JEFFERIES THE NATURALIST.

Br oos Rev. B, G, JOHNS, M.A,

INCE the dayz of honest old Izaak
Walton, best known as an angler, and

yeb a horn lover of nature, who sang of green
fields and woodland streams, a host of eager
and loving students havedevoted themselves
to the study of the book of natuve, for their
own joy and the delight of thonsands of
readers. Kirby and Spence, whose kindly
lives were given to minute observation of
the insect world ; Huber, who, though blind,
saw more and tells us more of the works
and ways of ants and bees then way one
other observer ; and Gilbert White, of Sel-
borne, who in a single volume _has comprised
an incomparable history of the district where
he lived and toiledand died : are, with mauy

othors, well known to the world. But those
only bave made themselves a lasting name
whoze hearts wers in the work ; for whom
the open air and the sunshine, the rain-clond
and the snow, or the shadow on the hill;
the silence or the song of the woods and
fields ; the grass and the flowers, the bird
and the bee; with cvery creature that
haunts the whole domain, had one and all
alike some seeret and living word of in-
torest. )

Such s man was Richard Jefferies. There
is uo need to say which or what Jeffories;
for all have rew{ his works, and everybody
knows hime.  His books sre full of himself—
of his sayings and doings in the fresh air, of

his sommunings with the wild life he loved
=0 well ; his inmast thouzhis, feelings, hopes,
longiogs, aud, ab times, of his despaiv.  Fer,
even of that bitter root he often tasted,
though he had o noble endurance, which, at
last, by Giods help, eavied him Dbravely
through long years of trouble and sharpest
pain,

Unilike some of these other famous men
whom 1 have named, though full of know-
ledge, the result of unweaied observation,
it 13 not so much by the abundant store of
bare facts that he arrests and delights us, as
by their fiush and glow of colonr. He sees
overything through the syes of 2 poet, and
gives himself np, heavt, wind, and sonl, to
the painting so instinet
with life, so foll of gra-
vions harmony, that we,
too, if thers be a spark
of puetry in us, wmay see
and feel what he sees, and
as he saw it,

The story of his life is
short and =ad, and may
B {old—{for the present
purpose - in nok many
words,  (oate, where
defferige was borm in
1848, is a lonely village,
not far from Swindon, and
the vale of the White
Hovse, juwumortalised in
“Tom Brown,” on the
edse of a wild moorland
siretehing mway up to-
wards the high, chalky
downs, wherve he loved to
wander, and of which he
50 often wrote, The old farmhouse, where he
grew up a3 a boy, and where his forefathers
for mora than one generation had lived be-
fore him, still stands, as reughly picturesque
ps ever, The country i one that changes
little, and the rongher, wilder part is pro-
bably much the same ss it was in the days
when Tressibian evossed it on his way from
Amy Rohsart’s prison, along the vale of the
White Horse, Hiz horse had cast a shoe,
sud he, after mony wanderings, had fairly
lost his way, when his imp of a guide
criest out, *Here we arve, st Wayland
Smith's forgedonr.” They wers in the
midst of & bare moor, a ving of stones,
with a great one in the midst, like a Cor-
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nish barrow. The great flat stons on the
top of the uprights, pointed out as the
Smith’s connter, has long ago tumbled from
its place, but “the Cave," as the villasers
st':u.ml! it, is yet to be seen, thongh the
magic of the famous forge has long sines
died away. Far off on the hillside still
shines the White Horse, hard by which, in
871, Alfred gained his famous victory over
the Dmgea; while below it, all round Coate
itself, lie rich and fertilse meadows, where
herds of sleck cattle graze, where the sony
of the lark is always to he hewnl, and
every stunted hedgerow i alive with birds,
to whose every note Jefferies once lisiened
with unfailing delight. Here he wandered
at will, not only through the summer days,
but at all seasons and in all weathers. It is
on a winter morning theve that he himeelf
BAYS,

