and whca the burden of knowledge,

the quantity of transferable information, of registered

facts, of current names—and such names !—is «o

infinite : how are you to enable a student to take all

in, bear up under all, and use it as not abusing it, or

being abused by it ? You must invigorate the con-

V ining< and sustaining mind, you must strengthen

him from within, as well as fill him from without ;
you

must discipline, nourish, edify, relieve, and refresh his

entire nature ; and how ? We have no time to go

at large into thi; but we will indicate what we mean :—

encourage langii ges, especially French and German,

at the early part of their studies ; encourage not

merely the book knowledge, but the personal pursuit

of natural history, of field botany, of geology, of zoo-

logy ; give *he young, fresh, unforgetting eye, exercise

and free scope upon the infinite diversity and com-

bination of natural colours, forms, substances, surfaces,

weights, and sizes—everything, in a word, that wiU

educate their eye or ear, their touch, taste, and smell,

their sense of muscular resistance ; encourage thena by

prizes, to make skeletons, preparations, and collections

of any natural objects; and, above all, try and get

hold of th«ir affections, and make them put their

hearts into their work. Let them, if possible, have

the advantage of a regulated tviorial, as well as the

ordinary professorial system. Let there be no excess

in the number of classes and frequency of lectures.

Let them be drilled in composition ; by this we mean

the writing and spelling of correct plain Enghsh (a

matter not of everyday occiuTcnce, and not on the

increase)—let them be directed to the best books of

the old masters in medicine, and exainined in them,—
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mlnll^Tif^
encouraged in the use of a wholesome andmanly literature. We do not mean popular or evenmodem hterature-such as Emerson. Bdwer orAhjon. or the trash of inferior periodicals or novds-

Jashion, vanity, and the spirit of the age. will amLtthem readilv enough to aU these ; we refer ?o hetreasures of our elder and better authors If ouryoung medical student would take our advice andfor an hour or two twice a week take up a volumeof Shakespeare. Cervantes. Milton. Dryden. Po.TCowper. Monta,gne. Addison. Defoe. Goldsmith. FicSl

Smith HI ^^^u"^.
^^^' Macaulay. Jeffrey. SidneySmith. Helps. Thackeray. &c.. not to mention authoraon deeper and more sacred subjects-they wouldhave happier and healthier minds! and maL none

ttdB^^rL^''^"- " '^^^y* ^y 8°^ fortune-for the

have c^^MS ''•.?« ^^'^'"^^ '^« '''^°« hunuiniores-have come off with some Greek or Utin. we wouldsvipphcate for an ode of Horace, a couple of paZ ofCjcero or of Pliny once a month and a page of XonoPhon. French and German should be metered cShc'rbefore or during the first years of study^ ^ev willnever afterwards be acquired so easUy or s^o thSgWyand he want of them may be bitterly felt when toXe'But one mam he p. we are persuaded, is to be foundn 8tudy,ng_and by this we do not iean the merereading, but the digging into and through the eTergizmg upon, and mastering-such books as we havementioned at the close of this paper. These Ire notof course, the only works we w'uld recommend tothose who wish to understand thoroughly and tomake up their minds, on these great subjects I^ wholesbut we all know too well that our Art is lon^ broad'and deep.-and Time, opportunity, and our little hourbrief and uncertain, therefore, we would recommend

xeS^°rt ^' ^ r^ °^ ^'^^^ °^ '^^ mind, a mTntaixercise-hke cricket, a gymnastic, a clearing of theyes of their mind as with euphrasy, a stre^fthen nctheir power over particulars, a gett ng fr^ sffrnfuews of worn out, old things. 'and.^bovf aU^Tie^nf
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the right use of their reason, and b}' Icnowing their own
ignorance and weakness, finding true knowledge and
•trengtb. Taking up a book like Amauld, and readinf;

a chapter of his lively, manly sen^e, in like throwing
your manuals, and Hcalpels, and microscopes, and
natural (most unnatural) ordors out of your hand and
head, »nd taking a game with the Grange Club, or

a run i.o the tup of Arthur Seat. Exertion quickens
your pulse, expands your lungs, makes vour blood
warmer and rodder, fills your mouth with the pure
waters of relisli, strengthens and supples your legs

;

and though on your wuv to the top you mav encounter
rock^, and baffling debris, and gusts of fierce winds
rushing out upon you from behind comers, just as

vou will find in Amauld, and all truly serious and
honest bookit of the kind, difficulties and puzzlid,

winds of doctrine, and deceitful mists ; still you ate

rewarded at the top by the wide view. You sec,

as from a tower, the end of all. You look into the

perfections and relations of things. You see the

clouds, the bright lights, and the everlasting hills on
the far horizon. You come down the hill a happier,

a better, and a hungrier man, and of a better mind.

But, as we said, you must eat the book, vou must crush

it, and cut it with your teeth and swallow it ; just as

you must walk up, and not be carried up the hill, much
less imagine you are there, or look upon a picture at

what you would see were you up, however accurately

or artistically done ; no—you yourself must do both.

Philosophy—the love and the possession of wisdom
—is dividecl into two things, science or knowledge

;

and a habit, or power of mind. He who has got the

first is not truly wise unless his mind has reduced and

assimilated it, as Dr. Frout would have said, unless he

appropriates and can ase it for his need.

The prime qualifications of a physican may be

summed up in the words Capax, Perapicax, Sagax,

Effkax. Capax—there must be room to receive, and

arrange, and keep knowledge ; Perapicax—senses and

perceptions, keen, accurate, and immediate, to brin;|
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until it has found the scent. It must have some

presage of the result before it will turn its energies to

ita attainment. The system of anatomy which has

immortalized the name of Oken, is the consequence

of a iiash of anticipation, which glanced through hia

mind when he picked up, in a chance walk, the skull

of a deer, bleached by the weather, and exclaimed

—

" It is a vertebral cdumn !" *

' Tb-: man of science possesses principles—the man
of art, not the less nobly gifted, is possessed and carried

away by them. The principles which art involves,

scienpe evolves. The truths on which the success of

art depends lurk in the artist's mind in an undeveloped

state, guiding his hand, stimulating his invention,

balancing his judgement, but not appearing in regular

propositions.' ' An art (that of medicine for instance)

will of course admit into its limits, everything {and

nothing) else which can conduce to the performance of

its own proper work ; it recognizes no other principles

of selection.'
' He who reads a book on logic, probably thinks

no better when he rises up than when he sat down,

but if any of the principles there unfolded cleave to his

memory, and he afterwards, perhaps imconsciously,

shapes and corrects his thoughts by them, no doubt

the whole powers of his reasoning receive benefit. In

a word, every art, from reasoning to riding and rowing,

is learned by assiduous practice, and if principles do

any good, it is proportioned to the readiness with which

they can be converted into rules, and the patient con-

stancy with which they are applied in all our attempts

at excellence.'
* A man can teach names to another man, bui he cannot

fiarU in another's mind that far higher gift—the power

of naming.*
' Language is not only the vehicle of thought, it is a great

and efficient instrument in thinking.*
' The whole of every science may be made the suli-

jecL of teaching. Not so with art ; much of it is not

teachable.'
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Coleridge's profound and briUiant, but unequal, and
often somewhat nebulous Essay on Method \ worth
reading over, were it only as an exerci'Miloii. rmu' *o

!!??[!!!?
""^ S^ ™'"? ^^® meaning and v lue of method.

Method 18 the road by which you rea h, or hopj -o
reach, a certain end ; it is a process. ]- i,^ tl e br..t

wS'°f .7
*^^

T'""^. ^^^"^ *''"*b- System, ag.un,
which IS often confounded with it, is a mapping outa circumscription of knowledge, either already gained
or theoretically laid down as probable. Aristotle hada system which did much good, but also much mischief.
Bacon was chiefly occupied in preparing and pointing
out the way-the only way-of procuring knowledge
lie left to others to systematize the knowledge after
It was got

; but the pride and indolence of the human
spirit lead it constantly to build systems on imperfect
knowledge. It has the trick of filling up out of its o^vn
fancy what it has not the diligence, the humility, and
the honesty, to seek in nature ; whose servant, and
articulate voice, it ought to be.

Descartes' little tract on Method is, like everything
the lively and deep-souled Breton did. full of onVinal
and bright thought. *

Sir John Herschel's volume needs no praise. Weknow no work of the sort, fuller of the best moral
worth, as well as the highest philosophy. W^e fear it
13 more talked of than read.
We ^ould recommend the article in the Quarterly

Review as first-rate, and written with great eloquence
and grace. ^

Sidney Smith's Sketclies of Lectures on Moral Philo-
wpAy. Second Edition.

.Sedgwick's Discourse on the Studies at Cambridge, with
a Freface and Appendix. Sixth Edition.

We have put these two worthies here, not becausewe had forgotten them,—much less because we think
less of them than the others, especially Sidney ; but
because we bring them in at the end of our small enter-
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tainment, as we hand round a liqueur—be it Cura^oa,

Kimmel, or old Glenlivet—after dinner, and end with

the heterogeneous plum-pudding, that most English

of realized ideas. Sidney Smith's book is one of rare

excellence, and well worthy of the study of men and

women, though perhaps not transcendental enough

for our modern philosophers, male and female. It is

really astonishing how much of the best of everything,

from patriotism to nonsense, is lo be found in this

volume of sketches. You may read it through, if your

sides can bear such an accumulation of laughter, with

great benefit ; and if you open it anywhere, you can't

read three sentences without coming across some, it

may be common thought, and often original enough,

better expressed and put than you ever before saw it.

The lectures on the Affections, the Passions and

Desires, and on Study, we would hay« everybody to

read and enjoy.

Sedgwick is a different, and, as a whole, an inferior

man ; but a man every inch of him, and an Englishman

too, in his thoughts, and in his fine mother wit and

tongue. He has, in the midst of all his confusion and
[)assionateness, the true instinct of philosophy—the

true venatic sense of objective truth. We knownothing
better in the main, than his demolition of what is

untrue, and his reduction of what is absurd, and his

taking the wind out of what is tympanitic, in the

notorious Vestiges ; we don't say he always aosa

justice to what is really good in it ; his mission is to

execute justice w;K)n it, and that he does. His remarks

on Oken and Oavch, and his quotations from Dr.

Clarke's admirable paper on theDevelopment of the Foetus,

in the Cambridge Philosophical Transactions, we would

recommend to our medical friends. The very con-

fusion of Sedgwick is the free outcome of a deep and
racy nature ; it puts us in mind of what happened,

when an Englishman was looking with astonishment

and disgust at a Scotchman eating a singed sheep's

head, and was asked by the eater what he thought of

that dish ? ' Dish, Sir, do you call that a dish ?

'
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' Dish or no dish,' rejoined the ( aledonian, ' there 's
a deal o' fine confused feedin' aboot it, let me tell you.'
We conclude these rambling remarks with a quota-

tion from Amauld, the friend of Pascal, and the intrepid
antagonist of the Vatican and the Grand Monarque

;

one of the noblest, freest, most untiring and honest
intellects our world has ever seen. ' Wliy don't you
rest sometimes ?

' said his friend Nicole to him. 'Rest

!

why^ should I rest here ? haven't I an eternity to rest
in ? ' The following sentence from his Port-Royal Logic,
so well introduced and translated by Mr. Baynes, con-
tains the gist of all we have been trying to say. It
should be engraven on the tablets of every young
student's heart—for the heart has to do with study as
well as the head.

' There is nothing more desirable than good sense and
justness of mind,—aW other qualities of mind are of
limited use, but exactness of judgement is of general
utility in every part and in all employments of life.

' We are too apt to employ reason merely as ati instru-
ment for acquiring the sciences, whereas we ought to avail
ourselves of the sciences, as an instrument for perfecting
our reason ; justness of mind being inP^'tely more im-
portant than all the speculative knt . i which wo
can obtain by means of sciences the olid. This
ought to lead wise men to make tl .i- sciences the
exercise and not the occupation of their mental powers.
Men are not bom to employ all their time in measuring
lines, in considering the various movements of matter :

their minds are too great, and their lives too short, their
time too precious, to be so engrossed ; but they are
bom to be just, equitable, and prudent, in all their
thoughts, their actions, their business ; to thes-e things
they ought especially to train and discipline themselves.'

So, young friends, bring Brains to your work, and
mix everything with them, and them with everything.
Arma virumque, tools and a man to use them'. Stir
up, direct, and give free scope to Sir Joshua's ' that,'

and try again, and again ; and look, oculo intento, acie
acerrimd. Looking is a voluntary act,—it is the man 1= J

A
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within coming to the window ; seeing is a state,

—

passive and receptive, and, at the best, little more than

registrative.

