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RECOLLECTIONS OF BURNS. ) 1

frame the most muscular and compact I have almost ever
seen; and there was a blended mixture of elasticity and
firmness in his tread that, to one accustomed, as I had
been, to estimate the physical capabilities of men, gave
evidence of 2 union of immense personal strength with ac-
tivity. My first idea regarding the stranger—and I know
not how it should have struck me —was that of a very
powerful frame, animated by a double portion of vital-
ity. The red light shone full on his face, and gave a
ruddy tinge to the complexion, which I afterwards found
it wanted, for he was naturally of a darker hue than
common ; but there was no mistaking the expression of
the large flashing eyes, the features that seemed so thor-
oughly cast in the mould of thought, and the broad, full,
perpendicular forehead. Such, at least, was the impres-
sion on my mind, that I addressed him with more of the
courtesy which my earlier pursuits had rendered familiar
to me, than of the bluntness of my adopted profession.
“This sweet evening,” I said, “is by far too fine for our
lugger; I question whether, in these calms, we need ex-
pect her before midnight. DBut ’tis well, since-wait we
must, that ’tis in a place where the hours may pass se
agreeably.” The stranger good-humoredly acquiesced in
the remark ; and we sat down togcther on the dry, water-
worn pebbles, mixed with fragments of broken shells and
minute pieces of wreck, that strewed the opening of the
cave. '

“Was there ever a lovelier evening!” he exclaimed.
“The waters above the firmament seem all of a piece
with the waters below. And never, surely, was there a
scene of wilder beauty. Only look inwards, and see how
the stream of red light seems bpunded by the extreme
darkness, like a river by its banks, and how the reflection
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