st Step aside from the trodden feotpath of pevecns]
experience, throwing away the petty epniciem Lorn
of petty disappointed hopes, step out au the broad
down bezide the young, green oo, and let it froshe
nesa beeome park of your life. The wind passes,
aud it bende—let the wind, too, pass over the apirit,
From the cloud-shadow if emerges inte the sume
shine ; let the heart come out from the shadow of
roofa to the open glow of the sky, ¥igh above, the
lark’s song falls as rain—eeceive 36 with open
hande.  Brond ave the downs, and open iu tho sepert
—gather the breadth and Iargeness of view. Ileover
can that view
be wide orlarge
enough, Arthe
air of the hill«
enriches the
blood, so the
presence  of
these beautiful
thingas enviches
the inner sease.
€Ine memory of
the green cory,
fresh  heneath

sun and wind,
will HEL up the

heart TOM
the clods to
heaven.”’

Away be-
yond the
meulows, as
he wrate
these  glow.
ing words,
stretched the
rampart of
the hills; and
there he thus
held  happy
eonversewith
the passing
breeze, the

springing corn and flowers, the trees, the grass,
and tie sedge, There, no doubt, he earried
with him his well-worn copy of Pilgrim’s
Progress, or Shakespeare: for he was an
insatiable devourer of every book that fell
in his way, and kmew them all as intimately
as he afterwards learned to know every page
in that wider book of mature which God
opened to him. In no other way can we
account for the photographic minuteness and
abundanee of detail with which every picture
of his is crowded. e dealt with the whole
cconomy of rural life, far and wide, The
ficlds, the woods, the ehalky downs, the very
air, the clouds, the rain or the snow were to
him full of veices, voiees whiel he kuew amd
loved, and answered, and treasured up in his
heart. A single paragraph out of one of his
least-known papers will show this beyond
dispute. No hand eould have written it,
but of one whose boyhood and riper age had
been deveted to happy communing with
natare, The only fanit, #f fanlt is to be
found, is avercrowiding, The details ave, at
times, too many and teo minute, There is
no one special feature of ehief importance
round which the minor points are grouped.
And, yet, the pictwre a5 a whole is full of
life, reality, and interest ; painted with the
skill of an artist in perfoet words,  Let the

‘Fhe Keeper's Hones, noar Coate.
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veader jndge for himself, by a single pussage
on “The Roof.”

“ Bobins often viait the roof for inseels, espe-
vislly when it i thatehed ; so do weens, which,
after peering along the eaves, have o habitof perch-
img at the extrone end of & gable, or sdge of a
curner, and theve uthering their song.  Finches fy
uy to the roafs of country honses, if shrubberies -ars
wear, also in porewit of imsects, though nob roof

birde. Wagtails pereh on roofs, often having their
neata in ivy, or creepers trained ageiust the walls,
and being quits at home on the ridges of the farm-
howse,  ita ol weny kinds, especially the great i
monse snd e blue 4, come to Yo thateh o hunt
alike in oammer and winter. Yo eome distriets o
gostsunker, ar fern nel, bhawks alovng the saves in
the twilight for motha, Jackdaws beild in theroefs
of tawers ; bats live fa the vool, and hang there
wrapped wp in thelr weebranons wings till the
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ovening. Every ereviee is the abode of inserts, or is
nwed by them for the deposit of eggs, under the files
or slates, where mortar hos dsopped out hebween
tim bricks, in the holes of the thateh, and on ths
atpaws.’

It is in this exhaustive fashion that ke
treats every topie; oven down to the flags
and sedges, in the wateraneadow, or the
hatehes below the mill; now and then
wandering away into thonghts of desamy
musing ; half talking to himself, and bali ¢
the creatures abont hima—uor the stones, the
moss, or the silent trees, Lonely and deso.
late enongh, at times, mmst his wanderinge
have been ; but he, too, no doubt, as many

angther such shudent, had pever hetter or
more ahunsdant company than when alone,
I{he found lLittle encouragement at home,
even from his own people or his acquaint-
anees, he moede o felend of the shepherld, or
the woodinuws, or the ldvd bey, o better still,
“The Gamekesper,” whose picturesque eot-
tage is still to be found not far from Coate ;
and was doubtless in his mind’s eye, when,
vears after, he wrote the famous hook which
bears that nawme. XNo wonder that such a
vouth as this was nob oslerstond by the
poor rustie folk of the lonely hamlet ; mus-
g, drearaing, a8 he always was, and already
longing to write down the crowd of busy