Since writing the above, we have read with great

satisfaction Dr. Forbe. 's Lecture delivered before the

Cliichester Literary Society and Mechanics' Insti-

tute, and published at their request. Its subject is.

Happiness in its relation to Work and Knowledge. It

is worthy of its author, and is, we think, more largely

and finely embued with his personal character, than

any one other of his works that we have met with. We
could not wish a fitter present for a young man starting

on the game of life. It is a wise, cheerful, manly, and
warmhearted discourse on the words of Bacon,

—
' He

that is wise, lot him pursue some desire or other ; for

he that doth not affect some one thing in chief, unto him
all things are distasteful and tedious.' We will not

spoil this little volume by giving any account of it.

Let our readers get it, and read it. The extracts from

his Thesis, De Mentis Exercitatione et Felicitate exinde

derivandd, are very curious—showing the native vigour

and bent of his mind, and indicating also, at once the

identity and growth of his thoughts during the lapse of

thirty-three years.

We give the last paragraph, the sense and the filial

affection of which are alike admirable. Having men-

tioned to his hearers that they saw in himself a living

illustratior of the truvh of his position—that happiness

is a necessary result of knowledge and work, he thus

concludes :

—

' If you would further desire to know to what besides

I am chiefly indebted for so enviable a lot, I would say :

—1st, Because I had the good fortune to come into the

world with a healthful frame, and with a sanguine

temperament. 2nd, Because I had no patrimony, and

was therefore obliged to trust to my own exertions for

a livelihood. 3rd, Because I was bom in a land where

instruction is greatly prized and readily accessible.

4th, Because I was brought up to a profession which

not only compelled mental exercise> but supplied for



*- I I

«WITH BRAINS. SIR' 297

its use materials of the most delightful and varied kind.
And lastly and princijxUly, because the good man to whom.
I owe my existence, had the foresight to know what wovld
he best for his children. He had the wisdom, and the
courage, and the exceeding love, to bestow all that could
be spared of his worldly means, to purchase for his sons
that which is beyond price, education ; well judging
that the means so expended, if hoarded for future use,
would be, if not valueless, certainly evanescent, while
the precious treasure for which they were exchanged, a
cultivated and instructed mind, would not only last
through life, but might be the fruitful source of treasures
far more precious than itself. So equipped he sent them
forth into the world to fight Life's battle, leaving the
aSsuo in the hand of God ; confident, however, that
though they might fail to achieve renown or to conquer
Fortune, they possessed that which, if rightly used,
could win for them the yet higher prize of happiness.'

Since this was written, many good books have ap-
peared, but we would select three, which all yoimg men
should read and get—Hartley Coleridge's Lives of Nor-
thern Worthies, Thackeray's Letters of Broim the Elder,
and Tom Broum's Schooldays—in spirit and expression,
we don't know any better models for manly courage,
good sense, and feeling, and they are as well written
as they are thought.
There are the works of another man, one of the

greatest, not only of our, but of any time, to which we
cannot too earnestly draw our young readers. We
mean the philosophical writings of Sir William Hamil-
ton. We know no more invigorating, quickening, recti-
fying kind of exercise, than reading with a will, any-
thing he has written upon permanently important sub-
jects. There is a greatness and simplicity, a closeness
of thought, a glance keen and wide, a play of the entire
nature, and a truthfulness and downrightness, with an
amount, and accuracy, and vivification of learning,
such as we know of in no one other writer, ancient or
modem—not even Leibnitz ; and we know no writings
which so wholesomely at once exalt and humble the

l\
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reader, make him feel what is in him, and what he can
and may, as well as what he cannot, and need never
hope to know. In this respect, Hamilton is as grand as

Pascal, and more simple , he exemplifies everywhere
his own sublime adaptation of Scripture—unless a man
become a little child, he cannot enter into the kingdom ;

be enters the temple stooping, but he presses on, in-

trepid and alone, to the inmost adytum, worshipping the

more the nearer he gets to the inaccessible shrine,

whose veil no mortal hand has ever rent in twain.

And we name after him, the thoughtful, candid, ini*

pressivo little volume of his pupil, his friend, and his

successor. Professor Fraser.

The lollowing passage from Sir William Hamilton's
Dissertations, besides its wise thought, sounds in tho

ear like the pathetic and majestic sadness of asymphony
by Eoethoven :

—

* There are two sorts of ignorance : we philosophize

to escap3 ignorance, and the consummation of our
philosophy is ignorance ; we start from the one, wo
repose in the other ; they are the goals from which,

and to which, we tend ; and the pursuit of knowledge
is but a course between two ignorances as human life

is itself only a travelling from grave to grave.

T»'s 0105 ;

—

Ek Tv/iffoio Oopwv, iwl riutiov oSevai.

The highest reach of human science is the scientifio

recognition of human ignorance ;
" Qui nescit ignorare,

ignorat scire." This " learned ignorance " is the ra-

tional conviction by the human mind of its inability

to transcend certain limits ; it is the knowledge of our-

selves,—the science of man. This is accomplished by
a demonstration of the disproportion between what is

to be known, and our faculties of knowing,—the dis-

proportion, to wit, between the infinite and the finite.

In fact, the recognition of human ignorance is not only

the one highest, but the one true, knowledge ; and
its first-fruit, as has been said, is humility. Simple

nescience is not proud ; consummated science is posi-

tively humble. For this knowledge it is not, which
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" pufTeth up "
; but its opposite, the conceit of false

knowledge, the conceit, in truth, as the apostle notices,

of an ignorance of the very nature of knowledge :

—

Nam nesciens quid scire sit,

Te scire cuncta iactitas.

' But as our knowledge stands to Ignorance, so stands
it also to Doubt. Doubt is the beginning and the end
of our efforts to know ; for as it is true,

—
" Alte dubitat

qui altius credit," so it is likewise true,
—" Quo magis

quaerimus magis dubitamus."
The grand result of human wisdom is thus only a

consciousness that what we know is as nothing to what
we know not, (" Quantum est quod nescimus ! ")—an
articulate confession, in fact, by our natural reason, of
the truth declared in revelation, that " now we see
through a glass darkly."

'

His pupil writes in the same spirit and to the same
end :

—
' A discovery, by means of reflection and mental

experiment, of the limita of knowledge, is the highest
and most universally applicable discovery of all ; it

is the one through which our intellectual life most
strikingly blends with the normal and practical part
oi human nature. Progress in knowledge is often para-
doxically indicated by a diminution in the apparent
hvlk of what we know. Whatever helps to work off

the dregs of false opinion, and to purify the intellectual

mass—whatever deepens our conviction of our infinite

ignorance—really adds to, although it sometimes seems
to diminish, the rational possessions of man. This is

the highest kind of merit that is claimed for Philosophy
by its earliest as well as by its latest representatives.
It is by this standard that Socrates and Kant measure
the ohief results of their toil.'

1 I i!

BOOKS REFERRED TO

1. Arnauld's Port-Royal Logic ; translated by T. S.
Baynes.—2. Thomson's Outlines of the Necessary Laws of
Thought.—3. Descartes on the Method of Rightly Con.

'
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dur-ting the Reason, and Seeking Truth in the Sciences.

—

4. Coleridge's Ensay on Method.—5. Whately'a Logic and
Rhetoric ; new and cheap edition.—6. Mill's Logic ; new
and cheap edition.—7. Dugald Stewart's Outlines.—8.

Sir John HerHchel's Preliminary Dissertation.—9. Quarterly

Review, vol. Ixviii ; Article upon Whewell's Philosophy of

Inductive Sciences.—10. Isaac Taylor's Elements of

Thought.—IL Sir William Hamilton's edition of Reid ;

Dissertations ; and Lectures.—12. Professor Eraser's

Rational Philosophy.— 13. Locke on the Conduct of the

Understanding.
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ARTHUR H. HALLAM
' Prabsens imperfectum,—perfectum, plusquam perfectum

FUTUBUM.'

—

GroTIUS.

' The idea of thy lift shall sweetly creep
Into my atvdy of imagination ;

And every lovely organ of thy life

Shall come apparelled in more precious habit—
More moving delicate, and full of life.

Into the eye and prospect of my soul.

Than when thou livedst indeed.*

Much Ado abodt Nothing.

i .
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l^ the chancel of Clevedon Church, Somersetshire,

rest the mortal remains of Arthur Henry Hallam, eldost

son of our great philosophic historian and critic,—and
the friend to whom In Memoriam is sacred. This place

was selected by liis father, not only from the connexion
of kindred, bcin;; the burial-place of his maternal grand-
father, Sir Abraham Elton, but likewise ' on account of

its still and sequestered situation, ou a lone hill that
overhangs ths Bristol Channel.' That lone hill, with
its humble old church, its outlook over the waste of

waters, where ' the stately ships go on,* was, we doubt
not, in Tennyson's mind, when the poem, ' Break,
brc sk, break,' which contains the burden of that
volume in which are enshrined so much of the deepest
affection, poetry, philosophy, and godliness, rose into

his ' study of imagination '
—

' into the eye and prospect
of his soul '.'

' The passage 3hak('8peare prefixed to this paper,
contains probably bo much as can be said of the mental,
not less than the affectionate conditions, under which such
a record as In Memoriam is produced, and may give us more
insight ik:to the imaginative faculty's mode of working, than
all our philosophizing and analysis. It seems to let out with
the fullness, simplicity, and unconsciousness of a child

—

* Fancy's Child '—the secret mechanism or procession of
the greatest creative mind our race has produced. In it-

self, it has no recondite meaning, it answers fully its own
sweet piurpose. We are not believers, like some folks, in

the omniscience of even Shakespeare. But, like many thinf^i

that he and other wise men and many simple children say,
it has a germ of universal meaning, which it is quite lawful
to bring out of it, and which may be enjoyed to the full

without any wrong to its own original beauty and fitness.

A dew-drop is not the less beautiful that it illustrates in it"

Sgg
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Break, break, break,
On thy cold grey etones. O sea

!

And 1 would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in uie.

O well for the fishorman^s boy.
That he shouts with his sister at jxlay I

well for the sailor lad
That ho sings in his boat on the bay I

And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill

!

^ut O for the touch of the vanished hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still

:

Break, break, break,

At tho foot of thy crags, O 8ea !

But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back to me.

structure the law of gravitation which holds the world
together, and by which ' the most ancient heavens ar«
frenh and strong.' This is the passage. The Friar speaking
of Claudio, hearing that Hero ' died upon his words,' saya

—

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep
Into his study of imagination

;

And every lovely organ of her life

Shall come apparelled in mure precious habit-
More moving deUcate, and full of life.

Into the eye and prospect of his soul,

Than when she Uved indeed.

We have here expressed in plain language the imaginative
memory of the beloved dead, rising upon the past, like
moonUght upon midnight,

—

The gleam, the shadow, and the peace supreme.

This is its simple meaning—the statement of a truth, the
utterance of personal feeUng. But otwerve its hidden
abstract significance—it is the revelation of what goes on in
the depths of the soul, when the dead elements of what
once was, are laid before the imagination, and so breathed
upon as to be quickened into a new and higher hfe. We
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Out of these few simplo wordn, deep and melancholv.
ond sounding as the sea. as out of a well of thu livimr
watora of love, flows forth all In Memormm, as o stream
flowB out of its sprinK-uU is here. ' I would that niv
tongue could utter the thoughts that arise in n»e '—
the touch of the vanislied hand- the sound of 'the

voico that is still.'—the iKjdy and 8oul of his friend
Kising as it were out of the midst of the gloom of thJ
valley of the shadow of death.

The mountain infant to the sun comes forth
Like human lite from darkness

;

and how its waters flow on ! carrying life, beauty, may-
iiihcence,—shadows and happy lights, depths of black-
ness, depths clear as the very body of heaven. How-
it deepens as it goes, involving larger interests, wider
views, thoughts that wander through eternity,' greater
at.ections, but still retaining its pure living waters, its
unforgotten burden of love and sorrow. How it visits
every region! 'the long unlovely street,' plea.sant
villages and farms, the placid ocean-plains.' waste
liowlmg wildernesses, grim woods, nemorumrjue nociem
informed with spiritual fears, where may be seen if
sliapes they may be called

—

have first the Idea of htr Life—all he rca.e.nbered and felt
ot Her, gathered into one vague shadowy image, non any
one look, or action, or time,—tiien the idea of her life
creep*—18 in before he is aware, and swketlv cieei)8—it
ii^Mght have been softly or gently, but it is the addition of
attection to all this, and bringing in another senbe,—andnow it 18 in his study of imagination—wh&t a place ! fit for
such a visitor. Then out comes the Idea, more particular
more questionable, but still ideal, spiritual—e. try lovel'j
organ of her /»/e—then the clothing upon, the mortal puK ing
on Its immortal, spiritual hody—sJuiU come appardltd in
ncore precious habit, more moving delicate—this is the trans-
tigurmg, the putting on strength, the poco jnii-^tho litt'e
more which makes immortal,-wore fvU of life, and aU thiy
submitted to—the eye and prospect of the soul.

