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LORD BROUGHAM'S EDUCATION BILL.

Teere can be no disgrace in private indivi-
duals being ignorant of the nature and provisions
of Lord Brougham's EpvoArion BiLr, since it
appears that neither the Bishop of London, nor
yet the Marquis of Lansdowne—who, as President
of the Council, is, by the Bill, to be at the head of
the projected Board—knew one iota of the matter
when, upon the 1st of lust month, Lord Brougham
again revived his measure. Every Member of
the House of Peers was in the same state of dark-
ness. This might be somewhat mortifyingto Lord
Brougham, had he not so long besn accustomed
to operate upon blocks with a razor. We plead
equal ignorance with the Peers, whose duty it
was to make themselves acquainted with a mea-
sure sent to them individually, with a key to
make it easy and familiar to ‘¢ the meanest ca-
pacity” among the embodied hereditary wisdom—
or, in other words, a digest of its contents, drawn
up by the framer. That no measure could pro-
ceed from him in harmony with some of the
views promulgated by Mr Wyse, and the body
taking the name of the Central Society of Edu-
cation, we were confident ; nor yet with the opi-
nions of a few persons, whom we must consider
more zealous in the cause of education than
foreseeing as to the results of the system they
recommend. It was impossible that, of all
men, Lord Brougham could advocate a system
of compulsory education, framed after the model
of despotic Prussia, and adopted by the govern-
ment of Louis Philippe. We could not for a
moment believe that the doctrines sent abroad
by Mr Duppa, the Secretary of the Society, and
countenanced by Mr Wyse and his friends, were
approved by Liord Brougham. Of the good which
MrWysehad effected to education in hisown coun-
try, and in rousing the public mind of England,
we had a high appreciation, though we consi-
dered it bat the more necessary to direct atten-
tion to certain objectionable schemes which he
appeared to contemplate, 1t is enough to have to
ward off the parsons, without being embarrassed in
this important subject by the Doctrinaires, We
need only refer to the extracts from Mr Wyse's
writings, given in the article on National Edu-
ation, in Tait's Magavine for November last—
8 paper which we have reason to believe has done
some good, were it only by giving pause to the

vivacity of the popular admiration of ill-matured
and dangerous plans.

Nothing whutever—not a shred of an opinion,
not the vestige of a prejudice, not the shadow of
a desire—to countenance the things which we
deemed it a duty to reprobute, is to be fuund in
Lord Brougham’s speech. He intends to leave
education free as air, in everything important to
its vitality. In speaking of the knot of respect-
able individuals whose opinions, propagated with
great zeal and activity, began to alarm us, he
remarked, in the admirable and noble speech,
delivered in bringing forward the Bill—¢ 1 am
aware, my Lords, that sume most respectable
persons differ from me on this subject ; they are
not a uumerous body, but they are of great
weight, because they have paid much attentioa
to the subject, and because almost all of them
possess great general information ; but still I can<
not help feeling assured, that they are led away
by looking at the circumstances peculiar to the
countries in which such a system exists”—the sys-
tem, namely, of compulsory education, with State
interference at every turn ; State.bred teachers,
compulsorily appointed ; State-directed modes
of tuition ; and State-framed books. Lord
Broughamentertains greater dread than ourselves,
if that be possible, of the system approved by the
active members of the Central Society ; by Mrs
Austin, or the individuals whose views are ex-
pressed in the prefaceto hertranslationof Cousin’s
Report on the Prussian system ; by Mr Wyse, and
the other persons constituting that small but in-
defatigable body who have lately come so promi-
minently forward in the question of Education.
Mr Wyse-——and we name him here merely as the
representative of that body—states broadly that
the Government, as possessing the most know-
ledge, and standing to the People in the pa-
rental relation, should assume power to direct
or control their education. What says Lord
Brougham?—

If 1 wished to demonstrate thoroughly that a com-
pulsory system ought not to be introduced, I would put
it to any person of common reflection, whether it we e
safe and right—whatever might be the temptation arisir 7
from the deficiencies in the existing state ,° educatiou,
from the risk to be incurred from ignorance, from the
duty of the parents, from the ‘mischie’ whii'y ‘may arise,
haunt, and (jnfect us from the ne;” ° ¢ 3 dAuty—.to




2 LORD BROUGHAM’S EDUCATION BILL.

usurp the daty of the parent to the offspring, and to place
in its stead the public authority of the State, to treat the
direction of the child's studies as a civil ofjce, apd to
take away the parental care of the offspying from the
person to whom nature has committed the charge ? An-
other answer to such a suggestion is, that it is a viola-
tion of individual liberty—that by this means a tyranny
wou((l be estpbliched, gud thes, in opder to educgte, we
shajl epsiage the Peqply; in ordey tg diffuse ipsgruction
wh ocontract liberty, and we shall introduce a system
which is alike novel, horrid, and unbearable to the citi-
zens of a free state ; and this we shall do, because, under
a foreign Government and a despotic rule, $he sysjerp hagd
not rendered the previous slavery abselately unbearable.
This is my decided opinion, The next general rule
which I would lay down as fit to govern the supparters
of any measure of compulsion, is, that not only should
there be no compulsion, but there shonld be no inter-
ference by the Govmmmt tq whe shall or shall not
be educated ; and that t| power shounld not be ex-
tended beyond what is absolutely n , but, also,
that there should be no strict rule as to the course which
the education of the People shall take, [ sball look with
8 very jealons eye on apy interference by the Govern-
ment as to the line of instryction which shall be pur-
sued; for it would be meither more nor less than a
tyranny, that the Government shall bave power to say
what conrse of education the scholars shall go through.
‘Fhey sbould not interfere with the kind of instruction tp
be n{:ned, the method which may be taken for impart-
ing’ that instruction, or the bgoks which ought to be
read, In all this there should be no iuterference ; it
should be entirely uncontrolled, and left to the choice of
the individuals thympelves.. [ would aliow no board of
law to control it; apd I woald permit neither the Exe-
cative Government nor the Legislature to interfere and
prescribe any general and fixed plan, for the determining
:fn:::ih the Legislature and the Government are equally
¢ d

Here we find the principle which we ventured
to stigmatise, openly denounced, and, in like
manner, State-appointed schoolmasters, and State-
selected books ; of both which, in direct contra-
diction to the party of Mr Wyse, Lord Brougham
asserte— '

* T thiok that no Government ought to bhave the
power of appointing the persons who are to educate the
Poople; they ought not to be intyusted with the power
of saying who are to be the parties from whem the
;:blic are to receive the benefit of secular instruction;

r if any one were to give me the power of naming the
teacher, without superintendence or control as to the
fitness of the person appainted, T should not much
troubls myself to obtain the power of prescribing the
course of instrugtion ; for, were any fixed upon, I should
be as confident that it would be as much violated as if
any act of Parliament, or a Board, were to say what
eourse shall be taken; both the one and the other are
unfit for the task, and, evem if fit, would be the most
improper parties to say what books shall be read, what

T—~~—#ubjects ghall be taught, and what shall be the order or

alzn of education. Although I am stating my apinion,
t no compulsory authority ought to exist on these
matters, and though I congider that this is the corner-stone
of any plan te be adopted, yet | am disposed to add that
I would adopt, not any modifications, not any excep-
tions, bat concurrent principles, by which we removp all
difficulties, without exposing ourselves to the evils of
interferenpe. Thus, though decidedly against any com-
pulsion, I am disposed to hold out inducements to pa-
rents to perform their duty; for all of us gre aware that
it is a duty strictly devolving upon the parent to take
care of his effspring's education, and though the breach
of this duty be a t sin, and a moral offencs, yet it is
not such an offence as can be reached by law; and from
this very circumstance it becomes the more necessary,
without any violation of principle, and without any
Ireach of the liberty of the People, to bold ont incentives,

[
veee
.

encouragements, and excitement to individuals to dis-
charge their duty, and you will thus gain your object
withjput tigk’; and it may be effected by mixing good and
cheap education, and rendering it easily attainable,

This we consider the just limit of interference,
and its only safe and legitimate object.

‘The getailp of Lord Breyghap's Bill wil] be
best yndergtopd from hiy sppe¢h, which ought to
be cheaply circulated among the People by the
friends of education. On the Bill itself we pro.
pose making a few observations, as some of its
clauses are not quite so satisfactory. We confess
an exceeding jealousy on the subject of National
Education, which is one of more momentous conse-
quence to the country than any single measure
ever prqposed ; gnd we are anxious that as many
intelligent minds as the nation possesses may be
hroyght to bear upon i, while it is yet time.

It is almost supetfluqus for 7Taits’ Magasine
to profess the most unbounded confidence in Lard
Brougham'y attachmaept to the Peqple angd to the
causq of hyman improvement, His life has been
one lang and pninterrupted proof of religious
fdavption to the best interests of his yace, His
powerful intellect, his wncanquerable energy
and indomitable morsl courage, are, gt this mogt
trying and momentqug crisis, next to the ajd aof
Heavep snd qur own good spirits, the best stay
of the causp of Reform, noy im theq furnace.
We wayld notimpugn the motives, nor in any
way disparage many respectable members of the
aristocratic body who formerly acted and seemed
to think with Lord Brougham. But they have
gone vyt frop among us, becanse they were not
of ys ; and, in this day of final trial, Ae alope re-
maing faithful among the faithless; a Whig no
longer, and, in his august solitgry position,
among those proud and apparently foredoomed
Peers, occupying a station and g supremacy such
as no statesman of any country ever held before.
How poor in aspect—how impotent in ipfluence,
in the eyes of a philosophic bystander, is the
couytly, eflete Premier of the day, compared with
the man whose impulsive morsl pawer is alregdy
felt in the stirrings of every young aspiring
breast, and around every family hearth in these
iglands. Lord Brougham’s future influengce op the
destinies of mankind, the moral pawer he is set-
ting in metion, transcend calcylation. This
much might be said, although his education
measure should be baffled, as it assuredly will
be delayed. Among the many public bless-
lnfa for which we desire tp tiqn,k an over-
ruling Providence, are the declaration of the
Duke of Wellington in 1830 against all Re-
form, and the capdid avowal—yes, we have
seen that piece of cool effrontery fermed can-
did J—qf Lord John Russell to the same effect,
after seven years of Whig paltering apd juggling,
and every species of disingenuousness not ghort
of perfidy. But far pbove these opportune com-
fessiops, e would place the thrige-hsppy deter-
mingtion of the Whig Cabinet, meanly to com-
promise and sacrifice their colleagua, from the
mingled motives of gnvy and. jealousy of his ac-

| kuowledged superiority, and daptardly gubservi-
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mgeta theCpurt. Weown that,whilowe despispd
themative, we rejoiced in that betrayal. The leaven
of Lopd Brougham’sy libpral sentiments could not
have leaveped that cold, inert lump; it would
only have served to squr the whole aristocratic
betch. Now he fills his true place—that for
yhich his master-mind was created. He has
ngiled the colours to the mast. Doubt of him has
vanished—if that existed as dgubt, which was
pather the impatience and disappoingment of thoag
who, rightly discerning what Lord Brougham
desired, took for granted that his aptual pawer
in the Government was measurad by his patyral
wperiority—that he waa the geniug of thp Cabi-
pet, and that he had only $o say—and it shauld
b dope. To the Tory party all the diggrace
and mortification, cqpsequent upon the ingylting
oup d'etat of November 1834, has heep fully
made up, hy $hat which they vepy rabably fore-
®v, and ceptainly wished, the expulsion, upap it
reeqpstructipn, of the qnly formidable man ip
the Melbourpe Goverpment. This is, hawever,
pmewhpt irrelgvant. -
The details of the Bducation Bill arg, asvp have
joned, most satisfactorily unfolded jn Loyd
rougham’s intrpductory speech. It Jeaves us
wothing to complain -of, snd not much te sug-
st ;fhe speech is, howgver, the living spirit—
the Bill the dead letter ; and the spirit—such un-
happily is the constifution of humap affaire—
pight pags away with the enlightened and libgral
Pojester of the mepsure, while, under the letter,
things might spring up te defeut or render puge-
tory whatever wag best in ite tendenpgy. But the
ptber day, Lard Johg Russell basefacedly told the
rgpresentatives of the Pgagla, that the Reform
i neocted by Lord Durham, the son-in-
Iy of Lord Grey ; himself, the son of the Duke
Bedford ; and Lord Duncanngp, the husiness-
man of gnother noble Whig connexion—wss ac-
y infended to givg asgendency to the landed
ipterest ; while the People were simple enough
e believe, pp the salemp assurance of the framers
their W;y, that it waq meant salely to give
ma fairer, fuller, gnd morg equal representation
i Parliament ; or, in ather words, something o
Wy in the dispesal of theiy owp money, and in the
pansgement of thejr owp affairs. That any sinis-
design is couched under the Edugation Bill of
E;q Brougham ig entjrely ouf of the question.
e had mo aristocratic aid in framipg it, no
Intons objests to seyve, Nay, morq: we dq noj
ve the Jeasped framers of the Reform Bill cre-
ﬁ;m seqipg g fur hefore their noses, even in a
directiup, as Loygd John Russell pow claims.
Ho bes furgotten. They meant te keep the
acies gyt far ever, qnd tg hold their places—
3pd that was all. A powerful levar waa required ;
werp advigad to try the potency of the

purpase of rousing the pation once

xemplished, $hey would have damaged it in its
'ppipf;—,t ¢ eplarged constityency—even
it had pagsed intp law. Have we forgot-

149 the plebeian impertinence with which such per-
s¢ Mr Place, the tailor, pnd his friends, ven-

tq pbtrydg themselves, at untimely hours,

ipto the lordly presence of Earl Grey, and ta say,
¢ We will have the franchise as at firet proposed
—the £10 franchise, and as much lower as may
be ; but from that clause we will not abate one
jot2”—The arrears-of-rate clause was another
darling ohject of the Whigs, though they might
not foresee all the immediate inconveniences te
their party, either in registration abstruction, or
the delay of the Ballot. Then, Ballot was
delayed; now, it is flatly vefused. The Chandos
clause—that sheet-anghor, in the meanwhile, of
the landed interest, (strangely, end with re-
makable short-sightedness, upheld by a few
Jiberal mep !|)—was certainly most welcome to
the bulk of the Whigs. Then, indeed, the Re-
form Bill, licked intq praper shape, by Tory aid,
did become a measure to give cantinued ascend-
ency to the class whose exclusive privileges
began to be shaken.—But it is profitless and
absplutely sickening to look hack upon the way
in which that Bill wae vitiated—whigh; in spite
of Lord John’s assuranee to the contrary, is not
quite 30 bad as he goolly intimates it was intend-
ed tq be—and wrong to intarmingle those hit-
ter reminiscencea with a meagure so pure in aim,
and generally s well adepted to its high and far-
reaching purpose, as Lord Brougham’s Eduecation
Bill. ]n it we have faith, but not implicit faith ;
and our remarks shall yather be thrown out in
the mode of questiong, requests for explanation,
apd respectful deubts, than objections. The
question is not what the Bill is—for it seems un.
objectignable in purpese and character ; but how
will it work? How, by perverted ingenuity,
may it be diverted from the purpose contem-
plated by the framer, and converted, in any
degree, into an instrument of evil ?

Aud, first—No Minister of Public Instraction
is propased ; but, instead, a Board of Education—
to consist of five Commissioners, three appointed
for life,and two to be membeys of theGoverament
~—viz., the President of the Coyncil, and one of the
Secretaries of 8tate ; and which of them ought to
be specified. Now,_the two ex-officio commission-
ers, changing with eveyy change of the sdminis-
tratjon, and whose duties aye mainly financial, do
not, morally, reckon for much; for the sub-
stantigl power of the Board will be exercised
by the three permanent membeys, One of these
must be p serjeant-at-law, or a barrister of at
least sgven years' standing. Their salaries, like
all the res$, are, of gourse, left hlank in the
meanwhile ; and the amount, and alse the
salaries of the secretaries, &o., are to he fixed,
pot by Parliament, but by the Treasury. It is
not said whether the persans forming the per-
munent members of the Bogrd, are competent
to hold other offices at the same time or not.
They are, thqugh appointed for life, remavable
gt the pleasure of Parliament. This of course.
Every official is removable at the pleasure
of Parliament, from the King dowawards, ia-
cluding those Irish judges whose advent so
frightens Mr O’Coanpell, because he knows that
respopsibility to Parliament means, in life-ap-
pointments, veyy little; or just-no respenaibility
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at all. The Education Board will, howéver, be
as responsible as any other Board which has not
stanch friends in the House to defend its malvers-
ations. The main function of this Board of
Commissioners, is to—~ Manage and distribute
the funds vested in them from time to time
by Parliament, for establishing schools, or main-
taining, extending, or improving those already
established, whether Infant Sehools, Ordinary
Schools, Model Schools, or 8chools for Train-
ing Teachers.” They are also to manage and
distribute any other funds imtrusted to them by
individuals for Educational purposes; and, six
weeks after the meeting of Parliament, they are
to render an account of their management of the
public funds ; but whether to Parliament also, of
the sums intrusted to them by individuals, is not
specified. Other functions arise from applica-
tions that may be made to the Board, which we
understand to be optional to the governors
and trustees of echools, but, if made, imperative
on the Commissionere—but neither is this (con-
tained in clauses 4th and 5th) clear tous. It
refers, we presume, to schools and educational
foundations already existing, or to such as may
be endowed hereafter, without the assistance of
the Board, and without consulting it.

The main thing is, how a municipality, or
raral parish or township, wanting to organize
a new school of any sort, is to proceed, in order
to command the assistance and co-operation of the
Cownmissioners ; and clause 10th provides,that—
¢ In all municipal corporations, already or here-
after incorporated, the town-councils may lay
before the Commissioners, plans and estimates for
the establishment of new schools, [we presume
Infunt, Ordinary, Model, or Normal,] and for the
support of achools already existing, with the pro-
posed rules and regulations for the conduct of
those schools ; and the Commissioners miay ap-
prove of the same in the whole, or in part, or
with variations, and authorize the town-councils
to levy a rate for carrying into effect the scheme
as approved by the Commissioners; and, after
the rules for the conduct of any school, have
been approved or fixed by the Commissioners,
they are not to be altered without their con-
sent.” We pause on this binding clause, without
at once rejecting it, though preliminary appro-
bation of rules and regulations is the likest thing
in the world to interference ; or to saying, ‘* If
you do not adopt our method, you shall have
none of the public money, nor be allowed to levy
a rate for education.” The amount of rate is not
to be under sixpence, nor to exceed a shilling
in the pound, and is to be collected along with
the poor-rate, and paid over to the County
Treasurer, and by him to the Town Councils,
or rural 8chool Committees, to be employed for
the specified uses for which the school rate was
levied. To enable the Commissioners to fulfil
their functions, the three permanent members,
with the concurrence of one of the State Officers,
are to appoint not more than ten Inspectors,
whose remuneration and travelling allowance,
are to be settled by the Treasury. We shall

have something to say by and by, of these In.
spectors; but, in the meanwhile, according to
the abstract before us, they are to “ have power,
under the authority of the Commisesioners, to
examine the state and conducting of all en-
dowed schools which come within the late acts
for inquiring into charities ; of all schools which
have been or shall be assisted by any grant of
public money ; of all schools to be established or
assisted under this act; and of all schools and
seminaries which shall have been enrolled under
this act. They may also, but with the consent
of those having the care and superintendence of
them, examine the state and conducting of all
other schools. In both cases, they are to furnish
a copy of their report to the schoolmaster, with
the address of the Commissioners.” In short,
care is taken to prevent the undue exercise of
Inquisitorial power, by permitted secrecy in re-
porting. Schoolmasters refusing to admit the
Inspectors—as sturdy dominies in this country
have done occasionally in the case of the visita-
tions of presbyteries—are to be fined not more
than twenty pounds for their contumacy. There
is, however, this important distinction—that,
where Preshyterial visits have been declined, the
school was generally private, and received no-
thing for its support from the public or parochial
fands, To us, the mode of appointment, and the
functions of the Inspectors, present a stumbling-
block in many ways ; yet Inspectors there must
be, if there is a Board at all; and we own it easier
to see faults than to suggest remedies.

But, first, we would inquire, whether it is neces-
sary that three of the members constituting the
Board, should, of necessity, be appointed for life?
—and, if 8o, as one of them must by the act bes
lawyer, from what class or profession are the re-
maining two to be taken? We choose bishops from
the inferior orders of the clergy, judges from the
bar, generals from staff-officers—but whence are
Commissioners for education to come ? 1f their
sole office were the proper administration of the
funds intrusted to them by Parliament, there
would be no difficulty; but if not themselves
actual Inspectors of the progress of education,
they are to determine where schools shall be
established, (on the preliminary application being
made by town-councils and school committees,)
and they have the appointment and the removalat
discretion, of the Inspectors of allschools connect-
ed with their Board, or craving its countenance.

And, now, of those Inspectors. Their duties are
nelther particularly defined nor limited. If they
were confined to seeing that the public money,
given in aid of the schools by the Board, were pro-
perly expended, and for the specified objects, that
is a matter easily understood. But, although, ac-
cording to the speech, there is to be no inter-
ference with the modes or amount of instruc-
tion, and none with the class-books employed,
the Inspectors are to report to the Board, as it
appears to us, about the whole business and
management of the schools; being bound, how-
ever, to furnish the master with a copy of their
report ; and, farther,” we'do not'see that eithet
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the town-councils, or the rural school commit-
tees, have any co-ordinate power of inspection,
or any control over the Inspectors appointed
and set aside at the plesaure of the Board.
There is so atrong a predisposition for every-
thing to run into jobs in this ill-governed country
—a country systematically governed for the
benefit of the rich at the expense of the poor—
that we must look closer even to the small piece
of patronage vested in the Treasury by the pay-
ment of ten School Inspectors, and although
the Board has their appointment. In England
we have just two descriptions of men occupying
every place of emolument, from the smallest to
the most lucrative. The scions and allies of
aristocratic familios get all the places which con-
join good pay with little work, or no work at all ;
vhile the jobbers of the existing government
obtain every office where, with something to do,
or the appearance of it, there is more slender
pay. Lord Edward Such-a-one is made governor
of 8 castle or island which he never saw ; while
Mr So-and-so, the attorney, and very clever can-
vasser and manager for the Ministerial candi-
dates at the last three elections for his county
or borough, is first appointed a commissioner on
atithe inquiry, or about the wants of the Irish
poor, or the Scottish Kirk ; and, these important
avocations ended, starts for a School Inspector.
Two Ministers of State sit with the Board, and
the other three members being of necessity on the
best footing with the Treasury, from the necessity
of keeping friends in Court while subjected to the
yearly scrutiny of the Humes and Grotes, must,
at all times, be inclined to listen to a hint from
the proper quarter ; and so our clever attorney,
nothing better casting up, or, as likely his sen,
or his son-in.law, or the sub-editor of a most
useful Treasury print, is transformed by the
Board into a School Inspector, and handsomely
paid by the Treasury. This is no improbable con-
clusion, and still less the close relationship that
must exiet between the Treasury and the Board.
Appointments for life are no doubt meant to
ensure personal independenee ; but, as the House
of Commons is now constituted, every Board re-
sponsible yearly must Jook to sirengthening its
interest in that House, by courting one faction
or the other.

But, if life appointments cannot ensure inde-
pendence, what have they to recommend them
sbove those that are for a more limited period,
and renewable ? The remedy might be, to as-
sign to Parliament the sole appointment of the
Education Commissioners, and to exclude the
Crown—but of that we fear there is little
bope. Lord Brougham has not thought of it;
and, perhaps, would disapprove; though a
Board for life, in a matter still untried, and
which, with all human care and foresight, may
ot work—is subject for reflection. Ill as we like
increasing the preponderance of the Crown, and

every one would object to the superin-
tendents of National Education changing with
every change of Ministry, there is surely a
medium between this, and at once placing these

novel, and, so to speak, experimental function-
aries upon a footing with the Judges. If Lord
Brougham himself were intrusted by Parliament
with the sole power of setting in motion his own
machinery, constituting the whole Board, in hia
own person, for life, and appointing his own In-
spectors, there would be every cause of exulta.
tion and confidence, and none of doubt. But

legislators muat loek to the ordinary course of

human events, and not to *lucky accidents,”
like a Lord Brougham, This brings us to an-
other point of doubt: From what class are
the Inspectors to be chosen ?—to protect us, not
alone sgainst ignoravce and incapacity, but
against the underling intriguers and hirelings of
either of the factions, or of the Government.
Again, we inquire from what profession is it a
safe rule to choose the individuals who are to
watch that those of the same profession, undertak-
ing a special business, do their duty ? We choose
Generals and Admirals from the military and
navalprofessions:—Napoleon said from the ranks
—and he said what wes wise as true. Lawyers
alone become judges, clergymen alone bishops ;
while surgeons and apethecaries grow into physi-
cians. There are, however, a few offices of which
it seems to be believed that men acquire know-
ledge by intuition or instinct ; such as Cabinet
Ministers—for which the younger sons of Peers,
and a few great Commoners, are especially born ;
legislators—who are chiefly, but not wholly,
limited to the same circumstance of birth, as
they besides require a money or land qualifica-
tion ; and, for aught that Lord Brougham’s Bill
provides, School Inspectors—whom the Board
may endow and qualify by its proper grace, with-
out more ado. Why should it not be provided
that these Inspectors—the men doing the work,
as the Board in London can only act upon their
Reports—should, besides being otherwise proper
persons, be practical schoolmasters, men trained
in and acquainted with the theory and the business
of tuition, Evea in the Excise—a department re-
quiring not much more intellect, one would im-
agine—all the superior officers have risen, step
by step, from being gaugers. There is another
consideration. Hope is the aliment of life, and
the stimulus to exertion, These ten places are
to be regarded as objects of honest ambition to
the teachers of Normal, and Model, and other
schools ; as something to contend for, and that
from no sordid motive.

These remarks we throw out for consideration,
after a somewhat hasty, if anxious perusal of the
Bill. And now is the time for reflection. So much
do we admire ite scope and spirit, and reverence
its mighty object, that we should dread to see
its intentions either frustrated or perverted.

With penalties for abuse of the education fran.-
chise, and other offences against the act, we shall
not concern ourselves. Some of them are severe,
and especially the purposed punishment of seven
years® transportation, or three years' imprison-
ment, for forging the certificate conferring what is
termed the Knowledge Franchise. Lord Brougham
seems to feel greater apprehension and difficul-
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ties to his measuré from this popular or popu-
latity clause, thanany other. Pérhapshe may have
thrown it out as partly a tub to amuse the whalé
in the Upper House, and to save his Bill—as a
milkmaid throwhdownher red cloak to a thad bull,
to save her person. All rate-payers ate to enjoy
the Education Fratichise; bat, it towns, if we
nnderstand aright, when the electors choose their
town-council, they by the sdme operation elect
thelr school managets. Now, unless this new
fanction is to be added to the duties of the
council, at a different election, how are the per-
sons pussessing the Knowledge Franchise to vote?

The hew educational machinery to be con-
structed fotr parishes and townships, we consider
simpler arid bétter adapted for the ohjeet, thah
that which Lord Brougham finds existirg in
municipalities, and proposes to adopt. In these
localities; a more direct influence over the schovls
is givén to the People. There are no intervening
budies. The rate-payers at once slect the school-
ecommittee for a singlé special object ; whereas
the councile of towns must manage the schools in
connexion with many other duties, though they
can certainly cheose a schvol-committee from the
body of the council, if they find it expedient.  The
rural school-committee consists of five members,
of whom one only goes out every yesr, This is at
least not too many. Wp, indeed, consider it ob-
jectionable, although the quinquennial period is
favoutite number at preseht. Clause 11th states,
¢« And be it farther enaeted, that thé commis-
sioners acting under the authority of this act,
shall and may receive from any Scieiitific or
Literary Institution or Bociety, or any Mecha-
nice’ Institution or Assotition, or from any
Socibty whatever, whether corporate or incorpo-
rate, the purpose of which is the ptomotion of
inquiry or informstion in 8cience, Letters, of
Arts, a copy of its tules and regulations, with a
list of the members, singled out by themselves,
such a list to be countersigned by tlie treasurer
or secretary of sach institution,” &c. &c. Now,
is this optional to the soclety, but compulsoty on
the Commisgioners? We presume so; for the
object seems to be facilitating the granting of
such certificates as may give the cducational
franchise to the members. Yet w# can conceive
that this clause might, in time coming, be so con-
strued as to give the Commissionera summary
power over all Literary Societies, Book Clubs,
and Scientific Associations. We must be patdoned
for a little unnecessary apprehension upion such
eubjects. The present alarmitlg discontent with
the new Poor Law arises from nothing expressed
in the Act, but from things perpetrated under
its alleged authority. The Poor Law itself, for
example, does not enjoin, nor in driy way directly
sahction, the separation of ohildréh and parefits,
and Lusbands and wives ; but yet, in consequence
of the undefined, atbitrary, or dicrétichary powet
of the Commissioners, thusé severities are prac-
tised under it, which have nearly thrown one part
of the country into insurrection.

The Knowledge Qunlification, introduced by
Lord Broughanm, with so just and eloquent a

"eulogium upon the industrious Elastes, reed
_néither alarm the Upper nor the Lower Houss,
"It will, at no timé, be very extensive ifi opers-
.tion, The individuals claithing the franchixe

from it, will be few in humber at any tiine; and

always rapidly passing into rate-payets. This,

their intelligence and good conduct must ehmuke,

The last vital clause of the Bill provides for
the reading of the Scriptures in all schools con-
nected with the Board, or receiving any grant of
the public money from it. This we conceive an
indispensable rule ; and we find it recognised to
the fullest extent. We confess ourselves uiiable
to comprehend the fine-spun théories of thost
ultra-purists, or ultra-religionists, whbo would
drive the Bible out of the achool, to be kept for
some holier season ; mor can we conceive their
gtounds of apprehension. The fiind of the
country is against them ; common sense and right
reason is against them: We ate the more as-
tonished to find natives of Scdtland entertainihg
this visionary opinion of the danger, in any &ir-
cumstances, of the Bible. Without the Biblé
as a little child's book, and as a school-bouk,
what a starveling people, at least in mind, would
thie Scotch have been! Cavilling oh this subject
is, we trust, at an end, and oppusition annihi-
lated. The antagonist party ought to take ex-
ample by the manlinesd and candour of Lord
Winchelsea ; and we doubt hot that tliey will
do 80, as theirs is, we believe, a conscientious,
not factious opposition.

Oné provisioh of tha bill, objected to by the Earl
of Winchelses, is cettainiy startling dt first sight.
If communities cannot concur,in the first instance,
about the school they require, the Board is to
give them no aid whatever. Theré will b8 no
school. A majority of Churchmen shall not be
assisted in coercing or overruling & midority of
Dissenters, and vies versa. This is, however, a just
and wise rule ; and it will help greatly tb ensure
mutual forbearance and urianimity of sentiment ;
but we must distihguish between a couscienticus
and a factious minority.

Lotd Brougham has appealed, not only to the
House of Lords, but to the countty, and to the
Liberil friends of education, for support for his
great méasure—* a measure,”’ he says, * for the
purpose of doing all that is wanted for the Edu-
cation of the People, without doing more ; for
interfeting, on the part of the government and
legislature, as far asis netessary,and no farther.”
This appeal to the tountry will not be made in
vain; and, éven if hi§ measure should be de-
layed by the apparently total indiffererice of thé
Whig Government to eteérything connected with
the prospective improvement of the Peupls, it
cannot ultimately be lost.

Let us now recapitulate our queries and
doubts ; for a very good Att maybe pervérted
—and this bill certainly leaves excessive dis-
ctetionary power to the Board. .

I. Should the members of a Board tb carty lfito
effect a vast, but still untried nieasuté, b8 &t
once appbinted for life # )

11; What arb the precise functioiis ‘of the Coiti-
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missioners? And, if the Government—i. . the
Board—be in no respect to interfere with the
modes of teaching, the course of study, the
class books, the character, fitness, or appoint-
ment of the teachers, as Lord Brougham asserts,
what sre the precise duties of the Inspeetors ?
What is to form the subjeet of their official
Reports ? Ave they to be confined merely to
matters of finance and economy ?

IlI. What are the general or special qualifica-
tions required in the Inspector? And are these
to be wholly left to the discretion of the Board?

IV. Are Normal Schools (schools, namely, for
training Teachers) and Model Schools, to be
first demanded by ocommunities, (as would
appear from the Bill,) or are they to be estab-
lished at the discretion of the Board, in what-
ever locality they approve? There is much
danger to be apprehended, in endowing Nor-
mal Schools to teo great an extent, or in any
permanent manner ; danger of oreating a sort
of small Government Schoolmaster Universities,
littleOxfordsand Lilliputian Cambridges. If the
character and condition of a schoolmaster shall
ever be as effective ae they ought te become,
perents will as readily educate their sons at
their own expense for teachers, as for any other

profession. We perceive great utility in assist-
ing Normal Schools in the first instance, but
should entertain a wholesome distrust of per-
manent establishments of this kind, endowed
and managed by the Government, i. e., by the

V. Ought the Board and its staff of Inspectors
not to be tied up, from eithersending forth class-
books, or recommending them, or in any way
interfering to influence the course of study?
Would it be right that the whole mind of the
country should be cast in one mould, cut to
one pattern-card, furnished by the Board ?
And books would go far to produce this effect.
Fashion, imitation, the desire of pleasing and
flattering the Inspectors, would be powerful
snough among the schoolmasters, without per-
mitting any direct interference in such mat-
ters. In the first few years, all private schools
would be nearly swept away by the influenee of
fashion; schools in conneetion with, or under
the patronsge of the Board alone, would, for a
time, be frequented, and the useful prineiple of
competition, (save for a favourable report from
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the laspector,)* would be suspended ; but this

would right itself, and the best teacher be the

most succesaful, whether independent, or under
the superintendence of the Board.

VI. Why should net rurel school-committees
be under the same rule as to continuance in
office as town-councils? Surely the present
municipal period is long emough. It is three
years before the eloctors have the power of.
making a total change in the councils. In the
villages it would be five.

In making these observations, we are consci-
ous of feelings the very reverse of captious. To
a certain extent we had been misled by the re.
presentation of Lord Brougham’s opinions, made
by some of the compulsory educationists, It
wag impossible to believe that he favoured their
extreme schemes; and his plun, now that it is
before the world, equals whatever could have
been expected from the enlightened and ardent
friend of man, 8till there is often an immense
difference between the letter of an Act and its
practical operation. We instanced above the
new Poor-Law. It is under no definite or re-
pealable clause that severities have been com.
mitted which £ll the People with indignation;
but under the arbitrary or discretionary powers
of the Commissioners. Lord Brougham’s Bill,
admirable as it is, comes not before the
country to be carried by acclamation, as < The
Bill, and the whole Bill, and nothing but the
Bill!I” but to be sifted, weighed, purified, and
made to approximate as far as possible to that
wise, considerate, and perfect measure which its
noble framer intended. Finelly, with unquali-
fied admiration of Lord Brougham’s sentiments,
a8 developed in his speech, our doubts increase
in looking to the probable operation of his life.
appointed Board, endowed with large, unde-
fined, discretionary powers, holding the sinews of
war. For the distribution of the sums placed at
their disposal, the Commissioners are account-
able to Parliament ; but we hear of no responsi-
bility for an abuse of power in other respects.
Many of these points will doubtless be elucidated
when the Bill comes to be disoussed.

