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Prefore.

“ BugssEp iz he that expecteth nothing, for he shall
not he disappamted,” is the language of that sublime
moralist, Sancho Panza; and if the expectations of the
reader are as moderste 83 those of the writer, he will
certainly be blessed,

Authorship being & profession to which the writer
makes no prétensions, having a oalling thet is perhaps as
useful, and certainly more profitable, he h-upel, t.hem
fore, that no one will iake the t-r-:-uhla w-’mﬁpha m 'Lt]i-'-
pretending trifle, put forth, not with mrhspmhm dtj «a.
literary kind, but:simply st the au.ggesﬁm e "few Y

friends, and mainly for their gratlﬁuuuuu '-_d“.:- ',':-" PhiE -

Perhaps an spology may be necessary o ﬂmh:n:lymg
in & work professing to be about Scotland, chapters on
London, Paris, and Dublin; but the reader will soon per- "
ceive ihat this is the record of a pleasant jowmey, in
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which those cities were included ; and as the greater part
of the volume relstes to Scotland, and the writer is o
Beotehman, he thought it no wrong to take a Booich
title.

Crumbe are but trifles, though a morsel of Manchaneel
may poison & man and the same quantity of gingerbread
may tickle his palate; bui the arumbe here presented do
not belong to either class. All cotchmen know that
the cakes for which their native land is celebrated, are
made of oatmesl (baked hard); which, though substan-
tial, are very dry: this consideration will show the pro-
priety of the title. It is also appropriate in ancther re-
spect, fur the writer is conscious that these fragmentary
notes of travel in his pative couniry are, in comparizon
to the richness of the materials and the subject, bui as
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T ned ! the e | e oped sk |
Tha blos, the fimsh, the aver froa |
Withool & mark, wHhott & boond
[t rannedh eirth’s wide raglon rommd "

In common with all Bootchmen who have been
long absent from thair native country, I had fondly
desired to see once more her rugged hills} an nn.
expected opportunity of gratifying this desire cocur-
ring, I at onoe embraced it, and on Wednesday, the
17th of April, 1850, left the Cunard Doak, Jersey
City, in the royal mail steamer Europa, bound for
Liverpool. As we moved from the pier, the welkin
rang with the shouts of the assembled spectators, for
it doubtless seatned a very pleasant affair to be borne
off in such dashing style. My fust emotion was
strange and indescribable. It asemed difficult to
realize that 1 had sommenced an ocean voyage.
Why am I here? was the first inquiry I made of
myself; end to tell the truth, it was hard to find
an answer, s0 very recently had the thought of
the trip suggested itself, and so hastily had it been
aoted on,
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It was curious, on looking around me, to observe
that the countenances of many of thrss on board
peemed to say, as they paced the deck, * Wall,

" what shall we do now 7’ Thosa who had been to
sea before took it very coolly ; bat the most of them
were making their * experimental trip,” and were,
therefore, quite unprepared for the new position of
things. Is there to be no change for ten days? Is
this ship to be a rolling prison for that length of
time? 'Thoawas [ musing, when the motion of the
wheels was arrested, and we pansed to discharge
our pilot. Those who had been thoughtful, sent back
their parting letters, and wo then stood out to sea.
The waters of the bay, et this poiht, were pressing
against those of the. ooean, as if to keep them ont,
and refosing to mingle. The Atlantic appeared
of u bright blue, bordering upon green ; but as we
swept onward it grew darker, till beneath us it
seemed asea of ink. As lavel as a prairie, without
& ripple on its surface, it spread out equally on
every side, with the great coneave sky bending
down, like Providence, all arcund ws. "Wa seemed
the centre of a vast cirole,

“With the blug abovs, and the blos below,
And silense wheresos'sr we go.”
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In a storm the ooean may be sublime; but in this
deep calm it is beanty itseif. It is vast, indeed ;
bat so still, so glassy, that I loved to look out upon
it as a sleeping world, which might be ronsed ; and
then how tarrible, thought I, must be ita raga! 1
began to feel the execiternent of the sem, as we
ware borne onward further and still further from
the shore ; and I enjoyed it the more ms the swell
of the ocean began to heave the ship, and remind
me that & irip to Europe, like life, i= not smooth
eailing all the way over.

Thera is something very grand in the bound-
lessness of an oocean view, ocircumsoribed only by
the blue horizon. Expanse unlimited arcund, and
depths unfathomable beneath.

Mrs. Eiglmrnﬁ:,;, in her address to the ocean, thus
eloquently axalaims :

O whase strong multura speak thy annless planta
And groves of corsl, which ho moTtal gt

Hath visited, and lived

What Baulptares wronght
These monmments of ember, and of poar],
Whare aleepa the saa-boy, in & pomp that earth
Denies har boried kingsd

Who strangely stratoh’d
A line of sand to eurb thy monsteows tide,
And writing * Hitherto ""—bade the mad surge
Reapect. the sofemn rmandate §



