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beech, in more familiar phrase,—[stop and
breathe here a moment, for the sentence 1s not
not done yet, and we have anotherlong journey
before us. ]

—and again once more up among those other
hills that shut in the amber-flowing Housatonic,
—dark stream, but clear, like the lucid orbs that
shine beneath the lids of auburn-haired, sherry-
wine-eyed demi-blondes,—in the home over-
looking the winding stream and the smooth,
flat meadow ; looked down upon by wild hills,
where the tracks of bears and catamounis may
yet sometimes be seen upon the winter snow;
facing the twin summits which rise in the far
North, the highest waves of the great land
storm in all this billowy region,—suggestive to
mad fancies of the breasts of a half-buried
Titaness, stretched out by a stray thunder-bolt,
and hastily hidden away .beneath the leaves of
the forest,—in that home where seven blessed
summers were passed, which stand in memory
like the seven golden candle-sticks in the beatific
vision of the holy dreamer,—

—in that modest dwelling we were just look-

“ing at, not glorious, yet not unlovely in the
youth of its drab and mahogany,—full of great
and little boys’ playthings from top to bottom,
—in all these summer or winter nests, he was
always at home and always welcome.

This long articulated sigh of reminiscences,—
this calenture which shows me the maple-shad-
owed plains of Berkshire, and the mountain-cir-
cled green of Grafton beneath the salt waves
that come feeling their way along the wall at
my feet, restless and soft-touching as blind men’s

The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. 255

busy fingers;—is for that friend of mine who
looks into the waters of the Patapsco and sees
beneath them the same visions that paint them-
selves for me in the green depths of the Charles.

Did I talk all this off to the schoolmistress P—
Why, no,—otf course not. I have been talking
with you, the reader, for the last ten minutes.
You don’t think I should expect any woman to
listen to such a sentence as that long one, with-
out giving her a chance to put in a word.

What did I say to the schoolmistress ?—Per-
mit me one moment. I don’t doubt your deli-
cacy and good-breading; but in this particular
case, as I was allowed the privilege of walking
alone with a very interesting young woman, you
must allow me to remark, in the classic version
of a familiar phrase, used by our Master Ben-
jamin Franklin, it is zullum tui negotii.

When the school-mistress and I reached the
school-room door. the damask roses I spoke of
were so much heightenedin color by exercise that
Ifelt sure it would be useful to her totake a strol
like this every morning, and made up my mind
I would ask her to let me join her again.

-ExTrRACT FROM MY PRIVATE JOURNAL.
(7 be burned unread.)

I am afraid I have been a fool; for T have told
as much of myself to this young person as
if she were of that ripe and discreet age which
invites confidence and expansive utterance. I
have been low spirited and listless, lately,—it is
coffee, I think,—(I observe that which is bought
ready ground never affects the head,)—and I no-
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tice that I tell my secrets too easily when I am
downhearted.

There are inscriptions on out hearts, which;
like that on Dighton Rock, are never to be seen
except at dead-low tide.

There is a woman’s footstep on the sand at
the side of my deepest ocean-buried inscription.

—Oh, no, no, no! a thousand times, no! Yet,
what is this which has been shaping itself in my
soul?—Is it a thought?—is it a dream?—is it a
passion?—Then I know what comes next.

The asylum stood on a bright and breezy hill;
those glazed corridors are pleasant to walk in,
inbad weather. But there are iron bars to all
the windows. When it is fair, some of us can
stroll outside that very high fence. But I never
see much life in the groups I sometimes meet;
and then the careful man watches them so
closely! How I remember that sad company I
used to pass on fine mornings, when I was a
schoolboy!—B., with his arms full of yellow
weeds,—ore from the gold mines which he dis-
covered long before we heard of California,—
Y., born to millions, crazed by too much plum-
cake, (the boys said,) dogged, explosive,—made
a Polyphemus of my weak-eyed schoolmaster,
by a vicious flirt with a stick,—(the multi-mil-
lionaires sent him a trifle, it was said, to buy
another eye with; but boys are jealous of rich
folks, and I don’t doubt the good people made
him easy for life.)—how I remember them all!