Wauyiand Smith's Cave, near Coate,

thoughts that haunted him. Tis fine
belief was that he was born to achieve fame
by pen and ink; though his father would
not hear of it, but insisted on hia becoming
a farmor. To this Jefferics strongly objeeted
write he must and would : and at faaf he
had his way. After endless ditfienltice he
managed to get some work on a few loeal
newspapers : he wrote some very strilimg
Ietters on farming and agrieulture. He even
got iuto The Thmes, and there attracted
speeial uwotiee, DBut, the strength of his
mind wus at that time given to the writing of
several high-flown sentimental novels; poar
and weak of their kind-—as woirks of vomance
or of art—published chicfly ar hiz own ex-
pense, and all destined to perish, thongh full
XT84

XUm

of vivid and true pictures drawn direct from
nature ; echoes of the woods and fislds and
people of his native place. He had yet to
find his true vocation, and find it ke did
Nobody else, lie says, sadly enongh <

“egw what he sow, the sparkde of tho winding
stream, or the masie ot the bateh : no one knew how
woud it was, or why it was gond at all, to deink in
the frech aie,”

Yet, what a joy it was to him!

& (Jak Tollows ank, und ol vunks with elm, but
the woeodlands s ever new 3 however many times
repopted theiy boanty cnly incresses.  So, fos, the
~ugmer days ; the sunvises on the somn grasses and
sreen hedye, theye &2 ¢he same bue sky, the same
houndless afr: bt ik ovsr one bave enongh of
them ¥ Neo. oot in s haodesd yoars. There scems
always a depth sumewlhers beyond, snexplored ; a
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thicket thut has not been explored, a thicket not
seen througly, o covner full of ferns, 8 guaing, old,
hollow tree, that has yet somethiog to give us.”’

This is from his wonderful paper, “The
Pageant of Summer,” written years after
when at the height of his fame, bat written
when his body was racked with the constant
and intolerable puin of an incurable internal
discase, which at Iast killed him in his prime.
Every page of thot remarkable essay—
twenty-five in sll--is full of the flush and
glory of summar-tide, and the lustrous beauty
that shone fresh from the hand of God. One
would imagine that the writer’s whole life
raust then have been all sunshine and bright-
ness, free from all cloud of pain or eare.
And yet, as he wrote, he was barely known,
in breken health, with few friends, and at
his wit's end to find means of support for
his wife and children; rarely complaining,
always at work, always hoping—thongh ali
but desperate. See what a picture he makes
out of the life of an insect :—

“Jt is the pitiont humble-beo that goes down
into the forest of the mowing-grass. I entongled
he climbs up & soveel stem, and 1akex wing without a
sign of annoynnee. Hisbroed back with iswaygolden
bor glides baoyantly over the huttevenps. ifo hums
to limeelf as he goes, a0 happy is he. He koows no
ehep, no onuning work in gluss reesives his Jnbonr,
no artificiel saccheripe aids him when the sun grows
cold, thers is no siep to hiv house that he may
alight in comfort; no shelier if the stonn suddenly
descends ; ke has no dome of {wisted =truw well
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thaiched fo voteeat fn.  His nest is away under the
zough grasses snd mows of the mound, » mors
tnmnel beneath the Hbies and wutied surface, The
hawthorn overhangs i, the fore helf hides i, and
mice rusile paed it

The wonder is where he learnt to write in
this strong, vacy style, and to gather such a
store of simple, but exact words. Shake-
speare, and a fow other of the masters of lan-
guage, doubtless did much for him ; but we
eannot help thinking that it was to the grand
storehouse of all, the Bible—which he knew
welt as a boy—that he was indebted for his
splendid command of Saxon English, Well
would i have heen for im if his childish
faith in the Book of Books had never failed.
in the midst of his endless difficulties, the
dark days of shattered hiopes, wearing anxiety,
and uniulfilled dremms, it might have heen
to him » “strength and stay” beyoud all
price.