* It has been humorously suggested to us, that, in the
periodical visitations of the School Inspector, there should
be the same law against trealing as iu elections; and that
their route should be changed as frequently as the stations

of excisemen,
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Tuax sagacious reader must not imagine, by the
title of these random papers, that ¥ am about to
philosophize, or discuss the merits of Aristotelian
doctrines ; for he may be assured I am guiltless
of any such intention, and the ghost of the school-
man may rest in a state of pefect quiescence, so
far as regards any disturbance I shall offer his
dignity. My object is far less abstruse. I have
wmumed the title of Peripatetic, because I like
the word—it is a noble word, and preserves well
the stamap of its Greek original ; and, moreover,
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because it expresses my meaning better than any
other, and tells in a breath my habit of pedes-
trian speculation. ‘ Humph!” say you—* the
habit is no uncommon one.”

I know that. The Spectator was a Peripatetic
—=80 was Pope—so was Dr Johnson. Coleridge
and Charles Lamb were first-rate Peripatetics
But softly—I am getting into a dilemma,
by putting it in the power of an ill-natured
reader to ask me, with a very meaning sneer, if

} 1 have the sublime impudence to clmnmyeell

|
|
|
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with the names, all, save one,* illustrious, just
mentioned.

Not at at all ; for I have read the fable of the
frog, and profited thereby—therefore,do not twit
me 80 impatiently. I will state in 8 sentence what
1 am, and my own estimation of myself. I am
» respectable individual, of staid habits, with some
amall ehare of observation, and, at times, addicted
to the cacoethes scribendi. It is my “ custom in
the afternoon,” to call for my short nankin gaiters
—in winter and wet weather, ditto of black cloth
—seottle my spectacles firmly on my nose, don my
broad-brimmed bat,and sally forth, to make obser-
vations. I am a good walker, albeit now mourning
the departure of my fifty-seventh birth-day, and
the approaches of gout and rotundity ; and fre-
quently make a circuit of several miles before
my six o’clock dinner. In thess, my rambles,
1 am generally alone ; for I Like both the motions
of wmind and body to be unembarrassed by the
presence of a companien, and the raspect one is
necessitated to pay to his inclination and con-
vepience. I like to spell over a hesutiful engrav-
ing in a shop window, er contemplate a sweet,
laughing child, or gase upon a stately building,
until I feal poetry stealing from the object upon
my soul, and flooding it with the beautiful; or
1 may like to talk for an hour with some stranger,
casually met with, and extract from his die-
course food for observation upon human nature ;
or, perchance, to dive into obscure crooked lanes
snd alleys, in search of something—I know not
precisely what—but something that shall read
me & lesson in man ; or, § may desire (and here
do not misunderstand or misrepresent my inten-
tions) to chat with a pretty nursery-maid, and
toy with the rosy, joyous little cherubs she is
surrounded by, until I laugh loudly, and fancy
myself young again ; or, perhaps, to leok upon
& group of ragged boys, playing at something in
imitation of cricket, on a miserable patch of green
in the suburbs, with a pile of crownless hats and
tattered caps for & wicket, a raugh misshapen
piece of wood for a bat, and a half-burst ball.

Now, in such odd, peripatetic strolls, whilst
disposed to “ chew the cud of sweet and bitter
fancies,” a companion is mostly an incumbrance.
You cannot give the rein to speculation, and
allow it to proceed in its own discursive or
eccentric course. A different train of thinking,
in all probability, occupies the mind of your
friend ; and he interrupts the ideas filling your
own, by some remark altogether foreign to their
purport. Not that I am misanthropic. I love
the society of my fellow-beings; I love the holy
commupijon of friendship. There are times when,
the souls of men pour forth sentiments in sym-
pathy, an unison as delightful as it is unfre-
quent. There are timeg when the bustle of life is
fargotten, the glare gone by for a space ; when
a benignant angel is abroad, pervading the vast
universe with calm, and man’s heart with that
glow of universal love which is God’s worship ;
when passions are hushed, asperities smoothed,

® Kach reader i at liberty to reserve which nameo be
pleases, an the exception. .
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and the spirit seeks some nister with whom to
confer in the blessed stillness, and whisper sacred
things.

Yet there are alsa times when we would stand
aloof from sympathy, and observe mankind in
silence ; when we would wander amidet crowds,
converse with many strangers, snd dive into the
arcana of the human heart ; cantemplate actions,
and conjecture upen motives, without seeking to
communicate our remarks, or ta receive those of
another ; but rather courting the solitude of the
closet, there to admire the greatness of man, and
wander at his infirmities. And what place move
replete with the means of such observation than
Londen? There is a moral in the smoke that
envelopes it, and knowledge to be picked up in
the names of the streats. In London you will
find subjects for your admiration and your dis-
gust—for your praise and execration; and mis-
cellanea without number for ,speculation and
study. No place presents to you in a greater
degrea the extremes of guilt amd virtue, er of
squalid misery and princely grandeur; no place
annoys and delighta you mere. In a word, no
spat on the globe is more full of sntitheses than
London, where you axe continually making the
step which leads you from the sublime to the
ridiculaus. E¢ce /-—You stap at a shep window,
to contemplate Martin's engraving of Satan
bestriding a dusky globe in terrible grandeur.
It calls up associations to your mind; yeu think
on Milton’s stupendous descriptions of the srch-
fiend, who,

« Above the rest,
In shape and gesture proudly eminent,
Stood like a tower.”

You are full of Milton. Hades is before your
mind’s eye, with its fiery surge, that, from the
precipice of heaven, received the falling angels,
with

o & Its dreary plain, forlorn and wild,
The seat of desolation, void of light,
Save what the glimmering of the livid flames
Caat pale and dresdful,”
An unearthly awe is upon you. Yeur body, it is
true, is mechanically threading its way through
the countless throng of passengers, in a busy
street, yclept the Strand ; the ceaseless and stun-
ning rattle of carts, carriages, and omnibuses, is
resounding in your eaxs—but you areunconscions
of it. The soul has forgottam her. comnexion
_with clay, and is sway in far-off woxlde—whan,
lo! you are reminded of your mortality by an
imp of a Jew boy running before you, treading
on your tQes to enable him the better to stare in
your face—peering, with his black, eager, cun-
ning-loaking eyes, up to. yours—pointing full at
you his long, hawked, reddish nose—and scream--
ing, in his diabolic gibberish, ¢ Lvcirgr matches,
- a penny a-box !—onlya penny each for Lugifers I,
You vote the imp the lowest demox;in the Morn-,
ing Star's nether estsblishment, and, venting
an exacration, you internally resolve never to
' sign. the petition for Jewish emancipation, and
hurry on ; but the dream of the spirit is broken.
Or, peradventure, you had been at the festival.

| in Westminster Abbe, and, réturaing  home-,
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wardi, rapt, ehtrhnoed with sounds that Lifted
you towards empyreum, yon encounter s ragged,
sottish-looking object, eroaking forth—
© 1'd be 2 Imtterfly,”

Horror-struck by the wretch who has run smuck
agsingt your inspirstions, you rush round the
corner, when a deformed boy, with elf-locks, and
syes a-squint, thrusts into your hand a printed
card, decorated with thumb-merks. You are
fixed by his fascinating face, and, by a strange
impalse that your desultery reader too well
knows, cannot let any printed paper pass un-
perused. The card is thus formed and worded—

SONS OF HARMONY.

81x,«-The honour of Your company Is
requested at the sons of Harmony, Mr

You had heard, at the Abbey, ‘‘the seven
paguos of Egypt.” Here was an eighth! Why
had that demsoniacal boy, with his certain-to-be.
hanged look, selected you? You dwell upon
this preblem, though you know its solutiom is
impossible ; you read the eartel, as if you could
make semething else of it by reperusal ; and al]
this while you feel the presence of the  boy with
the back.” He relentlesly drives you onwards
~—-away, away, five miles per hour ; it is no use,
you are imstinctively walking towards that veri-
table “ Cock and Bottle.” There you are, oppo-
tite the very door. It is a double one, and the
mint rubbed off at the edges, about four feet
from the ground, by the manual exercises of
in and outgeers. In the window are divers
intimations of the fluids sold within—¢ Dantzic
Spruce,” ¢ Champagne Ale,” and “ Pine Apple
Ram,” amid others; amd an anmowncement, no
doubt veritable in one sense—i. ¢., * The British
Trevolier takea in here.” Vials of coloured
liquids, resembling what old women emphatically
all docter’s stuff, are sheived aleag the upper
panes, shove the half shutter. Squalid children,
with Jittle black bottles, glide in and out ; and
Siree or feur ragged women mest over and anon
st the different corners of the street, whisper mys-
‘eriously, nudge cach ether, give s sert of inward
shakle, indicative of an improperiety having been
dotosted in some dear friend of eash, and them
march of on maess to the attractive Cock and
Botle. Instinetively you resmisin guzing on the
sign. The policeman has passed yeunonece ortwics,
=d bbaked full in yeur face, then at the shusters
®pesite, and agein at yeu, a8 if be could dis~
@ver vhether your intenta were or were not bur.
gharisns, by your fentures. The lsst time, hatwras
e bull’s eye full upen you, and you becowe

amisws of yeur situstion. You ‘ meve on;”

*hen you beheld a young man, in a very bright

wown cest, with large metal bustons ; a erimeen

wivet waistosat ; & sityublue meekkerchief, with
 bmack as large as an oyster; enormomsly.

Wipek shopherd’s.plaid trowsers; aand a white

haty sthed 50 for on one side that it ie a marvel
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and » mystery how he retdins it on his head. He
has gloves, tinted berlins, in his hands, and car-
ries a painted cane, d la ebony, with a tremendous
tagsel. Upon his arm is a lady, young and
¢ beautiful exceedingly,” but of that kind of
beauty that may be termed London particular,
and which generally characterises damsels who
are anything but particular themeslves. She has
a light blue silk dress, the length of which is
caleulzted upon the same principle as Duvernay’s
petticoats ; her stockings are ruddy as Aurora’s
fingers ; her shoes are of patent leather’d ¢ gloasy
sheen”"—sandaled are they even to thecalf, the
swell of which peeps coquettishly forth as the
lady sails (for she can’t walk) along. She wears
a yellow band, with a buckle, which I weuld de-
scribe ; but, as they are to be seen in all the toy
basaars,  from 1s. 9d. upwards,” let the reader
fancy it. Her bonnet is of the cab head size, of &
bright pink, with gay streamers flying ; beneath
it, is the frill of & eap, with flewers of every hue,
and green stalks like ybung saplings; and, en
the exterior of the aforesaid bonnet, are three
feathers, placed like the Prince of Wales’ plume,
and of white tipped with blue. In her breast ia
something purporting to be a dismond set reund
with  regard” stones, the intended diamend
exveeding in size the Pigot ; het wrists are en-
cireled by metal bands, with amethyst clasps, the
jowels as large as oggs ; her gloves are of & bright
tan eolour. For a moment your mind reverts
to the Abbey, and the elegance of the simply.
attired loveliness there; but the pair advanee,
with that freshening eagernees of pace that in.
timates the purewit of anticipated pleasure. There
they pass! They have taken the wall, though it
was yours by right of way ; but who would wish
to dispute the point with the proprietor of the
mysteriously-cocked beaver? Theygoon. What!
—do your eyes deceive yon? No: they enter
Tho Ceck and Bottle! Back again you go, theugh
the suspicious policeman is standing at the cor.
ner, with his sergeant and twe others, evidently
peinting you eat, and inquiring if they know the
face. You are oppesite the temple of Bacohus
and Apollo once more ; » tinkle of a piano with
8 harpsicherd tone is heard ; other couples, va-
riously attired, pass through the portals ; merri.
ment breathes out from the first.floor windew,
Hark | a woman's voice |—she sings! your heart
is softemed, your mind is asssiled through your
ears, as the mummy-makers were wont to make
their way to the brains of their subjects. The
policemsan is gathering himself up for mischief ;
Wisdem sys, Take shelter. You mever met the
Seuis (and daughters) of Harmony—never wit-
ressed the assemblags entitied s Free and Easy.
Has not some ancieat mid, speaking ef thess
sorts of thiags, er of something elee, Nésse Ao
omnia, selus est #—Certainly. You put your
baad upon the oft.bemauled doorway—it opens
eatily, you are at the bar, and on the way to
TRE YREB AND BASY.

* Theuppence, if you please, sir,” says a ruddy-
faced lady, standing behind the bar. ¥ou cemply
without asking any questione—-the wlu-l: ;-y, by-
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the by; and receive in return a square card,
abominably filthy, with some letters upon it,
that have long since been thumbed and fingered
into obecurity. ¢ Staircase to the right,” (cries
the aforesaid lady;) ¢ John, shew the gentle-
man.” John is a lad about sixteen, son of the
proprietress, and acting as waiter. His shirt and
apron are white as snow, and his hair, oiled and
scented to excess, is parted in the middle like a
girl’s, or like those pretty-visaged wax effigies of
gentlemen, represented in perfumers’ shops.
You come to the door of the room. There stands
a dirty-faced man, in a braided military surtout,
which, at the time of the battle of Waterloo,
had, no doubt, belonged to an officer of the line;
since that, had been sported as part of the stage
wardrobe of a light comedian; and, having
grown out of fashion, been bought for general
wear by a country actor ; and now, in its older
years, enveloped the person of that nonde-
script, 8 “ professional.” His dirtinessship holds
a plate in which you deposit your check; the
door is opened; and, with the feeling of one
detected, flagranti delicto, you sidle into the
room. Every one, maleorfemale,turntheirheads,
and take a “ good stare” at you. This having,
of course, increased your self-possession, you sit
down upon a bench which is fastened to the
wall, and draw a long breath in an atmosphere
curiously compounded of the steam of gin, ram,
brandy, human breath, tobacco smoke, and a
small admixture of air, which your entrance gave
admission to at the doorway. The apartment is
of a tolerable size, two rooms having been
thrown into one. As their sizes differed, the
second one forms a seat of retreat, at the end of
which sits ¢ the Vice,” whilst in the front room,
(we speak of the rooms as they were, for dis-
tinction’s sake,) the President is placed aloft in
awful state. “ Gentlemen, give your horders—
the waitus in the room’’—comes rom the recess,
a8 uttered by the invisible Vice ; and the young
gentleman who conducted you upstairs, stands
in front of the table before your seat, and
“ speaks, though he says nothing ;" for his eye
wears a what-do-you-please-to-take sort of ex-
pression. The order is given and obeyed with
marvellous celerity ; the fact being, that a depot
of ready-mixed liquors is kept on the stair-head.
“Mr Spiflicate will obleege,” saith the Presi-
dent ; a tornado of applause follows, by which
you gather that Mr 8. is a professional, and,
moreover, a favourite. He steps forward with a
peculiar motion, (oh! call it roll, not swagger,)
and approaches the piano; then, and not till
then, he takes off his bat, and, placing it on the
instrument, pokes his fingersthrough hisrecently
andlightly curled hair, and whispers the musician.
During their colloquy, one or two young men tap
him with their canes, to gain his attention. They
- all offer him liquor or beer ; and he, with amiable
condescension, avoids, what they call, in the in-
solvent court, an undue preference, by drinking
heartily with each. One of the tappers asks for
a peculiar song, snother names a different bal-
lad, and a third begs his nomination may be
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attended to, as «it’s being hasked for by a lady.”

The great man smiles, wriggles his entire frame,

pulls up his collar, again rants through the

labyrinth of his curls, and, placing the last asker’s

brandy and water on the piano before him,

desires the Timotheus to “go along.” The for-

mer proprietor looks wistfully at his glass; it is

in transitu, from the instrument to the lips of

the * professional ;” he drinks deeply ; and, in

the abstraction of great minds, forgets to return,

but replaces it on the piano. The musician’s

symphony draws to a close, and he looks up at

the singer, and, finding him again imbibing, he

prolongs the cadence. At length, the great

creature essays. The song is comic, and con-

tains allusions amatory enough to make the few

not wholly corrupted girls in the room giggle,

and the other ladies look grave. The song pro-

ceeds: it dilates upon Greenwich fair, is facetious
as to down-hill frolics, minutely anatomical in
its descriptions, and then prophetic. Lucina
is alluded to in a very obvious, though not very
classical manner ; the singer feels his hold upon
his auditors ; he gets ferociously funny ; between
each verse a symphony is played, which differs
in length, according to the onslaught the pro-
fessional makes upon the requester’s brandy and
water, and the song concludes amid a clatter of
glasses, a thumping of tables, a clapping of
hands, knocking of sticks, and loud cries of
¢ Brave Ho !” a musical deity always invoked
on such occasions. Again the invisible Vice
speaks ; again are the glasses replenished, and
the hammers of the President and his invisibility
are heard ; a dead pause; then a murmur: a
no-meant-for-yes kind of dissent; a persuasive
numble—all in the recess ; and then—portentous
announcement !— Ladies and gentlemen, I'm
happy to and ounce Miss Learem will obleege.”
All the women turn their heads towards the
avenue, and, in one glance, criticise every article
of Miss L's. wardrobe. Then you hear mysterious
words in small voices—“What ancles! what a
waist ! did you ever?” And if the Miss L. be
undeniably pretty, then ¢ Impudent huseey !
horrid bold ! well, I'm sure!” form the staple
commodities of attack. Miss Learem is a young
lady who thinks you cannot see too much of &
good creature, and is, therefore, profuse in the
exhibition of her shoulders; and, if her ancles
be ponderous, she has given her enemies a
capital chance of proving it. 8he has taken off
her bonnet, her hair is plaited over her brow,
and she has two fafls, (I speak not in irrever-
ence, but ignorance,) strongly resembling those
displayed by the Tartar-Chinese, who go about
town with children’s toys. 8he carriesher reticule
in her hand, partly because it is a very showy
one, and partly because it assists the voice. A
little man, very shabby, but very frisky, emerges
from the recess ; he has washed his face, but, in
his hurry, forgot to do as much for his hands,
which he thrusts forth, and, snatching at the kid
glove of Miss L., he leads her tothe instrument.
This gentleman is * Monsieur le Conducteur”’—

| %0 called because he does'not know how to con-
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duct himself, or anything else. He has, in his off-
band, a roll of the professional lady’s music ; cries
come from all ends of the room—* Meet me by
moonlight”—¢ Harab Steed”—‘ Dashen Vite
Sargeon,” &c. &c., on which, one gentleman in
the recess, exclaims, in a Stentorian voice— No
Dick Taten.” 8ilence is restored, and the lady
sings. During the symphony, she exchanges
glances with one or two happy fellows, who
thereupon give a knowing shake of the head,
and a smirk that indicates
¢ Blest is he whom Lydia smiles on.”

The song concludes ; the applause is tremendous ;
“ Ann Core” echoes from right to left ; the
women bite their lips and toss their heads, like
hearse-horses at a funeral ; and the lady, having
been requested to sing the song again, sings
another instead, and is reconducted to her seat,
baving her hand caught ever and anon by some
admirer as she passes.

A little man who has treated every professional,
and offered his glass continually to the musician,
now begins to display decided symptoms of song-
a-mania—a disorder very prevalent indeed at
such places, and peculiar to gentlemen who had
rather be heard than hear. Name after name
is announced, but none of these are his ; despair
bas worked him into boldness, and he whispers
a ¢ professional” that he would sing if called
wpon, That gentleman empties the little man’s
glass, and posts off to the President ; that great
fonctionary hears the request with a stern look.
He then glances aside at the intended vocalist ;
perceives that he is wsll dressed, and weereth a
watch. Visions of a benefit in futuro, and of
tickets to be taken by the little fellow, expand
his soul. With a tone of easy condescension, and
a face beaming with benevolence, he exclaims—
“ He should be appy to ear the gentleman wot
sitsfourth from the pihanar,and next tothe ladyin
the red bonnet.” The little man, in a very high
cravat and a very high fluster, pleads a cold ;
but is at last taken by the professional to the
instrument. The musician does not know the
song he intends perpetrating, but undertakes to
“follow him ;” and having heard him hum what
he persists in calling the air, extemporizes a
symphony. Allthe professionals and their friends
(the President and the introducer excepted)
quis the little fellow unmercifully, and the
ladies glance at him, and then at Mr Spiflicate,
38 Hamlet looked at the pictures of Claudius
and his father. At last the little fellow strikes
of in a key of his own ; the accompanyist, no
way discomposed, either shifts to that, or plays
en in another key ; and the song concludes amid

scraping of feet, coughing, and other parliament-
ary noises. The President and introducer frown
and look big, call upon Brave Ho, again ; and the
Tittle man having found that singing and sudor-
ific sre synonimous, sits down ; his friend the
refessional squeezes in beside him, and it is a
remarkable fact that, from that moment, the
little man always calls for two glasses at once,
aad invariably drinks four times as fast as be-
fers. The President sits in dignified abstraction.

He curses his dignity. Like Lucifer, his ambition
has been his ruin. The wily professional has the
novice—spider had never fly more securely. The
little man gets more excited. His friend knows
that that company will never stand a second inflic-
tion ; but “there is a very nice room at The Great
Turk’s Head,and some prime gals.” The little fel.
low’seyestwinkle; there he can go underthe wing
of his professional adviser; he starts, gives a look
of proud disdain to the company, bows to and
shakes hands with the President—fbr he is grate-
ful for being ““called on”—and goes down stairs.
The great functionary marks him fora victim that
¢ ghall be hereafter ;” and the professional calls
for two glasses ““short,” after coming out of the
warm room ; again—for they are going into the
cold air; and then the little man orders two more,
(paying for all,) because he wont be backward in
coming forward—a joke he has just learned from
his accomplished companion. Through devious
ways do they go towards Drury, Lane ; and ere
three streets are passed, eternal friendship has
been vowed between them. The professional
hopes his friend is not drinking on a ¢ hempty
stomach ;” the little fellow confesses the case ;
(be has been drinking it too, for an hour and a-
half, under the nameof Sherry;)in another inetant
their feet are under a deal table, at a restaura-
teurs, facetiously denominated a ¢ Slap-Bang,”
by the witty professional. Supper dispatched, and
paid for, the reader guesses by whom, the friend
leads on to the new Temple of Cecilia. “ Thrup-
pence” is demanded ; but the professional nods
and says—< This ere gentleman’s a friend of
mine.” They pass. The little man now feels that
his new acquaintance is no unimportant person-
age, He learns his name as they ascend ; Podge is
his real, Fitzmundungus his professional appella-
tion. They enter theroom. Loud applause hails
the appearance of the festive Fitz; old frequenters
nudge new ones, and whisper, loud enough to be
heard a mile off—¢ There, that’s Fitz—such a
chap!” The little man (Peter Meek, for we will
conceal him no longer, whose aunt, a widow, keeps
a gmall tallow chandler’s,) now feels what it is to
be a great man, even in a free and easy. His
garments are excellent, his S8wiss flat gold watch
unexceptionable. His friend Fitz boasts no such
gewgaws ; moreover, his garments might, like
Edgar's, be almost mistaken for ¢ Persian,” for
they bear no resemblance to the present fashion.
But what of all this? His genius has blazed forth,
and he is the star of the Great Turk’s Head.
They sit ; the landlord pops a full glass of rum
and water before Mundungus, and never asks for
the money. Peter, in all his experience, had
never seen anything like that: the genius of
his friend obtains him liquor gratis ! Whilst that
glass lasts, the professional liberally insists on
his little friend partaking—nay,leaves the liquer
with him, whilst he prowls round the room, shak-
ing hands with almost everybody in it. At last,
finding a favourable location, he beckons Peter
to join him. He does so. Two young ladies and
another professional are at one table. Happy
Peter ! he is invited, and sits beside one of the
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charmers. “ Ahowl of negus!” he exclaims, in
the tone of one whe is really beginning to be
happy—and there forthe present letus leave him,
and retrace our steps to the Cock and Bottle.

The mirth has grown louder, the heat has
grown greater, the ladies have grown merrier,
and the gentlemen are about to be, like the fluids
at the beer-shop, * drunk on the premises.”
Most of the professionals have gone to other
rooms ; and their seats are taken by others whe
have just lefs those very houses. The President
announces that Mise Learem takes a benefit at
the “ Salmon and Snuffertray,” and one or two
young men expend more than their week’s salary
in tickets, to ingratiate themselves with the fair
songstress. As the night runs deeper into morn.
ing, some ladies of wholly unquestionable cha-
racter enter, astended by their favourites—
o members of the swell mob. Such of the company
as have yet charscters to lose, and places to re~
tain, depart. Lads of eighteen, flushed with
liquor, now go forth with ladies rising thirty
beside them, the acquaintance of three hours’
growth rapidly ripening into a ¢ sentiment.” But
look there! A girl, scarce sixteen, who has ob-
tained “ leave to go to the play,” is passing out ;
her arm locked in that of yon bloated fellow of
forty. Her eyes look wild—for she has drank
liquor for the first time ; her cheek is crimsoned
—for she fancies every eye reads what has passed
in her own mind, and every ear has heard what
hers alone drank in. Her companion, with half
closed eyes, and head bowed down towards his
breast, walks calmly beside her. He has made
sure work of it: if is too late for her to return o
her home. Her one glance of agony at the olock
over the bar, is terrible. The man soothes her
~——she drinks again———Reader, yeu know the
rest of her history. .

Enough for the present of these night orgies,
Let us go to bed. To-morrow is come,and we walk
;:cll‘ speculate on men and thingsin the fair day-

ight. -
. Yonder walks a widow. 8he is poor, her gar-
ments are faded, but exquisitely neat. The snow-
white border of the cap, which tells her bereave-
ment, surrounds a countenance, not indeed beau-
tiful, and somewhat wrinkled by years and sor-
row, but placid and interesting. The expression,
unmarked by prominent charaeteristics or high
intellectual pretensions, yet attracts, from its
mildness and benignity. She must have been a
sweet girl—one of these fragile plants which
must be shielded from the rude breeze, or they
droop and die. Following this lorn being, isa
mendicant whining forth his tale of distress.
“ My child is dead, and lying at home unburied,”
he says.

The widow pauses, and eagerly searches a little
black silk bag she carries. Her own grief is
recent, and she sympathises with human misery.
She places im the man’s hand the mite which
Christ blessed, and, though she speaks not, her
look eloquently expresses—< Would it were
more |* The fellow looks first at the coin, then
aj the donor, and grumbles, as he turns away-
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““ What & large lot | I ¢’pose you calls yourself a
lady, don’t you!”

But the converse of the picture is likewise a
true one. At the corner of astreet in the Strand
stood an emaciated creature, shivering in a keen
noerth wind. She was famishing: there could be
no doubt of the fact—her hollow eye, the rigi-
dity of her fleshless features, told it; her hones,
revealed as if starting from her shrunken form
by the clinging of her scanty rags round her
limbs, told it; her bloodless lips, moving, but
without sound, as she looked for help in her des-
titution, told it. The passenger to whom her
agonized appeal was made, was a tall stout man,
well wrapped up in a drab great-coat, with a shawl
rolled round his neck to defend his portly person
from the cold. He stopped short, and eyed the
sufferer. No doubt could be entertained that he
was about to relieve her; for methought her voice-
less misery must have reached the human heart,
whether constitutionally pitiless, fenced with
false stoicism, or hardened by depravity. But I
was mistaken. The person proved to be a police
constable in  private clothes.”

¢ What the devil de you do here ?” growled
the man in suthority. “ We don’t allow ne
beggars ; so come, marm—I shall just walk you off
ta the station.-house.”

The poor being shrunk back, terrified ; but the
officer seized her; his large hand oompletely
encircied the skeleton arm of his prisoner, and
be led her away. 1 was about te offer some re«
mornistrance, but the wretched creature spuke,
and I held back to hear what she would say. “I
have done no harm, sir; indeed not—pray de
not take mé. And yet,” she continued, in
husky accents, and her sunken eye glared fever-
ishly in the socket—* and yet, perhaps, I shall
get some food in prison: shall I, sir?”

I am a man of the world, and few, perhaps
are less liable to be deceived by the practised
cant of meéndicity. I saw this was a ocase of-—
distress, was 1 about to write P—of agony—of
the last stage of human misery. It was a case
where a creature of God’s handiwork was about
to perish, for want of the meanest sustehance, in
the very heart and centre of menopolized pro-
perty, wealth, luxury, and extravagance! It
was a case where the convenience of the ooca-
sional passenger, or the purse-proud householder,
who delieately considered the sight ef human
migery, opposite his window, a nuisance and an
eyesore—a case, I say, where the temporary,
momentary, the most trifling insignificant don-
venienoe or pleasure of ssch peracns was cons
sldered of more value than the 1are of a sentient,
intellectual being ! The wreteh was dying ; but
the law would stop her on the vety brirk of
eternity, to pay the penalty of vagrandy, before
she closed her eyes upon the world. As I looked
upon the unhappy meridicant, I almest nneonsei-
ously mutsered these affecting limes of Werds-
worth :—

¢ But of the vagrant none took thought;
And wheré it liked her best she sought
Her shelter and her food ;*
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ad—

« Homeless near a thousand homes she stood,

And near a thousand tables pined and wanted food.”

Such rases are common—ay, common in Eng-
land, in boastful proud England, where the
pational ear is tickled with every sound, and in
every note that can be acceptable to the inflated
vanity which is the national characteristic. In
England, the land of charity and poor-laws—in
London, the mart of public hospitals, of bene:
volent and mendicity institutions, and of private
beneficence—the famished panper hath yielded up
his breath on the steps of a workhouse door, be-
cause be belonged to another parish, and, I sup-
pose, consequently to another God; and the
woman in travail, sternly refused admittance
into the wretched receptacle for the unfortunate,
bath brooght forth her offspring in the kennel
by the poorhouse wall, in the midst of a mob
whose threats and execrations alonme compelled
the wretches in authority to admit under the
roof the miserable mother and het naked infant,
after the efficacy of the withheld assistance had
become more than doubtful. Yet Edgland is a
land where the stripes upon the hide of a donkey
are regulated by act of Parlidment; and a cat’s
tail is under legislative protection. So much for
cant!

One word more of the poor creature whose
case indaced these reflections, She did not die.

A benevolent lady of my acquaintance inte-
rested herself on behalf of the sufferer; hnd to
that lady the quondam mendicant now ministers
in the capacity of an active, grateful, and intel-
ligent sbrvant, )
Your writers of directories divide London inte

streets, and publish another volume in which
each “trade” and its ¢ followers” stands *en
masse.” But it is with the haunts of these traders
we have to do. In London, there is a butcher-
haunted, and a lawyer-haunted, and a thousand
other trade-haunted reginns. Reader, do ye ever
wander towards the once Bond Street of the
Metropolis ? It stands near the market for

“ Chairmen, coffee-rooms, piazzas, dollies,

Cabbages, and comedians fam'd in story ;¥
and is entitled ¢ The Street of Bow.” It contains
the head police-office and & police-station, four
gin palaces, one tavern, and one theatre. It is
with the latter we have to do. Whether it be at-
tributable to the attractien of that Leviathanic
temple of the drama, we know not ; but certainly
all the small and large fry of theatricals, from
Mrs Plaise, (Iate Mrs Chatterly,) to the cock-
salmon, as the actors call Mr W, Farren, do
continually “ lurk and wander” up and down the
street aforesaid, and gather together at

XENNKTH'S CORNER,
( T'o be eontinued. )

THE DEVIL IN ERNEST.

Ix his cabinet chair, Kihg Ernest sat,

Deing the statesman, and all that §

O'er Erunest’s shoulder, with earnest gaze,

Peered his old Mephistopheles ; .

By his “ hoof and horn,” you might see full quick
"Twas ouly Schale’s mask disguised Old Nick ;
And, glaveing from fhoe to face, you'd swear

That b—1 never mated a likelier pair !

“Ho, bo !” quoth Satan, “and 3o it appears

You'll summon the States just once in three years.”

“ But only for three months at time.”

“Heo, ho 1™ quoth Satan, “a law sublime !

€ And with the three months I’ll soon dispense.”
“Ha! ha !” quoth Satan, ‘¢ that’s d—d good sense !"
“ And, to shew,” rejoined Ernest, *“ I mean to be civil,
Il Bow the whole beggarly crew to the devil !

Amazement erected Lucifet’s horn ;

His eyes of their light for & space were shorn 3
And the goose-quill blazed in Errest’s hand,
As though ’twere a genuine hell-fire brand !
O’er *“ CONSTITUTION,” one stroke he dm:‘,
And cried, ¢¢°Tis extinct ! Les Roi I¢ veut !
Then, wit‘: his sublime excitement pale,

He nodded ; and t’other flend wagged his tail !

¢« Extinct " roared Lucifer; ‘now, by this hoof ! —
And that is a curse would rend h—1's roof —
Mock-modesty’s not your fault, I see;

For tAis bangs Bannagher ; #hat bangs me !

My heart warms towards you ; 80 doed h—l—

I’m olearly én ErxxsT now—farewell !”

Then, paw upon ghoulder, and tongue in cheek,’

He muttered, ¢ Old cock, you’ll be mine next weekg’

EUSTACHIO MANFREDI TO PHYLLIS.
< 11 primo alber noh appariva snoora.”

Nor yet appeared the morming’s earliest ra

When I with Phyllis, *neath an elm-treé’s siad«,

Anen ber soft words listed, anon prayed

That my fond Jeoks might be revealed by dsy.

:'h.y shalt thoﬁ;na:., my P?llio," med, 1 sy,
rom ocean , gorgeously array

Antera bid the thoun:d Imet! fade,

Tt oer the niumtains fiow thetr fires display.

Then shalt thou see the sun, amidst whose light
Both she and they must vanish from the skies—
So glorious of hig radiance the might :

Yet shalt not seé whst I shall—thy ll:i'r ;yu
Open on day, thine ¢yes that are so bright

The conqmgn' sunshine in their flushes dies.
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NEW ISSUE OF BENTHAM.—STATE AND PROSPECTS OF THE
COUNTRY.

Tuere was something very equivocal in the
attempt of the Ministerialists, during the recent
elections, to substitute fine flummery about the
Queen’s name, on all occasions, for any definite
statement of reforms contomplated by Ministers.
The temporizing and meaningless language of
. the government press, too, was very suspicious.
Besides, we know of at least one most influential
member of that section of the aristocracy which
is friendly to Ministers—a man not in office, it is
true, but more immersed in the intrigues by which
their noble supporters are kept together, than
many who are—who repeatedly, during the elec-
tions, boasted of having letters from Conserva-
tives, to the effect, that, having thrown out some
of the Ultra-Radicals, they would be satisfied
with such a demonstration in behalf of their
principles, and would lend a general support to
Government, The declaration of Lord John
Russell against any farther Reform, must be
received in connection with these facts. The
declaration was no hasty ebullition of temper.
It was a distinct enunciation of opinion and re-
solve, made one evening, and repeated the next,
with the addition that it was made because Lord
John, expecting to be called upon for an expres-
sion of opinion regarding the questions mooted
by Mr Wakley, had maturely reflected upon
them. Lord John Russell’s declaration is an-
other item of proof, added to the care taken by
Ministers to commit themselves, by no addi-
tional promises of Reform, to the zealous repu-
diation of Radicals and Radicalism by the Go-
vernment press. All these are but visible eman-
ations of one principle, one sentiment, working at
bottom. Mr Spring Rice’s disingenueus shuffie
in his Civil List Committee, is another of these
indications. The man is still trying to make
friends of the Mammon of unrighteousness.
Lord John’s statements with regard to Canada
are another. The Whigs are not prepared
to defend * sound Revolution principles of go-
vernment” (to use one of their own slang
phrases) against Tory cant about * ships, colo-
nies, and commerce.” We are told that, notwith-
standing all these symptoms, mo ecoalition is
contemplated ; and, in the sense in which
the phrase is uttered, we believe it. There is
equivocation in the words. There will be no
coalition between Peel and Melbourne: the men
hate each other too cordially. There will be no
coalition between the Whig and Tory sections
of the haute noblesse : the old feudal grudge be-
tween the houses is too inveterate. But there
will be a coalition between the milk-and-water
Conservatives and milk-and-water Reformers, to
support a Ministry which will consent to draw
the salaries of office, and allow things to remain
as they are. The conduct, the hints, the de-
clarations of the present Cabinet, are expressions
of hope, on the principle that ¢ possession is

nine points of the law,” that this coalition will

give them the first offer, seeing that the mere
turning of them out would be a kind of ¢ move-
ment,” and likely to set other things in motion.
Ministers have, for some time back, if there be
any trusting to appearances, been doing what in
them lay to bring about this coalition, and to
make friends of the parties to it.