BKOWX
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Fear and trembling Hope,

Silence and Foresight ; Death the Skeleton,

And Time the Shadow

;

now within hearing of the Minster clock, now of the

College bells, and the vague hum of the mighty city.

And overhead through all its course the heaven with its

clouds, its sun, moon, and stars ; but always, and in

all places, declaring its source ; and even when lajring

its burden of manifold and faithful affection at the feet

of the Almighty Father, still remembering whence it

came,

*That friend of mine who lives in God,

That God which ever lives and loves ;

One God, one law, one element.

And one far-off divine event.

To which the whole creation moves.

It is to that chancel, and to the day, 3rd January,

1834, that he refers in poem xviii of In Memoriam.

'Tis well, 'tis something, we may stand

Where he in English earth is laid.

And from his ashes may be made
The violet of his native land.

'lis little; but it looks in truth

As if the quiet bones were blest

Among familiar names to rest.

And in the places of his youth.

And again in xix :

The Danube to the Severn gave

The darken'd heart that beat no more;

They laid him by the pleasant shore.

And in the hearing of the wave.

There twice a day the Severn fills,

The salt sea-water passes by,

And hushes half the babbling V/ye,

And makes a silence in the hills
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Here, too, it is, lxvi :

When on my bed the moonlight falls,
I know that in thy place of rest.
By that broad water of the west;

There comes a glory on the walls:

Thy marble bright in dark appears.
As slowly steals a silver flame
Along the letters of thy name.

And o'er the number of thy years.

This young man, whose memory his friend has conse-
crated in the hearts of all who can be touched by such
love and beauty, was in nowise unworthy of all this.
It 18 not for us to say, for it was not given to us the sad
privilege to know, all that a father's heart buried with
his son in that grave, all 'the hopes of unaccomplished
years

; nor can we feel in its fullness all that is meant

A r • ... Such
A^ friendship as had mastered Time

;

Which masters Time indeed, and is
Eternal, separate from fears.
The all-assuming months and years

Can take no part away from this.

But this we may say, we know of nothing in aU literature
to compare with the volume from which these lines are
'^®\ ®"^^* ^*^^ lamented with this lamentation

:

Ihe beauty of Israel is slain. Ye mountains of Gilboa,
let there be no dew, neither rain upon you. I am dis-
tressed for thee, my brother Jonathan : very pleasant
hast thou been unto me ; thy love for me was wonder-
ful. We cannot, as some have done, compare it with
bhakespeare's sonnets, or with Lycidas. In spite of
the amazing genius and tenderness, the never-wearying,
all-mvolvmg reiteration of passionate attachment, the
idolatry of admiring love, the rapturous devotedness,
displayed in these sonnets, we cannot but agree with
Mr. Hallam in thinking ' that there is a tendency now,

X 2

l !
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especially among young men of poetical tempers, to

exaggerate the beauties of these remarkable produc-

tions ' ; and though we would hardly say with him.

*that it is impossible not to wish that Shakespeare had

never written them,' giving us, as they do, and as per-

haps nothing else could do, such proof of a power of

loving, of an amount of aitendrissemcnt, which is not

less wonderful than the bodying forth of that myriad-

mind which gave us Hamlet, and Lear, Cordelia, and

Puck, and all the rest, and indeed explaining to us how

he could give us all these ;—while we hardly go so far,

we agree with his other wise words :— ' There is a weak-

ness and folly in all misplaced and excessive affection ;

which in Shakespeare's case is the more distressing,when

we consider that ' Mr. W. H . the only begetter of these

enauing sonnets,' was, in all i.kelihood, William Herbert,

Earl of Pembroke, a man of noble and gallant character,

but always of licentious life.

As for Lycidas, we must confess that the poetry

—

and we all know how consummate it is—and not the

affection, seems uppermost in Milton's mind, as it is in

ours. The other element, though quick and true, has

no glory through reason of the excellency of that which

invests it. But there is no such drawback in In Me-

moriam. The purity, the temperate but fervent good-

ness, the firmness and depth of nature, the impassioned

logic, the large, sensitive, and liberal heart, the rever-

ence and godly fear of

That friend of mine who lives in God,

which from these Remams we know to have dwelt in

that young soul, give to In Memoriam the character

of exactest portraiture. There is no excessive or mis-

placed affection here ; it is all founded in fact : while

everywhere and throughout it all, affection—a love that

is wonderful—meets us first and leaves us last, giving

form and substance and grace, and the breath of life

and love, to everything that the poet's thick-coming

fancies so exquisitely frame. We can recall few poems

approaching to it in this quaUty of sustained affection.
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The only English poems we can think of as of th«
same order, are Cowper's lines on seeing his mother'*
portrait :

—

O that these lips had language I

Bums to 'Mary in Heaven'; and two pieces of
Vaughan—one beginning

O thou who know'st for whom I mourn ;

and the other

—

They are all gone into the world of light.

But our object now is, not so much to illustrate Mr.
Tennyson's verses, as to introduce to our readers, what
we ourselves have got so much delight, and, we trust,
profit tTom—The Remains in Verse and Prose, of Arthur
Henry HaUam, 1834 ; privately printed. We had for
many years been searching for this volume, but in vain ;

a sentence quoted by Henry Taylor struck us, and our
desire was quickened by reading In Memoriam. We
do not remember when we have been more impressed
than by these Remains of this young man, especially
when taken along with his friend's Memorial; and
instead of trying to tell our readers what this impres-
sion is, wo have preferred giving them as copious ex-
tracts as our space allows, that they may judge and
enjoy for themselves. The italics are our own. We
can promise them few finer, deeper, and better pleasures
than reading, and detaining their minds over these two
books together, filling their hearts with the fullness of
their truth and tenderness. They will see how accurate
as well as how affectionate and 'of imagination all
compact

' Tennyson is, and how worthy of all that he
has said of him, that friend was. The likeness is drawn
ad vivum^

When to the seasions of sweet silent thought
He summons up remembrance of things past.

* The idea of his Life ' has been sown a natural body,
and has been raised a spiritual body, but the identity
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is unhurt ; the countenance shines and the raiment is

white and glistering, but it is the same face and form.

The Memoir is by Mr. Hallam. We give it entire,

not knowing anywhere a nobler or more touching record

of a father's love and sorrow.

• Arthur Henry Hallam was bom in Bedford Place \
London, on February 1, 1811. Very few years had

elapsed before his parents observed strong indications

of his future character, in a peculiar clearness of per-

ception, a facility of acquiring knowledge, and, above

all, in an undeviating sweetness of disposition, and

adherence to his sense of what was right and becoming.

As he advanced to another stage of childhood, it was

rendered still more manifest that he would be distin-

guished from ordinarypersons,byan increasing thought-

fulness, and a fondness for a class of books, which in

general are so little intelligible to boys of his age, that

they excite in them no kind of interest.
' In thf jummer of 1818 he spent some months with

his parent Ji in Germany and Switzerland, and became
familiar with the French language, which he had already

learned to read with facility. He had gone through

the elements of Latin before this time ; but that lan-

guage having been laid aside during his tour, it was

found upon his return that, a variety of new scenes

having oflEaced it from his memory, it was necessary

to begin again with the first rudiments. He was nearly

eight years old at this time ; and in little more than

twelve months he could read Latin with tolerable

* Dark house, by which once more I stand

Here in the long unlovely street

;

Doors, where my heart was wont to beat

So quickly, waiting for a hand.'

In Memoriam.

This is a mistake, as his friend Dr. A. P. Stanley thus cor-

rects :
—• " The long uiJovely street " was Wimpole Street,

No. 67, where the Hellams lived ; and Arthur used to say

to his friends, " You know you will always find us at sixes

and sevens."

'
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facility. In this period his mind was developing itself
more rapidly than before ; he now felt a keen relish
for dramatio poetry, and wrote several tragedies, if we
may so call them, either in prose or verse, with a more
precocious display of talents than the Editor remembers
to have met with in any other individual. The natural
pride, however, of his parents, did not blind them to the
uncertainty that belongs to all premature efforts of the
mind ; and they so carefully avoided everything like
a boastful display of blossoms which, in many cases,
have withered away in barren luxuriance, that the cir-
cumstance of these compositions was hardly ever mwi-
tioned out of their own family.

' In the sprmg of 1820, Arthur was placed under the
Rev. W. Carmalt, at Putney, where he remained nearly
two years. After leaving "ihis school, he went abroad
again for some months ; and, in October, 1822, became
the pupil of the Rev. E. C. Hawtrey, an Assistant
Master of Eton College. At Eton he continued till the
summer of 1827. He was now become a good though
not perhaps a first-rate scholar in the Latin and Greek
languages. The loss of time, relatively to this object,
in travelling, but far more his increasing avidity for a
different kind of knowledge, and the strong bent of his
mind to subjects which exercise other facilities than
such as the acquirement of languages calls into play,
will suflSciently account for what might seem a com-
parative deficiency in classical learning. It can only,
however, be reckoned one, comparatively to his other
attainments, and to his remarkable facility in mastering
the modern languages. The Editor has thought it not
improper to print in the following pages an Eton exer-
cise, which, as written before the age of fourteen, though
not free from metrical and other errors, appears, perhaps
to a partial judgement, far above the level of such com-
positions. It is remarkable that he should have se-
lected the story of Ugolino, from a poet with whom,
and with whose language, he was then but very slightly
acquainted, but who was afterwards to become, more
perhaps than any other, the master-mover of Lis spirit.
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It may be added, that great judgement and taste are

perceptible in this translation, which is by no means a

literal one ; and in which the phraseology of Sophocles

is not ill substituted, insome passages, for that of Dante.
' The Latin poetrv of an Etonian is generally reckoned

at that School the chief test of hia literary talent. That
of Arthur was good without being excellent ; he never

wanted depth of thought, or truth of feeling ; but it is

only in a few rare instances, if altogether in any, that

an original mind has been known to utter itself freely

and vigorously, without sacrifice of purity, in a language
the capacities of which are so imperfectly understood

;

and in his productions there was not the thorough con-

formity to an ancient model which is required for per-

fect elegance in Latin verse. He took no great pleasure

in this sort of composition ; and perhaps never returned

to it of his own accord.
* In the latter part of his residence at Eton, he was

led away more and more by the predominant bias of

his mind, from the exclusive study of ancient literature.

The poets of England, especially the older dramatists,

came with greater attraction over his spirit. He loved

Fletcher, and some of Fletcher's contemporaries, for

their energy of language and intenseness of feeling;

but it was in Shakespeare alone that he found the full-

ness of soul which seemed to slake the thirst of his own
rapidly expanding genius for an inexhaustible fountain

of thought and emotion. He knew Shakespeare tho-

roughly ; and indeed his acquaintance with the earlier

poetry of this country was very extensive. Among
the modem poets, Byron was at this time, far above
the rest, and almost exclusively, his favourite ; a pre-

ference which, in later years, he transferred altogether

to Wordsworth and Shelley.
' He became, when about fifteen years old, a member

of the debating society established among the elder

boys, in which he took great interest ; and this served

to confirm the bias of his intellect towards the moral
and political philosophy of modem times. It was
probably, however, of important utility in giving him
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that command of his own language which he possessed,
as the following Essays will show, in a very superior
degree, and in exercising those powers of argumentative
discussion, which now displayed themselves a<J emi-
nently characteristic of his mind. It was a necessary
consequence that he declined still more from the usual
paths of study, and abated perhaps somewhat of his
regard for the writers of antiquity. It must not bo
understood, nevertheless, as most of those who read
these pages will be aware, that he ever lost his sensi-
bility to those ever-living effusions of genius which the
ancient languages preserve. He loved Aeschylus and
Sophocles (to Euripides he hardly did justice), Lucretius
and Virgil ; if he did not seem so much drawn towards
Homer as might at first be expected, this may probably
be accounted for by his increasing taste for philosophical
poetry.

