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SKETCH OF THE AUTHOR'S LIFE,

GHERESS

amMEs Hocoarti, the eldest of seven children, all
boys, was born July 13, 1834, in a small cotlage,
at  Ambleside, Westmoriand. His father,
Thatnas Hoggarth, was botn in the valley of
Longsleddale, Westmorland, Janvary 5, 1305, and was
the youngest and only son of three children of Thomas
Hoggarth, a small farmer, who was boro in the vale of
Troutbeck, Westmorland, and related to the Woodburne
and Birkett families, of Troutheck.
ames, soon after he was born, to all appearance, was
unlikely te live lonp. His father, anxious to have him
baptized, walked, by way of Kirkstone Pass, to Trout-
beck, to the house of hiz old friend, the Rev, William
Sewell, the Vicar ; and, reaching the house about mid-
night, knocked loudly at the doer, which arcused the
rev. geotleman, who, thinking that there was somethin
very important requiring his actention, burriedly jump-cg
put of bed, and, throwing the window wide open, popped
out his head, and shouted at the top Ug?c hiz wvoice,
# Whaa's theear at this time o' neet!™ “It's me,”
came the apswer. * And whaa’s me, I pray tha,” said
the parson. * I am Thomas Hopgarth, of Ambleside,”
was the reply. 1 have come to ask you if you will
oblige me by coming to-night to my house, to baptize a
child which seems nct likely to live very long. “ Aye,
aye,” shouted the good-patured parson, *stop theear
a lile bit, till I git my breeches on, an' we'll beeask
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trudge tagidder, I'lt apod us;" and 50 he did, chatting
all the way about the weather and fartning, m the
broadest dialect, and

Tn harmony togethor they

Croasd the grey rita of the vid hills,
Which reac’d their lnld and lardly heads
Ag in the daya when Adam ata

Tha frmt, aud ruin'd ol msnkind ;

But did not mar the lofty seenes

Boheld feom irketines frowning hrw,
When the white miste have rall'd nway. .
Trua types of grandeor meet the eya:
Thor lake:'s beight glosm ;. grave, carnest Iilld ;
Tha village slesping in tha vala:

Tha rast cxpans: of swollande, though
[ abrupt bonaky, wild in chie ;

The alaping shouldera of tha paaks :
When view'd the blood lespe in the veins,

Soon after his baptism, however, James rapidly im-
proved in health, grew strong, and was very rebust ever
after.  His father was at that time a nursery gardener,
and lived near to the residence of the Poel Words-
worth, with whom he had many pleasant conversations,
and pumercns were the anecdotes he coubd refale

—some of them of an amus{n% character—respecting
the famous Poet. Thomas Hoggarth was a good
schular and an cxcellent mathematiclan, having been
educated at Longsledddle, Grayrigg, and Kenimere
schools. In those days Langsleddale Church was in a
most deplorable condition, without a doar, an old thorn
bush bemg placed in the doorway to keep out the cattle,
which sometimes found their way inlo the broken pews.
A suitable building is now erected on the site of the
ald cne.

About two years after the birth of James, work
becoming scarce, his father removed to Bowness, where
he had obtained employment, and here his family was
increased by the birth of his second son, Thomas. Not
long after this event he removed to Kendal, where he
thought he had obtained wotk of a more suitable
character, but in this he was disappointed. He after-
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wards got work at Sizergh Castle, then under the
stewardship of Mr. W, Ellison, and removed to Sizergh
Fell Side, and from thence to Beathwaite (Green, five
miles 5.W. of Kendal, and it is

A emall and steaggling village, with
TInhabitante—thougl blunt in wpeseli—
Who never donn’d in guedy pride,
And ever lov'd a stiff homme-lraw,

Being now about right years of agei_r]ames was seni
a long, dreary distance to a school in Helsington, kept
by an old man, who was very blunt in manners, a great
chewer of tobacco, and yet an excellent master in his
day. He mostly taught his scholars—boys and girls,
and even adulis—from the columns of the Wesfmoriand <
Gazette. The school was at that Gime adjoining th
chapel, and was approaced by a short incline from th
chapel yard —

The loft was amall, the desk waa larpe,
* The fnrme were faw and black with age.