It will not do. Admitting even, for the sake
of argument, that the whole of the ten-pound
constituency was willing to acquiesce in such a
euthanasia of the Reform Act—in such a disper-
sion and drying up of the broad, deep stream of
public opinion, which rolled so resistlessly along
during the Reform struggle—there are clements
in society at work which will prevent the consum-
mation. An immense majority of the population
is still beyond the pale of the franchise. The
great mass of this majority is in a state of severe
and permanent suffering—suffering demonstrably
referable, in a great measure, to bad legislation
and bad government. This unhappy mass of
human beinge will not remain quiet, Lecause
those who have the power are comparatively
comfortable. A Ministry resting on such a coa-
lition as we have indicated—a House of Com-
mons returned by it—must uphold the very
laws, perpetuate the very misconduct, from
which by far the greater part of its sufferings
proceeds. Pensions and sinecures, direct and
indirect, must be continued, in order that par-
tisans may be rewarded. The oppressive and
incompetent engine of our unpaid magistracy
must be kept up, to flatter]the vanity of some ;
the unequal distribution of emoluments in the
State Church, to gratify the sleek rapacity of
others. The bread-tax—starving our opers-
tives, impoverishing and cramping our capital-
ists, draining the coffers even of our agricultur-
aliste—must be kept up, to soothe the squirearchy.
And, to gloss over all these derelictions of duty,
the laxity of moral principle, and confusion of
ideas, promoted by a vague and improper phrase-
ology, and system of conventional falsehoods,
must be perpetuated—acted upon by eminent
statesmen, inculcated by reverend divines, Al-
ready the fruits of such a system are beginning to
shew themselves. Even in Leith and Edinburgh
—which are not manufacturing districts, with a
few wealthy capitalists floating, disjecta membra,
amid a sea of operatives—the bad blood existing
between electors and non-electors has begun to
shew itself. But look to the manufacturing dis-
tricts of England. The struggles about time-
bills, and against the new poor-laws, are mere
expressions of suffering and discontent, existing
to a fearful amount. The many fcel their
wretched situation ; théy feel that something
must be done; they feel that nothing will be
done, unless they stir for themselves; and so,
without well knowing how to set about it, they
strike blindly around them. ( Already/the masses

have found leaders. Oastler and Stephens can
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move them as they will. Beaumont, with his
Northern Liberator, and O’Connor, with his
Northern Star, furnish them with rallying points.
The form may be new, but the spirit is old. "These
men and their dectrines are the legitimate suc-
cessors—the necessary developement of the
old « Pioneers,” and ¢ strikes,” and attempts to
organise the ¢ productive labourers.” They may
be as evanescent as their predecessors; but so
log as the sufferings, from which their power
springs, endure, so long will their line of suoces-
srs last, each stronger than his predecessor.
Even in non-manufacturing districts, we have
sen that materials are pjled up, which one
spark from this fire would set in a blaze. The
we which has been made of the circumstances
connected with the arrest and trial of the Glas.
gow cotton-spinners, accused of murder, is a
proof that the same spirit is active in the Scottish
manufacturing districts. And if wild and repre-
bensible langusge has at times been employed
in the progress of the agitation to which we
have been adverting, we have only to turn to
Colonel Verner's speech in the House of Com-
mons, on the evening of Tuesday, the Sth of
December, for an equally shameless avowal of
sentiments equally atrocious. We repeat :—It
vill not do. A truce patched up between the in-
flaential champions of Reform and Conservatism,
on the ground of allowing matters to rest in
statu quo, cannot be kept. The seeds of anarchy
aro rife in the land. We need men at the helm
vho can act, and who know what they wish to
accomplish, and how to set about it.

In such a state of affairs—when an urgent ne.
cemity for action is coupled with an ostentatious
profession on the part of those whose duty it is
to be active for us, that they will not act—we
maturally cast our eyes about for men to whom
the country may look for aid. Here and there
in every distriet, we see or hear the voices of
wch men. Nay, we have indications that they
are drawing nigh to each other, and beginning to
co-operate. One of the most cheering mani-
festations of this sort, is the Working Men's
Association in London. The great meeting in
Westminster on the 4th of December is another;
ad, if rightly followed up, it will be the source
of incalculable benefit to the country. It was
right that such a meeting should be held in
Westminster. The scene of the life and labours
of Jeremy Bentham is consecrated to liberty and
the happiness of man. And this consideration
leads us to the second topic indicated by the title
of our paper—the first issue of the first com-
plete edition of Bentham’s works, and the im-
portance of its appearance at a crisis like the
present.

The first serious agitation of Parlismentary
Reform in this country, is nearly contempora-
mous with the clogse of the Americun War of
independence. The Revolution of 1688 was
bought about, in a great measure, by an appeal
% the sectarian prejudices of men. That some
of the leaders in that Revolution saw clearly the
danger of a ¢ king above the law,” and struck at

that nuisance, there can be no doubt; but with
the mass of the people it was otherwise. James
might have gone on stretching his prerogative to
almost any conceivable extent, without touching
to the quick the apathy of Englishmen, or kind-
liug a community of sentiment in the bosoms of
the factions into which they were split, had he
not taken it into his silly head to become a mar-
tyr for the Pope. Vague dreams of the Inquisi-
tion haunted the citizens ; dread to see the fat
benefices of England restored to the Romanists,
paralysed for once the loyally voluble tongues
of the clergy ; and, amid this universal conster-
nation, the enlightened patriots of the age ob-
tained the national sanction to the decree, that
kings were responmsible. But the public mind
was not eufficiently enlightened to see the ne-
cessity of applying the doctrine of responsibility
to the other branches of British institutions;
nor were the allies who aided in the dethrone-
ment of James, inclined to promote such an
application, The Peers were left entirely irre-
sponsible ; the elective system for the Houee of
Commons was allowed to remain a continually
deteriorating system of sham representation.
The passing of the Septennial Act by the
Whigs accelerated the progress. The diminished
power of the King had rendered the prize con-
tended for by the aristoeracy more worthy of a
bold ambition—it was more worth while to oor-
rupt electors ; and the increased length of Par-
liaments rendered it less expensive. Out of
such favourable circumstances arose the borough-
mongering system. So long as one of the exiled
dynasty continued alive, he was used as » bug-
bear to frighten men into obedience, by the Re-
volution government; exactly as the Whigs,
since the passing of the Reform Bill, have tried
to use the Tories. ‘ The Pretender is coming!”
cried the Old Whigs. * The Tories are coming !”
cry the New. Not long after the death of Car-
dinal York had dispossessed the ruling powers
of this convenient scarecrow, the assertion of
the principle that ¢ Taxation without represent..
ation is tyranny,” by the North American colo-
nies, set men’s minds in the mother country to
inquire whether the representative system in
Great Britain were real, or, like many other
things, a mere * legal fiction.” The irritation ex-
cited by the detection of the cheat, was fanned.
from time to time, by Ministers ejected from
power, or kept out of it; who saw, in the insub-
ordination of the House of Commons, a suffi-
cient demonstration of its need of reform. The
reforming seal of this class of patriots, how-
ever, rarely outlived their return to power : they
kissed and made friends with their unfaithful
mistress ; and all her weaknesses were forgot-
ten. Not so the People: they remembered the
lessons taught them by patriots out of place,
when these patriots had forgotten them in the
Armida garden of the Treasury.

The first cure for any evil that suggests iteelf
is generally a radical one ; it requires time and
talentto inventaplan for only half-accomplishing

| your object. Thus the,plans of Parlismentary
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Reform at first suggested, went direet to the
point; Almost without any exception, they re-
cognised the indispensability of Annual Parlia-
ments, Universal Suffrage, and a Re-distribution
of the Electoral Districts. The'arguments with
which these recommendations were supported
were not so sound as the measures they were
advanced to support. It has been remarked of
women, that their tact universally finds out the
most advisable course to pursue in any emer-
genocy, but that, if driven to argue in defence of
their advice, they are sure to weaken its weight.
This holds true of more than women. It was
weak enough in the friends of these measutes,
to admit the sophism, that the establishment of
any institution was a sufficient reason for its
continuance ; it was worse when they gravely
went back to the heptarchy, in search of the
real British copstitution, By adopting this
trivial strain of argument, they laid themselves
bare to two species of attack, both equally im-
possible to parry. In the first place, they were
canvieted of having advanced what was contrary
to fact, in attributing their own views of repre-
sentation to so rude a period ; in the second
place, they were proved to entertain an opinion
contrary to reason, when they maintained thas
the organization which suited the most simple
state of society, would be adequate to the
wants of the most complex, While men were
puasling on this cold scent, the French Revo-
lution broke out, and the confusion of alarm
was added to the confusion of inaeeurate
thought. The prejudices of the wealthy were
appealed to: ¢ These fellows have a design on
your pockets,” The prejudices of the poor were
appealed to :  These fellows are for engrafting
frivolous French devices on the eolid sense of
John Bull” Having been held up as knaves,
their own erroneous arguments furnished the
materials for proving them fools—and thus was
Reform crushed. Leud and fierce raged the
controversy ; for men felt that they were ill at
ease, though they could not prove it, and every
uneasy man was, is, and must be a Reformer.
But the indistinct notions entertained by Re-
formers of their own objects perplexed and
weakened their efforts ; while, with their adver.
saries, to put aside attacks was sufficient for
their purpose. In pelitical eases of disputed
right, the legal maxim is pre-eminently true—
melior est conditio possidentis.

Comparatively with many others, the name of
Jersmy Bentham has been little heard, during
the course of this tedious struggle, by the gene-
ral public ; and yet, of these mere prominent
names, not one has contributed the tithe of what
he has done towarde its satisfactory termination.
He was a man when it commenoced in eafpest;
and he survived to witness the first substantial
vietory gained by the Reformers. His life, for
the whole of this long period, was a suceession
of almost unintermitted intellestual labour. He
was indifferent to that ephemeral éclat whieh to so
many minds is all in all, If he had any desire for
fame,he had the magnanimity to «im ab that well.
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deterved and slowly-maturing reputation which

is enduring in proportion as it is loig of ripen.

ing. He had projected & work great beyond the

| power of conteption of inferior mihds ; and te itd
completion he devoted his life. He cdred not
that the meteors of an hour engrossed the atten-
tion of his contemporaries: he knew that his
pile, when completed, would drrest the admiring
gaze of centuries. He fed upon the prophetic
consciousness of his coming fame. Hé survived
to accomplish as much as could leave no doubt
of the extent and excellence of his design. Ner,
while he was thus labouring in seclusion for pos-
terity, was he inattentive to what was going on
in the.world. Every philanthropic undertaking

' was sure of his attention and sympathy. Its ad-
vocates were sure to apply te him for advice and
co-operation—and never unsuocessfully. But
the simple statement of & few facts will serve
better te put the reader in possession of what
Bentham was, and what he has accoinplished,
than the most laboured eulogium.

Jeremy Bentham was born on the 15th of Feb.
ruary 1747-8, and died on the 6th of June 1832.
Out of the more than fourscore years allotted to
him by Providence, at least sixty were spent ift
the discharge of a great self-imposed task.

His father was an eminent solicitor in London.
Young Bentham was brteted at Westminster
School in his eighth year, and at Queen’s Col-
lege, Oxford, in his thirteenth. He took his
degree of B.A. at sixteen; of M.A. at twenty.
He was theh entered at Lincoln’s Inn, and was
called to the bar in 1772,

His talents would have fitted him for turning
his profession to s lacrative acoouns, had not

-bis disposition interfeted to prevent this. His
draughts of bills in equity, were distinguished
for their excelleace. But his nataral sincerity
‘of mind had beeh rendeted almost morbidly
sensitive, by an event which eccurred during
his ecollege life. We refer to his subscription
of the thirty-nine articles; and shall allow him to
tell his tale in his own words :—¢ Understanding
that of such signature the effect and sole object
was, the declaring, after reflection, with solemnity
and upon record, that the propositions therein
contained were, int thy opinion, every one of thew
true—what seemed to me s matter of duty was,
to examine them in that view, it order to see
whether that were really the case. The examine
ation was unfortunate. In some of them no
meaning at all could I find—in others, no mean-
ing but one whiock, in my eyes, was but too
.plainly irreconcilable either to reason or to
Soripture. Communieating my distress to seme
of my fellow collegiates, I found them sharers
in it. Upon inquiry, it was found that, .smeng
the fellows of the college, there was one to whose
office it belonged, smong other things, ve remove
all such scruples. We repaiged to bint with fear
and trembling. His answer was cold, and the
substance of it was—that it was mot for unin.
formed youths, such as us, to presume to set up

-our privite judgments againat a public ong,

| formed by some of the Nolieat a8 well as best und
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wisest men that ever lived. ... I signed ; but, by
the view I found myself forced to take of the
whole business, such an impression was made as
vill never depart from me but with life.”

The deep impression left upon his mind hy
this incident, was deepened by what happened to
bim soon after he was called to the bar:—" By
the command of a father, I entered into the pro-
fession ; and, in the year 1773 or thereabouts,
was called to the bar. Not long after, having
drawn a bill in equity, I-had to defend it against
exceptions before a Master in Chancery. < We
shall have to attend on such a day, said the
solicitor to me, naming a day a week or so
distant ; ¢ warrants for our attendance will be
taken out for two intervening days ; but it
is not customary :to attend before the third.
What I learned afterwards was—that, though
no attendance more than one was ever bestowed,
three were, on every occasion, regularly charged
for ; for each of the two false and pretended
attendances, the client being by the soliciter
charged with a fee for himself, as also with a fee
of 6a. 8d. paid to the Master. The consequence
was—that, for every attendance, the Master, in-
stead of Gs. 8d., received £1 ; and that, even if
inclined, no solicitor durst omit taking out the
thres warrants instead of one, for fear of the
not-to-be-hasarded displeasure of the inferior
judge and his superiors. True it is, the solici~
tor is not undet under any obligation thus to
charge his client for work not done. He is,
bowever, sure of indemnity in doing 80 ; and it is
accordingly done of course. . . . . These
things, and others of the same complexion, in
such immense sbundance, determined me to quit
the profession ; and, as soon as I could obtain
my father’s permission, I didso. I found it was
more to my taste to endeavour, as I have been
doing ever since, to put an end to them than to
profit by them.”

His was not, however, an effeminaté mind,
that could rest contented with abandoning itself
to the indolence of despair. His mind had been
strengthened by exercise in the field of scienti-
fic inquiry :— I had come warm to it [the study
of the law] from the study of physical science,
I bad there seen thé human mind sadvancing
vith uninterrupted and eontinually-acoelerated
progress towards the pinnacle of perfestion ;
facts wanting, but, by the unmolested and even
publicly-aesisted industry of individuals, the
deficiency continually lessened, the demand con.
tinually supplied ; the faculty, the organ of in-
vetition, sound, and, by wholesome exercise, in-
creasing in vigour évery day ; errors still abund.
aat enough, but continually and easily corrected
~being the result, not so much of prejudice as
of ignoranee; every eye open to instruetion,
¢very ear eager to imbibe it. When I turned
%o the field of law, the contrast was equally im-
Jressive and aflicting.” Rendered hardy by
exereise, stimulated by the violence offered to
kis two strongest propensities—the craving for

truth, and the desire of doing good to his fellow
baings—ho devoted himself to the Herculeantasi

of reforming those enormities which had drivea
him, in disgust, from the profession of the law.
It would be an inadequate expressivn to say,
that he had to lay the foundation of the science
of jurisprudence. He had to collect out of the
legal chaos, and knead together, the materials of
a firm resting.place for the bridge wherewith

he sought to span it. In a note to his “ Frag.

ment on Government,” he has given an interest-
ing account of ¢ the wanderings of a raw bus
well.intentioned mind, in its researches after
moral truth,” He describes the impression made
upon bis young mind by the imposing monastie
character of the unmiversity in which he was
educated ; aided and confirmed by a sedulous
study of the congenial writings of Clarendon,
The contradictions, however, in this his first set
of opinions, over which he stumbled at every
step, disquieted him j and the self-controversy,
before and after the signing of the Thirty-nine
Articles, (although he does not allude to it in
the passage to which we.are now referring,)
must have finally roused him. Turned thus
rudely out of his Eden, he looked round for a
guide, but found mone, The lawyers told him
of “ the original compact;” but confessed, when
pressed home, that it was nowhere recorded in
bistory—that, in faot, it was an assnmption, “ a
fiction.,” ¢ This, methought, looked ill; it
seemed to me the acknowledgment of a bad
cause, the bringing of a fiction to support jt.”
At last a light dawned upon him from the pages
of Hume ;:—¢* Thus continued I, unsatisfying and
unsatisfied, till I learnt to see that utility was
the test and measure of all virtue, of loyalty as
much asany ; and that the obligation to minister
to general happiness was an obligation para..
mount to and inclusive of every other. Having
thue got the instruction I stood in need of, I
sat down to make my profit of it. I bade udieu
to the original contract, and I left it to those to
amuse themseelves with this rattle who eould
think they needed it.”

It may not be unnecessary to iaterpose a
caveat here, against certain misapprehensions of
the sense in which utility is said to be the
test and measure of virtue, upon whick much elo-
quent vituperative declamation has been thrown
away, Lawe are authoritative declarations of.
what man in society shall or shall net be al.
lowed to do. Moral precepts are unauthori-
tative declarations of what man ought or ought
not to do. The question propesed to him.
self by Bentham in his capacity of legislative
philosopher was—Is there any ome test by the
applicatien of whioh we may know with certainty
whether any law or any meral precept is sound
and right? Some bave proposed a certain in-
nate sense or consciousness of right and wrong:
experience tells us that this sense, if it exist, is
fallible, Others put forward the will of Deity :
but how are we to know the will of Deity?
Amid the variety of religious belief which pre-
vails, and will prevail, this is at the least an
inapplicable test, The only test which stands
experiment is——Are the laws or precepts in ques-
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tion unseful? Do they tend to promote the
greatest possible happiness of the greatest pos-
sible number? This test has been long and
repeatedly applied, and has never yet been found
to fail. If the psychologist tell us that there is
a certain essential frame of mind which may be
called virtuous, and another which may be called
vicious, we do not deny the fact; but, even
though we admit it, we shall be none the wiser—
we are a8 much in want of a practical compass
whereby to steer our course as ever. The utility
of actions is such a compass; and it is equally
true, equally applicable, whether the position of
the psychologist be true or not. If the divine
tell us that actions are virtuous or vicious
because God has willed it so, our answer is—
Possibly ; but how are we to know what he has
willed? or how, amid the infinite diversity of
religious opinions, are we to find one universally
admitted opinion regarding his will? If such a
one be found, you will find men coming to it by
some such induction as this:—¢ An action is
good, or it is honourable, or it is useful—there-
fore, it must be the will of God that we should
do it.” The test proposed by the divine must
first be tested by the test which we propose ; for,
good, honourable, useful—all these phrases come
to the same thing. The admission of the prin-
ciple neither admits nor denies the conclusions
of speculative inquirers into the nature of our
being, or into the divine nature. The senti-
mentalist may receive and act upon it without
(to use his own fine language) tarnishing the
bloom of one beautiful emotion. These emo-
tions exist—they exist spontaneously—the es-
sence of their beauty is in their spontaneity.
The stoic, on the other hand, need not fear that
an enervated character will be the result of ad-
mitting the greatest happiness principle. The
utilitarian proceeds upon calculation : he there-
forerelinquishes a present inferior and transient
pleasure, if incompatible with a future endur-
ing one. To acquire the habit of doing this,
he must exercise himself in self-denial. The
stoic does no more. The stoic exercises self-
denial, he tells us, for its own sake, but in
reality to flatter his vanity by brooding com-
placently over the consciousness of his own
strength : the utilitarian practises self-denial
for the attainment of more important ends.
 Cold,” ¢ heartless,” ¢ selfish”—such are the
phrases lavished on the utilitarian. What ! he
heartless, he selfish, who teaches that in all our
actions we should keep in view the promotion of
the happiness of all !—he who inculcates the cul-
tivation of the benevolent emotions, as one of the
grand elements of virtue! These vituperative epi-
thets are unworthy of refutation. We proceed:—

Bentham having found in the greatest happi-
ness principle, a standard for trying the value
of actions, proceeded to invent classes, un-
der which laws of all kinds might be arranged,
with a view to promote more accurate conceptions
of their individual nature, and of their bearings
uvpon each other. The scheme of distribution
with which he has furnished us in the preface to
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his « Introduction to the Science of Morals and
Legislation,” is perfectly exhaustive ; it embra.
ces all the details that can come within the legi.
timate sphere of the legislator's activity. The
object of the legislator is to prescribe a system
of rules, the observance of which shall be condu-
cive to the maximam of happiness on the part of
the maximum of numbers, and to make arrange-
ments for ensuring the most exact observance of
them that is possible. He has to define what be-
longs to a man, and what does not ; what one man
may insist upon another performing for him, and
what he may not. This is what Bentham terms
Distributive Law, and relates to the doctrines of
property and obligations. The legislator has
further to secure a man’s personal security, and
for this end to prescribe certain punishments
for aggression, by way of deterring. He has also,
with a view to enforce his regulations of distri-
butive law, to prescribe punishments for their
contravention. From these two sources springs
the Penal Law, which is accessary to the distri-
butive. Further, the legislator must provide for
the enforcement of his laws in their real sense,
by devising set forms calculated to ensure that
end: this is the third braach of legislative
science—the doctrine of Procednre. Next in
order comes the application of stimuli to those
whose business it shall be to carry into execution
what is prescribed, in conformity to the princi-
Ples of these three sections: this gives rise toa
fourth branch of topics, which may be classed as
the principles of legislation in matters of reward,
The necessity of providing matter of Reward—
the concomitant necessity of doing so with the
least possible inconvenience or annoyance to the
general body-—renders necessary a fifth class of
investigations—those relating to Finance. At
this stage of our progress, we are brought to the
most important question of all—To whom is to be
entrusted the legislative and tax-imposing autho-
rity ? The answer to thisinquiry is furnished by
the principle of Constitutional Law. The conclu-
sions which Bentham arrived at on this head,ren-
dered necessary the establishment of a seventh set
of principles, bearing the same relation to Consti-
tutional which Procedure does to Distributive or
Penal Law ; and to which he has given the name
of Political Tactics. Lastly,as mankind are split
up into agreat number of independent societies,
the mutual relations of these different bodies
rendered necessary a code of regulations for their
conduct to each other: this forms what is now
called pretty generally International Law,
These constitute the first eight heads of the
scheme of distribution to which we have re-
ferred above. That list, it may be remarked, is
both excessive and defective. In addition to
the eight heads of what ought to be constructed
or enacted, it contains two heads of theoretical
inquiry—preliminary investigations necessary
for the recommendation and defence of the codes
of practical principles. These helong evidently
to a different class of works, and ought not to
have been included in the game list with the
others. In themselves,”they are defective; for
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they do not exhaust those necessary preliminary
inquiries, They are—the principles of political
economy, and the principles of universal jurispru-
dence. The principles of morals are omitted—
strangely enough, in the preface to a treatise on
them. The theory of judicial evidence is also a
work belonging to this class. With this remark,
ve submit Bentham's own list of the great heads
under which he distributed his body of legisla-
tive science.

¢« Part 1st—Principles of legislation in mat-
ters of civil, more distinctively termed, private
distributive, or, for shortness, distributive law.

« Part 2d—Principles of legislation in matters
of penal law.

« Part 3d—Principles of legislation in matters
of procedure ; uniting, in one view, the crimi-
sal and civil branches; between which no line
can be drawn, but a very indistinct one, and
that liable to continual variation.

“Part 4th—Principles of legislation in matters
of reward.

¢« Part 5th—Principles of legislation in mat-
ters of public distribution—more concisely as well
as fumiliarly termed constitutional law.

“ Part 6th—Principles of legislation in mat-
ters of political tactics, or the art of maintaining
order in the proceedings of political assemblies,
80 as to direct them to the end of their institu-
tion—viz., by a system of rules, which are to the
constitutional branch, in some respects, what the
law of procedure is to the civil and the penal.

“ Part 7th—Principles of legislation in mat-
ters betwixt nation and nation ; or, to use a new,
though not inexpressive appellation, in matters
of international law.

 Part 8th—Principles of legislation in mat-
ters of finance.”

The works published by Bentham, or extract-
ed by others from his manuscripts during his life,
and the materials he has left behind him, com.
pletely exhaust these topics—the practical part
of his system. In like manner, the materials he
had accumulated in his cabinet—larger or less
fragments of which were promulgated during his
life—exhaust pretty cempletely the theoretical
part upon which the practical rests, A third and
numerous class of his works may be regarded as
applications of his principles to ephemeral events
and discussions, serving at once to give sound
advice, and to illustrate the advantages which
are to be derived from systematic habits of
thought in matters of politics and morals.

Perhaps the best way of illustrating the prac-
tical soundness and nature of Bentham’s prin-
ciples, will be to apply them to the most urgent
question of the day. This will justify a remark
we hazarded at the outset, that the minds of men,
feeling rather than seeing what was wanted, were
beating about in search of guiding principles ; and
that the works of Bentham furnished those prin-
ciples which, to all human appearance, were to

give form to society for the greater part of the
next century. The mest urgent question at
present agitated, is the constitution of the repre-
mntative legislature. Lord John Russell tells

us that it is formed by a section of the com.
munity ; and, consequently, we must infer that it
legiclates in the interests, and according to the
views of that section—we will not shock his
Lordship’s politeness by saying prejudices. From
a body so constituted, no good can be expected.
When we find it cheering a declaration that re-
form shall go no further; when we find it in
ecstasies with a juggling pretence of investiga-
tion into a few pensions ; when we find it ready to
trample on the liberties of Canada—the creature
but acts after its kind. What good can come
out of Nazareth ?~—what pure stream can flow
from a troubled source? The Reformed Parlia-
ment—as in mockery it is termed—must be
reformed. But how? Let us consult the prin-
ciples of Bentham, and see what answer they
furnish to the question,

Bentham's first principle is, that the sole re-
cognisable end of all institutions is the promo-
tion of the greatest possible happiness of the
greatest possible number., A representative
legislature—call it a House of Commons, or what
you will—must be constructed in such a manuer
as to conduce to this end, or it is indefensible.
From this it follows, that, having to promote the
greatest possiblegood of the greatest possible num-
ber, itmust consult the feelings and opinions of all.
This establishes three conditions necessary to a
sound House of Commona :— First, Every citizen
must have a voice in the election of its members ;
second, Every citizen must have an equal voice
in the election of its members ; third, Every citi-
2en must have a free voice in the election of its
members, These are the three conditions which
determine the nature, distribution, and mode of
action of the constitutional or electing body;
and the popular expression of them is:—Uni-
versal Suffrage ; Electoral Districts, based upon
population, of equal extent, (i.e., containing
equal numbers;) Secret Voting, or Vote by
Ballot. The conditions which determine who
are to be eligible, and how they are to be kept
to their duty, are likewise three in number:—
Free choice of the most competent person, what-
ever his circumstances may be ; the provision of
motives to stimulate those who. are elected to
act right; the provision of checks to prevent
those who are elected from acting wrong. The
popular expression of these three conditions is :
—No Property Qualification ; 8hort, or, with
more precision, Annual Parliaments ; and paid
Members of Parliaments. In short, the creed
of Bentham concerning Parliamentary Reform is,
when expressed in the popular phraseology of
the day :—Annual Parliaments ; Universal Suf-
frage; Vote by Ballot ; Electoral Districts, of
equal extent, based on population; No Property
Qualification ; and Wages to Members of Par-
liament. We shall go over each of these points
in succession, annexing to it a brief illustrative
explanation.

Annual Parliaments.—The object of Short
Parliaments is to keep the representative in the
interest of his constituents, by his need of a fre-

quent renewal of his lease of office. If hq require .
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te remew i¢ often, the preponderaling mosive
with hiwm, will be, by acting for their good, to
secure 3 continuance of their good will. If, by
lengthening his tenure of office, the sense of
depending upon their good will ie rendered less
continnously and vividly present to his mind,
other motives heceme active—inclination to use
his power to procure some desirable end or ob-
jeet for himself, inclination to use it for the ad-
vantage of an intimate friend, and suech like.
All these motives tend to divert him from the
prosacution of the public good. Every addition
made to the length of his tenure of offiee, ren-
ders him more accessible to their influemce.
Yearly renowals of office have been suggested :
firat, because some definite term must be fixed
upon ; seoond, because any longer tarm is un-
safe—as even this may be; third, because
sharter terms would expose to trouble and incon-
venienes, outweighing the advantage of addi-
tional security conveyed by them. It may be
said that even annual parliaments will, by their
frequency, occasion undue trouble and disquiet,
Answer :—The regularity of their brief perio-
dical recurrence, will prevent this ; it ie the rare
event of elections which mainly centributes to the
Leenneas of the contest. The extension of the suf-
frage,and the secrecy of vating, will also diminish
(as will be shewn) the turmoil and disquiet.
Universal Suffrage.—The objeot being the
greatest poesible happineas of the greatest pos-
sible number, every person ought to have s vote.
Every person feels when he is comfortable or
the reverse; every person forms an opinion
(such as it is) on the cause. The election of a
representative is the demenstrasion that the real
mejority believe themselves benefited by his
line of policy. The emly method of altering
their belief, if erreneous, is to let them feel the
oontrary. The minds euperiorly gifted are so
fev—the means of distinguishing between real
saperiority and quackish pretensions to it so in-
adequate—that to talk of placing the govern-
ment of society in the hands of the wise, is
nonsense. What is called edueation or know-
ledge, is s0 imperfect and partial, that no claim to
superiox privileges can be based upon its pos-
session. ‘With many, it is merely the acquirement
of a parrot-like facility of repeating words by
rote ; with the best, it is the strengthening of
one or two faculties—the obtaining of a
glimpse through an opening in the mist which
envelopea us all. In selecting his legislator and
tax-impeder, every man must aes for himself ; if
he defer to the opimion of wiser heads, it must
be his own free act, not the resuls of legislative
cosrcion. No exolusion is necessary. Women
are excluded, in consequence of a social preju-
dige, resting on o better basis than the veiling
and locking up of the same class in Turkey.
Children axe excluded because their paremts, by
law, act for them in other matters. As children
aye mere imitative beings, their admission to
vete would not preduce a differens result from
their exolusion. Weak-minded persons, if al-
lowed te go frea and act for themmelves in other
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' matters, why not in this? The claes is too few in
numbers to be dangerous. Habitually and
systematically dishonest persons have sense
enough to see the advantages of social order in
the mass, although they live by contravening
some of its principles in detail. Besides, they
are an imperceptible minority. Finally, the
main srgument with the opponents of uni-
versal suffrage is, that it would uneettle society
and produce turbulence. On the contrary, it is
the omly thing to settle society, and prevent
turbulence. All violent struggles in society,
spring from one or both of two causes: the
discomfort of the masses; their jealousy that
they are oppressed and cheated, because they
have no voice in the government. If all had a
voice in the electiom of legislators, the well-
being of all would be cared for. If all had a
voice in the election of legislators, there would
be less distrust of their proceedings. Trades-
unions, poor-law riots, illegal associations, elec-
tion squabbles—all are the effects of the jealousy
of the masses, because they haveno veice potential
in elections ; and of the habitual inattention to
them, occasioned by their having no voice.

Kleotoral Distriots of Equal Extent based on
Population.—This is a subsidiary means of giving
effect to universal suffrage: its object is to
ensure its due weight to every vote. It is im-
material whether a man obtain a greater share
in legislative authority by one means or another:
it is prejudicial every way. When 300 men
elect two members, and as many theusands only
one, the 300 are an aristecracy, members of a
privileged class, having powers and interests
apart from the community.. Small constituen-
cies, moreover, are favourable to bribery, by
rendering the practice of it cheaper: they are
favourable to bribery and intimidation, by
rendering secret voting difficult or impossible.

Vote by Ballot.—This is the expression gene-
rally used, although secret votiug would be pre-
ferable, inasmuch as it would put an end to the
oavilling of sophists, who try to demonatrate the
inefficienoy of a mode of ballot-voting, and then,
under the cloak of the conventional phrase for
sscret voting, assume that it is unattainable, The
object of seeret voting is to prevent undue in-
fluence. There are only two kinds of allowable
influeace—influence exercised by argument upon
a man’s convictions, influenee exercised by con-
tinueus benevolence upon a man’s kindly feel-
ings. The power of these, the ballot-box can-
not and ought not to destroy. If you really con-
vinos a man, by the neoessity of his nature he
will sot in private as in public, upon that cen-
viction—more surely ia the formes, for there is
nething to preveat him. If you win a man by
past kindness, the surrendering of his convictions
to feeling is an expression that, in existing society,
be is happy—it is a fact, the true expression of
which is a neceseary ingredient in our oaleula-
tions, and ought teo be utéered. What seeret
voting interferes to prevent, is—firss, the obtain-
ing a false expressisn of » man’s sense of hia.-

[ present and past condition, by promises of futere-
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spatingent benehit ; second, the obtaining of a
similar false expression, by means of threats
of presant or future pain. These are undue in.
firences, by whatever nama, and from whatever
wurcs they proceed—from the many or from the
fow, Becret veting leaves untouched due influ-
¢ace, and prevenis wndue influence. A secret
vofs is 8 true vote—it is what the voter really
wishes and intends to give. .

Ne Property Qualification, and Wages to Mem-
bre of Parliament.—A preperty qualification is
3 direst exclusion of all who belang te a certain
das, from being eligible to the legislature.
The refusal of remuneration to Members of Par-
lisment, ia an indirect method of excluding a
wuch more numerous clags, It is for the in-
tecest of the commuaity, that ne taleats pos-
wsied by any of its members, should be ren-
dered unavailable. The direet or indirect exelu-
son of any clags of men fvam the legislature,
most necessarily place a portion of ability beyund
the public use. The denial of remuneration forces
the electors ta cheams fram a class so limited in
sumber, that, in the first place, the chances
againet finding a sufficient supply of ability in it
&0 infinite ; in the second place, the individuals
wlected, are almoat all of them inevitably tonehed
vith an esprit de corps, alien ta and incompatible
vith the general intereat. We are told, that te
give wages to Members of Parliament, would
lower the legislature in public estimation. Are
nilitary commanders, eminent pleaders, judges,
ministera of atate, clergymen, less honoured, be-
onse thay axe yemunerated for their labour ?
We ars toMd, that to remunerate Members of
Parliament, would introduce ¢ political adven-
twers” into the House of Commons. Well, and
vhat then?. The term ¢ palitical adventurers,”
is supposed to mean something very bad : let us
se¢ what is its real meaning? ‘A * political
venturer” is one who, knowing or believing
that he possesses aptitude for serving the state,
and that an adequate remuneration is 10 be ob.
tained by thus employing his time and talents,
devotes himself to, thiy:iﬁ:e of business. False
pretenders, dishonest men, may choose this path ;
but from them, what path in life is free? In the
idea of “ political adventurer” itself, quackery or
dishonesty is no necessary ipgredient. Is the
present system free from ¢ political adveaturers?”
What was Canning? What was Huskisson? To
descend infinitely in the. scale of respectability
and talent, whas are Peter Bosthwiok and Beam-
jamin D’Isracki? The present system affords no
security against political adventurers; but its
Datural and necessary tendency is to make them
dishosast, They see wealth and propesty alone
regarded as honourable, and are led to attribute
an undue importance o it. They hear direcs
legitimate payment called mean and discredit-
able ; and are driven to procure it by indirect
means, and under false pretences. They see

wthing to he gaingd by promoting the bappinese
of the greatest nmmbex, and, therefore, they sell
themmlves to do the dirty work of the few.