I recollect, as all do, the story of the Hall of
Eblis, in “Vathek,” and how each shape, as it
lifted its hand from its breast, showed its heart,
—a burning coal. The real Hall of Eblis stands
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on yonder summit. Go there on the next visit-
ing day, and ask that figure crouched in the
corner, huddled up like those Indian mummies
and skeletons found buried in the sitting pos-
turem, to lift its hand,—look upon its hear:, and
behold, not fire, but ashes.—No, I must not
think of such an ending? Dying would be
a much more gentlemanly way of meeting the
difficulty. Make a will and leave her a house or
two and some stocks, and other little financial
conveniences to take away her necessity for
keeping school.—I wonder what nice young
man’s feet would be in my French slippers be-
fore six months were over! Well, what then?
If a man really loves a woman. of course he
wouldn’t marry her for the world, if he were
not quite sure that he was the best person that
could by any possibility marry.

It is odd enough to read over what I have just
been writing.—It is the merest fancy that ever
was in the world. I shall never be married. She
will; and if she is as pleasant as she has been so
far, 1 will give her a silver tea-set, and go and
take tea with her and her husband, sometimes.
No coffee, I hope, though,—it depresses me
sadly. I feel very miserably; they must have
been grinding it at home.—Another morning
walk will be good for me, and I don’t doubt the
schoolmistress will be glad of a little fresh air
before school.

The throbbing flushes of the poetical inter-
mittent have been coming over me from time to
time of late. Did you ever see that electrical
experiment which consists in passing a flash
through letters of gold-leaf in 2 darkencd loum,




258 The Autocrat of the Breakfast Tabl;

whereupon some name or legend springs out of
the darkness in characters of fire?

There are songs all written <u* in my soul,
which [ could read, if the flash might but pass
through them,—but the fi.e must come dowa
from heaven. Ah! but what if the stormy znim-
bus of youthful passion has blown by, and one
asks for lightning from the ragged crrus of dis-
solving aspirations, or the silvered cumuius ot
sluggish satiety? I will call on her whom the
dead poets believed in, whom living ones no
longer worship,— the immortal maid, who,
name her what you will,—Goddess, Muse, Spirit
of Beauty,—sits by the pillow of every youthful
poet, and bends over his pale forehead until her
tresses lie upon his cheek and rain their gold
into his dreams.

MUSA.

© my lost beanty!—hast thou folded quite

Thy wings of morning light

Beyond those iron gates

Where life crowds hurryiog to the hageard Fates,

And age upon his mound of ashes waits

To chill our fiecy dreams,

Hot from the heart of youth plunged in his icy
streams?

Leave me not fading in these weeds of care,

Whose flowers are silvered hair!

Have I not loved thee long,

Though my young lips have often done thee wrong

And vexed thy heaven-tuned ear with careless
song?

Ah, wilt thou yet return,

Bearing thy rose-bud torch, and bid thine altat
burn?

Come to me '—I will flood thy silent shrine
With my soul’s sacred wine
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And heap thy marble floors
As the wild spice’ trees waste their fragrant stores
In leaiy islands walled with madrepores
And lapped *an'Orient seas,
Whean all their fetshery palms toss, plumelike
in the breeze. i

Come to me !—thou shalt feed on honeyed words,
Sweeter than song of birds ;—

No wailing bulbul’s throat,

No melting dulcimer’'s melodious note:

When o er the midnight wave its murmurs float,

T'hy ravished sense might soothe

With flow so liquid-soft, with strain so velvet-smooth.

Thoushalt be decked with jewels, like a queen,
ought in those bowers of green,

Where loop the clustered vines

And the close-clinging dulcamara twines —

Pure pearis of Maydew where the moonlight shines,

And summers fruited gems,

And coral pendants shorn from Autumn’s berried

stems.

Sit by me drifting on the sleepy waves,—

Or stretched by grass-grown graves,

Whose gray, high-shouldered stones,

Carved with old nameslife’s time-worn roll disowans,
Lean. lichen-spotted, o’er the crumbled bones

Still slumbering where they lay

While the sad pilgrim watched to scare the wolf away?

