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Morning,.

It is & spring day under the oaks—the loved
oaks of a onoe cherished home—now, alas, mine
no longer!

I had pold the old farmhouss, and the groves, -
and the cool springs, where I had bathed my
head in the heats of summer ; and with the first
warm days of May, they were to pass from me
forever. Seventy years they had been in the
possession of my mother’s family ; for seventy
years, they bad borne the same name of pro-
prietorship; for seventy years, the Lares of
our country home, often neglected, almost for-
gotten—yet brightened from time to time, by
gleams of heart-worship, had held their place
in the aweet valley of Elmgrove.

And in this changefnl, bustling, American
life of ours seventy years is no child’s holiday.
The hurry of action, and progress, may pase
over it with quick step ; but tha foot-prints are
many and deep. Yon surely will not wonder
that it made me sad and thoughtful, to break

3

PR e
pe ]
e




The adorning

the chain of years, that bonnd to my heart, the
ity ovaks, the hills, the springs, the valley—and
i sty such a valley |
A wild stream runs through it—large enongh
- to make a river for English landscape—wind-
ing between rich banks, where in summer time,
the swallows build their nests, and brood by
myriads.

Tall elms rise here and there along the
margin, and with their uplifted arms, and
leafy spray, throw great patches of shade upon
the meadow. OIld lion-like oaks, too, where
#, the meadow-soil hardens into rolling upland,
£ fasten to the ground with their ridgy roots:
and with their gray, scraggy limbs, make de-
licious shelter for the panting workers, or for
the herds of Aungust.

Westward of the stream, where I am lying,
the banks roll up swiftly into sloping hills,
covered with groves of onks, and green pasture
lands, dotted with mossy rocks, And farther
on, where some wood has been swept down,
some ten years gone, by the ax, the new growth,
heavy with the luxuriant feliage of spring,
i covers wide spots of the slanting land ; while

Eﬁﬂaﬁsme dead tree in the midst, still stretches out
&
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its bare arms to the blast—a solitary mourner
over the wrecik of ita forest brothers.

Eastward, the ridgy bank passes into wavy
meadows, upon whose farther edge, you see
the roofs of an old mansion, with tall chimneys
and taller elm-trees shading it. Beyond, the
hills rise gently, and sweep away into wood-
crowned heights, that are blue with distance,
At the upper end of the valley, the stream is
lost to the eye, in a wide swamp-wood, which
in the autumn time is covered with n scarlet
sheet, blotehed here and there by the dark
crimson stains of the ash-tops. Farther on,
the hills crowd close to the brook, and come
down with granite boulders, and seattered
birch-trees, and beeches—under which, upon
the smoky mornings of May, I have time and
again loitered, and thrown my line into the
pools, which curl dark and still under their
tangled roots.

Below, and leoking sonthward, through the
openings of the oaks that shade me, I see a
broad stretch of meadow, with glimpses of the
silver surface of the stream, and of the giant
solitary elms, and of some old maple that has
vielded to the epring tides, and now dips its
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The Morning

lower boughs in the insidious current—and of
clumps of alders, and willow tufte—above
which, even now, the black-and-white coated
Bob-o'-Lincoln, is wheeling his musical flight,
while his quieter mate gits swaying on the top-
most twigs.

A quiet road passes within a short distance

‘ of me, and crosses the brook by a rude timber

bridge ; beside the bridge is & broad glassy
pool, sbaded by old maples, and hickories,
where the cattle drink each morning on their
way to the hill pastures. A step or two be-
yond the stream, a lane branches across the
meadows, to the mansion with the tall
chimneys. I can just remember now, the
stout, hroad-shouldered old gentleman, with
his white hat, his long white hair, and his
white-headed cane, who built the hoose, and
who farmed the whole valley around me. He
is gone, long since; and lies in a graveyard
looking upen the seal The elms that he
planted shake their weird arms over the

. ' moldering roofs; and his fruit garden ‘ghows
{ only a battered phalanx of mossy limbs, which

will scarce tempt the July maranders.
In the other direction, mpon this side the