Under a reformed system, the services of. polit-
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ical adventurers” would be as available as under
the existing one they are indispemsable; and
they themselves would be kept pure, rendered
sengible to ¢ clearer spurs” of ambition than
now ; taught to identify their own interest with
that of all; accustomed to stand ereet in con-
seious power, instead of erouching as court syco-
phants. We have named among political adven-
turers, Canning and Huskisson ; we mayadd Burke
and the younger Pitt. Why, the “political adven-
turers” are precisely thcee whose eminence lends
an adventitious lustre to the old rotten system.
These are the views advocated by Bentham.
Each is a whole, defensible in itself. All are
parts of solid structure, mutually lending and giv-
ing strength. The age may not be ripe for them ;
it may be that mer muet yet blunder om for a
while, picking here, tapping there—diacerning
by painful experience thas they are going wreng,
and groping for the right read. In this period
of confusion and blundering, he who has patience,
by following aut a train of systematic argument,
to adapt comprehensive and ratienal views, will
be best off. He will have befere him an ultimate
object, towards which all his labours tend ; he
will have means for working omt that end. He
will see clearly when others turn aside into
devious ways; and, seeing that there is “ mo
thoroughfare,” he will be ghle to wait with pa-
tience until they return at his call, or of their
own aceord. While ethers are busying them-
selvea fretfully, and te little purpose, he will be
at his ease ; knowing what ought to coms, and
what must come. He will knaw when he can
be useful, by lending a helping hand ; and when
he can be useful, if men will net listen to him,
by sitting quietly by until they work out expe-

rimentally the demonstration of their exror..

He will never refuse to make a point, because
he cannot sweep the board at once; he will
never, in childish triumph over any partial ad-
vantage, lose sight of the great end towards
which it is a step in advance. Above all, even
at the risk of being called « dogmatical,” he will
lose no opportunity of avowing and enforoing his
opinions. The worst taint of existing society i3
an all-pervading system of conveational false-
hood. Men neither dare to speak their own
tentiments, nor to hear those of others. ¢ God-
sake ! what will people say P—think of the con.
sequences of using such language ¥’ Why, what
harm can a word do? Iftrue, it must benefit—if
false, then whistle it down the wind. If Bentham,
had done nothing else thaa in his works adve.
cated, and by his example inculeated invariable
and unreatricted sincerity in word and deed, he
would ‘have done infinite e¢rvice. But he has
done this and more.

We have preferred selecting and dwelling
upon one chapter of Bentham’s system, which
seemed applicable to dmmediate exigencies, to
giving a long, dry catalogue of his works and .
writings. Our object bas baen this :—Look at
the country—you see suffering and jealomsy at
work to drive the masses mad.  Look at their

demands——look at the recommendations of pub-
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lic men—how rarely do you hear a sensible
word spoken in season? Turn to Bentham’s
recipe for the construction of a representative
body, and you have at once an instrument of
amelioration put into your hands. Youare pro-
vided with a body to legislate; you are fur-
nished with securities for the industry, honesty,
and ability of its members; you are furnished
with securities that their labours shall tend to
promote the happinessof all. The note of pre-
paration is already heard throughout the land ;
the day of battle cannot be far off. To use,
with a slight adaptation, the words of Steele—
words more worthy of this occasion than of
the trivial one on which he uttered them—< The
banner under which we are to enter this conflict,
whenever we may be called to it, are the laws
mentioned in this discourse. When we lose
sight of them we have no standard to fly to, no
discipline to preserve us, but are devoted, and
have given ourselves up to slaughter and con-
fusion. [The principles of Radical Reform] are
the ark of God to Great Britain, which, like that
of old, carries death to the profane hand that
shall dare to touch it.”

To revert to what furnished occasion for these
remarks—the new issue of Bentham—we shall
embrace the frequent opportunities afforded by
its periodical appearance, to press upon the minds
of our readers the results of his investigations in
the matter of Church, Law, Financial, and other
reforms. We shall furnish them, from time to
time, with such résumés of his moral and logi-
cal disquisitions as may tempt a further study.
Above all, we shall seek to disabuse the public
mind of certain silly misapprehensions relative
to alleged peculiarities of his style. His works
are a manual for every man who would form
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just notions of government and ite ends—fur.
nish himself with principles to insure the honour-
able and useful discharge of his duties as a
citizen. We do not say that men ought to
adopt all opinions of Bentham—the great labour
of Bentham’s life was to put down the  fallacy
of authority”—but, by a study of his writings,
they ought to exercise themselves in fearless
candour, close, logical reasoning, and the for-
mation of accurate and comprehensive opinions,

Something we would have wished to say of the
personal habits of Bentham. They form a tempt-
ing theme—the purity of his private pleasures,
the incessant activity of his benevolence, the
majesty of repose in all his thoughts, words,
and actions. Even those peculiarities which
have furpished matter of mockery to the un-
thinking, are valuable in our eyes, as expres-
sions of the child-like sincerity and ingenuous.
ness which breathed beneath the snowy locks of
fourscore years, as in the blush of infancy. On
the south side of St James’s Park stands a
modest, but elegant mansion, the simplicity and
lightness of the appearance of which impresses
pleasurably even the unheeding stranger. A
small patch of smooth green lawn, with a few
venerable trees in front, harmonizes with the
house. The spirit of its venerated master seems
still to breathe from every lineament of the
mansion. The earthly abode of the purest be-
nevolence ever incarnated in mere human form
is hallowed by his memory. But our limits for-
bid us to diverge into the tempting field of his
domestic character. Is not the task in the hands
of Bowring ?—of him whom we would term, with
a feeling the very reverse of irreverend levity,
the beloved disciple! The work will be accom-
plished ere long, and in a right spirit.

STANZAS,
WRITTEN ON THE TOWER OF RAITH, NEAR THE SEAT OF ROBERT FERGUSON, ESQ.

As a lone prisoner from his loophole feels

That earth, indeed, is beautiful and fair,

Rapt in ecstatic thought that o’er me steais,

I hear the skylark’s joyance make the air
Melodious with the love that urged him there ;
And gaze upon far ocean’s mirrored sheen—

The lake—the shady plains that dim the glare
With clustering trees—and fields of richest green—
And, deep below, the shadows of the wild ravine.
Afar, where hills scem croaching in their lair,
The new Athena’s classic towers aspire,

Dim, *mid the noontide’s sultry gossamer,

And vapours as from a volcano’s fire. .

She seems, in lonely splendour, to admire

The silent ocean, slumbering at her feet—

But, oh, what joys, what griefs, and toils, inspire
The thousands now.that wander on her street !
How many longing for the country’s calm retreat

Our spirits there, piercing their primal goal

‘With burning ken, unto their fountain soar,

The quickener of the universe—the soul

That wakes the beauty panting in the core

Of boundless natare, till it radiate o’er

The heart in love and rapture ; and the face

Of Earth seems as with us it would adore

The spirit that had clothed her in such grace,
Breathing from all her pores intensest happiness.
"% The extensive and_romantic grounds of this gentleman are

thrown open to the public,

Lo! where the horizon cleaves the depths of blae,

In wavy lines of mountain peaks sublime,

Peaks where the Roman eagles never flew,

Bat Freedom hovered from remotest time !

Sons of the mist ! dark as when tempests climb
Your summits, where the wild bird screameth shrill,
When lowering Vengeance larketh for her time ;
But, oh! when kindness prompts the ready will,
Mild as the last ray of sunset flashing on the hill !

In fancy oft I wander in the glen,

’Neath pine-clad rocks, and precipices hoar,

And soothing cascades—poetry’s wild domain,
Breathing romantic of the days of yore,

I view the lake whose ripple’s gentle roar

Smote on the soul of Scotland’s fairest Queen ;

Again sad Mary flies Lochleven’s shore—

I see the love that breathes on Douglas’ mein,

Aud the pale moon that pours her beauty o'er the scene.

The smile of sunset on the verdant plain,

Is solemuized amid the stillness here :

Oh ! could the heart its ecstasy retain,

Aud pour its freshness on the coming year |

But, ag the Autamn, with her yellow bier,

Comes up, with Winter lowering from afar,

So will great Mammon scorch the starting tear.
With thoughts of nature thus, and want, and war,

I slowly left the tower, much wondering why we are,

'
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THE NEW NOVELS.
NO. II.—ERNEST MALTRAVERS, &c. &c.

Having last month taken first in order the
sew novel which the most forcibly appealed to our
foelings, we pass transiently to that which has most
touched and elevated our organ of surprise—
Mrs Trollope’s “ fearless” exposure—we borrow
part of our definition from Lord Byron’s account
of Lady Morgan’s characteristics—of cant, and of
the vile bypocrisy of the black sheep among the
best order of Churchmen. Yes! Churchmen ;
for Mrs Trollope has had the magnanimity to
soek her examples of the weakness of devotees,
and the utter villany and sordid baseness of the
sanctimonious rufian who converts his sacred
vocation and character into the instrument of
kis wickedness—not from the Meeting-house,
but from the Church. 8he has acted courage-
ously, if not wisely. A Dissenter, in her sus-
picious hands, would not have answered any
earnest or honest purpose of instruction. For
such purpose, we conclude, her novel was in-
tended ; for mo one, surely, could seek either

pleasure or entertainment in those repulsive, bit-
ter, and satirical delineations of the ¢ unco guid.”

Mr Bulwer has also given us a picture
of one of those “ rigidly righteous,” in a pious
banker ; but it is far more exquisite in discrim-
ination and finish than the outrageous caricature
of Mrs Trollope. The banker is, indeed, por-
traiture well worthy of Crabbe, in depth,
breadth, and precision, and without Crabbe’s
bardness of outline. Mr Bulwer’s novel is a
fragment, or rathera Part First. How it is tobe
filled up and finished, will be a Christmas enigma
to many a circle, and probably to the author
among other individualé. It is impossible to
foresee what he is evidently at a loss about
himeelf ; for Mr Bulwer’s book-moralities are
far from being immutable principles. He can
tamper and sport with a few of the more glaring
Eaglish conventionalities ; but to shew us a hero
who is by birth and education agentleman, marry-
ing a poor though very charming girl, whom he
has seduced, and with whom he is what is called
inlove, is a flight, we fear, beyond his daring. He
may laugh or sneer at the great world's hypo-
crisies, but he dare scarce offend its taste. While
still in the dark, we conjecture that the moral
regeneration of Mr Ernest Maltravers, like that
of the reformed ruffian Anastasius, is to be the
work of his awakening paternal affections. But
Ernest is not a rufian, He is, on the contrary,
8 young man of healthy feelings and generous
dispositions ; possessed of fine original genius,
sccomplished by education ; a second son, but
enjoying an independent fortune ; handsome and
ingratiating ; and, finally, just as much of a Tom
Jones as the ladies will now tolerate. In the
laat century, Ernest would have been ¢ a very
devil among the women ;” but, in the march of
refinement, instead of being the roué or fine
geatleman of Farquhar's or Congreve's plays, he
is the Irreststible hero of Mr Bulwer's and the
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younger D’Israeli’s novels—the fortunate youth
before whose fine genius, fine peraon, and beaus
yeux, every woman bends, a proud and willing
slave, provided she possess any quality that can
aggrandize his universal empire over female
hearts, and add a grace to his triumph, The prin-
ciple of chivalry in all that relates to the sex,
is turned quite topsyturvy in the modernlove
romances, and in the poetry of the Byron
school, from which they arose ; but it is only
vainglorious masculine pens which have contri-
buted directly to the portentous revolution.
Female writers have not yet taken the all-de-
voted dark pages, and the new race of crouching,
clinging, spaniel-like, madly-enamoured damsels,
under their patronage; though we fear these
heroines already excite not a little tender sym-
pathy in female bosoms. The first of this species
of heroine may perhaps be found in ¢ The Bravo’s
Bride” of Matthew Lewis ; and Byron has not the_
merit, such as it may be, of the original inven.
tion. The character has since been presented in
fifty melo-dramas and vulgar romances, as emi-
nently that of—Woman. With more delicate
lineaments, and more decently draped, it now
figures in the most popular French and English
novels—in “ The Danseuse” of D’Israeli, in the
Esmeralda of Victor Hugo, and now in Bulwer’s
But no. We shall leave his fair readers to
be the judges in this, Of one thing, they are
certain—Milton and these old-fashioned folks
might be starched, but Shakspeare knew some-
thing of love, and of the true nature and
character of women ; and so, we think, did Scott.
They have produced heroines of all ranks and
degrees, and in every situation, as lovers ;
from the high-souled Rebecca down to little
Mysie Happer, the miller’s daughter; from her
¢ who never told her love,” to the passion-
ately-enamoured Juliet ; but all true to their
nature—to the instinctive dignity and modesty
of their sex—to the dearest interests of society,
inseparably knit up withthe developement of their
affections, And if, while we revere these great
writers for their wise elevation of female charac-
ter—for upholding a noble and bracing morality
—we may tacitly condemn those who alide into
the opposite insidious course, with themselves be
the blame! Juliet, when it was at the very
worst with her, could still firmly say—

« If that thy bent of love be honeurabls,

Thy purpose marriage, send me word withal.”
And if the gentle Romeo had sentimentally whis-
pered that, loving and worshipping her, his pur-
pose was no such thing, we may fairly presume
that his mistress had sufficient spirit and self-
respect to have either boxed his ears, or made her
servants turn him down stairs; and have given
her misplaced love to the winds, though her
loving heart had broken in the effort.

The case of Mysie Happer is still more in point
at present ; but the reader nrust remeu::ber it,
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and also the honourable character of the cox-
comb lady-killer who had gained her light heart.
But it may be said that the female creations of
Huge, and D’lIsraeli, and Bulwer are truer to
nature than those more tightly-laced damsels.
We think they are not : but, if it should be so,
is it not the first duty, the noblest privi-
lege, of genius, of poetry, of invention, of all that
is best in literature and art, to raise and purify
society, to widen the sphere of our sympathies
with the pure and lofty, as well as with the tender
and beautiful ; to plant high and firmly the
standard of virtue, whatever of toil, and pain,
and self-denial, is to be encountered in pressing
upward and onward towards the mark ? Mr Bul-
wer frequently assures his readers that the cha-
racter of by far the most interesting and original
of his heroines, Alice Darvil, is taken from na-
ture. Nor do we doubt it ; but it is nature seen
through his spectacles, and delineated by the
graces and artifices of his pen. The seduction
of Alice will be the most attractive part of the
work to young hearts; and, for that reason, it
is the most insidious—if we may not say, the
most pernicious. In real life, the contact of a
character like Alice, with such individuals as her
patroness, the benevolent Mrs Leslie, and the
self-sufficient banker, may often be replete with
whatever is tender, humanizing, and instruc-
tive ; but the character of Alice, sketched in an
engaging romance, comes to the young fraught
with unimaginable mischief. Its extreme beauty
and tenderness constitute its danger.

But we must make ourselvesintelligible. Alice
Darvil is an English Haidee—the spotless, inno-
cent Miranda of a moral wilderness—a beautiful
soul asleep for fifteen years, whose dormant
faculties and affections are in an instant touched,
awakened, and rapidly developed by the spell of
love. The wielder of the talisman is, of course,
Ernest Maltravers. At the age of eighteen, in
consequence of some frolic or political scrape,
this youth abruptly quits the University of Got-
tingen, and, unknown to his family, returns to
England. He is benighted, in a dark wintry
night, on a wide desolate common, in some dreary
manufacturing district of the county adjoining
the shire in which his Norman ancestors had
flourished, and where his father, at all points an
old English gentleman, still dwelt. He finds
refuge in a lonely, miserable cottage, of which
the sole inmates are Luke Darvil—aruffian, long
hardened in the worst of crimes, and whose phy-
siognomy the brand of the hangman could not

have stamped more plainly with the characters of’

brutality and villany—and his beautiful daughter,
Alice, whose guardian and companion this man
had been all her life long, as her mother died
while Alica was an infant. Luke had been
counting the coins, the gains of crime, remaining
to him ; and, finding them so few, he cried—

¢ I had two pounds in the drawer but Monday, and
BOW———Alice, you must have stolen some of the money
w=cures you !”

‘The person thus addressed sate at the opposite side of
the smouldering and sullen fire: she now Jooked quietly
up, and her face singularly contrasted that of the man.

THE NEW NOVELS,

She seemed abont fifteen years of age, aud her com.
plexion was remarkably pure and delicate, even despite
the snnburat tinge which her habits of toil had bronght
it. Her auburn hair hung in loose and natural curls
over her forehead, and its luxuriance was remarkable
even in one so young. Her countenance was beautiful,
nay, even faultless, in its small and childlike features,
but the expression pained you—it was 80 vacant. In
repose it was almost the expression of an idiot—but
when she spoke, or smiled, or even moved a muscle, the
eyes, colour, lips, kindled into a life which proved that
the intellect was still there, though but imiperfectly
awakened.

«“1 did not stesl any, futher,” she said, in a quiet
voice ; « but I should like to have taken some, only I kuew
you would beat me if I did.”

¢ And what do you want money for ?”

¢ To get food when I’m hungered.”

¢ Nothing else 7

¢« I dou’t know.”

The girl paused—¢ Why dou’t you let me,” she said,
after awhile, “ why don’t you let me go and work with
the other girls at the factory? I should make money
there for you and me both.”

The man smiled—such a smile!—it seemed to bring
into sudden play all the revolting characteristics of hie
cvuntenance, ¢ Child,” he said, *¢ you are just fifteen,
and a sad fool you are: perhaps, if you went to the fac-
tory, you would get away from me: and what should I
do without you? No; I think, as you are so pretty,
you might get more money another way,”

The girl did not seem to uuderstand this allasion ;
but l;epeated, vacantly, ¢ I should like to go to the fac-
tory.””

« 8tuff !" said the man, angrily ; ¢ I have three
minds to"——

Here he was interrapted by a loud knock at the dooe
of the hovel.

It was Ernest that knocked.—Such was the
rank soil from which this fair flower had sprung :
such ¢ the moral training” of Alice Darvil. The
plan of the father to murder and rob the young
man who sought the hospitality of his hearth
until day dawned, is frustrated by the presence
of mind and kindness of Alice; whose under-
standing kindles in an hour under the influence
of a pew affection. The situation is one of inter-
est. Maltravers, by the good offices of the girl,
escapes from the den of murder, and,’after wan-
dering all night on the moor, at dawn finds him-
self near A market town, unharmed ; and bresthes
deep grutitude to Heaven for all its mercies of
the night. And now comes a leading passage—

He passed a slow waggon—he passed a group of me-
chanics—he passed a drove of sheep, and now he saw
walking leisurely before him a single figure. It was a
girl in a worn and humble dress; who sesmed to seek
her weary way with pain and Janguor. He was about
also to pass ber, when he heard a low cry. He turned,
and beheld in the wayfarer his preserver of the previous
night.

‘“ Heavens! is it indeed you? can I believe my eyes ™

% I was coming to seek you, sir,” said the girl, faintly.
¢ I too have escuped ; I shall never go back to father—I
have no roof to cover my head now.”

¢ Poor child! but how is this? Did they ill-use you
for releasing me P

“ Father knocked me down, and beat me again when
he came back ; but that is not all,” she added, in a very
low tome.

¢ What elge ?*

The girl grew red and white by turns. She set her
teeth rigidly, stopped short, and then, walking on quicker
than before, replied—*¢ It don't matter; 1 will never go
back—I'm alone now. What, what shall 1 do?” and
she wrung her hands.

The traveller's pity was deeply moved. « My good
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girh said be, earnestly, ¢ you have saved my life, and I
sm not ungrateful, Here,” (and he placed some gold in
hor band,) ¢ get yourself a lodging, food, and rest ; you
look as if you wanted them ; and see me again this even-
ing whea it is dark, and we can talk unobserved.”

The girl took the money passively, and looked up in
his face while he spoke; the look was so unsuspecting,
and the whole counkenanoe was 80 beautifully modest
sad virgin-like, that, had any evil passiun prompted the
wureller’s lust words, it must have fled scared and abashed
# be met the gazo.

@ My poor girl,” said be, embarrassed, and after a
shert pause—** you are very young, and very, very pretty.
Ia this town you will be exposed to many temptations ;
: ;u where you lodge. You have, no doubt, friends

¢ Friends—what are friends ?"’ answered Alice.

“ Have yon no relations ?—no molder's kin 3

“ None.”

“ Do you know where to ask shelter ¢

“ No, sir; for I can't go where fetber goes, leat he
shonld find me out.”

“ Wdl., then, seek some quiot inn, and meet me this

evening, just here, half-a.mile from the town, at seven.
Iwill try and think of something for you in the mean-
while; bat you seem tired, yon walk with pain ; per-
haps ic will fatigue you to come—[ mean, yon had rather,
perbaps, rest anotber day.”
‘:WOh! no, no ! it wiil do me good to see you again,
'i‘lnmng man's eyes met hers, and hers were not
withdrawn ; their sofc blue was suffused with tears—
they penetrated bis soul.

Alice kept true tryst.

She came np to him timidly and gently. His heart
best more quickly ; he felt that he was young, and alone
with beauty, - Sweet girl,” he said, with inveluntary
sod mechanical compliment, % how well this light be.
waes you! How shall I thank you for not forgetting
me ?"—Alice surrendered her hand to his withvut a
struggle — What is your name ?" said he, bending his
face down to hers.— Alice Darvil."—¢ And your terrible
fither, is he, in truth, your father ?"— Indeed he is
father 3nd mother teo 1”—% What made you suspect Lis
istention to marder me? Has be ever attempted the
like crime P’ Noj but lately be has often talked of
robbery. He is very poor, sir. And, when I saw his
¢ye, and when afterwards, while your back was turned,
e took the key from the door, I felt that—that you were
in danger.”’—¢ Good girl—go on.”

The story is prelonged. It wnfolds igno-
raaee and innocenece, stupidity and intelligence,
which we take leave to think quite incompatible,
incredible, and out of mature, in a girl breught
up by a profligate futher, near the factories,
and somehow endowed with a mysterious “* intui-
tive notion of right and wrong.” 8he had no idea
of veligion, or the being of a God. When asked,
if she had never thought of who made the stara
and the earth, she answered, * Why should I ?
What has that to de with being eold und hun-
gry?” 8o acute a logician, living in sight of
shurshes, gught to have been a better theologian.
Mlice, further questioned, knew nothing of
church or school. * Good Heaven !” exclaimed
the young philosopher, * what shall I do with
this unhappy child ?”

“Yes, oir, I am wery unhappy,” said Alice, catching
8 the last words; and the tears rolled silently down her

Maltravers never was more touched in his life.
Whatever thoughts of gallantry might have entered his
young head, bad he found Alice such as he might reason-
ably have expected, he now felt there was a kind of
mactity in ber jgnorance; and his gratitude and kindly
willinent towards her took almost a brotherly aspect.
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And being a wild, enthusiastic, odd being,
this Ernest Maltravers, as the girl, in her art-
less innocence, protested against going to school,
he inquired what could make Ler comfortable
in her own way. 8he replies, *¢ I should hke
to live with you, sir.” But it was honest service
the poor girl meant ; for she hud always wished,
she 8aid, to go to service, and she wus sure Mal-
travers would be a kind master. He was half
disenchanted by this tame explanation; but the
Miranda of the black moor and the burglar
father, fascinated him again.

*¢ No very flattering preference,” thought he : « s0 much
the safer for us, Well, Alice, it shall be as you wish,
Are?!'ou comfortable where you are, in your new lodg.

“ No.”

¢ Why? they do not insult you.”

% No ; but they make a noise, and 1 like to be quiet, to
think of you.”

The young philogopher was recouciled again te his
scheme.

“ Well, Alice—go back—I will take a cottage to-mor.
row, and you stall be my servant, and 1 will teach you
to read and write, and say your prayers, and know that
you have a Father above, who loves you better than he
below. Meet me again at the sams hour to.morrew,
Why do you cry, Alice? why do you c1y #”

* Because—because,” sobbed the xirl: ¢ [ am s0 happy,
and I shall live with you and ;ee you.”

% Go, child—go, child,” said Maltravers, hastily—and
he walked away with a qu'cker pulse than became his
new charscter of master and preceptor.

Thishopefulscheme was putintoimmediate exe-
cution, and we have charmingly pictured, not the
cave and island haunts of Juan and Haidee, but
an English thatched cottage, embowered in jas-
mine and roses, with its small lawn, verandas,
and conservatory ; a virtuous young philosopher,
assuming the name of Butler, and not yet far
gone in love; and Alice, a nominal servant,
learning to read and write from an old Mr
Simcox, her patron having tired of the drudgery
of teaching these elements. And now her pretty
little hands and complexion are becoming more de-
licate; her hair and her dress are bétter arranged,
and ker manners and personal churms improving
every day. We leave to Mr Bulwer, the descrip-
tion of his own Maltravers, given immediately
after he had left the tuition of his protegzée, of
which he had tired, to

The very oldest and ugliest writing-master tha: the
neighboeuring town could afford. It is astonishing what
care Maltravers took of her morals. The poor girl at
first wept much at the exchange; but the grave remon.
strances and solemn exhoitations of Maltravers reconciled
her at last, and she promised to work hard and pay every
attention to her lessons. I am not sure, however, that
it was the tediam of the work that deterred the 1dealist
—perhaps he felt its danger—und at the bottom of his
sparkling dreams and brilliant follies, Jay a sound, gens.
rous, and noble heart, He wana foud of pleasure, and bad
been already the darling of the sentimental German
Iadies. But he was too young, und too vivid, and
too romantic to be that which is called a sensualist,
He could not look upon a fair face, and a guileless
smile, and all the ineffable symmetry of a Wonan's
shape, with the eye of a man buying cattle for base
uses, . . . He very easily fell in Jove, or fancied he did,
it is true—but then he could not separate desire from
fancy, or calculate the game of passion without bringing
the heart or the imagination into. the )matier.” And,
though Alice was very pretty and very engaging, he was
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not yet in love with her, and he had no intention of be-
eomi

ng 80.

The evenings hung long with the young poet,
although Shakspeare and Schiller lay on his
table, and his inseparable meerschaum enlivened
his solitude. He read and smoked until he was
inspired, and then he wrote postry adapted to
music ; and next he would try the melody of his
yrics with his voice—

For he had all the passion of a German for song and
music—tbat wild Maltravers !—and his voice was sweet,
his taste consummate, his science profound. As the sun
]kiln:u(:: a star, 8o the full‘::m of )‘I.ll iﬂmﬂm, fairly

extinguished for time his tancy for his
beautiful pupil.

It was late that night when Maltravers went to bed
—and, as he pased through the narrow corridor that
led to his chamber, he heard a light step flying before
him, and caught tke glimpse of a female figure escaping
through a distant door.—% The silly child ! ¢| he,
at once divining the cause—“she has been listening to
mly singing. I shall scold her.”” But he forgot that re-
solution.

Much beautiful writing leads to the catas-
trophe of the most objectionable portion of
these volumes. The young patron discovers that
his pupil has a fine ear and a beautiful voice,
He sagely reflects that this natural talent may
be the means of enabling her to earn an honest
subsistence ; and accordingly he becomes her
master in music.

And now every evening, when the windows were
closed, and the hearth burnt clear, while the winds
stormed, and the rain beat without, a lithe and lovely
shape hovered about the student’s chamber ; and his wild
songs were sung by a voice which nature had made even
Sweeter than his own,

Alice’s talent for music was indeed surprising ; enthu-
slastic and quick as he himself was in all he undertook,
Maltravers was amazed at her rapid progress. He soon
taught her to play by ear; and Maltravers could not
but notice that her hand, always delicate in shape, had
lost the rude colour and roughness of labour. He thought
of that pretty hand more often than he ought to have
done, and guided it over the keys when it could have
found its way very well without him.

In the course of his musical and vocal lessons, Maltravers
gently took the occasion to correct poor Alice's frequent
offences against grammar and accent ; and her memory
was prodigiously quick aund retentive. The very tones of
her voice seemed altered in the ear of Maltravers; and,
somehow or other, the time came when he was no longer
sensible of the difference in their rank.

The old woman-servant, when she had seen how it
would be from the first, and taken a pride in her own
prophecy, as she ordered Alice’s new dresses, was a much
better philosopher than Maltravers.

And so we leave the uld woman-servant’s sa-
gacity to explain the story, which is, however,
given rather circumstantially, leaving just as
much in the dark as may stimulate imagination,
and suffering results only to be alluringly per-
ceptible. ¢ Maltravers was only eighteen,” and

Alice knew no remorse, though she felt agitated and
ashamed ; she did not comprehend that she had lost caste
for ever in the eyes of her sex. In fact, she never
thought of herself, Her whole soul was with him ; she
gave him back in love the spirit she had caught from him
in knowledge . . . And they strolled together through the
garden all that day, and Maltravers grew reconciled to
himsell. He had done wrong, it is true ; but then per-
haps Alice had already suffered as much as she could in
the world’s opinion, by living with him alone, though
lanocent, 30 long And now she had an everlasting
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claim to his protection—she should never know shame
or want. And the love that had led to the wrong,
should, by fidelity and devotion, take from it the charac.

ter of sin.
*¢ Natural and commonplace sophistries {” L'Aomme

#¢ pique !® »s old Montaigne said, man is his own
sharper! The conscience is the most elastic material in
the world. To-day you cannot stretch it over a male-
hill, to-morrow it hides a mountain.

O bow happy they were now—that young pair ! How
the days flew like dreams! No doubt we blame them,
and women very properly ; but men, at least, cannot
blame them very justly. For all of us male animals
have either been as happy once in our lives, or wished we
were 30. Time went on, wiater passed away, and the
early spring, with its flowers and sunshine, was like a
mirror to their own youth. Alice never accompanied
Maltravers in his walks abroad, partly because she feared
t0 meet her father, and partly because Maltravers himself
was fastidiously averse to all publicity. But then they
had all that little world of three acres.

Thereader may guess all the rest. Alice should
never know shame, though soon overwhelmed
with shame; nor want, when on the verge
of poverty and misery. Her poverty is, however,
we presume, not to be regarded as the fault of her
lover. It came by accident, from which his wife
and legitimate child could never have suffered,
but to which his mistress was unavoidably ex-
posed, in spite of the often-vowed everlasting
protection of that honourable Maltravers. Far
be it from us to condemn him, or yet his ex-
ample. That the second son of u family of old
gentry, scions of “ Norman knighthood,” should
degrade the entire caste, by alliance with an
Alice Darvil, is out of all rule, either in the world
of fashion, or that faithful image of itself which
it has moulded in novels. We offer no objec-
tion. But, oh! thou much calumniated Mr Tho-
mas Inkle of London! when we think of thee,
in the true genius of thy mercantile craft,
merely selling thy sable love for a handful of
dollars or a puncheon of rum, even-handed justice
compels us honourably to acquit thee. Yousold
your fond and trusting Yarico to exile and
slave-labour—to sorrow and suffering ; but hers
was still a high and an enviable lot, when com-
pared with that of the seduced and abandoned
mistress of an English gentleman, and the life-
long degradation of her branded offspring. On
the whole, we would have womankind, although
¢ male-animals” have no right to condemn,
pause before they give their suffrage to these
parts of Mr Bulwer’s best novel. Yet, < If a jury
of cherubim had tried Alice’s offence, they would
hardly have allowed the heart to bear witness
against the soul !”

We scarce venture to dissent from the verdict
of so pure a tribunal, but demur to the case
being tried save by Alice’s peers.

The Elysian dream continues for a while ; and
the home of love wants only henour, integrity,
justice, and security, to render it a terrestri
paradise. Alice—an admirable lover—already.
prattles the metaphysics of the passion charm-
ingly ¢ to her entranced and silent lover.” But
a sudden change comes; and Maltravers, on
]earning accidentally from his weekly newspaper

® Old Burdett has borrowed or made s juster trausls-
tion. Mr Bulwer may remember it, '
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that his father is dying, hurries away, devoured
by remorse. And before Alice

Were the flowers, and the star-lit lawn, and the play-
fal fountain, and the bench where they had sat in such
heartfelt and screne delight. He was gone; and often—
oh, how often !—did Alice remember that his last words
had been uttered in es; tones—that his last em.
brace had been without love.

Old Maltravers dies. The father of Alice, and
one of his wicked accomplices, meanwhile, com-
mit a burglary at the cottage, unconscious of
who are the inmates ; and the accomplice being
recognised by Alice, who, in her alarm, exclaims
his name, she is carried off in a state of insensi-
bility in a cart along with the other plunder.
Maltravers finds her flown, and is in despair. He
had written to her ; and, recollecting that he had
left her no money, he sent some; but he
did not ask her to write him—*¢ he felt such a
repugnance to disclose his real name, and receive
the letters of clandestine love in the house in
which his father lay dying.” He was full of
hoaour and sentiment, and also a nice casuist,
that young Maltravers ; and poor Alice—

She thought it singular he did not wish to hear from
her; but Alice was humble. What could she say worth
troubling him with, and at such an hour? But how
kind in him to write! how precious those letters! and
yet they disappointed her, and cost her floods of tears:
they were 30 short-—so full of sorrow—there was so little
of love in them ; and ¢ dear,” or even « dearest Aliee,”
that, uttered by the voice, was so tender, looked cold
wupon the lifeless paper. If she but knew the exact spot

where he was, it would be some comfort ; but she only
kmew that he was away, and in grief.

8he was now away herself,and Maltravers’ time
for sorrow was come. He made every effort to
trace her ; and gives the first proof of true and
manly generosity which we discover in him, in
indignantly refusing to credit that Alice had
Played booty with the thieves, and carried off his
spoons and forks.
We are now introduced to Mr Cleveland, the
guardian of our youth, a polished old English
gentleman and classic scholar; mediocre in
gealus, but with good talents and highly-culti.
vated tastes; fond of dabbling in literature ; fond,
00, of the fine arts; and exceedingly indulgent
and amiable, His classic villa, his picture-gallery
and library, are all very fine and unimpeachable,
He is, moreover, quite the friend our youth
requires, as he has sunk into a state of morbid
melancholy upon the death of his father, and
the loss of his mistress—of Alice, “ the watchful,
the humble, the loving, lost Alice.” He wanted an
object in life, and was near becoming a fanatic,
and almoet mad, when Lumley Ferrers crosses
kis path—a character admirably commenced, and
for a time well.sustained, although he descends at
last into the vulgar Iago of hackneyed romance.
Mr Bulwer states that many of his characters
are taken from real life. Ferrers, in his general
outline, must be one of those realities drawn
from the Well of Truth.
errers, his age about twenty.six—his fortune
.::. dl.:hf hundred :-;:ar—-ho follozed no profession.
Ferrers had not what is usually called genius;
%atis, e had no enthusiasm; and, if the word talent
be pperly interpreted as meaning ths talent of doing

ssmnthing better than others, Ferrers had not mwch to
%0, TIXamVOL. Vo
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boast of on that seores He had no talent for writing,
nor for public speaking, nor for wmusic nor painting, nor
the ordinary round of accomplishmentss neither at pre.
sent had he displayed much of the hard snd useful talent
for action and business. But Ferrers had what is often
better than either genius or talent: he had a powerfal
and most acute mind, He had, moreover, great anima.
tion of manner, high physical spirits, 8 witty, odd, racy
vein of conversation, determined assurance, and profound
confidence in his own resources. He was fond of schemes,
sfratagems, and plots—they amused and excited him—
his power of sarcasm and ef argument, too, was great,
and he usually obtained an astonishing influence over
those with whom he was brought in contact. His high
spirits and a moat happy frankness of bearing carried off
and disguised his leading vices of character, which were
an extraordinary callousness of affection, and an insensi-
bility to moral principles. Though less learned than
Maltravers, he was on the whole a very instructed man..
He mastered the surface of many sciences, became satis«
fied of their general principles, and threw the study aside,
never to be forgotten, (for his memory was like a vice,)
but never to be prosecuted any farther. 7To this he added
a general acquaintance with whatever is most gemerally
acknowledged as standard in extant or modern literature.
What is admired only by a few, Lumley never took the
trouble to read. Living amongst trifles, he made them
interesting and novel by his mode of viewing and treat-
ing them. And here indeed was a talent—it was the
talent of social life—the talent of enjoyment to the ut-
most, with the least degree of trouble to himself. Lumley
Fetrers was thus exactly one of those men whom every.
body calls exceedingly clever, and yet it would puzzle
one to say in what he was so clever. . . o !
. . . . It only remains to be
aaid of this singular young man, whose character as yet
was but half developed, that he had seen a great deal of
the worid, and could live at eass and in content with
all tempers and ranks; fox-hunters or scholars, lawyers
or poets, patricians or parvenus, it was all one to Lumley
Ferrers. .
As we have little taste for Ferrers, after he be-
comesthe regular villain of the piece, we shallnow
take him up again, five or six years afterwards,
when he had returned from travelling in Greece,
Turkey, and Italy, along with Maltravers—of
whom and his fortune he made ample use, while
waiting the opportunity of turning him and the
rest of the world, to still better account : —

Lumley Ferrers was one of the few men in the world
who act upon a profound, deliberate, and organized
system-—he had done 30 even from a boy. When he was
twenty-one, he had said to himself, ¢ Youth is the
season for enjoyment: the triumphs of manhood, the
wealth of age, do not compensate for a youth wasted in
unpleasurable toils.” Agreeably to this maxim, he had
resolved not to adopt any profession ; and, being fond of
travel, and of a restless temper, he had indulged abroad
in all the tions that his moderate income could
afford him : that income went farther on the Continent
than at home, which was another reason for the prolon.
gation of his travels.