*Spread o’er my couch thy visionary wing!

Still let me dream and sing,

Dream of that winding shore

Where scarlet cardinals bloom,—for me no more,

The stream which heaven beneath its liquid floor,
And clustering nenuphars

Sprinkling its mirrored blue like golden-chaliced starsy

Come while their balms the linden-tiossoms shed!
Come while the ros= is red.

While blue-eyed summersmiles

O'er the green ripples round von sunken piles
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Washed by the moon-wave warm from Indian isles,

And on the sultry air

The chestnuts spread their palms like holy men in
prayer!

Oh, forthe burning lips to fire my brain

With thrills of wild sweet pain!

On life’s autumnal blast,

Like shrivelled leaves, youth's passion-flowersare cast,

Once loving thee, we love thee to the last!

Behold thy new-decked shrine,

And hear once more the voice that breathed ** Forever
thine.

[The company looked a little flustered one
marning when I came in, so much so, that I en-
quired of my meighbor, the divinity-student,
what had been going on. It appears that the
young fellow whom they call John had taken
advantage of my being a little late (I having
been rather longer than wusual dressing that
morning) to circulate several questions involy-
ing a quibble or play upon words,—in short
€ontaining that indignity to the human under-
standing, condemned in the passages from
the distinguished moralist of the last century
and the illustrious historian of the present, which
I cited on a former occasion, and known as a
pun. After breakfast, one of the boarders
handed me a small roll of paper containing some
of the questions and their answers. I subjoin
two or three of them, to show what a tendency
there is to frivolity and meaningless talk in
young persons of a certain sort, when not re-
strained by the presence of more reflective
natures. It was asked, “Why tertian and
quartan fevers were like certain short-lived in-
sects ' Some interesting physiological relation
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would be naturally suggested. The inquirer
blushes to find that the answer isin the paltry
equivocation, that they skp a day or two.
“Why an Englishman must go to the continent to
weaken his grog or punch.” The answer proves
to have'no relation whatever to the temperance-
movement, as no better reason is given than
that island—(or as it is absurdly written, tleand)
water won’t mix. But when I came to the next
question and its answer, 1 felt that patience
ceased to be a virtue. ‘“ Why an onion is like a
Piano”is a query that a person of sensibility
would be slow to propose; but that in an edu-
cated community an individual could be found
to answer it in these words,—¢: Because it smell
odious,” guas, it'’s melodious,—is not credible,
but not true. 1 can show you the paper.

Dear reader, I beg your pardon for repeating
such things. I know most conversations re-
ported in books are altogether above such trivial
details, but folly will come up at every table as
surely as purslain and chickweed and sorrel will
come up in gardens. This young fellow ought
to have talked philosophy, I know perfectly
well; but he didn’t,—he made jokes.

I am willing,—I said,—to exercise your in-
genuity in a rational and contemplative manner.
—No, I do not prescribe certain forms of philo-
sophical speculation which involve an approach
to the absurd or ludicrous. such as you may
find, for example, in the folio of the Reverend
Father Thomas Sanchez, in his famous tractate,
““De Sancto Matrimonio.” I will therefore turn
this levity of vours to profit by reading you a
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rhymed problem, wrought out by my friend,
the Professor.

THE DEACON'S MASTERPIECE.
OR THE WONDERFUL “ONE-HOSS-SHAY,”

A Logical Story. :
Have you heard of the wonderful one-hoss-shay,
That was built in such a logical way

It ran a hundred vears to a day,

And then, of a sudden, it—ah. but stay,

I'll tell you what happened without delay,
Scaring the parson iuto fits,

Frightening people out of their wits,—

Have you ever heard of that, I say?

Seventeen hundred and fifty-five.

Georgizes Secundus was then alive, —

Snuffy old drove from the German hive!
That was the year when Lisbon-town

Saw the earth open and gulp her down,
And Braddock’s army was done so browan,
Left without a scalp to its crown.

It was on the terrible Earthquake day

That the Deacon finished the one-horse-shay.