• In the early part of 1827, Arthur took a part in the
Eton Miscellany, a periodical publication, in which
some of his friends in the debating society were con-
cerned. He wrote in this, besides a few papers in prose,
a little poem on a story connected with the Lake of
Killarney. It has not been thought by the Editor
advisable, upon thewhole,toreprint these lines; though,m his opinion, they bear very striking marks of superior
powers. This was almost the first poetry that Arthur
had written, except the childish tragedies above men-
tioned. No one was ever less inclined to the trick of
versifying. Poetry with him was not an amusement,
but the natural and almost necessary language of
genuine emotion ; and it was not till the discipline of
serious reflection, and the approach of manhood, gave
a reality and intenseness to such emotions, that he
learned the capacities of his own genius. That he was
a poet by nature, these Remains will sufficiently prove ;

but certainly he was far removed from being a versifier
by nature ; nor was he probably able to perform, what
he scarce ever attempted, to write easily and elegantly
on an ordinary subject. The lines on the story of
Pygmalion are so far an exception, that they arose out

r-f
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of a momentary amusement of society ; but he could
not avoid, even in these, his own grave tone of poetry.

* Upon leaving Eton in the summer of 1827, he ac-

companied his parents to the Continent, and passed
eight months in Italy. This introduction to new scenes
of nature and art, and to new sources of intellectual

delight, at the very period of transition from boyhood
to youth, sealed no doubt the pecuhar character of his

mind, and taught him, too soon for his peace, to sound
those depths of thought and feeling, from which, after

this time, all that he wrote was derived. He had, when
he passed the Alps, only a moderate acquaintance with
the Italian language ; b 't during his residence in the
country he came to speak it with perfect fluencv, and
with a pure Sienese pronunciation. In its study ne was
much^ assisted by his friend and instructor, the Abbate
Pififeri, who encouraged him to his first attempts at
versification. The few sonnets, which are now printed,

were, it is to be remembered, written by a foreigner,

hardly seventeen years old, and after a very short stay
in Italy. The Editor might not, probably, have suffered

them to appear even in this private manner, upon his

own judgement. But he knew that the greatest living

writer of Italy, towhom theywereshown some time since
at Milan, by the author's excellent friend, Mr. Richard
Milnes, has expressed himself in terms of high appro-
bation.

' The growing intimacy of Arthur with Italian poetry
led him naturally to that of Dante. No poet was so
congenial to the character of his own reflective mind

;

in none other could he so abundantly find that disdain
of flowery redundance, that perpetual preference of the
sensible to the ideal, that aspiration for somewhat better

and less fleeting than earthly things, to which his inmost
soul responded. Like all genuine worshippers of the
great Florentine poet, he rated the Inferno below the
two latter portions of the Divina Commedia ; there was
nothing even to revolt his taste, but rather much to
attract it, in the scholastic theology and mystic visions

of the Paradiso. Petrarch he greatly adnured, though
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with leas idolatry than Dante ; and the sonnets here

E
Tinted will show to ah competent judges how fully he
ad imbibed the spirit, without servile centonism, of

the best writers in that style of composition who
flourished in the sixteenth century.

' But poetry was not an absorbing passion at this
time in his mind. His eyes were fixed on the best pic-
tures with silent intense delight. He had a deep and
just perception of what was beautiful in this art, at
least in its higher schools ; for he did not pay much
regard, or perhaps quite do justice, to the masters of
the seventeenth century. To technical criticism he
made no sort of pretension ; painting was to him but
the visible language of emotion ; and where it did not
aim at exciting it, or employed inadequate means, his
admiration would be withheld. Hence he highly prized
the ancient paintings, both Italian and German, of the
age which preceded the full development of art. But
he was almost as enthusiastic anadmirerof the Venetian,
as of the Tuscan and Roman schools ; considering these
masters as reaching the same end by the different
agencies of form and colour. This predilection for the
sensitive beauties of painting is somewhat analogous
to his fondness for harmony of verse, on which he laid
more stress than poets so thoughtful are apt to do.
In one of the last days of his life, he lingered long
among the fine Venetian pictures of the Imperial Gallery
at Vienna.

* He returned to England in June 1828 ; and, in the
following October, went down to reside at Cambridge

;

having been entered on the boards of Trinity College
before his departure to the Continent. He was the
pupU of the Rev. William Whewell. In some respects,
as soon became manifest, he was not formed to obtain
great academical reputation. An acquaintance with
the learned languages, considerable at the school where
he was educated, but not improved, to say the least,
by the intermission of a year, during which his mind
had been so occupied by other pursuits, that he had
thought little of antiquity even in Rome itself, though

sml
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abundantly sufficient for the gratification of taste and
the acquisition of knowledge, was sure to prove in^

adequate to the searching scrutiny of modem examina-
tions. He soon, therefore, saw reason to renounce all

competition of this kind ; nor did he ever so much as

attempt any Greek or T^atin composition during his

stay at Cambridge. In truth he was very indifferent

to success of this kind ; and conscious as he must have
been of a high reputation among his contemporaries,

he could not think that he stood in need of any Uni-
versity distinctions. The Editor became by aegrees

almost equally indifferent to what he perceived to be
so uncongenial to Arthur's mind. It was h >wever to

be regretted, that he never paid the least attention to

mathematical studies. That he should not prosecute

thcih with the diligence usual at Cambridge, was of

course to be expected ; yet his clearness and acumen
would certainly have enabled him to master the princi-

ples of geometrical reasoning ; nor, in fact, did he so

much find a diflGculty in apprehending demonstrations,

as a want of interest, and a consequent inability to

retain them in his memory. A little more practice in

the strict logic of geometry, a little more familiarity

with the physical laws of the universe, and the phe-

nomena to which they relate, would possibly have re-

pressed the tendency to vague anc mystical specula-

tions which he was too fond of indulging. In the philo-

sophy of the human mind, he was in no danger of the

materializing theories of some ancient and modem
schools ; but in shunning this extrome, he might some-
times forget that, in the honest pursuit of truth, wo
can shut our eyes to no real phenomena, and that thrt

physiology of man must always enter into any valid

scheme of his psychology.
' The comparative inferiority which he might show

in the usual trials of knowledge, sprung in a great

measure from the want of a prompt and acciu'ate

memory. It was the acuity wherein he shone the

least, according to ordinary observation ; though his

very extensive reach of literature, and his rapidity in
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acquiring languages, Bufficed to prove that it uiw
capable of being largely exercised. He could remomUr
anything, ^ a friend observed to the Editor, that was
associated with an idea. But he seemed, at least afttr
ho reached manhood, to want almost wholly the power,
BO common with inferior understandings, of retaining
with regularity and exactness, a number of unimportant
uninteresting particulars. It would have been nearly
impossible to make him recollect for three days the date
of the battle of Marathon, or the names in order of the
Athenian months. Nor could he repeat poetry, muchM he loved it, with the correctness often found in young
men. It is not improbable, that a more steady disci-
pline in early life would have strengthened this faculty,
or that he might have supplied its deficiency by some
technical devices ; but where the higher powers of in-
tellect were so extraordinarily manifested, it would have
been preposterous to complain of what may perhaps
have been a necessary consequence of their amplitude,
or at least a natural re-^ult of their exercise.

* But another reason may be given for his deficiency
in those unremitting labours which the course of aca-
demical education, in the present times, is supposed to
exact from those who aspire to its distirctions. In the
first year of his residence at Cambridge, symptoms of
disordered health, especially in the circulatory •—»m,
began to show themselves ; and it is by no means im-
^jrobable, that these were indications of a tendency to
derangement of the vital functions, which became ulti-
mately fatal. A too rapid determination of blood
towards the brain, with its concomitant uneasy sensa-
tions, rendered him frequently incapable of mental
fatigue. He had indeed once before, at Florence, been
affected by symptoms not unlike these. His intensity
of reflection and feeling also brought on occasionally
a considerable depression of spirits, which had been
pamfuUy observed at times by those who watched him
most, from the time of his leavingEton, and even before.
It was not till after several months that he regained
a less morbid condition of mind aiid bcxiy. This same
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irregularity of cirouUtion returned in tho next spring,

but was of less duration. During the third year of his

Cambridge life, he appeared in much better health.
' In this year (1831) he obtained the first college prize

for an English declamation. The subject chosen by
him was the conduct of the Independent party during
the oiyil war. This exercise was greatly admired at

the time, but was never printed. In consequence of this

success, it became incumbent on him, according to the

custom of the college, to deliver an oration in the chapel

immediately before the Christmas vacation of the same
year. On this occasion he selected a subject very con>
genial to his own turn of thought f<>><i favourite study,

the influence of Italian upon Engliph literature. He
had previously gained another prize for an English

essay on the pUlosophical writings of Cicero. This
essay is perhaps too excursive from the prescribed sub-

{'ect ; but his mind was so deeply imbued with the

kigher philosophy, especially that of Plato, with which
he was very conversant, that ho could not be expected
to dvioll u jch on the praises of Cicero in that respect.

'Though the bent of Arthur's mind by no means
inclined him to strict research into facts, he was full

as much conversant with the great features of ancient

and modem history, as from the course of his other

studies and the habits of his life it was possible to

expect. He reckoned them, as great minds always do,

the groundworks of moral and political philosophy,

and took no pains to acquire any Imowledge of this sort

from which a principle could not be derived or illus-

trated. To some parts of English historr, and to that

of the French Revolution, he had paid considerable

attention. He had not read nearly so much of the

Greek and Latin historians as of the philosophers and
poets. In the history of literary, and especially of

philosophical and religious opinions, he was deeply

versed, as much so as it is possible to apply that term
at his age. The following pages exhibit proofs of an
acquaintance, not crude or superficial, with that im-

portant branch of literature.
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Hw political judgements were invariably prompted
by his strong sense of right and justice. These, in so
young a person, were naturally rather Huctuating, and
subject to the correction of advancing knowledge and
experience. Ardent in the cause of those he deemed
to be oppressed, of which, in one instance, he was led
to give a proof with more of energy and enthusiasm
than discretion, he was deeply attached to the ancient
institutions of his country.

' He spoke French reaclily, though with less elegance
than Italian, till from disuse he lost much of his fluency
in the latter. In his last fatal tour in Germany, he was
rapidly acquiring a readiness in the language of that
tf)untry. The whole range of French literature was
almost as familiar to him as that of England.
'The society in which Arthur lived most intimately,

at Eton and at the University, was formed of young
men. eminent for natural ability, and for uelight in
what ho sought above all things, the knowledge of
truth, and the perception of beauty. They who loved
and admired him living, and who now revere his sacred
memory, as of one to whom, in the fondness of regret,
thev admit of no rival, know best what he was in the
daily commerce of life ; and his eulogy should, on every
account, better come from hearts, which, if partial,
have been rendered so by the experience of friendship,
not by the affection of nature.

'Arthur left Cambridge on taking his degree in
January 1832. He resided from that time with the
Editor m London, having been entered on the boards
of the Inner Temple. It was greatly the desire of the
Editor that he should engage himself in the study of
the law

; not merely with professional views, but as
a useful discipline for a mind too much occupied with
habits of thought, which, ennobling and important as
they were, could not but separate him from the every-
day business of life, and might, by their excess, in his
susceptible temperament, be productive of considerable
mischief. He had, during the previous long vacation,
read with the Editor the institutes of Justinian, and
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the two works of Heineccius which illustrate them

;

and he now went through Blackstone's CommentarieH,

with as much of other law-books as, in the Editor's

judgement was required for a similar purpose. It was

satisfactory at that time to perceive that, far from show-

ing any of that distaste to legal studies which might

have been anticipated from some parts of his intellectua 1

character, he entered upon them not only with great

acuteness, but considerable interest. In the month of

October 1832, he began to see the practical application

of legal knowledge in the office of an eminent con-

veyancer, Mr. Walters of Lincohi's Inn Fields, with

whom he continued till his departure from England

in the following summer.
* It was not, however, to be expected, or even desired

by any one who knew how to value him, that he should

at onde abandon those habits of study which had fer-

tilized and invigorated his mind. But he now, from

some change or other in his course of thinking, ceased

in a great measure to write poetry, and expressed to

more than one friend an intention to give it up. The

instances after his leaving Cambridge were few. The

dramatic scene between Raffaelle and Fiammetta was

written in 1832; and about the same time he had

a design to translate the Vita Nuova of his favourite

Dante ; a work which he justly prized, as the develop-

ment of that immense genius,in a kind of autobiography,

which best prepares us for a real insight into the Divine

Comedy. He rendered accordingly into verse most of

the sonnets which the Vita Ntio'ja contains ; but the

Editor does not believe that he made any progress in the

prose translation. These sonnets appearing rather too

literal, and consequently harsh, it has not beeu thought

worth while to print.
* In the summer of 1832, the appearance of Professor

Rossetti's JHsquisizioni suLLo apirito Antipapale, in which

the writings of Arthur's beloved masters Dante and
Petrarch, as well as most of the mediaeval literature

of Italy, were treated as a series of enigmas, to be

understood only by a key that discloses a latent Car-
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bonarism, a secret conspiracy against the religion of
their age, excited him to publish his own Remarks in
reply. It seemed to him the worst of poetical heresies
to desert the Absolute, the Universal, the Eternal, the
Beautiful and True, which the Platonic spirit of his
literary creed taught him to seek in all the higher works
of genius, in quest of some temporary historical allusion,
which could be of no interest with posterity. Nothing
however could be more alien from his courteous dis-
position than to abuse the license of controversy, or
to treat with intentional disrespect a very ingenious
person, who had been led on too far in pursuing a course
of interpretation, which, within certain much narrower
limits, it is impossible for any one conversant with
history not to admit.
'A very few other anonymous writings occupied his

leisure about this time. Among these were slight
memoirs of Petrarch, Voltaire, and Burke, for the
Oaliery of Portraits, published by the Society for the
Diffusion of Useful Knowledge \ His time waa how-
ever prmcipaUy devoted, when not engaged at his office,
U» metaphysical researches, and to the history o* philo-
sophical opinions.