Looking round the English world, Ferrers saw that,
at his age, and with an equivocal position and no chances
to throw away, it was necessary that he should cast off
all attributes of the character of the wanderer and the

reon.
’a“‘Thﬂe is nothing respectable in lodgings and a cab,”
said Ferrers to himself—(that “ se}f”* was his grand con-
fidant !) “nothing stationary. Such are the appliances
of a here-to-day-gone-to-morrow kind of life. One
never looks substautial till one pays rates and taxes, and
has a bill with one’s butcher !” .
Accordingly, without ssying a word to anybody,
Ferrers took a long lease of a large house, in one of
thoss quiet streets that proclaim the cwners do not wish
to be made by fashionable situations—streets in which,
if you have a large house, it “is supposed to boneaulq



THE NEW NOVELS.

you can afford one. e was very particular in its being | rather begged of the stern than of those who looked

arespectable street—Great George Street, Westminister,
‘was the one he selected.

No frippery or baubles, common to the mansions of
young bachelors—no buhl, and marquetrie, and Sevre
¢hina, and cabinet pietures, distinguished the large dingy
drawing.rooms of Lumley Ferrers. He bought all the
old furniture a bargain of the late tenant——tea-coloured
¢hints curtains, and chairs and sofas that were venerable
and solemn with the accumulated dust of twenty-five
years. The only things about which he was particular,
were a very long dining-table that would hold forty,
and a new mahogany sidrboard. Somebody asked him
why he cared about such articles. “I don't know,”
sid he; “but I observe all respectable family men do—
there must be something in it—I shall discover the secret
by-and.by. In this house did Mr Ferrers ensconce him-
solf, with two middle.aged maid-servants, and a man out
of livery, whom he chose from a multitude of candidates,
because the man looked especisily well-fed.

And here Ferrers gave a great many dinners—
not fine, foolish dinners: he knew better. He
made people that were likely to be useful to him,
feel free and easy over his * respectuble fare,”
his cod-head and shoulders, ¢ with plenty of
flour in the oyster sauce ;” and, because they
felt easy, they came again ; and Ly degrees—

The large dingy drawing-rooms became a frequent
resort fer public men to talk over those thousand under-
plots by which a party is served or attacked. Thus,
though not in Parliament himself, Ferrers became in-
sensibly associated with parliamentary men and things §
and the ministerial party, whose politics he espoused,
riml him highly, made wse of him, and meant, some

y or other, to do something for him,

This is clever portraiture, though that of the
banker, of whom we have spoken above, is better
by many degrees. We shall see him in his con-
nexion with Alice. Poor Alice !—she had been
carried as far as Cork by her miscreant father,
where she escapes from him and the horrible
bondage to which he would have subjected her,
and lives on, we know not how, until we find her
back in England, and, witb her child, repulsed
from the garden-gate of ‘ the dear cottage,” now

enlarged, and occupied by a Mr Hobbs and his
progeny. ,

The second of Alice's trial is more
pathetic than the beginning, and not liable to
the same grave objections. She could find no
trace of Maltravers, who had been long on the
Continent ; and now—

Alice felt that she was on the wide world alone, with
her child—no longer to be protected, but to protect;
and, after the first few days of agony, 3 mew spirit, not
indeed of hope, but of endurance, passed within her,
Her solitary wanderings, with God her only guide, had
tended greatly to elevate and confirm her character. She
falt 3 strong reliance on His mysterious mercy—=she felt,
900, the responsibility of a mother. . . Her humble
manner, and sweet, well-tuned voice, so free from the
professional whine of mendicancy, had usually its charm
for the sternest. So she generally obtained enough to
buy bread and a night's lodging ; and if sometimes she
failed—she oould bear hunger, and was not afraid of
ereeping into some shed, or, when by the seashore, even
into some sheltering cavern. Her child throve too—for
God tempers the wind to the shorn lamb | —But now, so
far as physical privation went, the worst was over.

It so happened that, as Alico was drawing herself
wearily along to the entrance of the village which
was to bound her day’s journey, she was met by a lady
past middle age, in whose countenance compassion was
#o visible that Alice would not beg ; for she had a strange

or pride, or whatever it may be called, and

kindly at her—she did not like te lower herself in the
eyes of the last.

The lady stopped.

¢ My poor girl, where are you going P

¢ Where God pleases, madam," said Alice.

¢ Hamph, And is that your own child P—you are
almost a child yourself!"

« It ie mine, madam,” said Alice, gasing fondly at the
infant— it is all I have.”

The lady’s voice faltered, “ Are you married ?” she
asked,

¢ Married | —oh, no, madam !” replied Alice, inno.
oently, yet without blushing, for she never knew that she
had done wrong in loving Maltravers,

The lady drew gently back, but uot in horror—no, in
still deeper compassion.

Alice, simply and candidly, related all her story,
and the lady’s interest was fairly warmed in her
behalf. The kind-hearted matron would make
her musical talents subservient to her support ;
she would befriend her ; there was less to for-
give than she had anticipated—

8till she deemed it necessary to enlighten Alice as to
the criminality of the connexion she had formed. Bat
here Alice was singularly dull—she listened in mesk
patience to Mrs Leslie’s lecture ; but it evidently made
but slight impression on her. She had not yet seer
enough of the social state, to correct the first impressions
of the natural ; and all she could say in answer to Mrs
Leslie, was—% [t may be all very trus, madam, but [
have been 80 much better since I knew him 1"

She would not hear one syllable insinuated
against Maltravers; and Mrs Leslie was just
enough, te love her the better for this true wo-
manly delicacy and generosity. That lady was
aware, however, that, unless Alice’'s misfortune
was concealed, all her benevolent schemes wonld
prove, abortive, and sorely perplexed between
the propriety of ecandour and its craelty in the
ruin of Alice’s prospects. In this dilemma, and
to have the case of conssience properly resclved,
she determined

To confide her scruples to ene who, of all whom she
knew, possessed the highest charsster for moral werth
aud religious sanctity. This gentieman, lately a widewss,
lived at the outskirts of the town selected for Alice’s
future residence, and at that time happened to be on &
visit in Mrs Leslie's neighbourhood. He was an opuleat
man, 2 banker; he had once repressnted the tewn is
Parliament, and, retiring, from disinclination for the
late hours and onerous fatigues even of sn unreformed
House of Commons, he still possessed an inflaence to re-
turn one, if not both the members for the city of C———.
And that influence was always exerted so as beest to seoure
his own interest with the powers that be, and advance cer-
tain objects of ambition, (for he was both an osteatations
and ambitious man in his own way,) which he felt he
might more easily obtain by proxy thau by his own
votes and voice in Parliament—an atmosphere in which
his light did not shine, And it was with a
address that the banker contrived at ence te suppert the
Government, and yet, by the frequent expression of liberal
opinions, to conciliate the Whigs and the Dissenters of
his neighbourhood. Parties, political and sectarian, were
not then so irreconcilable as they are now. In the
whole county there was not & man 80 respected 8¢ this
eminent person ; and yet he possessed no shining talents
though a laborious and energetic man of business. It was
solely and wholly the force of moral character which
gave him his position in society. He felt this; ho was
sensitively proud of it ; he was painfully anxious not t0
lose an atom of a distinction that required to be vigilsatly
secuted. He was a very remarksble, yet not perhaps
(could we penetrate all hearts) a very uncommon cha-
factet—tkis banker! He had risen from, vely
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spuaking, 2 low origin and humble fortunes, and entirely
by the scrupulous and sedate propriety of his outward
oadust. With such a propriety he, therefore, insepar-
ably connected every notion of worldly prosperity and
hoour. Thus, though far from a bad man, he was
forced into being something of a hypocrite. Every year
Mhad grown more starch and more saintly. He was
conscience-keeper to the whole town ; and it is astonishing
bow many persons hardly dared to make a will or sub-
sribe to a charity without his advice. As he was a
shrewd man of this world, as well as an accredited guide
to the next, his advice was precisely of a nature to re-
amcile the Conscience aud_the Interest; and he was a
kind of negotiator in the reciprocal diplomacy of earth
s beaven. But our banker was really a charitable
man, and & benevolent man, and a sincere believer. How,
then, was be a hypocrite? Simply, because he pro-
fened to be far mors charitable, more beunevolent, and
more pious than he really was. His reputation had now
amived to that degree of immaculate polish that the
mallest breath, which would not have tarnished the
character of another man, would have fixed an indelible
siain upon his,

We wish that we could go deeper into the
sintly banker.

From nature, this gentleman had received an inordinate
share of animal propensities ; he had stroug passions, he
was by temperament a sensualist. He loved good eating
ad good wine-—he loved women. The two former
Messiogs of the carnal life, are not incompatible with
amnizstion ; but St. Anthouy has shewn that women,
bowever angelic, are not precisely that order of angels
that mints may safely commune with. If, therefore, he
erer yielded to temptations of a sexual nature, it was
vith profound secrecy and caution; nor did his right-
hand know what his left-hand did.

Does Mr Bulwer not perceive one indefeasible
remon why the vices of excessive eating and
dl:mk’mgare not, and ought not, to be visited
vith the same severity, in the penal code of
“the saints,” as the third of his specified carnal
indulgences ? By drunkenness and gluttony a
Ban vitiates and degrades his own nature—he
ns against himself ; but the luxurious viands
ud the generous wine which perish in the use,
we not guilty participants, but the unscathed
miisters to his sensual appetites, They have
ueither bodies to be polluted, nor souls to besaved
or lost; while, in the third case supposed——
but it is idle to pursue the illustration. <« The
nints” are emphatically in the right. 8o long,
however, as women, whether wedded or kept,
are in reality tacitly regarded, by many of their
Ragters —rich or aristocratic—in much the same
light as other purchaseable luxuries—as wines or

, for example—this point of morals must
remain obscure to the faghionable world, and to
all who, with the recognition of woman’s equality

o their Jips, make no distinction among the

vices specified by our author, save, perhaps, to

requrd that which, he states, makes canoniza-
tion impoesible, as the least gross and heinous
of the three.

_This gentleman had married a woman much older than
dimalf; bat her fortune had been one of the necessary
Wepping.stones in his career. His exemplary cenduct

this lady, ugly as well as old, had done much

\awands increasing the odour of his sanctity, She died
o 20 ague, and the widower did not shock probabilities
by afecting too severe a grief.

*The Lord's will be done !” gaid he; ‘ she was a
#d woman, but we should not set our affections too
Rach upen His perishable creatures I

This was all he was ever heard to say on the matter,
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He took an elderly gentlewothdn, diitantly rélated to him,
to manage his house, and sit at the head of the tables
and it was thought not impossible, though the widower
wus past fifty, that he might marry again.

Alice is comfortably settled with her child in
the town of C—————; under the name of Mrs
Butler, a young person, separated for the present
from her husband ; for the banker, though a
man of severe truth, after conversing about the
lovely Alice, discovers that there may be some
few exceptions to the strict rule of veracity—

Some exceptions. The world isa bad world 3 we are
born in sin, and the children of wrath. We do not tell
infants all the truth, when they ask us questions, the
proper answers of which would mislead, not enlighten,
them, In some things the whole world are infants.
The very science of government is the science of conceal.
ing truth—so is the system of trade. We could not
blame the tradesman for not telling the public that, if
all his debts were called in, he would be a bankrupt,

Is the following remark judicious? Does Mr
Bulwer soberly denounce the necessity to which
Maltravers and his fellow-sinners condemn
society, its benevolent Mrs Leslies, and its re-
lenting, though saintly bankers ?

Now, as Alice Darvil, this young person would have
been just as good, as pure, as modest-—and yet more
honest—-but, as Alice Darvil, she would have died on s
dunghill.

The banker observed her conduct with silent vigilance,
He met her often. He visited her often. He was inti-
mate at houses where she attended to teach or perform.
He lent her good books-—-he advised her—-he preached to
her. Alice began to look up to him---to like him—to
consider him as a viliage girl in Catholic countries may
consider a benevolent and kindly priest. And he--what
was his object P—--at that time it isimpoasible to guess ;-
he became thoughtful and abstracted.

The banker soon afterwards released Alice
from the persecution of her brutal father, who
again discovered her retreat, and, after a power-
fully-painted scene, in which the man of mixed
virtue and great pretensions to holiness, is placed
in bold contrast with the reckless, godless ruffian,
Luke Darvil meets the reward of his crimesin a
violent death; and, to’ the great contentment of
the banker, is not recognised by any one, save
himself, as the parent of pretty.Mrs Butler.

While abroad, the all-conquering Maltravers,
with whom, as we said, every woman falls in
love, whose love is worth having, forms a sort of
half-liaison with a beautiful married French-
woman, upon whom Mr Bulwer takes great
pains. That Madame de St Ventadour will in-
terest the reader in the same degree, is very
doubtful—perfect specimen, as she is, of her
class. He talked to her of the classic life of
old Greece and Rome, of a life more elegant
than that of Paiis ; while, from the accomplished
Valerie, he receives that lust polish which only
such a woman can give. Was he in love with
her? He was on the fair way to it ; and ‘ he was
not so good a man as when he left England.”
He had been dissipating his affections. He had
no high aims, nor fixed pursuit—

He had lost much of his chivalrous veneration for
women, whom he had begun to consider rather as play«
things than idols; he found that they deceive us as often
as we deceive them. He found, also, that their feelings
are frequently less deep than they appear, and that they
fall in love, and fall out of it, without breaking their
hearts. . . ] ° E
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Tu his preseat intercourse with Madsme de St Veata-
dour, he formed no plan. He was interested and excited ;
and Valerie's manngrs, which to-day flattered and to-
morrow piqued him, enlisted his vanity and pride on the
side of his fancy.

Madame is sage and high-spirited, though ten-
der and sensible. She magnanimously proclaims
her love, and dismisses her lover, who parts
snd flies. There is now a charming domestic epi-
sade. We have a perfect French gentleman, whe
realizes all our ideas of the honour, integrity,
and good seuse of the character, married to a
swoet, little, virtuous Italian girl, whom he had
taken from the opera, and with whom he lives
in lurpineu, on the Lake of Como. Teresa,
happily married, apd in the midst of her child-
von, luckily escapes the fate-of all Maltravers’
female acquaintance; and the reader lingers with
delight in the midst of this charming group;
and in a wholesome atmosphere, where the manly
intellect of De Montaigne braces the virtues of
the friend for whom he foretells the highest
destinies.

Maltravers, an enthusiastic scholar, and a man
of high genius, was already an author. In his
literary revelations, and the progress of his
mental developement, the reader who imsgines
that he reads the real Confessions of Mr Buiwer,
will probably not be very far wrong, however
far the same thing may hold of certain incidents,
which are slso said to be true history, though he
disclaims the imputation. But those matters,
with all that is essay er criticism, we prudently
leave to the reader.

His affectionate late gusrdian wishes Maltra-
vers to return, to go into ParJiament, and to settle
in life, and summons him to England. Soon
after he retyrng home, an accident throws him
again in the way of the elegant, the witty, the
wise Madame de St. Ventadour. It is all over
with this pagr lady now.

Ernest was no longer in lave with her..-he had out.

wn that youthful fancy. She had exercised an influ.
over him—the new influences that he had created

had chased away her image, Such is life, Loog abeeuces
’:dunhh all the false lights, though not the true ones.
he lamps are dead in the banquet-room of ycsterday;
but a thousand years hence aud the stars we look on to-
night will burn as brightly. Maltravers was no longer
1;:'" with Valerie—Ah1 porhaps hsrs had been true

The travelling party, of which Valerie made
one, were one day driven hy & storm into an
old ceuntry inn.

Bells sang—dogy barked—hastlers ran. A plain, dark,
travelling post-chariot was befors the inn-door; and,
roused perhaps by the noise below, a lady in the « first
floor front, No. 2, came to the window. This lady
owned the travelling-carriage, and was at this time alane
in that apartment. Asshe looked carelesly at the party,

er eyes rested on pne form-—she turned pale, uttered 3
t cry, and fell senseless on the floor.

‘While Maltravers ig ministering to the com.
fort of Valerie,

The lady who occupied the adjoining chamber, bad
pecavered slowly from her swoon. 8he put both hands
to her temples, as if trying to recollect her thoughts.
Hers was a fair, innocent, almost childish face; and
now, as a smile Jmt across it, there was something so
gweet and touching in the gladness it shed over that
countenance, that you coyld not have seen it withous
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styong and almost painful inteyest. It was the

of 3 person who has known sorrow! Suddenly she
started up, and ssid-— No—then ! 1 do not dream, He
is come back—he is here—all will be well again! Hal
it is bis voice. Oh, bless him, it is his voice!™ She
paused, her finger on her lip, ber face bent down. A law
and indistinct sopnd of veices reached her straining ear
through the thin door that divided hor from Maltravers,
She lisiened intent)y, but she could not overhear the
import. Her heart heat violently. ¢ He is not alane!”
she murmured mournfully, I will wait till the sound
coqses, and then I will venturs in 1™

It is impossible, we presume, for novelists to
dispense with the machinery of extraordinary
mestings, surprises, accidents, snd cross-purposes,
since even the best of them require such helps.
The conversation between Valerie and the man
who had outlived * his fancy” for her, had
brought the gallant and mergiful Ernest, in the
burst of her bittar feelings, to the necessity of
attempting to soothe her ; so he fell on his knee
by her side, “pressing on her hand kisses as pure
as ever cavalier impressed on the hand of his
queen,” when, as the deuce would have it, and as
it always happens in novels, and nowhere else,
in glided “ g fair form—s form fairer and
younger” than that of the Fremch lady—and peor
Alice saw him, herself unseen! ¢ He did not look
up: and Alice Darvil turned away—and her fate
for life was fixed.” ’

This givesus had hopes for the coming velumes,
if ever the romance shall be finisked, which we
oonsider not very probable. And now, with the
eloquent farewell letter of the accomplished Vale-
rie, is tied up a lock of Alice’s hair ; and Ernest
gees forth intp the world, to gather more tro-
phies among the fair and young, the moble and
gifted ; and, in particular, to engage the secret
admiration of the high-born, brilliant, beautiful,
wealthy, and proud Lady Florence Lasocelles
who, adoring him in secret, and with a noble
enthusiasm, becomes his unknown correspondent,
his monitor, his guardian sagel, the inspirer of
every noble thought and act for his country and
mankind. It looks like poverty of resource to
find so many women condemned to the same
destiny—hopeless love ; for Florence is net be-
Joved. But we bave nothing to say to the moble-
minded Lady Florence or her story. The pht
hinges there, on the black villany of her cousin
Ferrers. Let us stick by Alice. One day Ermest
chanced to visit the chapel of a celebrated
mouatebank preacher, accompanied by sa Italian
post—another character very ably drawa, bat
a secondary personage, at this time, in the drama
While the disoourse was drawing to a close—

The dim ontline of a female form, in the distance,
rivetted the eyes and gbsorbed the thoughts of Maltravers,
The chapel was darkened, though it was brosd daylight}
and the face of the person that sttracted Eruest's at-
tention was concesled by hor bead-drsss and veil But
that bend of the meck, so simply graceful, ® hymbly
modest, recalled to his heart but ons image. . . 358
more intently he gazed, the more firmly Ernest was per
suaded that he saw before him the long-lost, thy never-ta-
be-forgotten mistress of his boyish days, and his first
love, "On ane side of the lady in question sete sn eiderly
gentleman, whage eyes were fixed upon the preacher im
on the other, a beautiful little girl, with loag fair ring:

falf
Totsy and that cast of fontures. which, ‘foom e sxgole
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deicacy and expressive mildness, painters and posts eall
the “angelic.” These persons appsared (o belong te the
mms party.  Maltravers literally trembled, so great were
bs impatienes and agitation,

It was Alice. 8he was lost in the erowd. For
many succeeding Sundays he returned ; but she
appeared no more. But at last consolation came.
“ He saw her in reputable, nay, opulent circum-
stances.”’ « He would aleep in peace.” “ She was
not s wanderer upon the face of the earth who
bad slept in his bosom.”

Was she married to that staid and sober-looking per-
spage whom he had beheld with her ? was that child the
ofispring of their union ? He hoped so—for he loved her
ww a8 3 brather. Poor Alice ! could she have dreamed,
whea she lay at his feet gaging up into his eyes, that a
time would come when Maltravers would thank God for
the belief that she was happy with another |

Ernest Maltravers now felt a new man : the relief of
ocience operated on bis literary compositions, A more
aeyant and elastic spirit entered into tham-—they seamod
@ breathe a3 with a second youth.

Alice was the wife of Mr Templeton, the rich
banker, and the same plebeian uncle from whom
Lumley Ferrers expected a great fortune, until
be had somewhere picked up this mysterious
young widow and her lovely child. But Lumley
was pet a man to be easily disconeerted or driven
from his point, His machinations to separate
Lady Florence from Maltravers, to cajole his
wulgarly ambitious uncle, and forward his selfish
aad villanpus schemes, are often improbable,
aad break in upon the identity of the char-
acter, Another pussle for the reader is, What
is to beoome of Ferrers in the future volumes ?
Postic justioe must be satisfied ; and the
sather, at the close, leaves himself a elear
stage. Lady Florenoe, rather tedious on her
death-bed, is killed off; and Lord Vargrave,
the sanctified banker, having gained one grand
object of his worldly ambition, a peerage, is also
sent abruptly heme, having made a will, be-
queathing his step-daughter at eighteen, and an
immense fortune, to Lumley. Even the base
nature of Ferrers—now Lord Vargrave, in Par-
liameat, and a flaming orator—feels the moral
beeuty of the ever-pentive, subdued, and retiring
vife and widow of his late uncle. Qn a lovely
May morning, some months after the death of
Ledy Florence and the banker, and when Ernest,
sickeaing at life and all its interests—annoyed,
teo, by malignant and petulant eriticism of those
witings whose beauty she had felt so deeply and
sdmired s0 much—had abandoned his Parlia.
m duties, and gone abroad, Ferrers sate

By the window in his late uncle’s vills, in his late
tade's ecasy chair—his eyes were resting musingly on
e green lawn on which the windows opened, or rather
% two forms that were seated upon a rustic bench in
the middle of the sward. One was the widow in her
Weeds, the other was that fair and lovely child destined
W be thebride of thenew lord. . . . Lumleygazedon
Bem both, and on the child more earnestly. She is ver
lovdy,” he maid; “she will be very rich, After all,
W 5ot to be pitied. I am a peer, and 1 have enough to
Hvewgom at present I am a rising man—our party
'm,.ud, though I could pot have had more than
3 seat at the Treasury Board six months ago,
whnfwys an active, zealous, able commoner, now that

"1 may open my mouth and—bless me !—I knew not-
how many windfalls maydrop in!{ My uncle was wiser
than I theught, in wrestling for this peerage, which he
won and I wear!—Then, by-and-by, just at the age
when I want to marry and have an heir, (and a pretty
wife saves one a vast deal of trouble,) 200,000L. and a
young beauty { Come, come, I have strong eards in my
hands, if I play them tolerably, I must take care that
she falls desperately in love with me. Leave me alone
for that—I know the sex, and have never failed except
in——Ah, that poor Florence! Well, it is o wuse re.
gretting !’

Thus ends the first portion of the work, ¢ with
what, though rare in novels, is common in human
life—the afliction of the good, the triumph of
the unprincipled.”

Come we now to our third romance, ¢ Con.
cealment”—ill-omened name, and most effective
in concealing a carefully-finished and very merit-
orious fiction. ¢ Concealment” is a novel of the
Edgeworth school, with a pleasant dash of Ma-
dame D’Arblay and Miss Austin. Its moral
object is to inculeate sincerity and truthfulness,
or rather those habits and principles and that
strength of mind upon which truth depends.
By no direct failure in truth, not even by the lie
acted—but by the want of the moral courage
requisite in a great emergenocy, a lovely, and
amiable, and passionately-beloved young woman,
involves a whole family in the deepest distress,
and her husband in disgrace and misery. S8he
expiates the crime of bigamy by remorse, peni-
tence, and death. We do not mean to enter
upon the story ; and, to say truth, there is no-
thing more in it than a thread upon which to
hang the variety of well-sustained characters
who carry forward the business to the catae-
trophe, and secure the purpose of revealing the
author’s opinion on men and women, morals,
manners, politics, poetry, and literature. In the
character of Lady Darcy,the authorhas developed
the idea of a woman coming as near perfection as
humanity permits: self-sustained—how different
from self-sufficing !——and self-denying; dignified,
nobly-principled, affectionate, earnest, devoted
to those she loved, and continually doing good—a
Christian heroine, in short ; and emphatically a
gentlewoman as distinguished from a mere lady.
We must, however, leave this beautiful char-
acter, and the no less engaging younger heroine,
Clara, to the reader’s study. The minor per-
sonages are less in danger of suffering from our
partial representations. There is, first, Mrs
Winifred Loraine, an ancient maiden gentle.
woman, the kinswoman and hereditary append-
age of an aristocratic family, who is the type of
thousands of a class that would be amusing were
they not really more mischievous than the feeble-
ness of their intellect and the absurdity of their
prejudices render probable. The hold this lady
has over her proud relation—himself a capital
moral portrait—is thus accounted for :—

It was one of Sir Edward’s ¢ blemed inconsistencies,”
that, with all his contempt for weakness in general, he
always exacted from ethers, and pald himeelf, the most
punctilious respect to Mrs Winifred. This arose partly
from feeling ann that one of his pame should bo %0

Tamalng, with what they call a stale in the country, | ow in the acale of inteilect, and he supposed tlI;isgto be
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the only way of counteracting the imsignificance into
which she would otherwise have fallen; and partly be-
cause she was dependant, and he was too gentlemanlike
in feeling to allow others to discover this from his man.
ner towards her. She had two especial points of violence,
almost of deliriam—her religion and her politics—or, as
she herself expressed it, ¢ her King and her God.” These
were so identified in her mind, that the terms « Atheist”
and ¢ Republican” were with her almost synonimnous,
and were indiscriminately bestowed on all who differed
from her in opinion. Yet, with all this, there was such
an absence of malice, the mind was so perfectly clear of
guile, even the guile of concealing its own defects, that
those who were most the objects of her dislike could not
be persuaded to return it, It seemed strange that one so
destitute of the reasoning faculties should have perplexed
her small apprehensions with those subjects on which
even the strongest heads are apt to go astray; and it
could only be explained by her having spent her youth
with a grandmother, whose grandmother had, when a
child, sat on the knee of Charles I. ; and baving herself
been betrothed to a gallant captain who was killed by
the monsters of the American revolution.

This old lady, one day, hears that the heir,
the representative of the family, is to be married
to a foreigner :—

¢ So, ladies, you have come at last;—that I have
lived to see this day—this dreadful day! the heir of
Sir Edward Loraine married to an Indian—s black
heathen!" & An Indian ! my dear Mrs Winifred—an
Italiun you mean—a beautiful Italian,” said Clare, eagerly,
glad to have the power of alleviating the blow.

« He told me it was an Indian]; but it is all the same—
these Italians are as bad as heathens ; and almost as
black. The Popeis an Italian; 1 know all about it—my
great-grandmother married an Italian, aud he rau away,
and left her with five children. O Lord! have mercy
upon us |” P . . . .

¢« QOh! Baroness Darcy, if you had but allowed him
to be disinherited, I might have died in peace. I always
thought he would bring disgrace on the family. But
what's her name? Am I to hear nothing about it, but
what that old painting man told me ? Sir Edward would
have told me first ; that he would—but times are changed
now."”

f“:.:-ler name is Theresa Doria; she is of a noble Italian
i "'
“ 1 noble family—the name of a fisA—I remember
em at Bath—the John Dorys—I always hated ’em. She’s
a nun, too, I suppose ; they're all nuns in Italy. Is she
& nun ?”

But Mr O’Connell is the awful bug-a-boo of
this ancient spinster and her compeers. We are
not sure but that the ¢ Liberator” has a piece
of Mrs Winifred’s death to answer for. She has
s congenial, or rather an appropriate gossip in
Mies Catt, an individual of the Prat¢ genus.
Those inferior personages, some of whom must
be from the life, with the femily group of the
Mactavishes of Castle Avish, for whose identity
we pledge ourselves, might make the fortune of
s novel altogether, independently of its higher
characters and main interest. The five or six
young ladies of Castle Avish, hearing that their
new neighbour, Clare Loraine, the protegée of
Lady Darcy, was a beauty and an heiress, made
up their minds that she might, by a small degree
of condescension on the part of the family, be
a match for their brother, the heir. The scene
is very clever and admirably truthful.

Spring is said to be the season of hope, and hope the
prototype of spring—therefore August may safely be said
10 be the spring of the Highlands, for it is then the lairds
begin to live, the moor-game to die—the heath to bloom,
and the ladics to dress, As it was now approaching this
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season of mighty import, the family of the Laird of Mac-
tavish, of Castle Avish, presented the usual appearances
of “ big and busy enterprise.” The young ladies, four
in number, were seen presiding from dawn to twilight
over the labours of their sewing handmaidens—taking
sleeves of moderate dimensions from the gowns of last
year, and cutting up webs of muslin and talle into gigan-
tic gigots, and overpowering pelerines. The mammas of
the family was equally occupied with forward-looking
thoughts in her own departmeat, and delighted to see her
girls o usefully and properly employed. She had ar-
ranged, in her mind’s eye, the desserts of the first week
after the 12th—which was the important week—and had
thrown herself into an arm-chair after this great mental
effort, to enjoy the sweets of repose, and to admire her
daughters, who were that day in the agonies of compos-
ing 8 cape, to make a dinner gown act the part of a
morning one, if necessary. Do not let it be sup) we
think lightly of such efforts ; we have too often suffered
from the want of such prevoyance to feel anything but
admiration, which word sometimes means wonder. The
young laird of the family was by no means idle during
this universal activity of mind and finger. His vocation
was to exercise and whip his dogs, preparstory to the
important day, and occasionally to stride in amongst his
family, to be admired in his new shooting dress, and to
report to them the news of the country. The old laiid
was still in existence, but was kept much in the back-
ground; and to him the month of August brought nothing
but neglect.

Mr Fergus M'Tavish—or, as he was called in the dis-
trict, Captain Fergus, being a lieutenant on half-pay—
was a tall, slim man, with a small skull, and a bushy
crop of good dark hair. His whiskers were much culti-
vated, his head much elongated from his neck, by a black
stiff stock, his nose hooked, his colour good, and he was
altogether what is called a very handsome young man;
he had of course the military air, and was, besides, the
heir of Castle Avish, and the chief of that ancient clan.
He was an only son, had been brought, up at home, and
had joined ‘the army at a time when no battles were to
be fought, except at balls, and no sieges to be attempted,
but ladies’ hearts. On the day we have mentioned, Mr
Fergus M’Tavish made his appearance in a new shooting
dress, and, striding up to the drawing-room mirror, ex-
claimed, in a voice as good-natured as its harshness would
allow—

“ Well, girls, what do you say to this ?”

¢ Oh, beautiful, Fergus !—_never saw you look so well
—the fit behind is beautiful,” exclaimed five voices at
once.

¢ I thought you would all like it—it certainly does
set off my figure ; I think I told you before what the
hon:mnble Miss Montjoy, st Cheltenham, once ssid to
me.”

« What did she say, Fergus, darling?" said Mrs
M'Tavish ; «I like to know about such good company.”

% Yes, she certaiuly is a devilish fine woman; why,
she said, in her impressée manner, ¢ Mr M'Tavish, your
figure is so fine that your tailor has no merit ; you would
become any coat.” Well, but girls, I have famous news
for you ; some of you must be off this year, Who do
you think bas taken Leven Farm ?”

« | hope it is an officer,” said Miss Lilly M'Tavish,
who was yet innocent enough to think that all officers
were heroes,

« Faith, Lilly, it's much better than an officer; they
are often poor enough, but this is a man of great fortuné,
heir to a title too. His name is Arundel ; he is to have
a large party after the 12th, and he is coming to-morrow
tno“le'ok about him, Now, 1 think if we strike in &t

it ——

Mrs M'Tavish looked alarmed at this unexpected over-
turn of her d stic arr g .

¢ I think that would look pushing, Pergus darling;
but, on the 12th, I would certainly invite him, aod a8
often after as you like. And, Fergus dear, I'll tell you
what I have been thinking about for you—I hear there
is a Miss Loraine coming with Lady Darcy, and thﬂf
she is likely to get Glenleven, aud ‘s’ great deal mores

4,

|
|
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m,?"do-‘t you think that would be a nice catch for

you

¢ Faith, mother, that’s a good idea ; that is to say, if
the girl’s presentable. I could not do with an ugly one ;
the officers would quiz me to death, for they called me a
great beauty-fancier ; and, to tell the truth, some beau-
ties have fancied me. Is she young, mother?"

“ Mrs Becky M'Intyre told my Lizay she was quite
young, and very comely; she has a brother a baromet,
sod she's a cousin of Lady Darcy.”

% That all sounds well—the sister of a baronet; it
woald do, and Glenleven would be a nice addition to us.
I've 2 good mind to walk down, and ask when they are
expected.  So, good bye, girls,and make haste with your
gowns. Eb, do you think Miss Loraine will have me 7
tking a last look at the mirror,

¢ Have you ?”* said the admiring group, while a loud
lsugh and five giggles succeeded this modest interre-

ptory.

Woe finish the sketch with the first visit of the
Mactavishes of Castle Tavish..