Now in building of chaises, T tell you what,
There is always somewhers a weakest spot,=—
In hub, tire, felloe, in spring or thill,

In panel or cross-bar, or floor or sill,

In screw, bolt, thoroughbrace,—lurking still
Find it somewhere you must and will,
Above or below, or within or without,

And that’s the reason, bevond a doubt,

A chaise érvaks down, but doesn’t wear out.

But the Deacon swore (as Deacons do,

With an “'I dew vum” or an “I tell yeou),”

He would build one shay to beat the taown

‘N’ the keounty 'n* a!l the kentry raoun’:

It should b= so bailt that it consdn’ break daown;
*“Fur,” said the Deacon, ** 'U's mighty plain
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That the weakes’ place mu’stan’ the strain;
'N the way t’ ix it, nz I maintain,

Is only jest

To make that place vz strong uz the rest.”

So the Deacon inquired of the village folk
Where he could find the strongest oak,

That couldn’t be split, nor bent, nor broke,
That was for spokes and floors and sills;

He sent for lancewood to make the thills;

The crossbars were ash, from the straightest trees;
The panels of white-wood, that cuts like cheese,
But lasts like iron for things like these

The hubs of logs from the “*Settler’s ellum,”
Last of its timber, they couldn’tsell ’em

Never an axe had seen their chips,

And the wedges flew from between their lips,
Their blunt ends frizzled like celery tips;

Step and pop-iron, bolt and screw,

Spring, tire, axle, and linchpin too,

Steel of the finest, bright and blue;
Thoroughbrace bison-skin; thick and wide;
Boot-top dasher, from tough old hide

Found in the pit when the tanner died,

That was the way he ‘‘put her through.”
*There!” said the Deacon, ‘‘naow she'll dewP

Do! I tell you, I rather guess

She was a wonder and nothing less!

Colts gi2w herses, beards turned gray,

Deacon ai:d Dezaconess dropped away,

Children and grand-children—where were they?
But there stood the steut old one hoss shay

As fresh as on Listor-Earthquake-day !

EIGHTEEN HUNDRED;—it came and found
The Deacon’s Masterpiece strong and sound.
Eighteen hundred increased by ten:—
““Hahnsum kerridge” they called it then;
Eighteen hundred and twenty came;—
Running as usual; much the sam..

Thirty and Forty at last arrive

And then came fifty, and FIFTY-Fi V£,
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Little of all we value here

Wakes on the morn of its hundredth year
Without both feeling and looking queer.
In fact, there’s nothing that keeps its youth
So far as I know, but a tree and truth.
(This is a moral that runs at large;

Take it.—You're welcome,—No extra charge.)

FIRST OF NOVEMBER, —the Earthquake day.—
There are traces of age in the one-hoss-shay,
A general flavor of mild delay.

But nothing local, as one may say.

There couldn’t be,—for the Deacon’s art

Has made it so like in every part

That there wasn’t a chance for one to start.

For the wheels were just as strong as the thills,
And the floors were just as strong as the sills,
And the panels just as strong as the floor,
And the whippletree neither less nor more,
And the back crossbar as strong as the fore,
And spring and axle and hub encore.

And yet, as a wkole, it is past a doubt

In another hour it will be wor out!

First of November. "Fifty-five!

This morning the parson takes a drive,
Now, small boys, get out of the way!

Here comes the wonderful one-hoss shay,
Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay.
“Huddup!” said the parson.—Off went they,

The parson was working his Sunday’s text,—
Had got to fif¢ky, and stopped perplexed

At what the—Moses—was coming next.

All at once the horse stood still,

Close by the meet'n-house on the hill.

First a shiver and then a thrill,

Then something decidedly like a spill,—

And the parson was sitting upon a rock,

At half-past-nine by the meet’n-house clock,—
Just the hour of the earthquake-shock!
—What do you think the parson found,
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When he got up and stared around?

The poor old chaise in a heap or mound,
As if it had been to the mill and ground!
You see of course, if you're not a dunce,
How it went to pieces all at once,—

All at once, and nothing first,—

Just as bubbles do when they burst.

End of the wonderful one-hoss-shay.
Logicis logic. That’s all I say.