Amid the baria] grenaed ju was,

Adjeining the old eacved Euna,

Tpen the fup of 3 reugh Inll ;

With long, broad level land in front

That strebches into Arosile Sands,

Whasa fleaming brine for miles is xeei

The prospect from the place is ram,

With range of Langdald Pilkee in view.

And the Old Man, who tops them wll,

In the dim diskanos, in the weat,

Riss Cartmal Fella, in dreamy hare.

Exhilarstion and frecdom mwign

In wildest oreder, and the storma

Have fres acceas to lash & man

Whe travels on this naked spol—

A moat unlikely spot on earth

On which to Toild and keep a sthool—

With oo ona living nesr to tel]

Benighted travellors whers they are,

A lesson was given to the lad one day; it consisted
of the single word *Thought! * oo wbd Yhe
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old master, **1f I tell thee what it is, will ta think on ?
And when thoo hes been at thy seeat awhile, I'll shoot
o' tha to come and tell me what it is.” T'o°his seat the
boy went, repeating to himself the word ¢ thought @
dozens of times.  When he was © shooted ™ on, he went
to the side of the old pedagogue, who asked hinr to spell
it, which he slowly did.  * Noo, what is it 7 ” asked the
master. * Nay,"” said the lad, **that’s a capper ; I hev
forgntten as clean as a whistle ; it's a lang thing o' some
mack. “I'll clear tha thee whistle,”” sald the old
feltow, and putting both hands on the lad’s back, he,
with a savage grin and a great crunch of tobaceo, sent
bhim with all s might fying under the desk, where
he fell on his face. After this the boy always remems-
bered the meaning of the word * thought.” Receiving
very little learning at this school, it was abandoned for
a penny-a-week school at Bealhwaite Green. The
iostruction he received at this school was also very
meagre,

Mt eleven years of age, JTames was taken to work with
his father in the woods, and

O wanpiner day, when deap in thought,
Baneath the branches of an oak,

Ax pestn fell upan his head,

And thoa ha arpaed with himself
**Why did the aeorn tamble dowa,

And why did it not upward goi™

Ha conld not find the atawse then,

But met with it in after years,

- In November, 1850, he was apprenticed to Mr. Eobert
Sead, hobbin manufacturer, Valley View, Oak Bank,
near Kendal,  And, in summer time—

! It is s moet delightful view,

‘With mountain grandeur all arcund,

And whitewaah'd farmeteads here and thers ;

The blue-belle in profnsion bloom

Beneath the gnacled oaks and elms

Un aloping hills that overlook

Tha bright, clear stropmlet of the Mint,

Which rolls irom Bieddala’s breecy folls §
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The primrese, with its vellow hus,
Grows undisturbed in the vale,

The violets grace the sunny banks,
Wild croopera elasp the sturdy beech
Where clover seents the verdant meads,
With cowslips waving in the brosze ;

* Tho wild birda poor thalr $@mebint scnigs
In cooling shadea and aylvan kbowera
And from the suminit of the hills
The purling river, in the sy,

Looka like a shining, winding snoke
From an old anh besida the mil,

In early epring, the throstle gave

A moat delightful, cheering hymn,
And, liko the whirring nojas of ahealy
In tha groy mill was beard afar.

The hawthorns hery sre nurmervus, and
Admired when in fridal veila.

In summer tine, Erom husther depths,
The skylack sears, and full of jor,
Towards tha gatea of Heaven, and

Hin ptraine ara sweal wher it the akics;
And, with his universal sang,

The guekoo sbops 0 give & cheer,
When surly Winter oomes with anowr,
It leoks a wildarnees for milus 3

And, at & groat sdvantege here,

Thea starry heavena show at beat

Their vast sod central living fires.

At this place, having an eager desire for knowledge,
and schooling not being within bis reach, James deter.
mined to acquire as muoch knowledge as he could by
self-instruction from & few borrowed books, to the study
of which he devoted his few leisure hours. He followed
this up for many long years with weary, yet patient,
toil and much self-denial. Often he had to go behind
walls and hedges, and even into the woods, to obtain
the necessary quict to pursue his studies. Seldom was
he found missing from a clieerless room in the depth of
winter, citen burning the midnight candle in his pursuit
of knowledge, but without a fire to warm him. This,
however, did not dishearten him nor make mm goe v