J
We had read these Uves, and had remarked them

before we knew whose they were, as being of rare meritAc one could suppose they were written by one so younifWe ,.ve his estimate of the character of Burke. * Themind of this great man may perhaps be taken as a represen-
tation of the general characteristics of the English intellect
Its groundwork was sohd, practical, and conversant with
the details of busmess ; but upon this, and secured by
this, arose a superstructure of imagination and moral
sentiment. He saw Uttle, because it was painful to him to
see auythmg, beyond the Umits of the national character.
in aU things, while he deeply reverenced principles, he
chose to deal with the concrete rather than with abstrac-
tions. He studied men rather than man.' The words in
Italics imply an insight into the deepest springs of human
Jction, the conjunct causes of what we call character, such
as few men of large experience can attain.

BROWM Y
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• From the latter part of his residence at Cambridge,

a gradual but very perceptible improvement in the

cheerfulness of his spirits gladdened his family and his

friends ; intervals there doubtless were, when the con-

tinual seriousness of his habits of thought, or the force

of circumstances, threw something more of gravity mto

his demeanour ; but in general he was animated and

even gay, renewing or preserving his intercourse with

some of those he had most valued at Eton and Cam-

bridge. The symptoms of deranged circulation vnich

had manifested themselves before, ceased to appear,

or at least so as to excite his own attention ; and though

it struck those who were most anxious in watching him,

that his power of enduring fatigue was not quite so

great as from his frame of body and apparent robust-

ness* might have been anticipated, nothing gave the

least indication of danger either to their eyes, or to

those of the medical practitioners who were in the habit

of observing him. An attack of intermittent fever,

during the prevalent influenza of the spring of 183J,

may perhap have disposed his constitution to the last

fatal blow.

To any one who has watched the history of the disease

by which ' so quick this bright thing came to confusion,

and who knows how near its subject must often, per-

har)8 all his life, have been to that eternity which occu-

pied so much of his thoughts and desires, and the secrets

of which were so soon to open on his young eyes, there

is something very touching in this account. Such a

state of health would enhance, and tend to produce, by

the sensations proper to such a condition, that habitual

seriousness of thought, that sober judgement, and that

tendency to look at the true life of things—that deep

but gentle and calm sadness, and that occasional sink-

ing of the heart, which make his noble and strong inner

nature, his resolved mind, so much more impressive

and endearing. ,,.,,. j.
This feeling of personal insecurity—of hfe being ready

to slip away—the sensation that this world and its on-

goings, ita mighty interests, and delicate joys, is ready
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to be shut up in a moment—this instinctive appre-
hension of the peril of vehement bodily enjoyment—all

this would tend to make him ' walk softly, and to keep
him from much of the evil that is in the world, and
would help him to live soberly, righteously, and godly,
even in the bright and rich years of his youth. His
power of giving himself up to the search after absolute
truth, and the contemplation of Supreme goodness,
must have been increased by this same organization.
But all this delicate feeling, this fineness of sense, did
rather quicken the energy and fervour of the indwelling
soul—the Tt 6tpfx6v np'ayna that burned within. In
the quaint words of Vaughan, it was ' manhood with
a female eye.* These two conditions must, as we have
said, have made him dear indeed. And by a beautiful
law of life, having that organ out of which are the issues
of life, under a sort of perpetual nearness to suffering,
and so liable to pain, he would be more easily moved
for others—more alive to their pain—more filled with
fellow-feeling.

* The Editor cannot dwell on anything later. Arthur
accompanied him toGermany in the beginningofAugust.
In returning to Vienna from Pesth, a wet day probably
gave rise toan intermittent fever, with very slight symp-
toms, and apparently subsiding, when a sudden rush of
blood to the head put an instantaneous end to his life

on the 15th of September 1833. The mysteriousness
of such a dreadful termination to a disorder generally
of so littleimportance,and inthisinstanceof the slightest
kind, has been diminished by an examination which
showed a ^ ^akness of the cerebral vessels, and a want
of sufficient ti^crgy in the heart. Those whose eyes
must long be dim with tears, and whose hopes on this
side the tomb are broken down for ever, may cling, as
well as they can, to the <or consolation of believing
that a few more years would, in the usual chances of
humanity, have severed the frail union of his graceful
and maoiy form with the pure spirit that it enshrined.

' The remains of Arthur were brought to England,
and interred on January 3, 1834, in the chancel of

y2

i
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Clevedon Church, in Somersetshire, belonging to his

maternal grandfather, Sir Abraham Elton, a place se-

lected by tho Editor, not only from the connexion of

kindred, but on account of its still and sequestered

situation, ca a lone hill that overhangs the Bristol

Channel.
' More ought perhaps to be said—but it is very diflfi-

cult to proceed. From the earliest years of this extra-

ordinary young man, his premature abilities were not

more conspicuous than an almost faultless disposition,

sustained by a more calm self-command than has often

been witnessed in that season of life. The sweetness

of temper which distinguished his childhood, became

with the advance of manhood a habitual benevolence,

and i^ltimately ripened into that exalted p»^^inciple of

love towards God and man, which animated and almost

absorbed his soul during the latter period of his life,

and to which most of the following compositions bear

such emphatic testimony. He seemed to tread the

earth as a spirit from some better world ; and in bowing

to the mysterious will which has in mercy removed him,

perfected by so short a trial, and passing over the bridge

which separates the seen from the unseen life, in a

moment, and, as we may believe, without a moment's

pang, we must feel not only the bereavement of those

to whom he was dear, but the loss which mankind have

sustained by the withdrawing of such a light.

' A considerable portion of the poetry contained in

this volume was printed in the year 1830, and was

intended by the author to bo published together with

the poems of his intimate friend, Mr. Alfred Tennyson.

They were however withheld from publication at the

request of 'ij Editor. The poem of Timbuctoo was

written for the University prize in 1829, which it did

not obtain. Notwithstanding its too great obscurity,

the subject itself being hardly indicated, and the ex-

tremely hyperbolical importance which the author's

brilliant fancv has attached to a nest of barbarians, no

one can avoid admiring the grandeur of his conceptions,

and the deep philosophy upon which he has biuit the
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scheme of his poem. This is however by no means the
most pleasing of his compositions. It is in the pro-
found reflection, the melancholy tenderness, and the
religious sanctity of other efi'usions that a lasting charm
will be found. A commonplace subject, such as those
announced for academical prizes generally arc. was in-
capable of exciting a mind which, beyond almost every
other, went straight to the furthest depths that the
human intellect can fathom, or from which human feel-

ings can be drawn. Many short poems, of equal beauty
with those here printed, have been deemed unfit even
for the limited circulation they might obtain, on account
of their unveiling more of emotion than, consistently
with what is due to him and to others, could be exposed
to view.

* The two succeeding esB&js have never been printed

;

but were read, it is believed, in a literary society at
Trinity College, or in one to which he afterwards be-
longed in London. That entitled Theodicaea Novissima,
is printed at the desire of some of his intimate friends.
A few expressions in it want his usual precision ; and
there are ideas which he might have seen cause, in the
lapse of time, to modify, independently of what his
very acute mind would probably have perceived, that
his hypothesis, like that of Leibnitz, on the origin of
evil, resolves itself at last into an unproved assumption
of its necessity. It has however some advantages,
which need not be mentioned, over that of Leibnitz

;

and it is here printed, not as a solution of the greatest
mystery of the universe, but as most characteristic of
the author's mind, original and sublime, uniting, what
is very rare except in early youth, & fearless and un-
blenching spirit of inquiry into the highest objects of
speculation, with the most humble and reverential
piety. It is probable that in many of his views on
such topics he was influenced by the writings of Jona-
than Edwards,with whose opinions on metaphysical and
moral subjects, he seems generally to have concurred.

' The extract from a review of Tennyson's poems in
a puV'Jcation now extinct, the Englishman'a Magazine,
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is also printed at the suggestion of a friend. The pieces

that follow are reprints, and have been already men-
tioned in this Memoir.'
We have given this Memoir almost entire, for the

sake both of its subject and its manner—for what in

it is the father's as well as for what is the son's. There
is something very touching in the paternal composure,
the judiciousness, the truthfulness, where truth is so

difficult to reach through tears, the calm estimate and
the subdued tenderness, the ever-rising but ever-re>

strained emotion ; the father's heart throbs throughout.

We wish we could have given in full the letters from
Arthur's friends, which his father has incorporated in

the Memoir. They all bring out in different but har-

moni9Us ways, his extraordinary moral and intellectual

worth, his rare beauty of character, and their deep
affection.

The following extract from one seems to us very
interesting :

—
* Outwardly I do not think there was

anything remarkable in his habits, except an irregu-

larity with regard to times and places of study, which
may seem surprising in one whose progress in so many
directions was so eminently great and rapid. He teas

commonly to be found in some friend's room, reading, or

canvassing. I dare say he lost something by this irregu-

larity, but leas than perhaps one would at firH imagine.

I never saw him id'e. He might seem to be lounging,

or only amusing himself, but his mindwas always active,

and active for good. In fact, his energy and quickness

of apprehension did not stand in need of outward aid.*

There is much in this worthy of more extended notice.

Such minds as his probably grow best in this way, are

best left to themselves, to gUde on at their own sweet
wills ; the stream was too deep and clear, and perhaps
too entirely bent on its own errand, to be dealt with
or regulated by any art or device. The same friend

sums up his character thus :
—

' I have met with no
man his superior in metaphysical subtlety ; no man
his equal as a philosophical critic on works of taste ; no
man whose views on all subjeote connected with the
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duties and dignities of humanity were more large and
generous, and enlightened.' And all this was said of

a youth of twenty

—

heu nimium brevia aevi deciu ei

desiderium !

We have given little of his verse ; and what we do
give is taken at random. We agree entirely in his

father's estimate of his poetical gift and art, but his

mind was too serious, too thoughtful, too intensely

dedicated to truth and the God of truth, to linger long

in the pursuit of beauty ; he was on his way to God,
and could rest in nothing short of Him, otherwise he
might have been a poet of genuine exoellence.

Dark, dark, yea, 'irrecoverably dark,*

Is the soul's eye ; yet how it strives and battles

Thorough th' impenetrable gloom to fix

That master light, the secret truth of things.

Which is the body of the infinite God

!

Sure, we are leaves of one harmonious bower.
Fed by a sap that never will be scant,

All-permeating, all-producing mind ;

And in our several parcellings of doom
We but fulfil the beauty of the whole.
Oh, madness ! if a leaf should dare complain
Of its dark verdure, and aspire to be
The gayer, brighter thing that wantons near.

Oh, blessing and delight of my young heart.

Maiden, who wast so lovely, and so pure,

I know not in what region now thou art.

Or whom thy gentle eyes in joy assure.

Not the old hills on which we gazed together,

Not the old faces which we both did love.

Not the old books, whence knowledge we did gatbet^

Not these, but others now thy fancies move.

I would I knew thy present hopes and fears.

All thy companions witli their pleasant talk.

And the clear aspect which thy dwelling wears:
So, though in body absent, I might walk

t^i
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With thee in thought and feeling, till thy mood
Did sanctify mine own to peerless good.

Alfred, I would that you beheld me now.
Sitting beneath a mossy ivied wall

On a quaint bench, which to that structure old

Winds an accordant curve. Above my head
Dilates immeasurable a wUd of leaves.

Seeming received into the blue expanse
That vaults this summer noon.

Still here—thou hast not faded from my sight.

Not all the music round thee from mine ear ;

Still grace flows from thee to the brightening year.

And all the birds laugh out in wealthier light.

Still km. I free to close my happy eyes.

And paint upon the gloom thy mimic form.
That soft white neck, that cheek in beauty warm.

And brow half hidden where yon ringlet lies

:

With, oh ! the blissful knowledge all the while
That I can lift at will each curvM lid.

And my fair dream most highly realize.