I think there is one habit,—I said to our com-
pany a day or two afterwards,—worse than that
of punning. It is the gradual substitution of
cant or flash terms for words which truly char-
acterize their objects. I have known several
very genteel idiots whose whole vocabulary had
deliquesced into some half dozen expressions,
All things fell into one of two great categories,
—fast or sipw. Man’s chief end was to bea
orick. When the great calamities of life over-
took their friends, these last were spoken of
as being @ good deal cut up. Nine-tenths of
human existence were summed up in the single
word, sore. These expressions come to be the
algebraic symbols of minds which have grown
too weak or indolent to discriminate. They are
the blank checks of intellectual bankruptcy;—
you may fill them up with what idea you like; it
makes no difference, for there are no funds in
the treasury upon which they are drawn. Col-
leges and good-for-nothing smoking-clubs are
the places where these conversational fungi
spring up most luxuriantly. Don’t think I un-
dervalue the proper use and application ofa
cant word or phrase. It adds piquancy to con-
versation, as a mushroom does to a sauce. But
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it is no better than a toadstool, odious to th_e
sense and poisonous to the intellect, when it
spawans itself all over the talk of men and youths
capable of talking, as it sometimes does. As we
hear flash phraseology, it is commonly the dish-
water from the washings of English dandyism,
schoolboy or full grown, wrung out of a three-
volume novel which had sopped it up, or de-
canted from the pictured urn of Mr. Verdant
Green, and diluted to suit the provincial climate.

The young fellow called John spoke up
sharply and said it was “rum” to hear me
“pitchin’ into fellers” for “‘goin’ it in the slang
line,” when I used all the flash words myself
just when I pleased.

I replied with my usual forbearance.—Cer-
tainly to give up the Algebraic Symbol, because
@ or & is often a cover for ideal nihility, would
be unwise. I have heard a child laboring to ex-
press a certain condition. involving a hitherto
undescribed sensation, (as it supposed,) all of
which could have been sufficiently explained by
the participle dored. 1 have seen a country
clergyman, with a one-story intellect and a one-
horse vocabulary, who has consumed his valu-
able time (and mine) freely, in developing an
bpinion of a brother-minister’s discourse which
would have been abundantly characterized by a
peach-down-lipped sophomore in the one word
—slow. Let us discriminate, and be shy of abso-
lute proscription. I am omniverous by nature
and training. Passing by such words as are
poisonous, I can swallow most others, and chew
such as I cannot swallow.

Vanais# are not good for much, but they are
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good for something. They invent or kezp in
circulation those conversational blank checks or
counters just spoken of, which intellectual cap-
italists may sometimes find it worth their while
to borrow of them. They are useful, too, in
keeping up the standard of dress, which, but for
them, would deteriorate, and become, what
some old fools would have it, a matter of con-
venmience, and not of taste and art. Yes, I like
dandies well enough,—on one condition.

What is that, Sir—said the divinity-student.

That they have pluck. I find that lies at the
bottom of all true dandyism. A little boy
dressed up very fine, who puts his finger in his
mouth and takes to crying, if other boys make
tun of him, looks very silly. But if he turns red
tn the face and knotty in the fists, and makes an
example of the biggest of his assailants, throw-
ing off his fine Leghorn and his thickly-buttoned
jacket, if necessary, to consummate the act of
justice, his small toggery takes on the splendors
of the crested helmet that frightened Astyanaz.
You remember that the Duke said his dandy
officers were his best officers. The “Sun-
day blood,” the superb sartorial equestrian
O0i our annual Fast-day, is not imposing or
dangerous. But such feilows as Brummel and
D’Orsay and Byron are not to be snubbed
quite so easily. Look out for “la main de fer
sous le gant de velours” (which I printed in En-
glish the other day without quotation-marks,
thinking whether any scaraboeus criticus would
add this to his globe and roll in glory with it
into the newspapers,—which he didn’t do; in the
tharming pleonasm of the London language,
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and therefore I claim the sole merit of expos-
ing the same.) A good many powerful and
dangerous people have had a decided dash of
dandyism about them. There was Alcibiades,
the “curled son of Clinias,” an accomplished
young man, but what would be called a “swell”
in these days. There was Aristotle, a very dis-
tinguished writer, of whom you have heard—a
philosopher, in short, whom it took centuries to
learn, centuries to unlearn, and is now going to
take a generation or more to learn over again,
Regular dandy, he was. So was Marcus An-
tonius; and though he lost his game, he played
for big stakes, and it wasn’t his dandyism that
spoiled his chance. Petrarca was not to be de-
spised as a scholar or a poet, but he was one of
the same sort. So was Sir Humphrey Davy; 3o
was Lord Palmerston, formerly; if I am not for-
getful. Yes,—a dandy is good for something as
such; and dandies such as I was just speaking
of have rocked this planet like a cradle,—aye,
and l=ft it swinging to this day. Still, if I were
you, I wouldn’t go to the tailor’s on the strength
of these remarks, and run up a long bill which
will render pockets a superfluity in your next