The story was scarcely concluded befors the clan
Tavish made their appearance in great force; all the
young ladies being too impatient to see their future
sister-in-law at the same moment to consent to separate.
The family coach had therefore been fillled outside and
in, and the young laird, his portly mother, and four
Mosming sisters poured in upon the uncomscious trio.
!lr Fergus made the opening speeches, in his most strik-
ing manner ; his enfrés was a remarkable contrast to
the polished tranquillity of their late visiters. He was
in 2 military undress, and contrived to turn and twist
himeelf round for the purpose of exhibiting the fit of his
ot behind, which was evidently the idol of his im-

“ Hope your Ladyship has quite recovered from the
fatigues of your voyage. I consider myself most fortu-
mte in having this day, before ourimportant business com-
Wences, to wait upon your Ladyship and Miss Loraine,
prticularly after our romantic meeting in the wood, I
teld my sisters, and advised them to do the same. Ha !
ha! ha!” « Don’t you find it takes your hair sadly out
o curl, s0 early in the day, too?” said Miss Maria
W'Tavish, iv a confidential tone, to Clare who sat near
ber. “ Walking in the woods, do you mean ? No, it
mkes no difference to me; and if it did, I believe I
should still do it.”” « No difference ! how very strange
2w ! Do tell me if you have been out this morning, that
I may judge ; but, perhape, your hair has a natural curl,
wd that makes such a difference. I am sure it has, by
the way it falls, Fergus’s does, and I think that's the
Tason he always looks so handsome ; many gentlemen
look better at ome time than another ; but he always looks
the ame.” & Indeed !" said Clare, ¢ that is unusual.”
“Oh! how I wish my hair curled as yours does! Do
You know of anything new that makes the hair look as
if it curled naturally? I should so like it—there is
wmthing in the world I think so important as fine hair.”
Clare was saved from a reply by an appeal from Miss
Lilly M’Tavish, a younger sister, whose desideratum was
2ext to be attended to. “ Miss Loraine, can you allow
B¢ to copy any new miilitary airs you may have brought
vith you from the south? We are expecting Captain
Twistlemere of the Hussars, and he is 8o fond of military
wuic. He says it always puts bim in mind of battles.
1 sbould like 0 much to have some pretty airs to play

' bim.” I am sorry I am not musical; but some
Mw music is mentioned hete,” taking up a journal from
the table;  you may, perhaps, like to look over it.”
“ Dear me, don’t you play? Fergus, Miss Loraine can’t
pay!—dear me!” Miss Lilly’s simplicity called fortha
frown from her brother, and she busied herself forthwith

i ber list of music. Clare liked her the best of the

Ry, and was going to give her some further informa.

?l when the solemn Miss Maria again asssiled her.

Miss Loraine, bave you seen Mr Arundel P ¢ Yes,
1e was here this morning.” ¢ Did you ever see hair so

Mmutifully kept? What a time it must take to brush

L3 “1 am net sure that I observed it particularly,”

Captain Twistlemere’s hair is & prettier colour; but
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then it does not look quite so well attended to,” « What
colour is Captain Twistlemere’s bair ?” « [ think it is
nearly the colour of yours; perhaps not quite so dark an
auburn, but near it.” While this wise discourse was
going on at one sofs, Lady Darcy was the victim of
something equally profound at the other, Mr Fergus
talked—the sisters giggled at his wit, and the mother
inwardly rejoiced at the impression he must be making.
After a pressing invitation was given to dine and spend
a few days at Castle Avish, the following week, the visit
came to an end, Mr Fergus casting, as he departed, an
irresistible look at Miss Loraine, and hoping that they
might enjoy another romantic walk together, as charm.
ing as the last.

The modest proposal of Captain Fergus to
Clare, is as rich a * popping the question” as
we huve met with ; but we leave it to the curio-
sity of young ladies. It is enough that

With a profound bow, which was intended by its ele-
gance to plant daggers in Miss Loraine’s bosom, Captain
Fergus strode off to his steed, whipping the innocent
bushes as he went, while Clare, tired, disturbed, and dis«
appointed, retreated to her own room, to ponder over
what had passed, and to moralize on that strange animal
man, and his various appearances. When she related
the adventure to her cousin, which she did with much
comic effect, Lady Darcy’s remark was:—

“ Well, I am sorry for what he has suffered ; but you
could not avoid saying what you did; it may perhaps
do him good.”

% No,” replied Clare, “I fear it may do him harm;
for hatred is worse than vanity, and he rertainly can
hate, although I entirely acquit him of all love.”

Captain Twistlemere, the only son of a rich
and fashionable Cheltenham widow—we say Chel-
tenham widow, holding it as equally characteris-
tic with wife of Bath—is, meanwhile, during his
grouse-shooting, captivated by the charms of
Miss Lilly Mactavish. When Fergus, ¢ nursing
his wrath,” reaches home, he sees a carriage, which
is rather a phenomenon in the Highlands, and
¢ posting and reeking horses,” on the castle lawn.

“ What can this be about?” said Fergus to himself,
striding into the house, “some more English insolence,
I suppose. But Lilly shan’t be cheated—that she
shan't 1”

As he approached the drawing-room, he heard female
voices in sharp and angry variety of discord, snd oce
casionally a man’s voice attempting to interpose between
the disputing parties. He listened for a minute or two g
but, curious to see as well as to hear, he opened the door,
and walked in. He found the scene within equal to the
sound without. Mrs Twistlemere, whose back was
towards the door, was a tall, well.dressed, fashionable
Irish widow of forty. The back and sleeves, skirt, collar,
and bonnet, were evidently the work of able artistes, and
the Hibernian block on which they were established gave
an unction to the whole. She was standing in the middle
of the room, pouring forth every irritating invective which
the genius of her country and of her sex could supply,
against poor Mrs M*Tavish, who, meek and helpless, word-
less and stingless, bad sunk into her easy chair, quite ex.
hausted with the defence she had made of the M'Tavish
versus the Twistlemere pedigree.

The gentleman who stood meekly beside the widow
was a little fat man, in a green coat and drab conclu-
sions. He was her agent, and one of the guardians of
young Twistlemere, who, seeing nothing in the general
look of affairs so degrading to the house of Twistlemere,
and, being aware of the extreme folly of his ward, and of
his ward’s mumma, was very desirous to make things
verge towards an amicable arrangement,

The close is admirable. Fergus marries the
dashing widow, and becomes father-in-law to his
brother-in-law. In another vein,( we givea ran-
dom specimen or two of a work into which we
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thould have Tiked to enter fully, had any oppor-
tunity offered, before, in these days of hot haste,
twenty newer books had overlaid it for a time.
With these specimens, we commit  Coneealment”
to the patient excavators of the library. Unbap.
pily there are now no patient excavators of the
periodical press, and a book destined to emerge
is still as good as manuseript. Here, first, is
the epirit of tolerance, or, better, of Christian
charity,

Mr Delaney, the chaplain of the de Clifton family was
a person who would have been an honour to any church,
and his society proved a great pleasure to the circle into
which he was thue accidentally introduced.

No one rejoiced more sincerely than Lady Darcy did,
at finding goodness and piety anywhere, ‘and it perhaps
gave her the more pleasure to discover it amongst the
Romish priesthood, because, from the unlimited powet of
the office in that church, she less expected to find that
union of holiness and humility which a ¢¢ steward of the
mysteries” is so solemnly enjoined to possess.

In her own intercourse with Theresa, she avoided all
controversy, being thoroughly persuaded that life is too
short, and human reacon too imperfect, to correct the
speculative errors of others, and that all the good that
can be effected by ome human being towards another,
must be by the silent influence of example, rather than
by the force of argument and the strife of words.

Her indulgence to errors of faith arose, not from in.
difference to the spiritual condition of her fellow-creatures,
but from a deep sense of human weakness, and sn abid-
ing sense of divine power and mercy. Where she saw a
mind, darkened by ignorance, or misled by sin, she spared
no pains, no prayers, te enlighten and to heal; but
where others deneunced, she was silent ; where others
feared, she hoped. She was, however, in no degree blind
to the different shades of character or of creeds.

Our next specimen shall be an ingenious esti-
mate of character :—

It happened one evening, about this time, when the
Hall and Cottage inmates were assembled as usual, tha¢
the conversation turned on examples of elevated virtue,
and Herbert called upon the party te naine those person-
ificatiotis of excellerce, real or fictitions, which had ex-
¢ercised most power over the minds of the amembled
group.

“1 am sure,” he said, * you will all agree that ¢ la
dame de mes pensées’ is most unexceptionable, and she
has (he merit of being a real personage, although best
known to us by her fictitions name; I mean * Jeanie
Deanr.’_Young Stuart, who read the book to me with
true spitit, said, his sister would have acted as she did in
the same circumstances. Now, Willoughby, let us have
your lady or ladies.”

* 1f you sallow of two,” Willeughby ssid, I think
mine must be Madame Roland and Mrs Unwin..one the
heroine of my youth, the other of my age. You may
laugh, but I ean defend my choice. Lady Darcy, we
call upon you for your heroes.”

“ lp am dispesed to bear yom comnpany,” she smid,

- THE WIND UNBOUND.

smiling, ¢ snd take Cowper and La Fayelte, Now
Theresa, it is your turn.”

Theress shook heér hesdl, and eaying, < Clare; you
must speak for me,” she went oh with her embroidery.

- ¢ ] am afraid,” said Clare’ « I am not s0 modetate as
any one of you; but am like a cliild when asked who it
likes best. How many may I have P*

¢ Not more than three,” #4i& Herbert,

' % Only three—and one for Theress, as she has deputed
me to choose. I say, in her nsme, Max Pieccolomini;
and in my own, at the risk of béing thought even more
wild than Mr Willoughby—Don Quixote, John How.
drd, and Hamlet.”

Clare’s tric were received with some merriment, and
Willoughby said_

¢ As ijllustrations, I suppose you mean, of the purest
he'rolm‘t', the truest philanthropy, and tbe highest in-
tellect, o

¢ Exactly,” said Clare, blushing., ¢ Thank yeu for
helping me out with my meaning ; how do you justify
your own choice of two such very opposite ladies? [
conclude that you admire the one for her talents, and the
ather for ber patient friendship ?*’

¢ Yes, and I love both for that self.devotion to what
they felt to be right, for that steadfasiness of virtue
which enabled them to act and saffer up to their own
principles. Mrs Unwin seems to me unequalled in the
aunals of enduring friendship, and Madame Roland still
rises, amid those fearful days, as the ene unsullied lands
mark of the cause she could net save,”

“ Yes,” said Lady Darcy, “ she has always seemod to
me a marvellous creature. In her country and age, t6
be se faultless a wife, 5o tender a mother, 50 warm s
friend, and, if ] reeollect right, se dutiful a dsughter to
a father she could not respect—all this, apart frem her
great ability, makes her character truly werthy ef ad-
miration.”

¢ T am delighted to have yeu on my side,” said Wil.
loughby, ¢ because it convinces me I am right: She was
a beautiful illustration of what human philesepby, en.
riched by the affections of woman, can accomplish. Mrs
Unwin's philosophy was divine—the highest and the
holiest, and one cannot but feel that, se far as action
is concerned, there might be many mere Madame Re-
lands than Mrs Unwins ; but in both, there was that
preferring of others to themselves, which is of all qualic
ties of our nature the most approaching to the divina,”

“ And which,” said Herbert, ¢ my hereine possessed
in perfection, with, at the same time, the strictest sense
of truth and justice. Many people can make great satrie
fices for those they love; but few have the moral courage
to love truth better tham the object of their affection.”

As Herbert said this, be rose and approached the fire,
Lady Darcy and Willoughby turned tewards him ; bt
Clare’s attention was arrested by Theresa’s appearance,
which betokened strong internal agitation, produced by
what Herbert was saying.

Theresa, it may be netioed, is the unhappy
wife, whose guilly concealment gives the name
and the tragic ititerest to a work which we leavé
to make its own way. All that it requires is to

be known.

THE WIND UNBOUND.
BY THE AUTHOR OF * TIM BOBBIN'S GRAVE.”

Gob doth unbind the unchained wind;
He bids him go, and hé straightway goeth.
The mighty one from the Lord is gone—
O’er ocean wide snd o’er land he bloweth.

From meunitain peak deth he terror shake 3
'Mid caverned echoes he wildly crieth ;

His wings descead where the pine woods bead 3
Over desert plain in thick cloud he flieth.

On moonless night doth he take his flight ;
Star-spangled regions he then exploreth ;

Flings wide his pinmions in heaven’s dominient ;
And te God's éwn palacesgate he sedreth,

Then back he bends, and to éarth déscends ;
Cloud-rending stormef ! the world he shakéth;
Palefear lies wailing, the brave ate quailing;
The proud ke humbles, thé strong ke breaketh.

On shereless main when his path is ta’en,
Howling he calls on that *whelming ocean ;

The great deep cleaveth, the billow heaveth,
And wind and flood meetin dire commotion.

No ship may ride through that dreadful tide;

8tark horrer yells, every hepe denying)
Tho flerce wind breaketh, thcxndmhk«l-t

O God ! hpve mercy upon the dying!



STRICTURES ON WILLIAM HOWITT'S OBSERVATIONS ON THE
RELIGIOUS SOCIETY OF FRIENDS, AS IT WAS AND ASIT I8.

BY A MEMBER OF THAT SOCIETY.*

s« Now fot

Thou that thou a

Dociare

Frrmep Tarr,—In the two articles written by
William Howitt, en * The Scciety of Friends, as
itwas and as it is,” addressed to the public, as well
= to the members of that body—as a member of
the same, to whom he appeals for the truth and
osrrectness of his picture, I am desirous of re-
plying to a few of his observations, wherein I do
ot think he has eorrectly given our reasons for
seme of our peculiar practices, although, in the
main, I admit that liis portraiture of our religions
secioty (for in no other light did we ever eon-
sider our associsting together) is generally faith-
fal and correct. Bat, although I admit the truth
of his pieture, and consider that, in describing
onr peculiarities, he may be well qualified for his
wndertaking, from his being brought ap and edu-
sated amonget us, which ktas given him s knmow.
ledge he scarcely could otherwise have acquired ;
yet, perhaps; the unprejudiced reader in favour
of any of our views, may scatoely believe that he
has entirely aequitted himmself of any other mo-
tive thaa the reasons which he sdduces, for re-
fasing 10 subseribe to those views wherein he, in
common with ethers, dissents from us. If, there-
fore, the celumns of the widely-circulated periodi-
¢al which has admitted, I believe, shreo pretty
leng articles on onr body from the ssme pen,
remain open for any of its members to testify to
the truth, or correet any misdpprehension of our
views that may be econtained therein, I am
anxious to step forward for the further elacida-
tion of some points in whieh William Howitt
does not hesitate publicly to join iesne with the
religious society of which I understand him to
be are acknowledged member: And, in so doing,
ke appenrs, through the medium of a politieal
periodical, in the eharacter of a reformer eocle-
tiastical. I never heard of any suggestion from

¢ Prom principle and prudence we eschew religious
coutrovetsy, especially Where the difference Hes rather in

words than in ementials, But, as this amiosble explan-
ation affects not merely the opinions ef an individ
but of a large religious socisty, and as the respectable
quarter whence it emanates is known to us, we sball for
once break through our rule. 1ti our opinion, the entiré
sabject of debate betwesn Mr Howitt and our corre-
sponslens ariges from the latter tdo marrowly
Ge text—* The lotter killeth, bus the spirit maketh
slive.” We may obsarve that the address to the Queen,
dted against Friend Howitt, in proof of the bad taste of
his lax moticas about the use of the plaral pronoan, is
saarcely fair ; as, in & decumeat 20 grave, the Quaker use
of the pronoun is peculiarly emphatic. Neither Mr
Hewitt, nor any one, even among “ the world’s people,”
could, we apprehend, objeot to its use dx this instance,
M“&mmwmm,mmm-om

sayst y Quak ua?t.yln qﬂrtlz
er
- rit must have s mode to manifest
1ts latent essencos, as tiees
to their kind ; for trees and fruits
nature of their hidden roots."—KnoWLks.

are drest

his pen in doctrine or praetice, or of his offering
anything for our consideration, in the way of
exhortation, through any of the usual mediume
adopted by those in membership with us, But,
presuming our principles were too little knewn,
and charging us with hiding our light under a
bushel, he proceeds at once to comment upen
our rise as a distinet church, en the characters
of those who were made instrumental in forming
it, and holds up what he describes as our prinei-
ples and practice, contradistinguishing them from
others, and invites allto come tothe light of truth,
S0 far as the principles we profess are found to
be truth, I hope sll will cbey the call to an jm<
partial investigation ; and if, upoa inquiry, we
have been forced to produce the freits in owr
practice that are awarded to ws, let the iree be
judged of by its fruits. 1If, with all our impera
fections as individuals, and I scknewl
are not & few, our peculiar views and prineiples
continne to produce thé honesty, the extended
philanthropy and benevolenoce towards ourselves
and others, which many of the oenserious freely
awsrd us, I say, les our principles, and our peca-
liar practice also, be judged of by the fruits they
produce ; for, if we are in reslity what our
friend deseribes ds to be, perhape few will blame
us for not being in haste to put the chief recom-
mendsdtions which he suggests for eur farther
imprevement, into immediate operation—vis,
a few tunes on the piano, the violis, the guitar;
or sotne other fashionable imstrament ; s greater
cultivation of the fine arts, of painting amd
stulptiire ; & more extended and latitudinarism
tasto for lterature—especially works of fancy-—
in which he eonsiders1 too restricted, al
he admits that < almost all kinds of books; thay
are sttiotly of & pure and landsble kind, they
read and &njoy, especislly history, natural his-
tory, and dcience, and thas in sciences some of thé
Societyare well known to the public.” Hé admits,

mal, | algo, that * the Friends are now great admirers

of natare ; no people are more frequently seen
amongthevisitersof ourmountains and lakes than
they ;* and that ¢ a considersble number extend
their visits to the cities and scenery of the Con-
tinent.”” If this statement, then, be ocorrect, it
appears that we have hitherto preferred msture
to art, both in investigation and eontemplstion.
What the probable effect might be, by a more
devoted attention to the latter, without amy de-
preciation of the former, will be, perhaps, best

answered by an inquiry respecting the characters
of artiste generally, and their patrous; the lovers
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and composers of music, and those gifted with
and devoted to the develupement of musical tal-
ent. Is it found that the cultivation of these
give dignity tv the character, or have a tendency
to call forth or adorn it with the graces and vir-
tues of Christianity ? If not, why does our
friend endeavour to lead away his fellow.mem-
bers from the useful pursuits which he describes
them to be engaged in?

The style in which he details our mode of
officially acknowledging those who appear as
ministers amongst us, I think, sufficiently indi-
cates that it does not r.zet with his entire
approbation, although he does not expressly say
80, or find fault with us on that account. But he
says, that, in every meeting ¢ there are two or
more persons, of both sexes, who are supposed to
live closely under the divine influence, under the
name of elders, whose office it is to judge of the
authenticity of such public effusions ; in other
words, to exercise the office of spiritual tasters.”-
Now, it appears to me an omission not to state
that these elders are elected or chosen for their
office by the meeting at large, for their consist-
ent life and conversation, and general virtue;
and, on this supposition alone, practically exem-
plified, are they considered by the body “as
living most closely under the divine influence ;”
their lives practically evincing that they are in
measure ‘ renewed in the spirit of their minds,”
again into the image of Him who created them,
and, therefore, “ most fit to exercise the office
of spiritual tasters.” Does the author of the
« History of Priesteraft” find fault with the
mode, or is he so much a lover of latitudinarian-
ism in this respect, as entirely to set aside the
judgment of his fellow-members, and allow of
uncontrolled freedom ?

Aguin, if William Howitt, when speaking of
family visits, in sincerity can say ‘that I have
felt on such occasions a sense of the beautiful
purity and cementing spirit of Chrjstian love,
such as no other services have called forth,”
why does he endeavour to derogate from their
usefulness, by saying—‘ he had more than once
heard them predict strange things to different
individuals,” and then, by relating a prediction
in his own case, that he says was not verified,
practically say that he believed them to be all
delusions? And then follows the observation—
¢ I do not here, of course, concern myself with
the propriety or impropriety of the practice.”
This is, I suppose, what he means by the lan-
guage—¢ I have not hesitated to praise what I
admire, and to speak frankly of things as they
m.ll
Our ancient seriptural and grammatical lan-
guage of thou to one person, and you to {wo or
more, to our friend, is not now gram-
matical, whatever it might. be formerly, as gram-
mar is established by custom, which is against
us. I admit that, for the last two or three
centuries, the plural pronoun has been in almost
general use for the singular. But custom is
ancient nsage ;  and the practice of mankind in
all nations, from the beginning of the world, is

‘STRICTURES ON W. HOWITT'S

JSor us, Yet custom can no more change numbers
than genders. If thou is to be discarded, let us
have a distinguishing word in the room of you,
to be used in speech to more than one. I know
words are nothing, but as we give them a value
or meaning by use. But thou, as singular, was
used in the Hebrew, Assyrian, Chaldean, Grecian,
and Latin speech; and now, in the modern
tongues—amongst the Turks, Tartars, Musco-
vites, Indians, Persians, Italians, Spanish, French,
Dutch, Germans, Polonians, Swedes, Danes, as
well as English—there is a distinction preserved.
Although some of these modern tongues have
fallen into the same practice, yet, in some cases,
they are obliged to use the singular pronoun.
In law, our indictments still run in the singular
number, which cannot be avoided without great
circumlocution. Therefore, if this be admitted,
I think our friend’s assertion is not made out—
that the use of thou is a “ violation of modern
grammar,” though it may be of modern practice.
William Penn, in speaking of the origin of this
modern custom, says—¢ It seems the word thou
looked like too lean and thin a respect ; and,
therefore, some bigger than they should be
would have a style suitable to their own ambi-
tion.” William Howitt asserts this cause is re-

moved. I suppose he will argue that the pre-
valency of the practice has removed the cause.

That must, I think, be matter of opinion. He
does not say that the pride of humanity is re-
moved. However, he appears to consider there
is now no occasion for this * outward testimony.”
Yet, perhaps, he will allow me to place before
him the reason which had most weight with
William Penn,as he informs us in his *“No Cross,
no Crown :”"—¢ Because it is a8 most extravagant
piece of pride in a mortal man, to require or
expect from his fellow-creature a more civil

speech or grateful language than he is wont to

give the immortal God, and his Creator, in all
his worship to him. Art thou, O man, greater
than he that made thee! Canst thou approach
the God of thy breath, and great judge of thy
life, with thou and thee, and, when thou risest
off thy knees, scorn a Christian for giving to thee

(poor mushroom of the earth) no better language

than that thou hast given to God just before?”

Is, then, our friend’s assertion, that  the lan-

age has now firmly settled inte the other
form,” a sufficient proof, 8o long as man cannot,
yes, dare not approach his Maker with any other
language than that which he knows to be right
and grammatical ?

The following address to the Queen, on her
accession, is a specimen of our style and gram-
mar, but apparently repudiated by the author
of the  History of Priesteraft.” It might, per-
hape, be more popular and modern written in the
usual style ; but is it less manly and respectful ?

To VICTORIA, Queen of the United Kingdom of Grest
Britain and Ireland, and the Dominions therennto
belonging :—

May it please the Queen, ~
We, thy dutiful and loyal subjects, Members of the
Religious Society of Friends, commonly called Quakers,
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and yepresenting that body in Great Britain and Ireland,
are anxious to take the earliest opportunity of thus
expressing our cordial and faithful attachment to our

We sensibly feel the loss of our late beloved Monarch,
King William the Fourth. We look back upon bhis
reign as a period of no common importance in the history
of our country, marked as it has been by the extension
of civil and religious liberty, by mercy and compasion
to the guilty, and by the recognition of the rights of our
enslaved fellow-subjects. We rejoice in these features of
his government, as evidences of the increasing sway of
Christian principle in the legislation ef our country,

Under feelings of thankfulness to Almighty God,
we offer to thee, our Queen, on thy accession to the
Throoe of these Realms, our sincere congratulations on
the prevalence of peace abroad and tranquillity at home,
May notbing be permitted to interrupt these blessings,
and may the conviction more and more prevail, that
war is alike anti-.Christian and impolitic,

Convinced as wo are, that the religion of Jesus
Christ, our Lord and Redeemer, is the only foundation
for the true happiness of man and the prosperity of a
people, and that it is the surest bulwark to any govern-
ment, our prayer to God is, that it may be the stability
of thy throne, and may influence all the deliberations of
thy council.

Be pleased, O Queen, to accept our earnest and
beartfelt desire, that thou mayest seek for heavenly
wisdom, to enable thee to fulfil the arduous duties which,
in the ordering of Divine providence, thou art thus
early called to perform. Mayest thou live in the fear of
God, and may he incline thy heart to keep his Jaw, and
richly endow thee with the graces of his Holy Spirit.
And at length, when the days of thy delegated trust on
earth are ended, mayest thou, through the mercy of God
in Christ Jesus, enter upon an inheritance incorruptible,
and undefiled, and that fadeth not away.

Signed by us, members of a meeting appointed to re-
m“.n:. the said religious Society in Great Britain and

(Fifty-two Names.)

London, the 12th day of the 7th month, 1837.

With respect to dress, I have little to ob.
serve. This must, and has always been, left to
individual taste and approval ; and, if we do not
adopt a “ rational conformity to the genius of
the national costume,” I presume it is because it
bas been found that the best plan of preserving
a simplicity amidet the variations of fashion, has
been to adopt a particular mode. The Society
never held out any form for its members to
adopt. The query on this subject is simply
this—<¢ Do our members train up their children,
servants, and those under their care, in a reli-
gious life and conversation, consistent with our
Christian professions, and in plainness of speech,
bebaviour, and apparel?” What peculiarities
in dress individuals may adopt inconsistent with
plainness, have ever been repudiated. Baut if
any member do not approve of another’s dress,
he is under no obligation to imitate it. Yet a
plainness, and general uniformity, has still been
preserved amongst those who abide by our ¢ out-
ward and visible testimonies,” a# our friend calls
them, and by which peculiarities a Quaker is
distinguished all over the world. And all those
who profess unity with their views, and not in
these particulars, are not deemed strictly con-
sistent members of their profession, as they are
not adopted from peculiarity but principle, and
nothing short of principle ever has been able
consistently to carry them out,

Much more might have been said on this sub-.
ject; but I am not so anxious to extend my
observetions, as to place these things in their
true light—namely, as the ‘“ mint, apnise, and
cummin” of the law; which ought not to be ne-
glected, although the weightier matters of judg«
ment, mercy, and truth, are the chief. If, like
the Pharisees of old, we make our religion alto-
gether in the former, and overlook the latter, we
are justly condemned. But, from the flattering
picture our friend bas given of us in bhis last
essay, we are far from that state, although the
danger is predicted. Perbaps he may think we
should be in less were we entirely to conform to
the world around us, and allow an observance
of the weightier mattera alone to distinguish us ;
but nonconformity to prevailing fashions, in
small things, where it arises from a purely con.
scientious motive, will always command the re-
spect of good men.

In conclusion, 1 invite all to an investigation of
our doctrines and practices, and to compare them
with the written revelation of truth, and exam-
ple of the true Church in all ages, as recorded in
the Holy Scriptures, To this standard we appeal,
We have no new doctrine or practice, as a body,
that is not in accordance with this record. A
new edition of ¢ George Fox’s Journal” is just
published in two duodecimo volumes, and may be
had through the medium of any bookseller, at a
very moderate price. Let the unprejudiced
reader, who is anxious for the inquiry, read an
account of his labours and sufferings in the cause
he advocated ; of his intrepid courage upon all
occasions, and under every circumstance, which
nothing but an unshaken faith and confidence in
the reality of that which he emphatically preached
and styled ¢ the Truth”—namely, the inward and
spiritual work and operation of religion on the
heart; and that which he considered to be his
peculiar message, to use his own phraseology, to
turn the minds of all to the ¢ teaching of the
grace of God in themselves,” He, and his fol-
lowers, in supporting, looking up to, and inquir.
ing of a separate order of men, set apart by the
State, for the substance of religion, found out
their delusion, that they had spent their money
Jor that which was not bread, and their labour for
that which satisfied not.—Isaiah, lv. 2. To use
the language of Dr Fothergill, one of their most
exemplary and distinguished members, for piety
as well as talents:—¢ They found themselves
impoverished amidst the imaginary treasure of
exterior profession, and famished amongst the
multiplicity of forms. Their situation was like
that of the poor woman mentioned in Mark,
v. 26, who Aad syffered many things of many
physicians, and had spent all that she had, and was
nothing bettered, but rather grew worse. In this
exercised condition, labouring and heavy laden,
they remained without any prospect of relief
from exteriorrites and observations, having proved
their inefficacy by long trial. They therefore
turned towards God, and earnestly sought Him
whom the Father had appointed, to give rest to
the weary soul. The anxious concern of their
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minds was evidént, ind sometimes might ocea-
sion, upon divers of them, theliteral accomplish-
ment of that most nécessary injunction, Phil. ii.
12—* Work out your own salvation with fear
and trembling.” Hence, the name of Quakers
was given to them, at first in scorn, and by many
continued from the same motive. The apre-
hension of imminent danger to the dody hath
often produced this effect without reproach to

the parties affected ; and why should i§ be |

thought to merit any epithet of contempt, to
tremble at the sense of danger to that immortal
part, which must inevitably abide the decisive
sentence, of ¢ Come, ye blemed ¥ or, < Go, ye
cursed ' I freely and thus publicly ackhow-
ledge, that, notwithstanding the contempt poured
upon the name of a Quaker, I would rather
sustain it with propriety than gny of the most
dignified titles among the tons of men, But to
proceed :—A degree of divime light aross in
their minds to shew them whereift the essential
light consisted, which was accompahied by faith
in the name of Jesus Christ, by whom salvation
and strength are only attainable. Through a
fight of afflictions they followed hkim ; oruel
mockings, severe imprisonments, banishments,
sequestration of their goods, and almoit every
species of oppression and ctuelty were exercised
upon them, and even death. Yet, ass collective
body, no dcoasion wae ever found against them,

THE WEIRD OF THE DOUGLAS,

edcept conoerning the law of fheir Gof.<-Dan.
vi. 5. This fervent ciy of soul after substance
was graciously regarded by a prayer-hearing God,
He lod them in the way te peses, and spoke
comfortably to them ; raised in many thousands
the same réligious hunger ; and, by the baptism
of the Holy Spirit, united them together as men
of one heart. T this we owe our being es @
people separate from ethers.”

Wihile, therefore, in the présent day, the Eete-
blished Church of Scotland is trying to procare
a grant from Government off the national re.
venue, and denouncing the Cathalic Church of
Ireland, because it has spplied, for the purpese of
general education, for a part of the money
granted to the law.established and supported
Episcopal Protestant Church, I am glad to find
such a general sense in the country agaimst any
farther applieation of the national purse for the
support of ahy particular party, whereof all are
not partakers, though all are contributors; and
that the time appears rapidly approaching when
more will unite with the Quakers in refusing to
believe thas the ministers of the gospel are to be
set apart as 8 séparate order of men, and that
they are not now, as formerly, appointed and
ordained by the Minister of Ministers s go forth
t'ro;!zZt ud,e“ JSrecly Maving received, freoly give.”
— . X 8,

THE WEIRD OF THE DOUGLAS.
A METRICAL TALE

Up sprung the warrior grim and old—
“ And saddle me my coal-black steed ;
For, long ere carfew-bell hath tolled,
His hoof shall trathp along the Tweed.
Yon haughty warden—wo to him !
My belted brand for lady’s ring,
If of his beeves be left a limb !—
Sword, casque, and steed, haste, Barbour, bring.”

His coal-black steed was at his side,

But groom nor warder lists his call—
« Avs Maria, shield ! he cried—

“ Rank gram is growing in my hall ("

He little weened, that warrior bold,

‘That full five hundred years had rolled
Their suns o’er human hope and pain,
Sinee last his coarser felt the rein;

Since last, when downing sword and plumte;
He vowed the English warden's deosi

The bold mosstrooper gazed with awe,

A if enchantmerit’s poiver he saw ;

His courser pawed the grasy ground,

And crumbling ruims mouldered roand,
He deemed it could not be,

That one night’s slumber, overspent,

Had crustied éach massy battlement,

And made and veiled cach yawning reat
With cobweb pageantry,

« Sure *twas but yesternight when fun
‘The watchfal warder’s bugle-horn ; ¢ .
Nor note of worse its echoes flang,
Than fantasies for warrior’s scorn.

It told of screaming phantoms nesr,

Of him, my bitter foe, I slew ;
And licked his heart’s-blood from my spear,

Jabbering as by the moat he flew.
It tno‘l:bhow msiden’s bloody form

t o’er the donjon-keep was hovering :

I laughed at all—I knew z: storm

With foam her billowy tomb was covering.
*Tis magic all !—kneel, Barnard, kneel |”*

Knelt the black steed—up sprung the knight
To saddle-bow. His blade of steel

And bugle-hotn were ftly dight.
He grasped the blade, and cried « Ha, ha !
Ana have they left thee, Border law ?”
A blast he blew ; and, ere the tone
?Vu:h filled the cave, he stood alone,

Ith steed, and sword, and buglekera,
B e e ral,

ea ue and bending sky,

Where the cold moonshine ffdin;ly ]
Struggled amid the blase of gold
That from the foimt of radisnce rolled 5

Aud clote beside hime lay
A hoary ruin, weed
Whose bulwarks Time's hand kad rent,
Atid tatret with foundation blent,

Through ages of decay.
Long gased, in mute amase
The Knight, abeve, below, areuvd—
Long strained his look, from hill s hill,
On cliff and cottage, tres and rill..

And filt a creeping awe.
By heathery peak and verdant Tale,
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But, sure as magie’s int the gale,
This is my own blue Liddesdale,
And yon is Dinleyshaw.
Each pinnacle 1 know full well,
Of rugged cairn, and crag, and fell ;
Bat where is vassl, groom, and page ?
And where is Castle Hermitage ?
Vile sorcery!” Another blast
Upon the morning breeze he cast—
When, as in hour of battle’s need,
With thundering hoof and frantic speed,
A hundred horsemen rushed around him,
And with their steel-bright phalanx bound him.
Right joyful was the knight to hail—
Their garb was that of Liddesdale ;
And chiding, as he wont to chide
When failed the rush of the battle's tide,
He poured his questions thick and fast,
Like sleet in Liddal’s wintry blast.
But mute were all and motionless,
And vizarded each warrior's face ;
Bach stern aud silent sat—his band
Upon a shining Border brand ;
Each fixed his keen glance steadily
Upon the chieftain’s falcon eye.
¢ Know ye not me ?”’ the Douglas said,
And fiercely grasped his glittering blade,
Then back recoiled—for well I ween
He ne’er met glance so strange and keen
As shot from eyes whose light seemed given,
Too bright for earth, too wild for heaven ;
Then shouted, in a desperate mood,
« By Mary, mass, and Holyrood !
Whate'er ye be, come one, comse all {
Shakes Dinley’s base as soon as [—
Many have seen a Douglas fall,
But none has seen a Douglas fly ;
Come devil, goblin, ghooa and fay,
This is the wizard’s holiday.”

Dread was the low, deep, thrilling tone,

A hollow laugh, a stifled groan,

Which seemed of fearful mirth to tell—
‘While from one brow the vizor fell.

The face wore famine’s ghastliest hue,

And you might swear the deadly yew

Had waved above the wasted brow,

For many a day, its dismal bough.

A smile within his eye that played,

Like lightning’s flash round battle-blade,
Set, as he said, with fearful glee,

¢ Proud Lord of Liddal, know’st thon me ?"
Deep groaned the chieftain’s labouring breagt—.
“ Can thy dark spirit find no rest,
Dalhousie ? Cannot dungeons deep,

And the strong earth, their secrst keep 2"

** Douglas, thy bour is come—the hour
When vengeance o’er thee claims its power—
For which I’ve longed through ages past,
To hear that bugle’s wakening blast.
Ceuturies have crushed thy castle wall,
Since last in Liddal’s courtly hall

Vassal and chieftain bent the knee,

And bailed thee ¢ flower of chivalry ;*
Since, flinging down, with fiendish laugh,
Into my cell, some corn snd chaff, .
Thou saidst—¢ Be suck thy princely fave !
Ramsay, thy heur is come—despair !*
Now fling thy bugle’s echo shrill,

From Bilhéps to the Gritmoor hill ;

And summon all thy stambering kerne,
For ages couched beneath the fern;

And bid thém tell why lock of rout

And iron-bar forseok their trust—.