The time will come, 'tis ushered by my sighs.

When I may shape the dark, but vainly bid

True light restore that form, those looks, that smile.

The garden trees are busy with the shower
That fell ere sunset; now methinks they talk.

Lowly and sweetly as befits the hour.

One to another down the grassy walk.

Hark the laburnum from his opening flower.

This cheery creeper greets in whisper light.

While the grim fir, rejoicing in the night,

Hoarse mutters to the murmuring sycamore \

* This will remind the reader of a fine passage in Edivin

(he Fair, on the specific differences in the sounds made by
the ash, the elm, the fir, &c., when moved by the wind

;

and of some lines by Landor on flowers speaking to each
other ; and of somethint^ more exquisite than either, in

Consudo—^the description of the flowers in the old monastio
garden, at the * sweet hour of prime.'
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What shall I deem their convene ? would they hnil
The wild grey light that fronts yon massive cloud.

Or the half bow, rising like pillar d fire ?
Or are they fighting faintly for desire
That with Slay dawn their leaves may bo o'er-

flowed.

And dews about their feet may never fail ?

In the Essay, entitled Theodicaea Novisaima, from
which the following passages are taken, to the great
injury in its general effect, he sets himself to the task
of doing his utmost to clear up the mystery of the
exwtence of such things as sin and suffering in the
universe of a being like God. He does it fearlessly, but
like a child. It is in the spirit of his friend's words,—

An infant crying in the night.
An infant crying for the light.

And with no language but a cry.
Then was I as a child that cries.

But, crying, knows his father near.

It is not a mere exercitation of the intellect, it is an
endeavour to get nearer God—to assert his eternal
Providence, and vindicate his ways to men. We know
no performance more wonderful for such a boy. Pascal
might have written it. As was to be expected, the
tremendous subject remains where he found it—his
glowing love and genius cast a gleam here and there
across its gloom ; but it is brief as the lightning in the
collied night—the jaws of darkness do devour it up

—

this secret belongs to God. Across its deep and
dazzling darkness, and from out its abyss of thick
cloud, all dark, dark, irrecoverably dark,' no steady
ray has ever, or will t;ver, come—over its face its own
darknesp must brood, till He to whom alone the dark-
le '. and the light are both alike, to whom the night
Si ?th as the day, says, * Let there be light

!
' There

is, e all know, a certain awful attraction, a nameless
charm for all thoughtful spirits, in this mystery, * the
greatest in the universe,' as Mr. Hallam traly says

;
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(i.e. of the Father

and it is well for ub at times, so that we have pure eyes
and a clean heart, to turn aside and look into its gloom ;

but it is not good to busy ourselves in clever specula*
tions about it, or briskly to criticize the specxilationt

of others—it is a wise and pious saying of Augustice.
Verius cogikUur Deus, quam dicitur ; et veriua eat quam
eogitatur.

' I wish to be understood as considering Christianity

in the presentEssayrather in its relation to the intellect,

as constituting the higher philosophy, than in its far

more important bearing upon the hearts and destinies

of us all. I shall propose the question in this form,
**Is there ground for believing that the existence of
moral evil is absolutely necessary to the fulfilment of
God's essential love for Christ ?

for Christ, or of 6 «rari)/j for 6 X6yos).
* " Can man by searching find out God ? '* I believe

not. I believe that the unassisted efforts of man's
reason have not established the existence and attributes

of Deity on so sure a basis as the Deist imagines. How-
ever sublime may be the notion of a supreme original

mind, and however natiirally human feelings adhered
to it, the reasons by which it was justified were not,

in my opinion, sufficient to clear it from considerable
doubt and confusion. ... I hesitate not to say that
I derive from Revelation a conviction of Theism, which,
without that assistance, would have been but a dark
and ambiguous hope. / see that the Bible fits into every

fold of the human heart. I am a man, and I believe it

to be Qod^a book because it is man's book. It is true that
the Bible affords me no additional means of demon-
strating the falsity of Atheism ; if mind had nothing
to do with the formation of the Universe, doubtless what-
ever had was competent also to make the Bible ; but
I have gained this advantage, that my feelings and
thoughts can no longer refiise their assent to what is

evidently framed to engage that assent : and what is it

to me that I cannot disprove the bare logical possibility

of my whole nature being fallacious f To seek for a cer-

tainty above certainty, an evidence beyond necessary bdief^
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is the very luruuy of scepticism : we must tniBt our own
faculties, or we can put no trust in anything, save that
moment we call the present, which escapes us while
we articulate its name. / am determined therefore to

receive the Bible as Divindy authorize, and the scheme
of human and Divine things which it contains, as essen-

tially true.'

*I may further observe, that howevei much we
should rejoice to discover that the eternal scheme of

God—the necessary completion, let us remember, of

his Almighty Nature—did not require the absolute
perdition of any spirit called by Him into existence,

we are certainly not entitled to consider the perpetual
misery of many individuals as incompatible with
sovereign love.'

* In we Supreme Nature those two capacities of Per«
feet Love and Perfect Joy are indivisible. Holiness
and Happiness, says an old divine, are two several

notions of one thing. Equally inseparable arr the

notions of Opposition to Love and Opposition to Bliss.

Unless therefore the heart of a created being is at one with
the heart of Ood, it cannot but be miaerabie. Moreover,
there is no possibility of continuing for ever partly
with God and partly against Him : we must either be
capable by our nature of entire accordance with His
will, or we must be incapable of anything but miser/,
further than He may for awhile " not impute our tres-

passes to us," that is. He may interpose some temporary
barrier between sin and its attendant pain. For in the

Eternal Idea of Ood a created spirit is perhaps not seen,

as a series of successive states, of which some that are
evil might be compensated by others that are good,
but as one indivisible object of these almost infinitely

divisible modes, and that either in accordance with His
own nature, or in opposition to it. . . .

' Before the gospel was preached to man, how could
a human soul have this love, and this consequent life ?

I see no way; but now that Christ has excited our
love for him by showing unutterable love for u» ; now
that we know him as an Elder Brother, a being of like
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thoughts, feelings, seDsations, lafferingB, with our-
•elves, it has beconie possible to love as God loves,
that is, to love Christ, and thus to become united in
heart to God. Besides, Christ is tho express imago
of God's person : in loving him we are sure we are in
a state of readiness to love the Father, whom we see,

he tells us, when we see him. Nor is this all: the
tendency of love is towards a union so intimate as
virtually to amount to identification ; when then by
affection towards Christ we have become blended with
his being, the beams of eternal love, falling, as ever, on
the one beloved object, will include us in him, and
their returning flashes of love out of his personality
will carry along with them seme from our own, since
ours ^as become confused with his, and so shall we
be one with Christ, and through Christ with God.
Thus then we see the great effect of the Incarnation,
as far as our nature is concerned, waa to render human
lore for the Most High a possible thing. The law had
said, " Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy
soul, and with all thy mind, and with all thy strength "

;

and could men have lived by law, "which is the
strength of sin," verily righteousness and life would
have been by that law. But it was not possible, and
all were concluded under sin, that in Christ might bo
the deliverance of all. I believe that Redemption*
(i. e. what Christ has done and suffered for mankind)
* is universal, in so far as it left no obstacle between
man and God, but man's own will : that indeed is in the
power of God's election, with whom alone rest the
abysmal secrpts of personality ; but as far as Clirist is

concerned, his death was for all. since his intentions
and affections were equally directed to all, and " none
who come to him will he in any wise cast out."

' I deprecate any hasty rejection of these thoughts
as novelties. Christianity is indeed, as St. Augustino
says, " pulchritudo tarn antiqua "

; but he adds, " tam
nova," for it is capable of presenting to every mind
a new face of truth. The great doctrine which in my
judgement these observations tend to strengthen and
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illumine, the doctrine of peraonal love for a personal

Ood, ig assuredly no novelty, but has in all tintes been
the vital principle of the Church. Many are the forms
of anticbristian horesv, >»'hich for a «eaKon have de«

pressed and obscured that principle of lif**, but its nature
is confiictivo and resurgent ; and neither the Papal
Hierarchy with its pomp of syKtematized errors, nor
the worst apostasy of latitudinarian Protestantism,

have ever so far prevailed, but that many from age to
age have proclaimed and vindicated the eternal got)p<l

of love, believing, as I also firmly believe, that any
opinion which tends to keep out of sight the living and
loving God, whether it substitute for Him an idol, an
occult agency, or a formal creed, can be notbint; better

than a vain and portentous shadow projected fioiu the

selfish darkness of unregenerate man.'
The following is from the Review of Ttiinysoa's

Poema; we do not know that during the lapse oi

eighteen years anything better has been said :

—

* Undoubtedly the true poet addresses himself, in

all his conceptions, to the common nature of us all.

Art is A lofty tree, and may shoot up far beyond our
grasp, but its roots are in daily life and experience.

Every bosom contains the elements of those complex
emotions which the artist feels, and every head can,

to a certain extent, go over in itself the process of

their combination, so as to understand his expressions

and sympathize with his state. But this requires

exertion ; more or less, indeed, according to the differ*

ence of occasion, but always some degree of exertion.

For since the emotions of the poet during composition
follow a regular law of association, it follows that to
accompany their progress up to the harmonious pros*

pect of the whole, and to perceive the proper depend-
ence of every step on that which preceded, it is abso*
lutely necessary to start from the same point, i. e. clearly

to apprehend that leading sentiment of the poet's mindf,

by their conformity to which the host of suggestions
are arranged. Now this requisite exertion is not will-

ingly made by the large majority of readers. It is so



334 HORAE SUBSECIVAE

easy to judge capricioudy, and according to indolent
impulse !

'

' Those different powers of poetic disposition, the
energies of Sensitive, of Reflective, or Passionate
emotion, which in former times were intermingled,
and derived from mutual support an extensive em-
pire over the feelings of men, were now restrained
within separate spheres of agency. The whole S3rstem
no longer worked harmoniously, and by intrinsic

harmony acquired external freedom ; but there arose
a violent and unusual action in the several component
functions, each for itself, all striving to reproduce the
regular power which the whole had once enjoyed.
Hence the melancholy which so evidently characterizes

the spirit of modern poetry ; hence that return of the
mind upon itself, and the habit of seeking relief in
idiosyncrasies rather than community of interest. In
the old times the poetic impulse went along with the general

impulse of the nation.
' One of the faithful Isl&m, a poet in the truest

and highest sense, we are anxious to present to our
readers. . . . He sees all the forms of Nature with
the " eruditus ocidtis" and his ear has a fairy fineness.

There is a strange earnestness in his worship of
'

< Uy,

which throws a charm over his impassioned song, .aore
easily felt than described, and not to be escaped by
those who have once felt it. We think that he has
mare definiteness and roundness of general conception
than the late Mr. Keats, and ia much more free from
blemishes of diction and hasty capriccios of fancy. . . .

The author imitates nobody ; we recognize the spirit of
his age, but not the individual form of this or that writer.

His thoughts bear no more resemblance to Byron or
Scott, Shelley or Coleridge, than to Homer or Calderon,
Ferdusi or Calidasa. We have remarked five dis-

tinctive excellencies of his own manner. First, his

luxuriance of imagination, and at the same time his

control over it. Secondly, his power of embodying
himself in ideal characters, or rather modes of character,

with auch extreme accuracy of adjustment, that the
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circnmstances of the narration seem to hare a natural
correspondence with the predominant feeling, and, as
it were, to be evolved from it by assimilative force.

Thirdly, his vivid, picturesque delineation of objects,
and the peculiar skill with which he holds all of them
fused, to borrow a metaphor from science, in a medium
of strong emotion. Fourthly, the variety of his lyrical

measures, and exquisite modulation of harmonious
words and cadences to the swell and fall of the feelings
expressed. Fifthly, the elevated habits of thought,
implied in these compositions, and imparting a mellow
soberness of tone, more impressive, to our minds, than
if the author had drawn up a set of opinions in verse,
and sought to instruct the understanding, raihtr than
to communicate the love of beauty to the heart.'

What follows is justly thought and well said.
' And is it not a noble thing, that the English tongue

is, as it were, the common focus and point of union to
which opposite beauties converge ? Is it a trifle that
wo temper energy with softness, strength with flexi-

bility, capaciousness of sound with pliancy of idiom ?