suit, Hlecans “nascitur, non fit.”” A man is born®

a dandy as he is born a poet. There are
heads that can’t wear hats; there are necks that
can't fit cravats; there are jaws that can’t fill out
collars—(Willis touched this last point in one of
his earlier ambrotypes, if I remember rightly),
there are fournures nothing can humanize, and
movements nothing can subdue to the gracious
suavity or elegant languor or stately serenity
which belong to different styles of dandyism.
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We are forming an aristocracy, as you may
observe, in this country,—not a grafta-Dei, nor a
Jure-divino one,—but a de-facto upper stratum of
being, which floats over the turbid waves of
common life as the iridescent film you may have
seen spreading over the water about our w harves,
—very splendid, though its origin may have
been tar, tallow, train-oil, or other such unc-
tuous commodities, Isay, then, we are forming
an aristocracy; and, transitory as its individual
life often is, it maintains itself tolerably, as a
whole. Of course, money is its corner-stone.
But now observe this. Money kept for two or
three generations transforms a race,—I don’t
mean merely in manners and hereditary culture,
but in blood and bone. Money buys air and
sunshine, in which children grow up more
kindly, of course, than in close, back strects; it
buys country-places to give them happy and
healthy summers, good nursing, good doctor-
ing, and the best cuts of beef and mutton,
When the spring chickens come to market—I
beg your pardon,—that is not what I was going
to speak of. As the young females of each suc-
cessive season come on, the finest specimens
among them, other things being equal, are apt
to attract those who can afford the expensive
luxury of beauty. The physical character of
the next generation rises in consequence. It is
plain that certain families have in this Wzay ac-
quired an-elevated type of face and figure, and
that in a small circle of city-connections one
may sometimes find models of both sexes which
one of the rural counties would find it hard to
match from all its townships put together. Be-
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cause there is a good deal of running down,
of degeneration and waste of life, among tne
richer classes, you must notoverlook the equahy
obvious fact I have just spoken of,—which in
one or two generations more will be, I tuink,
much more patent than just now.

The weak point in our chryso-aristocracy is
the same [ have alluded to in connection with
cheap dandyism. Its thorough manhood, its
high-caste gallantry, are not so manifest as the
plate;glass of its windows and the more or less
legitimate heraldry of itscoach-panels. It is
very curious to observe of how smallaccount mili-
tary folks are held among cur Northern people.
Our young men must gild their spurs, but they
need not win them. The equal division of
property keeps the younger sons of rich people
above the necessity of military service. Thus
the army loses an element of refinement, and
the moneyed upper-class forgets what it is to
count heroism among its virtues. Still I don't
believe in any aristocracy without pluck as itg
back-bone. Ours may show it when the time
comes, if it ever does come. These United States
furnish the greatest market for intellectual green
Jruit of all the places in the world. I think so,
at any rate, The demand for intellectual labor
is so enormous and the market so far from nice,
that young talent is apt to fare like unripe
gooseberries,—get plucked to make a fool of.
Think of a country which buys eighty thousand
copies of the “Proverbial Philosophy,” while
the author’s admiring countrymen have been
buying twelve thousand! How can one let his
fruit hang in the sun until it gets fully ripe,
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while there are eighty thousand such hungry
mouths ready to swallow it and proclaim its
praises> Consequently there never was such a
collection of crude pippins and half-grown
wind-falls as our native literature displays
among its fruits. There are literary green-gro-
ceries at every corner, which will buy anything,
from a button-pear to a pine-apple. [t takes a
long apprenticeship to train a whole people to
reading and writing. The temptation of money
and fame is too great for young people. Do I
not remembper that glorious moment when the
late Mr., ——. we won’t say who, editor of
the , We won’t say what, offered me the
sum of fifty cents per double-columned quarto
page for shaking my young boughs over his
tool’'s cap apron? Was it not an intoxicating
vision of gold and glory? I should doubtless have
revelled in its wealth and splendor, but fcrlearn-
ing the fact thatthe fif#ycents was to be consider-
ed arhetorical embellishment and by no means a
literal expression of pastfact or present intention.