Why, braving Douglas’ stern decree,}

The famished captive wanders free.”

% Is there no hope 7 the Douglas eaid,
And dropt on earth his horn and blade.

¢« Hal hath the eagle stoopéd so low ?
Can Douglas quail before his foe ?
Beseems a cheek with terror pale,
The banghty knight of Liddesdale ?
Such lowliness might well atone
A dying rival's feeble moan.
Then, if thy felon ire is dead,
And vengeance from thy lip hath fled,
Ere the warm beam, by brake and fell,
Hath kissed the dew from heather-betl,
My hate to thes must bow to Heavene
Part of thy weird shall be forgiven.
Fly, dogs of hell ! and vait beside
The nether ocean’s raging tide ;
And watch where hopeless spirits groan
Beside the Deuglas’ burning throme.”
A rushing sound, an instant beard;
Like forest leaves or ocean stirred
By sudden gust, that dies away
Ere one might niote its passing sway—
And Douglas and the Ramsay stoed
Alone, in Lidddl’s solitude,
¢« Now speed we forth,” the Ramesy cried,
% And waste not here the morning tide 3
There’s nought to charm a Douglas here,
None trenibles now for Liddal’s spear.
That ruined pile, yon tombstones grey,

Faint traces of thy line afford,
Tell of a name long passed away,

And Liddal owns another Lord,"”

Like firegleani when the clouds are riven,

Meteors the moveless stars among
Gleaming across the fields of heaven,

Darted the coal-black barbs along.
And ne'er in frenzy’s maddest mood,

With fevered strength and fiery will,
Could steed of mortal breed or blood,

So spurn the vale, so breast the hill,
As these two sable coursers, winging
The morning blast, behind them flinging
Gulf, pinnacle, and fragmeat clinging
By slenderest twig o’er yawning steep,
Where rushed the torrent wild and .
Iorseman and horse no shadow cast
On hill and valley as they passed ;

The soundless hoof, as un they flew,

Nor bent the stem, nor brushed the dew ;
Nor marked their flight, by sudden spring,
The deer, nor bird by flap of wing;

Nor ceased his ballad tale to trill,

The early shepherd on the hill 3

Nor earth nor sky gave note of fear,

To mark the demon-barbs’ career.

Few minutes passed, and they had been
Where Gritmoor heuves her edge of blue ;
Had glanced through Harden’s groves of green, '
By Todrig’s links of oak and yew ;
Paused not the flery demon brood,
When Selkirk chime the strained ear pealed on ;
The tones still echoed when they stood
Upon the heights of hoary Eildon.
¢ Douglas, farewell !”” the Ramsay cri¢d—
¢ 1 hear a call I must abide;
It comes from a land where sun nor star
Shines on the captive’s prison bar.
But thou—"tis thine at will to rosm
In quest of kindred, friends, and home ;
Q'er Scotland fair fromh sea to sea,
Thy will, thy words, and feelitigs free,”
Brief space did Douglas watch the form
Of knight and steed, a3 lessening dim,
Like clondspeck héralding the stormy,
They vanish o'er the blue sky’s brin.

Then fierte emotions wildly blent—
Hate,"rage, and dread, and wonderment—
In tumult rushed o’er soul and sénse,
And centred In one look intense
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Of bafiled vengeance ; but deep awe

O'er lip and word maintained its law.

His burning breast dread memories stung;
And o'er him strange forecastings hung.

By waning moon and morning light,
Mirrored in skies as cold and bright,
Slept the blue Tweed—the dying breeze
No longer stirred * the Abbot’s’’ trees;
And, wearing nought of melancholy,
Like virtue, beautiful and holy,

Stood, in its fair and faded grace—

The loveliest ruin of its race—
Time-honoured Melrose | tenanted

By dust of 8cotland’s noblest dead ; !
Shrine of a heart that beat to free

Jts mountain land from slavery ;

Tomb of a prince beneath whose smile
In solemn pomp arose the pile;

Temple whose arch, with cobwebs hung,
Hath oft to midnight Ave rung s

And heard the “ Dies iras™ roll,

‘When passed from earth a sinner’s soul,

An ancient man, with locks of snow,

His toil-worn body bending
O'er pilgrim staff—faint, feeble, alow,

Up the steep hill is wending.
Now by the coal-black steed he stands,
And grasps the mane with trembling hands :—
¢ From Liddal’s lord, a boon to pray,
I've track’d a_long and weary way.
1 know thee, Douglas, by the garb
Of eld—and by thy demon barb ;
And I have passed, since midnight moon,
Three zones, to crave thy knightly boon
‘Which, granted, ample power is mine, -
Thy wildest wish to render thine,”
« Pilgrim, small power hath Douglas now,
Fetters to break, or might to bow ;
Avalils not now bold Liddal’s brand,
Far gleaming in her chieftain’s hand,
A mouldering tower, a blasted name,
Are the sole relics of her fame ;
And Douglas, weak, despised, forlorn,
Hath quailed beneath his rival’s scorn.
Then what the boon, so mean, so low,
This knightly arm can now bestow ?*
¢ Douglas, to ride the lightning’s wing,
The fiery bolt of wrath to fling,
To shoot from glowing star to star,
The gates of death to burst or bar—
Such is the boon a weary wight
Craves from the power of Liddal’s knight.
Within yon walls, beneath a stone
That ne’er was stretched o’er mouldering bone,
Is hid a charm whose fearful spell
Unlocks the nether depths of hell.

On that black stone, with bended knee,
Name the dread name which ne’er must be,
By night or day, by wizard spoken,
And the strong seal of fate is broken.”

The ))ledﬁil given—the pilgrim springs
Upon the coal-black steed ;

And, away, like the rushing of eagle wings,
Is the demon’s fiery speed.

Deep quiet hung over bank and brae,
Not a hum in the vale was heard ;

Fair Melrose asleep in its greenwood lay,
And the Abbey gates were barred,

On its hinge the massy portal swung
At 3 blast of the wizard’s horn,

Bat no echo that arch or cavern flung
To the keeper’s ear was borne,

Dismounts the knight by the long black stone,
And the courser—where is he ?

The knight and the wizard are there alone,
And the knight is on bended knee,

He named the dread mysterious name,
And a voice was heard ¢ Beware !*

He named it again—and a hue of flame
The wall was seen to wear.

Again—and a fearful stillness fell;
On the graves was a ghastly light ;

And the wizard cries— I have found the spell :
Now crave thy wishes, knight.”

% Vengeance,” the Douglas cried, ¢ be mine !
A spirit-piercing sword !

And before me the rival of my line,
Dalhousie’s hated lord 1"

« Have, then, thy wish {—Dark spirits, hear !’
Where stands the Douglas now ?

Strange shapes are around, and pain and fear
Are stampt on every brow,

Each one is placed on & burning throne,
And a vacant throne is there,

And a voice is heard, *mid the gathered groan,
% Thy hour is come—despair !

Forced by a dread o'ermastering might,

To the vacant throne moves Liddal’s knight.

He feels, but he may not see, the power

That guides him in that awful hour.

On the burning summit he sits : his hand

Has the likeness of a fiery brand ;

With a fillet of lame his brows are bound,
Shedding pale light on the gloom around,

The famished face is before the throne,

Stern mockery in its dark eye speaking ;

From its lips wild laughter’s hideous tone

I8 blent with the mingled moan and shrieking,
Dread sounds—¢¢ To the darker realms descend !”em
With the waves of mirth and misery blend ;
And the thrones of punishment sink from sight,
In the nether world of endless night. G. P

THE PEACOCK.
BY MAJOR CALDER CAMPBELL.
l’h:dl:i:'li:mu ice, that the track over which a peacock has been observed to fiy and alight, is that of a vein of gold."==Journal of

No. XXX111., p. 471,

TRE Peacock, with its plumage rate,
Is a holy bird, and wise ;

For he knoweth that gold is an evil thing,

From which foul thoughts and fancies spring,
To blind our mental eyes;

He knoweth it is the seed of sin,

Whose fruit may ripen the soul within :

For (if legends tell true) he will not tread

On the earth of the track that covers its bed !

Yea, the Peacock is a wise, wise bird,
To fly o'er the spot where the ore of gold
s hid "midst the mould.

But man, with tool, and toil, and word,

And wanton spell, seeks out the mine;
And digs for himself a chain that shall bind
Each blessed impulse of the mind,

Till all shall peak and pine
‘Neath the festering fetters—the craving sin
That dwarfs the soul within!

Copy the Peacock, then, which flies

Over the path where temptation lies §
Tread not the track that glisters with gold,
Or thy fingers will bend the ore to hold,
‘Whilst instant round thy heart shal} freeze
The milk of human charities!
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THE SPECULAWTOR.

A TALE ILLUSTRATIVE OF THE MODERN PRINCIPLES OF COMMERCE.
BY JOHN GALT.

CHAPTER 1.

Tae minister of our parish was a long-headed
man; and to the effect of a sermon which I
heard him preach far on the other side of my
teens, I can trace back the issues and kithings of
mylife. He said that, UNLESS A MAN HAS ANOTHER
OBJECT TO ATTAIN, EVEN IN THIS WURLD, BEYOND
THR MAKING OF MONHY, HE IS BUT A SORDID, VUL-
GAR GHARACTER, BB HI8 PROFESSION WHAT IT MAY,
The words took infoeftmeat of my spirit : I have
ever since syne felt the admonish as a spur to
eadeavour, determined, as I then became, to be
something better in the Maker’s world than
what the minister called a cumbering benweed,
which even the douce cows reject.

Money, in short, has been with me but a means
~the wherewithal to get something else; but
what that should be, I could not say ; certain,
however, I was, that, when I got the money, a
:::hy way of using it would not be difficult to

Towards that airt have my ettlings been aye
drifting ; and it is anent the course of them,that I
have to speak. But, first and foremost, I must
give an inkling of what I was—the upshot will
shew forth what I am ; and will conclude with an
admonishment that may be useful.

My mother, a widow, brought me, when a
bairn, from St Mungo's to the house of her
aunty, in our clachan; and, though then but a
playrife wean, 1 mind that there was a doleful
weeping when we met—I knew not then for
what, though I may now guess; but I joined
chorus in the spring ; and it was well I did so,
for my audible lamentation drew the attention
of the women, and had the effect of making them
restrain their sorrow.

We were not many days in that sojourn, till
mother fell into the arms of a malady, which
carried her, as I was told, into another and a
better world. Soon after her departal, auld
auaty took what the neighbours called a sore
income, and made haste to follow her.

Thus it came to pass that I was cast on the
bands of Providence, an orphan.

What would have become of me when aunty
was blanketted aneath the haps of the kirkyard,
the Lord only knows ; but, on that very night,
He sent the leddy of Broomlands to the inns,
and she heard there of my desolation.

Being of a pityful nature, she sent for me, and
ssid she would pay any decent woman that would
undertake to bring me up ; and for this gospel-
mindedness, her memory is yet as a sweet odour
in the parish.

Mrs Patrick was gotten, a very kind woman,
for the turn; and she took me home with her,
and was both mother and aunty to me.

the smallpox fell upon me, of which my face
bears the vestiges ; but it is no for that I make
mention of it ; but only for the motherliness
that it brought out of the warm heart of Mrs
Patrick. Often yet do I mind her tender care,
and the thought of’t renews, in a sense, the ex-
perience of my early days, making the remem-
brance of my orphanship like the taste, somehow,
of a delicious orange in summer weather. Sure
am I, therefrom, that the world, with all its
faults, abounds in needful charity, if we ourselves
be rightly directed to awaken it.

When I grew better, I spent two years and
more as an idle runagate, before being sent to
the school ; but, although I did not overly join
the rank-ringing enemies of the town, as Mrs
Patrick called the other childer, I was not condu-
macious against playing. Only the loneliness of
my condition made the sproutings of gladness
within me often dowie ; and I was, now and then,
filled with a serious amaze, sitting often forlorn
at a dike-side in the fields, musing of many
things that were the workings of an elder under-
standing, insomuch that some douce Christians,
who saw my habitudes, said I was surely ordained
to be a minister of the gospel.

¢ ] would not object to be a minister,” said I,
one day, to Mrs Patrick when she was telling
me what the neighbours thought; ¢ but how
may it be brought to a bearing? Nobody can be
a minister without a father or a friend—and I
have none ;” which saying caused compassion to
flood her eyes ; but she told me to be of good
cheer, for Providence had wealth enough in the
coffers of eternity to supply the needs and wants
of all the world.

It was not long after this that my benefactor,
the good leddy of the Broomlands, was seized with
her dead-ail, and, after a sore time o’t, was taken
off the earth. A cousin came to be her inheritor,
who was a man of most strict legalities, and,
for anything I ever heard to the contrary, might
have been honest likewise ; only it was not
surely a very comely thing of him, considering
the stocking-foot he got by the leddy, to ut-
terly refuse to bear the cess of me—s0, had I not
by this time been fastened to the heart of Mrs
Patrick, by affection, I might have been a waif
that knows not where to lay its head. But she,
seeing that there was no longer trust to be put
in man for me, put confidence in Providence, and
had blithe hopes that I would be seen to.

The first thing she did, on learning how I was
commended by needcessity to her affections, was
to go to the schoolmaster, and see if he would
take me for the poor scholar; the laddie who
bad the post having gone to be a cabin-boy.
It was just in the nick of time,.for the master

1 was not long removed till the calamity of

A

was glad to get me ; which caused Mrs Patrick
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to be thankful that, as one door steeks, the
Lord is sure to open another,

After my education was finished—for all I got
was as the poor scholar—I was bound a ’pren.
tice to Mr Sheddles, a most methodical weaver,
to learn the trade ; and here I cannot but make
a noty-beny, that it is a blessed contrivance of
heaven, for the benefit of poor folk, that prentice-
ships have been invented ; for the friendless and
fatherless thereby get their pick, and learn a
business whereby, in riper years, they may come
to be topping characters.

. CHAPTER IL

When my time was out, I went with another
shep.lad intil 8¢t Mungo’s ; and we got work in
the muslin line from Maister Webs—anent whom
it behoves me to bs very particular ; for, after
I had been with him about the space of a year,
he said to me, when I met with him one Sab.
bath morning on the Green, where I used, every
Lord’s Day, to take a walk by myself—

« Peter,” said he, * it’s no to be expeckit,
man, that a lad of a geny like you will stay
longer at the looms than he can help it; and I
have had a thought thereof running in my head
for some time. In short, Peter, maybe ye have
a friend, that ye little trow’d of, who is right
willing to serve you. To be sure, muckle is no
in my power, but there is a something ; and if
ye'reof a conformity to hearken to cannie counsel,
Il give yon an advice that may whelp a provostry
some day.”

Thus did he, at one and the same time, give me
an advice, and a reason to ettle to rise in the
world.

¢ Deed, Mr Webs,” quo’ I, * I'll never lee:
I didna think I was so well aff in the warld.
Howserer, if the thing ye would wise me to can
be eompassed with eidency, I'll no say but 1
have a wish within that ought not to be a talent
tied in a napkin.”

 Very discreetly spoken,” replied Mr Webs;
* and now that we are in a manner of secrecy,
T'll unbutton my breast to you, and we can then
lay our heads thegither, and discourse of an
advantage and mutuality that may be a come-to-
pass in time to ws both; for, although I have
more mnicks in my horn than you, I'm no sae
auld as not to have a to-look.”

1 thereupon told him, that I had long thought
him a gash carle, and that he might be sure I
would give good heed to his whys and beeauses,

“ Weel,” said he, ‘“ mair ecannot be expeckit—
snd noo I'll begin. Ye see, ever since this
gelloping on treddles, in the muslin line, had
p right set-out, I have had a notion that there
would be a great prosperity ; and, day after day,
T have geen a progression—verily,in so much that
I have often said to myself, It will come. In
short, Peter, I have thought that, as David was
anointed to be a king when but a berd laddie,
ye were surely anointed for a purpose in the
manufacturing line—which is the cause of my
now wpeaking as ye hear me speak.”

" % Bat, Mr Webs,” quo’ I, « what may be that
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purpose P—for I’ll no deny that I have had cleck-
ings in my own head to the same end.”

¢ 1 thought so,” replied he— for I have an
ee in my neck, and can spae seme fortunes.
However, no to mak a sprose aboot my sagacity,
I'll come to the point. Seeing that there is an
outcoming in this cotton-trade, I thought, if I
happened to fall in with a lad willing to do weel,
I might get a market for some of my notions ;
and now I have made a bit gathering, which
maks me, I'll no say overly just crouse, te let
you see the lining of my bosom. But, to make a
short of along tale, I have a nest-egg with Robin
Carrick, the banker, and it may encourage lay-
ing, though we needna keckle about it. 8e you
see, Deter, having this nest-egg, what's to hinder
us to be marrows in nesting ? 1 have been think-
ing of taking a trig mansion in a creditable land,
and, with the help of your hand, to put up the sign
of ¢ Webs & Patterns, manufacturers;’ and try
how good luck is disposed to befriend us.”

¢ Really, Mr Webs,” quo’ I, out of the bodie
to hear him, “ ye have opened to me a vista; and
if ye think I can help, I am ready, heart and
hand, to go all the rightesus lengths ye would
wish.”

So, out of this eonfabble, we had in time a bear.
ing, and by-and-by after it, there was, in natural-
ity, a christening, and the bairn's mame was
“ Webs & Patterns, manufacturers,” en a sign
fastened under the windows of the fourth story
of Ettle’s Land, in the Candlerigs.

CHAPYER 111,

Having thus, as rehearsed in the foregoing chap-
ter, gotten a degree with Mr Webs, and no lenger
aweaver—he sitting on athree.legged stool with-
in a railed bunker, with a green durant curtain
around, and book .muslins on shelves ahint him
in a warehouse, as a manufacturer—the where-
withal that was in me began to ope and kittle
upsettings.

I looked after the men of the shop maybe a
wee owre particular at first ; but I soen learned to
mind my hand, for I did not need a dominie to
tell me, far less a professor of philosophy in the
college, that to notice everything like a fault, is
no the way to manage every sort of mankind, to
the attainment of a satisfaction, either to your-
self or for them. No doubt, weavers, and these
of a sederencie, are often of the fashious gender,
being troubled with vapours that sometimes get
the better of their parts when trade’s guid ; and
the man who does not discern this, is liable to
turn to the left when he means to take the right.
If he has, however, a natural gumption, he soon
finds the length of his tether, and eontains him.
gelf within it. But this observe, I must say, is an
after-thought, begotten of experience ; for, in the
sooking months of Webs & Patterns, I cannot
hold forth of myself that I was in all things
perfect, having naturally a brittle temper, as it
kithed, and gleg een—qualities in an overseer
that need guid cooking to make into wholesome
kail.

Bat really Maister Webs was a cordial .of a
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posiasr. Ho sat in the wareroom all day at his
dpsk like an image ; and waa naver to be sought
ﬁar whea a customer came in; nor did he ever
mim going to the Tontine Coﬂ'ee.room at pews-
time, by the which he earned a character for
mgularity, that did pot make them any waur,
vhen we had occasion to gang to Robin Carrick
with bits of stampit papers.

The first year I cannot,however, saythe adyan-
tage of this clockwork was very notour ; but by-
d-by the seed came to a hraird that kithed into
barvest. Before the back of the second year of
oqr partnership was well turned, it was a plain
visibility that Webs & DPatterns had not pnly
put on 8 new coat, but was as straught in the
shoylders as ony sutor lad could be, that is or-
daipsd to perform King Crispianus at the fair,

At this time, as | am in a manner opligated to
confess, sseing haw things were on the thrive
with ns, my thoughts were pot all on the con-
oerng of our trade. I1bhad mydreams,inthewatches
of the pight, snent prevoetrigs and other big-
ballied adjuncts of cerporate bodies, with now
sad then a flake of fapcy between hands, con-
cerning a wife that shonld be of a degrep; for
the aunld-fagraut counsel of Mr Webs was be-
coming every dsy more manifest, and it was clear
te be seen, that, if our prosperity did not suffer a
wallow, we were an the trongate to a topping
way, theye being a by-hand talk of taking Mr
Wehs into the towp-pouncil of the city, which
i a way of testifying tp the world that a man is
well-doing in othey things as well asthe moralitigs.

Howaver, I saw hy the way of a squint that we
were not yet far enough up the tree for me to
make a cast for a wife among those that I wished.
Neverthaless, ] hegan to take pains with myself,
ard so, by little and little, to creep quietly in
smopg the gentry and the like of familjes that
kospit spmpanies. I dressed no out of fashion,
sschewed these who had only thriven in the fore.
port of their lives, and was, in short, a young
mag that looked to the blup lift when he walked
ths plain-stones and was meeting a divour fore-
going acquaintance ar a lad that he had been
marrows with in the loom-shop.

But this conduct was no universally approved
of ; folk that bad their doubts, if in the long
yun, the mapufacturing would be found a good
txade, shpok their heads, and minted I was
sarried ; and 8 man whom I knew well, said of
e to a friend, who spoke to bim of the altera-
tin in my clothes, that Pride never kft its
maister without g fa'—thereby prognosticating
that therp was an uncomelingss about me that
betokened & humiliation,

But when I was told this envious say, it did
8ot fagh me ; for I had obeerved, from the time I
lofy the Joom, that ill-speaking was ta be found
iy evary rank of life, that saw or thought it
Wy 3 superiar ; and that it’s no just confined to
Iﬂuﬁm Houvu', 1 was then s young

a8 » blown blad-
"- ul ne mﬂy dnnkled, Indeed, ¥ had other

: ﬁsw.mtbhblmh and dawning of
Wehmuoﬁmmnlhm
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warerpom, and was 3 depd man hefore he fell to
the floor—ap unlookit for accident, that gave mo
gore trouble : no that in my heart I could make
meikle mang at getting all the income to myself;
but he was & lang-headed carle, apd had a way
with him in threading the walls of Troy in busi-
ness, that made his bit and his drap no an ill
bargain, evep to his partner as | was, counting
his life till then g durability.

CHAPTER IV,

Soon gfter Mr YWebs was covered with the mools,
Mr M’Shears came to mg, on a Monday morning,
and we had s very serious discourse.

Hewas a man well stricken in years, and keepit
8 cloth-shopin the Gallowgate—a most creditable
man, though there were pot wanting some that
spid he had a finger in the pie with Clippy Cab-
bage in the tailoring line, in a close off Bell's
Wynd, as well gs was hand and glove with auld
Watty Clouts that lived at the foot of the Stock-
well, making cleeding for the lower orders, apd
corduray jackets for carriers. But, however this
may be, Mr M’Shears himself was a bein man,
and had many customers among the country
gentry,

Se, coming to me on that Monday, I'll no say
but I was a thought surprised, for we were not
averly acquaint, though on nodding terms when
we passed, After the usua] guid-days had been
exchanged, hp tald me that he had been out em
the Sabbath at the Moorlands, where the laird
behaved to him in the mast civilised manner,

““ Ye know,” quo’ he, * that it was not te he
thought that a ’stated gentleman would make
himself joke-fellow like wi’ me that had but &
lajrdship shint the counter ; hut yon’s a purpose-
like man, and has been in America, where they
ken the sleights of making white siller of black
bawbees ; and, from less tp mair, he invited me to
take a chack of dinner with him, and, taking a
chack of dinner, we somehow began to speak of
the warning that had been given to us all, in the
very sudden death of your worthy marrow in
trade, Mr Webs. This led on to more confe.
deracy; and he told me that the cancern of Wehs
& Patterns, he had heard, was in a good way ; at
last, tbat his second son Robert was a clever
creature, and, being near upon years of discre-
tion, was anxious to be put in & way. Thus,
out of this parly-vooing, he said to me that,
if you were not extortionate, he was minded
to make you an offer for the behoof of Robin,
if T oould l@m how far jt might sort with
your views.”

«« Mr M’Shears,” qua’ I, ¢ I'll never depy that
what ye have been telling me, is not witheut a
sediment that deserves consideration; far, na
doubt, eince the sudden yemoval of Mr Webs
from this world, there is a vaeancy which it
behaves me no to make an abstacle to fill up,”

This I said in & dry manner, that he might
not suppose I was overly keen ta snap ; but I gaw,
hy the ee in my neck, that it wa d be an un-
speakable advantage te me to have a connecs
on with My Thriilen of e Mooelgnds iy
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and I added, a thought more couthy, that he
might assure the laird I was not a man of an
extortionate breed ; but, being in a good way, it
was not in course of nature to be expeckit that
I would cast my pearls afore swine.

¢« In short, Mr Al'Shears,” quo’ I, I canna
but say that I have no manner of obstacle to
covenant with Moorlands ; but, if he will provide
for his get, he must come down with a solatium.”

¢ Oh,” quo’ Mr M'Shears, ‘ he hasna a scru-
pulosity about onything so reasonable; but, being
a man no well read in the outs and ins of busi-
ness in this part of the world, he would be blithe
to get an inkling of the amount of the contenta-
tion that ye might may be looking for.”

¢« Mr M’'Shears,” was my weel-considered
response, ““ as we're halflins on a matter of busi-
ness the now, I'll be very plain—indeed, it's no
my way to scog about the bush at any time; so
that, if Moorlands is mindit to make a connexion,
I'll no be a balk wi’ niggerality. Only ye ken
that his son is a greenhorn, and has something
to learn, which is an item to be reflected on; for,
wi’ that defect, it will be some time before he
can be a help.”

In this way, I let Mr M’'Shears ken that, al-
though I was very ready to covenant with Moor-
lande, in order to wile him on, yet there were
dubieties in the case, as the Principal said in his
sermon, that called for quest and investigation.
However, no to play at pitch and toss langer
anent this matter, it came to some fruition soon
after; for, in the course of the same week, Mr
M'’Shears came to me in the wareroom again, and
said that Moorlands was in the town, and would
be shortly at his house; * where,” said he, < if
ye have a mind to forgather with him, I would
advise you to come and speak to himself anent
his second son ; for really the man’s hite for the
connexion, and says the cotton trade will be
gold in gowpens to the king’s realm or all be
done.”

8o, after a short taigling, that I might not be
thought owre yawp, 1 took my hat down from
the pin, and, thrawing the key in the desk, went
with Mr M’Shears to his house, to confabble with
Moorlands. 1 did not, however, let wot to him
that I could discern that there was a fainness
in the Laird for the connexion, that was a kithing
of an assurance that there would be a come-to-
pass between us.

CHAPTER V.

It would not be savoury, in the perusal, to the
courteous reader, to rehearse all that passed be-
tween me and the Laird of Moorlands that day,
in the domicile of Mr M'Shears. Let it suffice,
therefore, to say that the upshot was a paction
by which he was to pay a sum in hand, for his
son Robert to learn the business, and I was, at
the end of the year, to take the lad or not, as
suited myself, into partnership, on being paid an-
other sum in ready money.

After this mutuality of understanding, I had
my own meditations on the subject when I came

back into the solitudes of the wareroom, as I may
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call them ; for they were certainly of that speshy
when without customers, and only myself sitting
on the three-legged stool, in the conclave of the
bunker heretofore described, within the durant
curtain.

I saw that by Robin Thristles I would get an
augmentation, and be hoisted a step towards the
magistracy, which is the natural butt that all
men of business aim at that’s of a weel-doing
habit of body. But, as for the lad himself, he
was like the generality of lairds’ gets—no catch.
To be sure, at first, he was like other new besoms
that soop clean ; but, by and by, I saw that he had
no natural eidency, and would have been glad
that all the work in the world for him to do, was to
put his hands into his breek-pouches, and to take
them out to his dinner. However, as he was, as
I must say, an acquisition to the like of me, I
was fain to put up with him ; but I would advise
no lad, come of such an humble stock as me, to
mess or mell with the aff-sets of lairds, if he can
do better—thinking themselves no small drink,
though it’s a visibility that they are but burn
water, like that which the images bock on the
wells of Lithgow.

However, as everything was on the increase, I
did not fash owre meikle at Robin Thristles,
though he was a saft lad—and maybe had more
paritch in his kite than harns in his head, after
breakfast—but ettled what in me lay to thrive,
thinking of the bailie’s chain, and the cockit-hat
of the provice. Just, however, as I had waled
one for a wife, and was about to speak my mind to
her, a blight fell upon our business, and not only
on ours, but the general well-doing of the realm.

The French found out that they were a very
ill-used people, and, from less to more, that their
king was a malefactor whom it behoved them to
shorten by the head. Oat of the stramash a war
was cleckit by William Pitt & Co.,at London; and
the upshot fell dreadful among us. Trade gaed to
pigs and whistles, treddles rusted, weavers listed,
workshops grew as quiet as Relief kirks on a
week day ; and the pestilence of the time entered
our wareroom, insomuch that Robin Thristles
spoke of the same to his father, who, by giving
his vote for the member of Parliament, got him
into the army, and sent him to Flanders with the
Duke of York; where, in time, he found, at
Vallensheens, that a cannon-ball was pot-metal,
and his haffit as frush before it as a fozy turnip.

The going away to the wars of Robin Thristles
was not, in a sense, a calamity, and, to tell the
plain truth, was not a come-to-pass that would
have broken my heart ; but auld Moorlands was a
sicker man ; and, when he saw that trade was on
the go, and that his son was resolved to follow
the trade of his ancestors, as he eaid soldiering
was, he refused to pay the residue of the money
he had covenanted to do, and I was obliged to
perish the pack, like many others, before I could
compel him, by course of law at Edinburgh,

It was a black time that in the west of Soot~
land ; and, indeed, ye might have seen that a
judgment was on the land, by the divour.like way
that window.brods hung from their hinges on
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the outside walls of what once had been canty
workshops, blythely birring, as if they had a
sensible pleasure in being helps to small fami-
lies.

Seeing myself so overtaken by the spirit of
the times, and driven from house and hauld, loom
and wareroom, I wist not what to do. I went
about like a ghaist, or a creature demented,
vondering when the end of the world would be;
for I could see no howf for ene that had been in
a way of business, and was cast, like a waif, on a
moor, where only whin-bushes could be seen, or
a auld gibbet, giving lonely admonishment to
ill.doers. In short, I dwined and grew dowie ;
and was no more like the brisk, eident, ettling
birkie I had been in the days when Mr Webs
took me by the hand, than a toom shawp is like
acod that’s prospering on the stalk. I began,
in consequence, to see sights with new een. It
might be that disaster had turned the milk of
my nature, for all seemed then a vain show;
and I pondered what it was that had made me
covetous of many things. In sooth, I thought,
like daft Jamie, that the stars were ugly things,
and noworth the ettling for, because they glowered
o high up and unreschable.

This melancholious course of meditation, no
doubt, wrought a change in my inner heart, though
Iwasat paine to hide it even from myself ; which,
however, only increased its bitterness, making
me think my estate in this world lower than may-
beit was, had I been less dwamling. All the
method of my bygone thoughts seemed to have
been disorderly ; and I discerned a glistening on
mech which I thought fine, no worth a staid
man's contemplation. In short, I felt in a way
that was not creditable to my discretion, putting
avalue onthings by the difficulty of getting them;
reckoning those of the best that were farthest
aboon my reach—a left-handed wisdom, in which
the blighted are apt to indulge.

CHAPTER VI.

By and by, I got the better of my downfal ;
ad, a3 I recovered my composity, seeing a new
wring opening in trade, I made a settlement
vith my creditors, which was thought very libe-
rl, paying them' a composition which left me a
residue to begin the world with.

With that residue, I bought some bags of cot-
t%n, cheap, wherewith I was minded to begin
manefapturing again ; but, before I got it distri-
buted to be spun, there happened, Gude kens
Wow, to come a sudden plumpness into the prices,
vhich caused me, for ready money, to sell what
I bad bought, by which sleight I turned the
penny to a satisfaction. I call it a sleight, be-
cuse it was so said by others to be, and my
Wgacity, in consequence, was much commended ;
Wt really I had no more to do with the come-to-
Jem than the wild Scot of Galloway.

However, by this job, I got a preeing that
was a way of making money different from

that by the sweat of the brows of labouring men ;
#d, aceordingly, 1 bad a consider with myself,
it would not be mair to the purpose to try my
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hand ss & speculawtor than as a manufacturer ;
and the outcome of that consider was my turn-
ing to be a merchant : no that in my own breast
I thought myself just a merchant, but folk call
speculawtors 8o, as in village towns they call
them merchants that deal, like the shopkeepers
of old in the Canongate of the literate town of
Edinburgh, in—
¢¢ Meal, barley, butter, and cheese ;
Soap, starch, blue, and pease ;
Train oil, tobacco, pipes, and teas ;
Balls to clean leather breeches ;
Herring and sugar, salt and blue;
Blacking fine, for boot and shoe ;
Pins to prick, and needles to sew ;
And whisky and loch leeches.”®

So it came to pass that, seeing how money
could be made with the scrape of a pen in a
notandum book, without the fagherie of a ware-
house, I bethought me of sticking to that line,
a8 just as guid a way of getting to a provostry
as by cotton-mills or handlooms—the Power
kind were not then invented.

Thus, from less to more, instead of going to
the Tontine, to hear the clishmaclavers about the
war, I was most particular in reading the London
Prices Current ; by the which, and a bit touch-
and-go bargain, now and then, in a canny corner,
there is no saying how eruditical I became. In
short, I could discern, with the tail of my e’e,
that folk thought of me as they would have
done of King Solomon, had he been a speculaw-
tor in cotton bags, as well as in peacocks and
hyssop.

But, though I thus lightly speak of the change
in my way of life, 1 had often an inward grue,
even when I had made a sappy profit; for I
thought the trade of a speculawtor no unlike
that of a gamester. Many, many a time has a
seroon of indigo reminded me, blue asit was, of a
pair of dice, and a weel-spread out sample table,
of a dambrod—saying to myself, verily the one is
just as beneficial to the world as the other ; but
cards and dice are the least harmful ; for surely
to buy commodities, and hold them, that they
may become scarce, to fetch a better price when
sold, is not a right merchandizing,

Maybe, however, the thought of this did not
kithe till I had what I thought was a nest-egg ;
certain it is, that it wasnot overly in my medita-
tions till long after I was married to auld Dir-
dumwhsumle’s granddochter, begetting sons and
daughters, and was on the leet for a bailie. But
I should first enlarge a little on the mysteries of
that trade, whilk, with every new crop of ettling
creatures who know not what they ettle for,
beyond getting a crouse look and a fine waist-
coat, will be a plague and pestilence to the
king’s realm, till it is put down by course of
law, or what, maybe, is as powerful, the common
sense of the people, turned to a right consider-
ation.

It must be rightly understood, and well and
clearly made known, what pestiferous black-legs

® A true sign that was,
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wtors are, before it can be hoped that
those who only buy and sell to make meney, will
get pans tied to their tails. No deubt, to cheat
with cotton bage and rum puncheons is very
abominable—just as bad as the cheating with
cards, for which the divour Lord has been sent a
garssing ; but it’s of the honest speculawtors I'm
speaking—the fair-playing gambling that’s just
now setting so many weel-doing men with small
families, with a rung and a meal-pock, to seek
their meat.

CHAPTER VII,

No doubt the énd of all trafficking is to make
money ; but, as the minister said, whereof I have
made mention at the beginning of this, the out-
line and selvidge of my public life, the mere to-
look to make money is in itself no great go.
For now when 1 can afford it, I may say that,
although my strive was to make money, it was
not for the money I strove. My ettle was for
something aboon that, the which sanctified the
means whereby I struggled ; and, therefore, surely
there is no brag in saying, that, although my
valise now is no found at every dike-side, it
was not the God Gear of this world I served, but
something of a ‘sponsibility, like a provostry. In
short, though I aye keepit in mind the minister’s
paternoster anent commercing, 1 was just as
those are that “ bode of a gowden gown;” for, if
I have not got a provostry, I have  gotten the
sleeve ot,” and I want now no mere. What deuce
man in his eenses would, indeed, in thae times,
fash his head about “lections ? Really I jealouse
that they are no overly bien at home, who are
seen, jokefellow-like, with the clanjamphry on
the croun of the causeway. Howsever.