Some, I know, insensible to these virtues, and ambitious
of I knownotwhat unattainable decomposition, prefer to
utter funereal praises over the grave of departed Anglo-
Saxon, or, starting with convulsive shudder, are ready
to leap from surrounding Latiuisms into the kindred,
sympathetic arms of modem German. For myself,
1 neither share their regret, nor their terror. Willing
at all times to pay filial homage to the shades of Hengist
and Horsa, and to admit they have laid the base of our
compound language ; or, if you will, have prepared
the soil from Mhich the chief iiutriment of the goodly
tree, our British oak, must be derived, I am yet proud
to confess that I look with sentiments more exulting
and more reverential to the bonds by which the law of
the universe has fastened me to my distant brethren
of the same Caucasian race ; to the privileges which
I, an inhabitant of the gloomy North, share in common
with climates imparadised in perpetual summer, to the
universality and efficacy resulting from blended intel-
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ligence, which, while it endears in our eyes the land of
our fathers as a seat of peculiar blessing, tends to
elevate and expand our thoughts into communion with
humanity at large ; and, in the " subliiaer spirit " of
the poet, to make us feel

That God is everywhere—the God who framed
Mankind to bo one mighty family.

Himself our Father, and the world otir home.'

What nice shading of thought do his remarks on
Petrarch discover !

* But it is not so much to his direct adoptions that
I refer, as to the general modulation of thought, that clear

softness of his images, that energetic self-possession of his

conceptions, and that melodious repose in which are held
together all the emotions he delineates.*

livery one who knows anything of himself, and of
his fellow-men, will acknowledge the wisdom of what
follows. It displays an intimate knowledge both of the
constitution and history of man, and there is much in

it suited to our present need :

—

* / do not hesitate to express my conviction, that the

spirit of the critical philosophy, as seen by its fruits in
all the ramifications of art, literature, arid morality, is

as much more dangerous than the spirit of mechanical
philosophy, as it is fairer in appearance, and more
capable of alliance with our natural feelings of en-
thusiasm and delight. Its dangerous tendency is

this, that it perverts those very minds, whose office

it was to resist the perverse impulses of society, and
to proclaim truth imder the dominion of falsehood.
However precipitate may be at any time the current
of public opinion, bearing along the mass of men to
the grosser agitations of life, and to such schemes
of belief as make these the prominent objects, there

will always be in reserve a force of antagonistic opinion,

strengthened by opposition, and attesting the sanctity of
those higher principles which are despised or forgotten

by the majority. These men are secured by natural
temperamerU and pecuhar circumstances from parti-
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cipating in the common delusion : but if some other
and deeper fallacy be invented ; if some more subtle
beast of the field should ppeak to them in wicked
flattery

; if a digest of intellectual aphorisms can be
substituted in their minds for a code of living truths,
and the lovely semblances of beauty, truth, affection,
can be made first to obscure the presence, and then to
conceal the loss, of that religious humility, without
which, as their central life, all these are but dreadful
shadows

; if so fatal a stratagem can be successfully
practised, I see not what hope remaixis for a people
against whom the gates of hell have so prevailed.'

* But the number of pure artists is small : few souls
are so finely tempered as to preserve the delicacy of
meditotive feeling, untainted by the allurements of
accidental suggestion. The voice of the critical con-
science is still and small, like that of the moral : it
cannot entirely be stifled where it has been heard, but
it may be disobeyed. Temptations are never wanting

:

some immediate and temporary effect can be produced
at less expense of inward exertion than the high and
more ideal effect which art demands : it is much easier
to pander to the ordinary and often recurring wish
for excitement, than to promote the rare and difficult
intuition of beauty. To raise the many to his cum real
poirU of view, the artist must employ his energies, and
create energy in others : to descend to their position is less
noble, but practicable u>ith ease. If I may be allowed
the metaphor, one partakes of the nature of redemptive
power

; the other of that self-abased and degenerate
will, which " flung from his splendours " the fairest
star in heaven.*

'Revelation is a voluntary approximation of the InfiniU
Being to the ways and thoughts of finite humanity. But
until this step has been taken by Almighty Grace, how
should man have a warrant for loving with all his heart
and mind and strength ? . . . . Without the gospel,
nature exhibits a want of harmony between our in-
trinsic constitution and the system in which it is placed.
But Christianity has made up the difference. It is

BBOWX
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possible and natural to love the Father, who has made
us his children by the spirit of adoption : it is possible

and natural to love the Elder Brother, who was, in all

things, like as we are, except sin, and can succour those

in temptation, having been himself tempted. Thus the

Christian faith is the necessary complement of a sound

ethical system.'

There is something to us very striking in the words
* Revelation is a voluntary approximation of the Infinite

Being.' This states the case with an accuracy and

a distinctness not at all common among either the

opponents or the apologists of revealed religion in the

ordinary sense of the expression. In one sense God is

for eyer revealing himself. His heavens are for ever

telling his glory, and the firmament showing his handi-

work ; day unto day is uttering speech, and night unto

night is showing knowledge concerning him. But in

the word of the truth of the gospel, God draws near

to his creatures ; he bows his heavens, and comes down

:

That glorious form, that light unsuflFerable,

And that far-beaming blaze of majesty,

-

hi :^y8 aside. The Word dwelt with men. 'Come
then, let tw reason together '

;
—

' Waiting to be gra-

cious '
;—

• Behold, I stand at the door, and knock

;

if any man open to me, I will come in to him, and sup

with him, and he with me.' It is the father seeing his

son while yet a great way off, and having compassion,

and running to him and falling on his neck ana kissing

him ; for ' it was meet for us to rejoice, for this my son

was dead and is alive again, he was lost and is found.'

Let no man confound the voice of God in his Works
with the voice of God in his Word ; they are utterances

of the same infinite heart and will ; they are in absolute

harmony ; together they make up ' that undisturbM

song of pure concent ' ; one * perfect diapason ' ; but

they are distinct ; they are meant to be so. A poor

traveller, ' weary and way^ore,' is stumbling in un-

known places through the darkness of a night of fear,

with no light near him, the everlasting stars twinkling
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far oflf in their depths, and yet unrisen sun, or thewaning moon, wnding up their pale beams into the

yjV 5^^*?*'^ .* •? *^" "• distant and bewilderine
for hw feet. doulKieaB better much than outer darkness.
beautifnl «! fuU of God, if he could have the heart
to look up, tmdihmeymto make use of its vague licht

:

but he 1. miwrable, and afraid, his next step is what
ne u thu^mg of

; a lamp secured against all winds of
doctrine w pot into his hands, it may in some respects
widen the circle of darkness, but it will cheer his feet.
It win tell them what to do next. What a silly fool

fif "^u^S ^ ^ ^}^^^ *^*y *^»* lantern, or draw down
the shutters, and make it dark to him, while it sits *

i' the
centre and enjoys bright day,' and all upon the philo-
sophical ground that its light was of the same kind asthe stats

, and that it was beneath the dignity of human
fhi"!^ ^°*

anything but struggle on and be lost inthe attempt to get through the wilderness and the nightby the guidance of those ' natural ' lights, which, though

-Jfi"'' S?™i«*T«°' J^ave so often led the wanderer
astray. The dignity of human nature indeed ! Lethim keep his hmtem tiU the glad sun is up. with healing
under his wings. Let him take good heed to the * sure

'

r.7°l
while m this avxfirjf^ VoTT^this dark, damp

unwholesome phice. ' till the day ^awn and d>a>a<b6po,—the day-star—arise.' Nature and the Bible, theWorks and the Word of God, are two distinct things,in the mind of their Supreme Author they dwell in
perfect peace, in that unspeakable unity which is of
his essence

; and to us his children, every day theirHarmony, their mutual relations, are discovering them-
selves

;
but let us beware of saying all nature is a reve-

lation as the Bible is, and aU the Bible is natural as'^^^ w ' there is a perilous juggle here.
The foUowing passage develops Arthur Hallam's

views on religious feelings ; this was the master idea
Of his mmd, and it would not be easy to overrate its
importance. My son, give me thine heart

'
;—* Thou

f J *'f *ie
^""'^ ^^y ^'^ * '-' The fool hath said in

his heart. There is no God.' He expresses the same
z2
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m
general idea in these words, remarkable in themselves,

still more so as being the thought of one so young.
' The work of intellect is posterior to the work of feeling.

The latter lies at the foundation of the man ; it is his

proper self—the peculiar thing that oharaoterizes him
as an individual. No two men are alike in feeling ; but

conceptions of the understanding, when distinct, are

precisely similar in all—the ascertained relations of

truths are the common property of the race.'

Tennyson, we have no duubt, had this thought of

his friend in his mind, in the following lines ; it is an

answer to the question. Can man by searching find out

God?-i-

I found Him not in world or sim.

Or eagle's wing, or insect's eye;

Nor thro' the questions men may try.

The petty cobwebs we have spaa :

if e'er when faith had fallen asleep,

I heard a voice * believe no more,*

And heard an ever-breaking shore

That tumbled in the godless deep;

A loarmth tnthin the hreaat uxnild melt

The freezing reason's colder part.

And like a man in wrath, the heart

Stood -up 'md ansioer^d, '/ have felt.*

No, like a child in doubt and fear:

But that blind clamoiir made me wise

;

ihen was I as a child that cries.

But, crjring, knows his father near;

And what I seem beheld again

What is, and no man understands:

And out of darkness came the hands
That reach thro' nature, moulding men.

This is a subject of the deepest personal as well as

roeculative interest. In the works of Augustine, of

Baxter, Howe, and Jonathan Edwards, and of Alex-
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ander Kdox, our readers will find how large a place
the religious affections held in their view of Divine
truth as well as of human duty. The last-mentioned
wnter expresses himself thus :—' Our sentimental facul-
ties are far stronger than our cogitative ; and the best
impressions on the latter will be but the moonshine of
the mind, if they are alone. Feeling will be best excited
by sympathy

; rather, it cannot be excited in any other
way. Heart must act upon heart—the idea of a living
person being essential to all intercourse of heart. You
cannot by any possibility cordialize with a mere ens
ratuMM. The Word was made flesh, and dwelt among
us, otherwise we could not have " beheld his glory

"

much less " received of his fullness '." '

Our young author thus goes on :

—

•This opens upon us an ampler view in which the
subject deserves to be considered, and a relation still
more direct and close between the Christian religion
and the passion of love. What is the distinguishing
character of Hebrew literature, which separates it by
so broad a line of demarcation from that of every
ancient people T Undoubtedly the sentiment of erotic
devotxon which pervades it. Their poets never repre-
sent the Deity as an impassive principle, a mere or-
ganizing intellect, removed at infinite distance from
human hopes and fears. He is for them a being of like
passions with themselves ', requiring heart for heart, and

* Semaina, vol. iii, p. 105.
' 'An unfortunate reference (Acts xiv. 15), for the

apostle's declaration is, that he and his brethren were of
like passions" (James v. 17) ;—liable to the same imper-

fections and mutations of thought and feeling as other men,
and as the Lystrans supposed their gods to be ; while the
God proclaimed by him to them is not so. And that God
18 the God of the Jews as well as of the Christians ; for there
18 but 07»« God. Hallam's thought is an important and
just one, but not developed with his usual nice accuracy.*

For this note, as for much else, I am indebted to my
father, whose powers of compressed thought I vvi»h I had
inherited

am'j^s^^'sa^m
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capable of inspiring affection because capable of feding
and returning it. Awful indeed are the thunders of his

utterance and the clouds that surround his dwelling'

place ; very terrible is the vengeance he executes on
the nations that forget him : but to his chosen people,

and especially to the men " after his own heart, whom
he anoints from the midst of them, his *' still, small

voice " speaks in sympathy and loving-kindness. Every
Hebrew, while his breas; glowed with patriotic en-

thusiasm at those promises, which he shared as om; of

the favoured race, hod a yet deeper source of emotion,

from w^ich gushed perpetually the aspirations of prayer

and thanksgiving. He might consider himself alone in

the presence of his God ; the single being to whom
a great revelation had been made, and over whose head
an " exceeding weight of glory " was suspended. For
him the rocks of Horeb had trembled, and the waters

of the Red Sea were parted in their course. The word
given on Sinai with such solemn pomp of ministration

was given to his own individual soul, and brought him
into immediate communion with his Creator. That
awful Being could never be put away from him. He
was about nis path, and about his Md, and knew all

his thoughts long before. Yet this tremendous, enclosing

presence uxis a presence of love. It was a manifold, ever-

lasting manifestaiion of one deep feeling—a desire for

human affection ^. Such a belief, while it enlisted even
pride and self-interest on the side of piety, had a direct

tendency to excite the best passions of our nature.