Beware of making your moral staple consist
of the negative virtues. It is good to abstain,
and teach others to abstain, from all that is sin-
ful or hurtful. But making a business of it
leads to enunciation of character, unless one
feeds largely also on the more nutritious diet of
active sympathetic benevolence.

I don’t believe one word of what you are say-
ing,—spoke up the angular female in black
bombazine.

i am sorry you disbelieve it, Madam,—I said,
and added softly to my next neighbor,—but you
prove it.
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The young fellow sitting near me winked; and
the divinity-student said in an undertone,—
O ptime dictum.

Your talking Latin,—said I,—reminds me of
an odd trick of one of my old tutors. He read
so much of that language, that his English half
turned into it. He got caught in town, one hot
summer; in pretty ciose quarters, and wrote, or
began to write, a series of city pastorals.
Eclogues he called them, and meant to have
published them by subscription. 1 remember
some of kLis verses, if you want to hear them.—
you, sir, (addressing myself to the divinity~
student) and all such as have been through col-
iege, or, what is the same thing, received an
honorary degree, will understand them without
adictionary. The old man had a great deal to
say about “ aestivation,”as he called it, in oppo-
sition, as one might say, to Z#bernation. Intra-
mural aestivation, or town-life in summer, he
would say, is a peculiar form of suspended ex-
istence, or semi asphyxia. One wakes up from
it about the beginning of the last week in Sep-
tember. This is what I remember of his noem:

AESTIVATION.

An Unpublished Poem, by my late Latin Tutot.

In candeat ire the solar splendor flames:

The foles, languescent, pend from arid rames;
His humid front the cive, anheling, wipes,
And dreams of erring on ventifercus ripes.

How dulce to vive occuit to mortal eyes,
Dorm of the herb with none to supervise,
Carp the suave berries from the crescent-vine,
And bibe the flon from longicaudate kinel
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To me, alas! no vendurous visions come,
Save yon exiguous pool’s conferva-scum,—
No concave vast repeats the tender hue
That laves my milk-jug with celestial blue!

Me wretched! Let me curr to quercine shades!
Effund your albid hausts, lactiferous maids!
Oh, might I vole to some umbrageous clump—
Depart,—be off, —excede,—evade.—erump!

1 have lived by the sea-shore and by the moun-
tains.—No, I am not going to say which is best.
The one where your place is is the best for you.
But this difference there is: you can domesticate
mountains, but the sea is feroe naturce. You
may have a hut, or know the owner of one, on
the mountain-side; you see a light hali-way up
its ascent in the evening, and you know there is
a home, and you might share it. You have
noted certain trees, perhaps: you know the par-
ticular zone where the hemlocks look so blackin
October, when the maples and beeches have
faded. All the reliefs and intaglios have elec-
trotyped themselves in the medaillons that hang
round the walls of your memory’'s chamber.—
The sea remembers nothing. It is feline. It
licks your feet,—its huge flanks purr very pleas-

- antly for youj but it will crack your bones and

eat you, for all that, and wipe the crisomed foam
from its jaws as if nothing had happened. The
mountains give their lost children berries and
water; the sea mocks their thirst and lets them
die. The mountains have a grand, stupid, lov-
able tranquility; the sea has a fascinating,
treacherous inteiligence. The mountains lie
about like huge ruminants, their broad backs
awful to look upon, but safe to handle. The