But it was nok to be. Search whers we
may through the whole range of his impas.
sioned writings, it is nstore that comes firat,
man second, and any trace of & higher power
as the source of all is rarvely hinted at, and
aven then only in the third place. And, vet,
deep down in that glowing, troulled heart
of his thero must have bwen a seeret spring
of faith in the unseen, of which he was
bardly conscions. The name of God is
scarealy to be found throughout his whole
writings; but mere than once in his londly

wanderings we find him, in the very agony
of his spirit, giving way to some wild and
overpowering longing to be uther and better
than he was, which at Iast hreaks out into
the setual words of prayer, “Give me,” he
cries, “all the thought, the idea, the sonl, ex-
pressed in the whole world about me; give
me the anknown soul, wholly apart from it.

1f o man pray, even in this vague fashion,

there must be someons to whom he prays
ather and greater than himself. It is a long-
ing for more light ;—~to him the distant sky,
the boundless air, the far space are alike full
of “zoul-gecrats and soullifa ™ ; so that he at
Tnst exclaims, as Jefleries did, “ my own ex-
istence is so murvellovs, so miracle-like, that
¥ musi be on the margin of life illimitable.”
Tu very deed, he waz far nearer the margin
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Some of the Jefforics Tombatones,

of that life immortal than as vet ke ab all
knew. The God whem he was feeling after,
and dimly discerning, was leading him by a
way that he knew not of ;—the sharp path
of suffering. The last few years of his life
were of unbroken, bitter suffering : through
all which the loving and faithful wife, whom
hte had marvied at Chiseldon Chureb, on the
Wiltshire downs, nwrsed and tended kim
with devoted eare. Up to this time the old
happy beliefs of his ehildhood seemed to have
died out of him; but now, doubtless, the
loving words of his nurse, by God’s blessing,
recalled the truths e had so long forgotien,
The good sead once sown, after a wintey
sleep, again sprang up, and hore happy fruit.
He had fallen ill in 1881 of a tervible in-
ternal disease, which had demanded the
surgeon’s knife four times in o single year.
The incessant pain brought on utter prostra-
tion ; food caused fresh agony ; he was dying
by inches. He could neither lie nor sig
without sharp suffering; he conld seeveely
crawl out into the air ; hnt though his body
seemed dead, his mind was keonly alive, and
almost to the last he persisted in work, though
too weak to wse pen and ink. Once, by the
seaside, he had said : ¥ prayed aloud in the
roar of the waves, my soul strong as the sea,
I prayed with the sea’s might : give me, 1
cried, & greatness and perfection of soul
higher than all things.”

And, at Inst, his earnest prayer and longing
seetned to be granted. His patient endurancs
in spite of all suffering, never failed him ;
aud, like the Prodigal of old, he “ecame to
himself.,” The fuller soul for which he had

g0 Jong thirsted was given to him. The old
faith came back.  “ Our tiroe,” says his faith-
ful wife, “had been for long gpent in prayer
together while veading the Gospel of Si.
Luke.” His Iast werds were, “ Yes, that is
8o, Help, Lovd, for Jesws sake. Darling,
good-hye.  Giad bless you avd my ehildren,
and save you all from such great pain”  lIu
what happier, beiter words eonld the end
have eome §

He was buried, far away from his own
people, at Broadwater Church, Sussex, in
August, 1887, heing then tn his fortieth year ;
and, a3 fav as intellect is coneerned, in lus
pl’l“le.

Since then a monunment has been erected
to his memory in Salishnry Cathedeal, where
a few wellehosen words record how his
Wiltshire friends and admirers at last learned
to regard the poct and naturalist of their
fields, and woods, and hills, But o far wider
and truer memorial of him lies written in the
minds of thousands of adwmiring readerz, who
have found delight in “Field and Hedge-
row,” *The Pageant of Summer,” and “The
Open Air,” as Jefleries had painted them in
undying ecolonrs. There it will linger for
many & day, when the marble slab has growa
dim, and dasty, and forgotten. The great
regret will be that, though he found peace at
last, such a man was neglected and left to toil
on, unaided, all theough his beat years, and
perished in his prime. The hest of his
work, indeed, will endure ; and in due time
take its place, and that & high one, among
the books that are dear to all true lovers of
nature,
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