Love is not long asked in vain from generous disposi-

tions. A Being, never absent, but standing beside the

life of each man with ever-watchful tenderness, and
recognized, though invisible, in every blessing that befell

them from youth to age, became naturally the object

of their warmest affections. Their belief in him could

not exist without producing, as a necessary efiFect, that

' Abraham ' was called the friend of God ' ;
* with him

(Mcses) will I (Jehovah) speak mouth to mouth, even
apparently,'

—
' as a man to his friend * ; David was ' a man

after mine own heart.'

tiS^I^S&^^lS'T'
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profound impreuion of passionate individual attachment
which in the Hebrew authors always mingles with and
vivifies their faith in the Invisible. All the books of
the Old Testament are breathed upon by this breath of
life. Especially is it to be found m that beautiful col-
lection, entitled the Psalms of David, which remains,
after some thousand years, perhaps the most perfect
form in which the religious sentiment of man has been
embodied.

* But what is true of Judaism is yet more true of
Christianity :

" matre pulchrd fUia pulchrior." In ad-
dition to all the characters of Hebrew Monotheism,
there exists in the doctrine of t/te Cross a peculiar and
inexhaustible treasure for the affectionate feelings. The
idea of the Btavdpomot, the God whose goings forth
have been from everlasting, yet visible to men for their
redemption as an earthly, temporal creature, living,
acting, and suffering among themselves, then (which is

yet more important) transferring to the unseen place
of his spiritual agency the same humanity he wore on
earth, so that the lapse of generations can in no way
affect the conception of his identity ; this is the most
powerful thought that ever addressed itself to a human
imagination. It is the trowrra>, which alone was
wanted to move the world. Here was solved at once
the great problem which so long had distressed the
teach' rs of mankind, how to make virtue the object of
^fxisfiion, and to secure at once the warmest enthusiasm
in the heart with the clearest perception of right and
wrong in the understanding. The character of the
blessed Founder of our faith became an abstract of
morality to determine the judgement, while at the same
time it remained personal, and liable to love. The written
word and established church prevented a degeneration
into ungovemed mysticism, but the predominant prin-
ciple of vital religion always remained that of self-
sacrifice to the Saviour. Not only the higher divisions
of moral duties, but the simple, primary impulses of
benevolence, were subordinated to this new absorbing
passion. The world was loved " in Christ alone." The
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brethren were members of hi« mvitioftl body. All the

other bonds that had fastened down the spirit of the

universe to our narrow round of earth were as nothing

in comparison to this golden chain of suffering and self*

sacrifice, which at once riveted the heart of man to one
who, like himself, was acquainted with grief. Pain ia

the deeput thing we have in our nature, and union through
pain has always seemed more real and more holy than
any other '.'

There is a sad pleasure,

—

non ingrata amaritudo, and
a sort of meditative tenderness in contemplating the

little life of this ' dear youth,' and in letting the mind
rest upon these his earnest thoughts ; to watch his keen
and fearless, but childlike spirit, moving itself aright

—

going straight onward along ' the lines of limitless du*

sires '—throwing himself into the very deepest of the

wa^ of God, and striking out as a strong swimmer
stnketh out his hands to swim ; to see him * mowing
his mightv youth, and kindling his undazzied eye at the

fountain itself of heavenly ra£ance '

:

Light intellectual, and full of love.

Love of true beauty, therefore full of joy,

Joy, every other sweetness far above.

' This is the passage referred to in Henry Taylor's

delightful Notes from Life (' Essav on Wisdom ') :

—

* Fear, indeed, is the mother of foresight : spiritual fear,

of a foresight that reaches beyond the grave ; temporal
fear, of a foresight that falls short ; but without fear there

is neither the one foresight nor the other ; and as pain haa

been truly said to be the deepest thing in our nature,"

so is it fear that will bring the depths of our nature within

our knowledge. A great capacity of suffering belongs to

genius ; and it has been observed that an alternation of

joyfulness and dejection is quite as characteristic of the

man of genius as intensity in either kind.' In his Notes

from Books, p. 216, he recurs to it :
—

'
" Pain," says a writer

whose early death will not prevent his being long remem-
bered, " pain is the deepest thing that we have in our nature.

and union through pain has always seemed more real and
more holy than any other."

'
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It is good for every one to look upon luoh a sight, and
M we look, to love. We should all be the better for
it ; and should desire to be thankful for, and to use
aright a gift so good and perfect, coming down as it

does from above, from the Father of lights, in whom
alone there is no variableness, neither shadow of
turning.

Thus it is, that to each ono of us the death of Arthur
Ilallam—his thoughts and affections—his views of God,
of our relations to Him, of duty, of the meaning and
worth of this world and the next,—where he now is,

have an individual significance. He is bound up in

our bundle of life ; we must be the better or the worse
of having known what manner of man he was ; and in
a sense less peculiar, but not less true, each of un may
say,

The tender grace of a day that is dead
Wil' "ever como back to me.

O for the touch of a vanished hand.
And the sound of a voice that is still

!

God gives us lovo ! Something to love
Ho lends us ; but when love is grown

To ripeness, that on which it throve
Falls off, and love is left alone

:

This is the curse of time. Alas !

In grief we are not all unlearned ;

Once, through our own doors Death did pass

;

One went, who never hath returned.

This star
Rose with us, through a little arc

Of heaven, nor having wandered far.

Shot on the sudden into dark.

Sleep swee^^ly, tender heart, in peace

;

Sleep, holy spirit, blessed soul.

While the stars bum, the moons increase.

And the great ages onward roll.
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Sleep till the end, true soul and sweet.

Nothing comes to thee new or strange.

Sleep, full of rest from head to feet

;

Lie still, dry dust, secure of change.

Vattene in pace, alma beata e hdla.—Go in peace, soul

beautiful and blessed.
' O man greatly beloved, go thou thy way till the

end, for thou shalt rest, and stand in thy lot at the

end of the days.'

—

Daniel.

* Lord, I have viewed this world over, in which thou
hast set me ; I have tried how this and that thing will

fit my« spirit, and the design of my creation, and can
find nothing on which to rest, for nothing here doth
itself rest, but such things as please me for a while, in

some degree, vanish and flee as shadows from before

me. Lo ! I come to Thee—the Eternal Being—the

Spring of Life—the Centre of rest—the Stay of the

Creation—the Fullness of all things. I join myself to

Thee ; with Thee I will lead my life, and spend my
days, with whom I aim to dwell for ever, expecting,

when my little time is over, to be taken up ere long

into thy eternity.'—John Howe, The Vanity of Man
as Mortal.

Necesse est tanquam immaturam mortem ejus defieam

:

si tamen fas est aut flere, aut omnino mortem vocare, qud
tanti juvenis mortalitas magis finita quam vita est. Vivit

enim, vivetque semper, atque etiam latins in memoria
liominum et sermone versahitur, postquam ab oculis re-

cessit.

The above notice was published in 1851. On sending

to Mr. Hallam a copy of the Review in which it appeared,

I expressed my hope that he would not be displeased

by what I had done. I received the following kind and
beautiful reply :

—
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,
* WiLTOK Crescent, Feb. 1, 1851.

Deab Sib,—It would be ungrateful in me to feel
vay displeasure at so glowjig an eulogy on my dear
eldest son Arthur, though ^fter such a length of time,m unusual, as you have written in the North British
Review. I thank you, on the contrary, for the strong
language of admiration you have employed, though it
may expose me to applications for copies of theRemains,
which I have it not in my power to comply with. I was
very desirous to have lent you a copy, at your request,
but you have succeeded elsewhere.

• You are probably aware that I was prevented from
domg this by a great calamity, very similar in its cir-
cumstances to that I had to deplore in 1833—the Iocs
of another son, equal in virtues, hardly inferior in abili-
ties, to him whom you have commemorated. This has
been an unspeakable affliction to me, and at my ad-
vanced age, seventy-three years, I can have no resource

J'**
t^e -hope, in God's mercy, of a reunion with them

both. The resemblance in their characters was striking,
and I had often reflected how wonderfully my first loss

iT
5®®** repaired by the substitution, as it might be

called, of one so closely representing his brother. I send
you a brief Memoir, drawn up by two friends, with very
Lttle alteration of my own.—I am. Dear Sir, faithfully
yours, '

'Henry Hallam.
Dr. Brown, Edinburgh.'

The following extracts, from the Memoir of Henry
Fxtzrmurice Hallam mentioned above, which has been
appended to a reprint of his brother's Remains (for
private circulation), form a fitting close to this memorial
of these two brothers, who were * lovely and pleasantm their lives,' and are now by their deaths not divided:—

But few months have elapsed since the pages of
In Memoriam recalled to the minds of many, and im-
pressed on the hearts of all who pr-used them, the
melancholy circumstances attending the sudden and
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Riil;

early death of Arthur Henry Hallam, the eldest son
of Henry Hallam, Esq. Not many weeks ago the public

journals contained a short paragraph annoimcing the
decease, under circumstances equally distressing, and
in some points remarkably similar, of Henr^ Fitz<

maurice, Mr. Hallam's younger and only remainmg son.

No one of the very many who appreciate the sterling

value of Mr. Hallam's literary labours, and who feel

a consequent interest in the character of those who
would have sustained the eminence of an honourable
name ; no one who was affected by the striking and
tragic fatality of two such successive bereavements,
will deem an apology needed for this short and imperfect

Memoir.
'H^nry Fitzmaurice Hallam, the younger son of

Henry Hallam, Esq., was bom on August 31, 1824;
he took his second name from his godfather, the Marquis
of Lansdowne. ... A habit of reserve, which charac>

terized him at all periods of life, but which was com-
pensated in the eyes of even his first companions by
a singular sweetness of temper, was produced and
fostered by the serious thoughtfulness ensuing upon
early familiarity with domestic sorrow.

' He was gentle," writes one of his earliest and
closest school-friends, " retiring, thoughtful to pensive-

ness, affectionate, without envy or jealousy, almost
without emulation, impressible, but not wanting in

moral firmness. No one was ever more formed for

friendship. In all his words and acts he was simple,

straightforward, true. He was very religious. Religion

had a real effect upon his character, and made him
tranquil about great things, though he was so nervous
about little things."

' He was called to the bar in Trinity Term, 1860, and
became a member of the Midland Circuit in the summer.
Immediately afterwards he joined his family in a tour

on the Continent. They had spent the early part of

the autumn at Rome, and were returning northwards,

when he was attacked by a sudden and severe illness,

affecting the vital powers, and accompanied by en-
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^bled circulation and general prostration of strength.
He was able, with difficulty, to reach Siena, where
he sank rapidly through exhaustion, and expired on
Friday, October 25. It is to be hoped that he did not
experience any great or active suffering. He was con-
scious nearly to the last, and met his early death (of
which his presentiments, for several years, had been
frequent and very singular) with cahnness and fortitude.
There is reason to apprehend, from medical examina-
tion, that his life would not have been of very long
duration, even had this unhappy iUness not occurred.
But for some years past his health had been apparently
much improved ; and, secured as it seemed to be by
his unintermitted temperance, and by a carefuhiess in
regimen which his early feebleness of constitution had
rendered habitual, those to whom he was nearest and
dearest had, in m-eat measure, ceased to regard him
wiUi anxiety. HLs remains were brought to England,
«ttd he was interred, on December 23, in Clevedon
Church, Somersetshire by the side of his brother, his
Bister, and his mother.

' For continuous auu sustained thought he had an
extraordinary capacity, the bias of his mind being
decidedly towards analytical processes ; a characteristic
which was illustrated at Cambridge by his uniform par-
tiauty for analysis, and comparative distaste for the
geometrical method, in his mathematical studies. His
early proneness to dwell upon the mere recondite de-
partments of each science and branch of inquiry has
been alluded to above. It is not to be inferred that,
as a consequence of this tendency, he blinded himself,
at any penod of his Ufe, to the necessity and the duty
-^^ practical exertion. He was always eager to act m

a as speculate
; and, in this respect, his character

preserved an unbroken consistency and harmony from
the epoch when, on commencing his residence at Cam-
bri(tee, he voluntarily became a teacher in a parish
bunday-school, for the sake of applying his theories of
religious education, to the time when, on the point of
settmg forth on his last fatal journey, he framed a plan

p
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of obtaining aooeas, in tiie ensuing winter, to * large

oomn ial establii^ment, in tiie view of familiarizing

hinuei with the actual course and minnie detail <rf

mercantile tranBactiona.
' Inseanblv and unoomcioosly he had kaade himself

a large number of friends in the last few yearn of his

life : the painful impression created bj his death in the
circle in wnich he habitually moved, and even beyond it,

was exceedingly remarkable, both for its depth and
extent. For those united with him in a companionship
more than ordinarily close, his friendship nad taken
such a character as to have almost become a necessity

of existence. But it was upon his family that he lavished
all the wealth of his disposition—affection without stint,

gentleness never once at fault, consideratenees reaching
to self-sacrifice :

—

Di ci5 si biasmi il debolo intelletto

E '1 parlar nostro, che non ha valore

Di ritrar tutto ci6 che dice amore.

H. S. M«
F. L.'
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