Having rehearsed how I came, from needcess-
ity, to fall into the epeculawtor’s way of trade,
the which was a manifest intent of Providence,
I might enlarge on the subject ; but it is enough
to say, as I have done, that I began the world
asa weaver, was syne a8 manufacturer, and, hav-
ing perished the pack because of the politics of
William Pitt & Co., I took the speculawting in
the natural way—I was nos ‘nocalated—as I have
shewn forth, Therefore, what I have now to
counsel is, that, although some, like me, may make
a bawbee by buying and selling commodities, it’s
& line that's no orthodox ; only I dinna think it
may well be put down by the law; but it's a
duty we all owe to our species, to laugh and
guffaw at it when we can, till we make all sort
of speculawtors gang by with their tails atween
their legs, and as their noses were bleeding. It’s
for that I indite thie.

Nothing can be more creditable than it is for
a merchant, who has correspondents in foreign
parts, to send to them to buy up, we’ll say, the
cotton that may be in their market, and bring it
home in veshels, and sell it to manufacturers.
But tell me wherein is the commendable of geing
into the market at home, and giving a better
price to the merchant (which the speculawtor
does) than the manufacturer, all for no other
end than to gex the poor doitedl manufacturez
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pay a ‘higher priee for the same thing there. .
after.

What, noo, would our guidwife say, in her me-
conomey, if she was mindit to have a goose, or
any other sort of u fool, to our dinner, the which
we have very often, if, when she sent Leizy to the
market, poor Leizy came back with her finger
in her mouth, saying that Mrs Chuckies, the
hen-wife, had forestalled all the gooses and fools,
and that one was not to be had for love nor
money, but at two prices? Would not she say
that Mrs Chuckies should be put to the ban of the
empire ? And is it net something in this way that
the speculawtors in cotton-bags, coffee-beans, or
puncheons of rum, implement, and the big wiga
hold forth in the Parliament House of Edin.
burgh?

When I say this, let me no be misunderstood.
Those,] think,are righteous merchants whe bring
home, from their correspondents in far lands,
commodities to sell here; but I nccount them
noughty speculawtors, though maybe I was one
myself, that gang into the market and raise
the price to the consumer—which the manufac-
turer, in a sense, surely is, seeing that he digests
cotton, for example, into yarn, and maybe into
muslin, It is, however, against the traficking
in raw materials that I am most hite—and for
this reason: The outlay on manufactured articles
is so great that, as yet, folk cannot afford to
keep them long on hand ; but raw materials are
cheap, and everybody in credit kens that the
renewal, now and then, of a bit bill for them, is
noso ill as maybe to swallow n camel. For God’s
sake, folk, crunch the speculawtors under your
heels, like yird toads. And I say this to you
very disinterestedly, for I am now no longer a
speculawtor—although ye were to feed them
with honeycombs, little of the sweets would
come my way.

CHAPTER VIII,

Avtaouen I may be casting pearls before swine,
Mr.Thrift, who knows that I am inditing anent
my experiences, has just come in, and eaid, that
1 shall not put my foot to the behind of the
speculawtors with a proper admonishment, if I
do not expound that mystery of the London
bankers, the which is in the mouth of gentle and
simple, concerning hundreds of thousands of
pounds, in those intelligent oracles of veracity,
the newspapers. 1 mean intelligent, as to com-
mercial huggermuggering. 8o, to please him,
for whom 1 have a very great respect, I set down
what I defy any speculawtor of half my insight
to deny. :

It’s a common way for your foxy merchants, 8s
I think now speculawtors surely are, to spesk of
a man’s wealth by the balance between his assets
and his engagements, by which many are repated
to be golden images that have but feet of clsy.
It, however, is a profitable glamour, that; for
what is said of one, the rest very well know will
be said of them all-—and thereby profit may be ]
made. ]

It’s no to be doubted ‘When & moan is balancing
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his beoks for & division of prefit with another—
apartner—he makescount and reckoning of good
and bad debts, and an allowance fer the same.
Nothing can be more just; but is that the way
the specalawtor does, when he goes te the Bank
of Engiand, or other monied dedies, to borrow the
needful 7 Does not he keep his thumb on good
and bad debts, and just shews how rich he would
b8 if all were eome in, in this way ?

£250,000
150,000

£100,000 ! 1 ! his fortune.

Assets,
Liabilities, .

By this statement, he makes it appear that he
is worth, as the speculawtoirs say, a plam. But
the Old Lady in Threadneedle Street is a pawkie
earlin. When she gets such an account, she says
to this effect, in her parlour,  eounting o’er her
meney :"—* Ay, he’s a rich man to be in straits,
that Mr Galore that wants the loan. He’s worth
4 plum; and what sort of plum is't? An Orc
leans plum. Woell! let me see’t.

His plam’s rotten in the side ; he will not cut
up for more than £36,000¢ and I’ll no be safe to
lend hith above £20,000, and with that he must
get me unexceptionable personal security, be-
sides give me what is no to be spoken of to the
public, a lien over his good debts, for the smount
of the loan. I may then safely lend—to help
worthy Mr Galore, and his partner Mr Bray, to
g0 on—£20,000,”

%

8o says Mrs Flimsy, the old leddy ; but, wheh
she’s undressed, she tells her maid Jenny, in the
tanctum of her bedroom, that Messrs Galore
Bray, & Co., may, with her help, stand a while }
but, when she is paid back her advance, let that
soft-headed fat man, John Bull, look to himself,

When, indeed, was it ever heard of, that a
speculawtor who needed the help of a banker, to
enable him to keep up the price of the commo-
dity he had forestalled, prospered in the end ?
He must either begin, when he gets a loan, to
wind up, or prepare himself to go to pigs and
whistles by and by, No doubt, there are out-
of-the-way instances of speculawtors getting
round the corner of an obstacle ; but it’s no a_
good line—and chiefly for this reason, it depends
more on good luck than good guiding, which no
right trade does. In all trades, craft and skill
is of some acccunt ; but when a waf% of wind may
disperse the brightest castles in a cloud, what’s
the use of eydencie? No doubt, in thir times,
to muk money, as the world goes, is the chief
end of man ; but, like me with my provostry, it
should only be as 4 means., And wiselike folk
will ne'er forget that it's next to a cheatry of
the world, though it may be honest according to
law, te make money as a file makes scrapings—
merely by garring a commodity go through hands.
Speculawtors are just industrious files—they
scrape something off of all they touch ; and the
thing they work upon is no tke heavier of sub-
stance for it; nor the thing itself made in any
sort for the use of man.

MACGILLIVRAY’S HISTORY OF BRITISH BIRDS.*

Tre naturalists, or as many of their num-
ber as are only amateurs, elightly tinged with
science, and unobtrusive in its display, are the
most delightful of all book twaddlers—the novel.
ists, who treat of lady-birds and unfeathered
bipeds, hardly excepted. But then it is a special
sondition that they shall be non-scientifie, or shew
m0 more knewledge than Izaak Walton, White
of Belborrie, or Mr Jesse. The sylvan Squire
Waterton himself, who reseats as an affront,
being styled an amateur, would sometimes be by
far too learned for popular readers, unless the
fire of his fancy, and the piquancy of his style,
carried off the weight of his matter. We own
to grave fears when first opening this formidable-
sized volume, and glancing at s0 many anatemi-
eal engravings of subjects much more agreeabls
vhen presented on plates of porcelain, as livered
wings or stciood giblels. But a little courage to
sarmount the first shock is all that is required,
even by the mest delicate lady ; who, according

» Mr Macgillivray, thinks nething of spitting

§ A History of British Birds, Indigenous and Migra-
. %e§. IDustrated by numerous engravings, By William
vray, (A:M., F.R.S.E, & Vol. §. 8v, Pp.

0. . London : Soett, Webstety & Geary.

insects, but is utterly horrified at cruel ornitho.
logists untrussing and dissécting birds.

After turning over a few pages of very learned
matter, it will be discovered that the work of our
scientific ornithologist fully equals, even in their
peculiar vein, the works of the mest entertaining,
eloquent, and fanciful of his congeners. If not
g0 far-travelled as some of them, his rangé of
observation at home has been wider ; and he
has contrived, after all that has been written
aboat birds, to impart not only freshness but
originality to many of his sketches. Without
going beyond the boundaries of Scotland and its
islands, he has led us into a new region.

“There is a freshness of heart,” says our
author, * manifest in every real lover of nature
—a delightful feeling, gratifying not to one’s self
slone, but to his companions.” They #re, in~
deed, the most enlivening of out-door compa-
nions ; generally open-hearted and kindly; often
amiable egotists, and most entertaining in those
sparring matches for which they are as remark-
able as artists or churchmen—pr the cockney
sparrows, At those sessons wheh the males in-
stinctively indulge in sham-desperate Whig-and-
Tory combats ending in nothing.” Mr Macgilli-
vray i3 oo sensible of the inherent pug;z;clty of
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the ornithologist, to have given way to it. He
at most indulges in ome or two sly hits, and
deprecates that disputatious spirit, the attempt
to eradicate which is, we fear, hopeless. * Some
person,” he says— .
Proposes a general meeting of British ornithologists at
. London, York, or Edinburgh, for the purpose of deter-
mining the English nomenclature of our native birds ;
bat such a meeting, were it to take place, would disperse
without accomplishing the object in view, unless, indeed,
its members were placed on the Bass Rock, and inter-
dicted fire and food until they had settled all their differ-
ences, and sworn perpetual friendship. Even then,
some malicious Celt, capable of subsisting a month on
dulse and targles, with an occasional raw limpet or
mussel, might hold out until, rather than be starved, the
philosophers should leave the birds to him to do with
them as he pleased.

In another place, when comparing wandering
naturalists with the vagatores or crow tribes, he
remarks—

A friend of mine, for example, who writes to me from
Charleston, that he is about setting out to explore the
shores of the Mexican Gulf and the south-western limits
of the United States, and return to Edinburgh by the end
of autumn, is typical of this family. Hunting by sight,
not by scent, now sweeping along the Alleghanies, anon
searching the mud-flats of the Mississippi, feasting to-day
on an old gobbler on the banks of the Red River, to-
morrow picking up a water-hen from among the reeds of
the St John’s, he represents, as Le Vaillant formerly re-
presented, the dark-winged raven, corvus corax. The
carrion crow, corvus corone, has its analogue in some
other wanderer, who is fond of kicking alligators’ ribs,
and strangling rattle.snakes. The hooded crow, corvus
cornix, clamorous before rain, feeding on small fry,
keeping a good look-out when pilfering, but, being pied,
easily recognised, represents another ; while a fourth re.
sembles the industrious rook, corvus frugilegus, that
gleans in the fields, on the hills, and by the shores, find-
ing, in common and neglected objects, much that is not
Iess putritious than savoury. The jackdaw, pert, and
fond of perching on pinnacles, has many representatives ;
and the chattering, thievish, and handsome magpie, is not
without some admirers and imitators. .

We leave the vagatores to fit themselves with
hoods. )

Though the non-scientific portion of Mr Mac-
gillivray’s volume is that which will find most
favour with the general student, as well as with
readers for mere amusement, it would be unfair,
even in a publication of the popular nature of
this Magazine, to omit all notice of what is
original in the views or peculiar in the classi-
fication of the author of so elaborate an under-
taking. The volume before us embraces only
the first part of a scientific «“ History of British
Birde ;” but in it the original views of the author
sre, we presume, completely unfolded.

It comprehends the four Orders, with their
families, the best known in this country, and
most endeared to the affections of the human
family. These are—1s¢, The Scrapers, or Galli-
naceous Birds, including fowls, pheasants, and
all the varieties of grouse, partridges, and
quails; 24, The Cooers, or Pigeons, in their
lovely varieties; 8d, The Huskers, or Hard-
billed Birds, comprehending the endless varieties
of song birds, finches, linnets, sparrows, and
‘buntings; and, 4th, the Vagatores, or Wanderers
~—that is, crows and the allied geners, under the
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families of which we find the starling and the
rare rose-coloured cow-bird. These, it may be
imagined, afford abundant scope for description:
and faithful and spirited description of the
haunts and habits of birds, sketches of the moun-
tain wildernesses of the interior Highlands, and
of the loneliest shores of the Hebrides, and many
engaging rural and sylvan scenes in the more
cultivated midland districts of Scotland, form
the charm of this work. Before we arrive at
these, it may be briefly remarked that the chief
difference in classification between Mr Macgilli-
vray and preceding ornithologists is, as we under-
stand him, that, instead of tracing and establish-
ing relations by the wing, feet, and bill alone, he
rests also, and, indeed, mainly, upon the digestive
organs and the parts connected with them ; con-
cluding that their structure corresponding with
the nature of the food instinctively sought, deter-
mines the habits and haunts of the bird. Lest we
misapprehend this matter, Mr Macgillivray shall
himself explain what is eo essential and original
in his views :—

I have thought it prudent, in the present unsettied
state of opinion on the subject, and under the conviction
that all existing systems are defective, to adopt the
opinions of no systematist, but to group the species ac-
cording to their obvious relations. . . . . . .
After much consideration, however, and after examining
the digestive organs in a great number of birds belonging
to nearly all the families, I have resolved to adopt the
intestinal canal as a central point of reference. Instead,
then, of describing merely the bill, I attend to the man-
dibles, the mouth, the tongue, the throat, the esophagus,
the crop, the proventriculus, the stomach, the intestine,
and the cecal appendages; the modifications of which
seem to me to throw more light upon the affinities of
the larger groups than those of any other orgar.

He illustrates his theory—which we presume to
be original, though we pretend to no scientific
knowledge of the subject whatever—by a compar-
ative view of the organization of the Peregrine

Falcon. The most essential characters of the four

Orders treated of in the volume are formally
stated to be those derived from the digestive organs.
These organs are figured by accurate engravings ;
and it is affirmed (page 99) that, « By simply in-
specting the intestinal canal of a bird belonging
to any of those species, one can invariably refer
it to its proper Order.” Mr Macgillivray, who
appears to have been a zealous and indefatigable
dissector, omits, however, nene of the character-
istics usually recognised by the most scientific
ornithologists in his descriptions of form and
structure. These are minute and clear ; and,
we doubt not, accurate. To unscientific readers,
his amplifications and superstitiously scrupulous
accuracy may even seem, if not a fault, a draw-
back. He, however, repudiates the pedantry
and mysterious gravity of the formal instructor,
affirming a truth in which we very heartily con-
cur, that a pompous ornithologist is, of all charac-
ters, one of the most absurd. And, again, that
* The man who would effectually learn from na-
ture, must approach with affection, and receive her
instructions with a humility that would ill accord
with any subsequent vain display of the know-
ledge acquired.” This is hopeful.
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In nomenclature, Mr Macgillivray is certainly
pot superstitious. He shakes off the trammels
of the whole host of systematic ornithologists,
which—after what he had intimated of the pro-
bable consequences of a congress even at the Bass
Rock—is but ordinary prudence. His unfet-
tered nomenclature—which we do not find quite
%0 jaw-breaking as that of many of his learned
congeners—descends to the familiar and pretty,
yea, poetical names, which the common people,
Lowland and Highland, give to birds; and as
we love a primrose, a gowan, a daisy, a violet,
or harebell, far better when called by these
homely and antique names, redolent of thousands
of delightful associations, than by fine botanic
sppellations, so do we like the gor-cock, the corby,
and the cushat, picturesque terms which Mr
Macgillivray has had the good taste to adopt.

Bat having attempted to do an act of justice
to our author’s science, we take glad leave of his
classification and new theory of the digestive
organs, which some may fancy a favourite hobby,
and others hail as a new era in the history of
ornithology ; and turn to matters more attractive.

So far as the boundaries ef braid Scotland
extend, Mr Macgillivray’s range of study, as
we have stated, has been extensive and diversi-
fied. He has watched the ptarmigan in the
wildest mountain glens of the central Highlands;
and the rock dove, the raven, and starling, in
the midst of which he seems to have been reared,
in the caverns of the dreariest shores of the
outer Hebrides. There he is ever completely at
home, and fresh and animated. With the habits
of the song-birds, the Conirostral Order, other
British naturalists have, we think, been as fami.
liar. Mr Macgillivray’s personal experience ap-
pears to have been chiefly confined to the extremi-
ties of society—the wilderness, or the city. He
talks with better knowledge of grey ptarmigan
and sparrows, than of linnets and finches, save,
indeed, of the chaffinch, which is a suburban bird.
His book he states to be the result of twenty
years’ observation and experiment. With the
scientific details and descriptive sketches, there
are interspersed what he calls *“ Lessons on Prac-
tical Ornithology,” which, in spite of the ub-
promising name, are not the least attractive
portion of the volume. They are, in fact, the
parrative of tours and short excursions under-
taken by a man of poetic taste, who brings that
ardour and enthusiasm to his favourite pursuit,
vithout which the ornithologist is naught— a
dry skin.” Instead of following our author in
the beaten and civilized tracks around Edinbur,
and the shores of the Frith of Forth, or in the
vale of the Tweed, we shall at once place the
practical ornithologist, wishing to receive a
“ lesgon,” upon one of the most dismal and dis-
tant of the Hebrides.

Baving, in October 1817, as I find by one of my note-

left Borve in Harris, in company with the Rev.
Mr Alexander Macleod, minister of the Forest district, I
cremed the sandford and bills of Luskentir, to the little
Bay of Kindibig, where we lodged with a farmer, who
st day ferried us over Loch Tarbert, to a place called
Urpa, We remained there for a night, and then con.
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tinued our journey, proceeding up a long, craggy, and bleak
valley, in which is a very dark-coloured lake, famous
for a goblin.beast which is seen upon it in summer in the
form of a black mass having three humps. The wind
was exceedingly keen, the hail came in great showers,
and the summits of the mountains were covered with
snow. I left the parson a little above Marig, a creek on
Loch Seaforth, in which was his dreary-looking habita~
tion ; and, having resolved to ascend the highest hill, in
order to witness a Hebridian snow storm in all its glory,
I proceeded toward Clisheim, the height of which is
estimated at somewhat more than three thousand feet.
In despite of hail and snow, and the furious whirlwinds
or eddying blasts that swept the mountain at intervals,
I made my way, though not without laboar, to the
summit ; and well was I recompensed ; for there I en-
joyed a very sublime spectacle. I was on the highest
pinnacle of that range of islands denominated the Quter
Hebrides, or Long Island, perched, like a ptarmigan, on
a craggy and precipitous ridge. The islands of Uist,
Harris, and Lewis, lay, as it were, at my feet. Toward
the east and south, in the extreme distance, appeared the
mountains of the counties of Roes and Inverness, with
the pointed hills, and craggy capes, and sloping plains of
Skye. Westward, a long series of summits, commenc-
ing with that on which I stood, and forming a broad
ridge, intersected transversely by deep valleys, extended
for several miles. They appeared to be much lower than
the mountain on which [ was, and resembled heaps of
sand formed by pouring it from a vessel. The snow lay
rather deep on them all, and the whirlwinds that swept
along their ridges, scattering it in spiral flakes, presented
an indescribably besutiful and sublime appesrance. L
was enveloped in one; but it did not prove very boiste-
rous. The Atlantic was covered with huge clouds, that
advanced in disorderly groups, nearly on s level with
my position ; but the waving streams of snow and hail
that poured from them, left no trace on the stormy waters.
Toward the north, lay the dreary flats of Lewis, covered
with lakes, and flanked with the Park and Uig moun-
tains. Having gazed upen the splendid scene umtil
nearly frozen, I descended with considerable difficulty
into a deep valley, where I encountered a fall of snow
80 dense as to render me apprehensive of being smothered
by it. I felt, too, for the first time, perhaps, the benumb-
ing effects of cold, my feet and fingers having become al-
most senseless, and a feeling of faintness having crept
over me. However, by walking and running, I soon
recovered heat enough; and, after passing the deep glen
of Langadale, ascended an eminence in a kind of pass be-
tween two mountains, whence I discovered tokens of
cultivation at the distance of three or four miles, so that
I was assured of being in the proper direction toward the
house of a friend whom I had not seen for many years,
By a stream in a desolate valley, I fell in with a herd of
seven deer, which, however, I did not attempt to molest s
and, in the evening, was welcomed to the cottage of
Ewen Macdiarmid, at the head of Loch Resort, one of
the dreary inlets of this dismal-looking coast.

Here there is small variety of birds of any
kind to be seen, and none are described. Those
beheld fall under other Orders; and we antici-
pate much pleasure from seeing Mr Macgillivray
handle them on some future day. Among the
sea-fowl he must be quite at home. It is from
knowledge of the central Highlands, and espe-
cially of the Hebrides, of which Mr Macgillivray
appears to be a native, that his work derives its
prevailing character. Many ornithologists, scien-
tific and amateur, may be, as we have intimated,
as much or better acquainted with the black-
bird, the robin, and the goldfinch. He has not,
like the lord of Walton-Hall, who lives in the
midst of birds, in a sort of great open Austin
cage, succeeded in getting the horn owl, the
brown owl, the heron, the jackdaWw, the magpie,



48

the common crow, the mallard, the pheasant,
the starling, the woadpecker, the ox-eye tit-
mouse, the water-hen, the thrush, and the
blackbird, to build their nests and take away
their young in safety at a stone-throw from each
other. He has not attempted this; yet the He-
bridian naturalist had opportunities, which te
the Southron or the * closet ornithologist” are
rare if not unattainable. In a description of the
habits of the red and the black grouse, we have
this poetical passage :e—

It is pleasant to hear the bold challenge of the gor-
cock at early dawn on the wild moor, remote from human
habitation, where, however, few ornithologists have ever
listened to it. I remember, with delight, the cheering in-
fluence of its cry on a cold morning in September, when,
wet to the knees, and with a sprained ankle, I had passed
the night in a peat bog, in the midet of the Grampians,
between the sources of the Tummel and the Dee. Many
years ago, when I was of opiniop, as I still am, that there
is little pleasure in passing through life dry-shod and
ever.comfortable, I was returning to Aberdeen from a
botanical excursion through the Hebrides and the south
of Scotland. At Blair-Atholl, I was directed to a
road that leads over the hill, and which, I was informed,
was much shorter than the highway. By it I proceeded
wuntil I reached Blair Lodge, where I obtained some re-
freshment, of which I stood greatly in need. The good-
woman very benevolently exerted herself to persuade me
to remain all night, the hills being, as she said, bleak and
dreary, entirely destitute of everything that could afford
Ppleasure to a traveller, and even without human habita-
tion—the nearest house being fifteen miles north. 1t was
now six o’clock, and I was certain of being benighted ;
but I had promised to be at the source of the Dee by noon
of next day, and all the dragons of darkness could not
have prevented me from at least striving to fulfll my en-
gagement. They had never heard of the spring in ques-
tion, nor even of the river; no Cairngorum could be
#een ; and a woman, just returned from the Spey, in-
formed me that I should be under the necessity of going
through Badenoch before I could get to it. I placed
more confidence in my travelling map.

We need not chill the reader with the suffer-
ings of a cold night spent on the hill-side on a
oouch of heather.

Morning actually came at last, and I started up to re-
new my journey. It was now that I got a view of my
lodging, which was an amphitheatre formed of bare
craggy hills, covered with fragments of stone and white
moes, and separated by patches of peat bog. Not a house
was to be seen, nor a sheep, nor even a tree, nor s0 much
as a blade of green grass. Not a vestige of life can be
found here, thought I; but I was reproved by a cry that
startled me., The scarlet crest and bright eye of a moor-
cock were suddenly protruded from a tuft of heather, and
I heard with delight the well-known kok, kok, of the
« blessed bird,” as the Highlanders call him. It was a
good omen; the night and dulness had fled, and I limped
along as cheerily as I could. My half-frozen blood soon
regained its proper tamperature; ere long, I reached the
base of the rocky ridge, and, after passing some hills,
traversing a long valley, and ascending a mountain of
considerable height, I took out my wap, and, looking
eastward below me, saw, to my great satisfaction, a riva.
Iet running for several miles direetly in the course marked,
I was assured that this stream, whether the source or
not, ran into the Dee, ag it proceeded eastward ; and,
therefore, I directed my steps towards it. But here, too,
a scene occurred which gave me great pleasure. Some
low croaking sounds came from among the stones around
me, and presently after a splendid flock of grey ptarmi.
gaus, about fifty in number, rese into the air, and whirred
:w me, on their way to the opposite eminence, On the

row of the hill I found two large fountains, the sources
of the stream below, of each of which I drank a mouth-
ful, and proceeded,
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The habits of the grouse, a tribe now so in.
teresting to the sportsman, are farther detailed,
both from the author's personal observations in
the north, snd those of a remarkably far-kesking
correspondent in the heights of Peebles-shire,
bearing the same name as the Ettrick Shepherd,
and probably one of his cousing. The author
states :—

When disturbed while feeding, the male often boldly
starts up, and utters a loud cacide, which may be imi.
tated by quickly repeating the syllable kok with a deep
voice. In spring and saummer, they are often heard
uttering the same sound without being disturbed,
whether as a call of deflance to their fellows, or of warn.
ing or protection to their mates or young. Early in the
morning, as well as late in the evening, but also occa-
sionally through the day, you may hear on the moors a
lead cry, which is easily syllabled into go, go, go, go, go-
dack, go-back, althaugh the Celts, naturally imagining
the moor-cock to speak Gaelic,hzurpret it as signifying
0, ¢, co, co, mo-chlaidh, mo-chlaidh—that is, who, who,
(goes there ?) my sword, my sword !

Are not these contrasted interpretations cha-
racteristic of the genius of Highlanders and
Lowlanders? What follows is for our modern
battue gentry. What would the old lovers of
gentle woodcraft have said to those wholesale
slaughters which convert a gentleman’s preserves
into a market poultryman’s killing vard ?

In my opinion, it is a pitiful and barbarous sport, as
pursued by a regularly equipped amd legally qualified
slaughterer, wha, even without the labour of charging
his gun, still less of carrying bome the produce of his
idle industry, destroys as much game in one day as might
serve for a dozen. But, in a district where the birds are
not very numerous, and where, to procure half-a-dozen
braces, one is obliged to traverse a large extent of ground,
he cannot fail to find enjoyment, wha, starting early with
bis dog, accompanied by a friend, travels over mountain
and moor, inhaling the balmy air of the heathery hills,
and renovating his spirits by vigorous exercise, until the
declining sun warns him to retrace his course, and he
returns ta his home, where the comfoits of social enjoy-
ment are prepared for him. The pleasure experienced by
the young sportsman, who, after much blundering per-
haps, returns from a day’s long excursion, with two or
three braces of ptarmigan,and as many plovers, is scarcely
attainable by the experienced wholesale slaughterer. . . .

The nest of the brown ptarmigan is found in the
midst of the beath, in a shallow cavity, and formed of
bits of twigs, grass, and sometimes a few of its own fea-
thers, irregularly put together. The eggs are from eight
to twelve, or even more, generally an inch and seven-
twelfths in length, an inch and three-twelfths across. of
a regular oval form, yellowish-white, pale yellowish-
grey, or brownish-yellow, thickly clouded, blotched, and
dotted with blackish and umber.brown, The young
leave the nest soon after they are freed from the shell.

The red grouse, « the blessed bird,” is con-
sidered by the Highlanders a bird of good omen.
By its crowing at daybreak, the wandering
spirits of evil are put to flight—

“ They vanish at the crowing of the cock.™

The grey ptarmigan or grouse, a bird mueh less
known than the red grouse, Mr Macgillivray had
often met with in the Hebrides; but those who
would more easily attain the pleasure of sesing
it, he advises to start from the Castleton of Brae-
mar at dawn, or soon after it. He dees mot
disapprove of a breakfast, nor evea &
thimbleful of whisky on & cold day. It was after
ascending the valley of the Dee for some dis
tance, and also after thig preliminary(adventure,
that Mr Maogillivray met the grey ptarmigsn.
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Started a small covey of black grouse, which, at the
time being a novice, I mistoak for the capercailzie, and,
proceeding northward, came to a deep ravine or « den,”
in which were some native trees of Pyrus aucuparia,
Pepules tremula, and Betula alba. FRollowing this
sream for several miles up a heathy valley, I entered a
decayed forest of white birch. Few objects present a
mere melancholy picture of the ruin of a primeval world
than those blasted trunks, some prostrate and crumbling
inte fragments, others acattered alang the hills like an
smy of giants, suddenly scathed by the wrath of
et ven. . . . . . . . .

Crossing a small atream, by which grew in abundance
Gnaphalium sapinum, Galium saxatile, and the beautiful
thongh vesy common digitalia purpures, I sat down to
onsider what might be the hest route, and reconneitre
the face of the huge, rounded mass, which I/divided into
three portions :—first, a plain or platform, rising gently

. st the farther end, and forming a pret'y steep acclivity,
terminating about a third up 3 secondly, the middle part,
consisting of fragmeats of rock, stones, and gravel, in-
termixed with a little vegetation ; thirdly, the remaining
part, three or four hundred feet high, similar to the last,
bat more sterile. If one traces his proposed route in this
maaner, ho finds it in geoeral easy enough to ascend a
hill without a guide; whereas, if he proceeds at random,
be is very liable te become involved among dificultics.
Hitherto the sky had been clear ; but now clouds began
to gather around the summits of the mountains, although
that before me was still unshrouded. As I ascended, I
aw, to the west, the remains of a ratural forest of pine,
wattered along the sides of a valley, and, on entering
the second region, found the heath and other plants
graatly diminished in size, while various species occurred
that indicated an approach to what in botany is called
= Alpine station. Near the summit of a projecting
mas of rock, in this region, I sat down among the
cumbling blocks of grauite, ta compare the Aira flex.
uoma, which grew in tufts, with its characters in Smith’s
“Compendium ;** and, when I rose, a large covey of
parmigans sprung from among the stones, about a hun.
dred and fifty yards beneath me.

These beautiful birds, while feeding, run and walk
among the weatber-beaten and lichen-crusted fragments
of rock, from which it is very difficult to distingunish
them when they remain motionless, as they iuvariably
do should a person be in sight. Indeed, unless you are
directed to a particular spot by their strange low croak.
ing cry, which has been campared to the harsh scream
of the missel-thrush, but which seems to me much more
like the cry of a frog, you may pass throagh a flock of
parmigans without observing e single individual, al-
though some of them may not be ten yards distant.
When squatted, however, they utter no sound, their ob-
ject being to conceal themselves; and, if you discover
1ke one from which the cry has proceeded, you generally
fnd him on the tep of a stone, ready to spring off the
moment you shew an indication of hostility. If you
trow a stons at him, he rises, utters his call, and is im-
mediately joined by all the individuals around, which, to
Jour surprise, if it be your first rencontre, you see spring
w one by one from the bare ground. They generally
fy of in a loose body, with a direct and moderately
npid flight, resembling, but lighter than that of the
brown ptarmigan, and settle on a distant part of the
mountain, or betake themselyes to ane of the neighbour-
Ing mummite, perbaps more than a mile distant.

Wo vegret to dismiss a fine and characteristic
teseription of the wildly sublime seenery of the
wountaing which

¢ Guard the rills of infant Dee.”

Many more coveys ware seen before the ram-
Ner reached the village of Kingussie in Bade.
meh, Mr Macgillivary seems a genuine mount-
daeer; with much of the grave and stately
athusiasm of the character. At the termination
¥ thia exciting solitary expedition, he says—
.-Bb s delightfal to wander fyr away from the haunts,
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and even the solitary huts of men, and, ascending the
steep mountains, seat one’s self on the ruinous eairn that
crowns its summit, where, amid the grey stones, the
ptarmigan gleans its Alpine food. There, communing
with his awn heart, in the wilderness, the lover of nature
cannot fail {o look up to nature’s God. 1 believe it, in
fact, impossible, in sach a situation, on the height of
Ben-na-muic-dui, or Ben Nevis, far example, not to be
sensible, not merely of the existence, but also of the pre-
sence of a Divinity, In that sacred temple, of which
the everlasting hills are the pillars, and the blue vault of
heaven the dome, he must be a fiend indeed who could
harbour an unholy thought, But, to know himself, one
must go there alone. Accompanied by his fellows, he
may see all of external nature thas he could see in soli-
tude, but the hidden things of his own heart will not be
brought to light. To me, the ascent of a lofty mountain
has always induced a frame of mind gimilar to that in<
spired by entering a temple; and I cannot but lack upon
it as a gross profanation to enact, in the midst of the
sublimities of creation, a convivial scene, such as is
usually got up by parties from our large towns, wha
seem to have no higher aim in climbing te the tep of
Benlomond or Benledi than to feast there wpom celd
chicken and ¢ mountain dew,” and toss as mamy stones
as they can find over the precipices.

An autumn walk, on a cheerful day, in the
rich environs of Edinburgh, makes a good ocon-
trast to the above Alpine ramble, snd introduces
the reader to the many gratifying sights in birds,
plants, fossil remains, and fine scenery, to ba
met with in the picturesque neighbeurhood of
the northern metropolis.

Another section—that which makes us ac-
quainted with the ring dove or cushat, and the
rock dove, with whese histary and habits our
ornithologist is delightfully familiar—possesaes
more attraction, we think, and, at all events,
more novelty. We must, therefore, indulge in
a pretty long extract, as we know not where to
look for so minute and besutiful a relation of
the habits of this charming.bird of- the wilder-
ness—the true stock dove, according to Mr Mac-
gillivray, although the ndme has been given to
the intermediate well-known species.

The rock dove, which is the original of our domestio
pigeons, is a very beautiful bird, although its style of
colouring is less gaudy than that of many exotic species
It is of a compact form, the body being rather full, the
neck rather short, the head small, the feet short and
strong, the wings rather long, the tail of moderate length.

:l'ho&onenl colour of't.ho plumage is light greyish-
blue, the lower parts being as deeply coloured as the
upper. The middle of the neck all round is splendent
with green, its lower part with purplish-red. The back
and the upper part of the sides, from near the shoulders
te near the tail, are pure white, as are the lower wing.
coverts and auxiliaries.

At. the w'estem. extr;lity ;i B-l (hp;nl, a promontory
of one of the remote Hebrides, is a vast mass of
broken by gaps and fissures inte crags and
sloping shelves, and looking as if originally produced by
the separation of a portion of the mountain which had
sunk into the depths of she ocean that heaves its billows
against the rugged sheres. At the summit is an aggre-
gation of angular fragments, the termination of an.ele-
vated ridge, and midway down is a green slope, hori-
zontally traversed by seversl paths formed by the sheep,
which, at all seasons, but upecnll""{:: mg, are fond
of rambling among the crags, in pasturage.
The declivity terminates on the sinuons and angular edge
of precipices several hundred feet im height, near the

part of which, a pair of White:tailed Eagles have

upper
fixed their abade, while the crevices are here and there
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pecpled by starlinge. The shelves of these rocks are
totally inaccessible by ordinary mieans, although an ad-
venturous shepherd or farmer sometimes descends on a
rope held by half a dozen perple above, to destioy an
esgle’s mest, or rescue a sheep which has leaped upon
some grassy spot, and is unable to reascend ; but on one
side, by a steep and slippery descent in a fissure, one may
penet rate to the base, where he discovers a hole in the
rock, barely large enough to admit him on his bands and
kneee This hole is the entrance of a narrow passage in
a crevice, roofed with fallen blocks. On one band is a
recess, in which a person might recline at full length,
and which was actually employed as a bed by Mr Mac-
leod of Berneray, after the battle of Culloden ; and a few
yards farther, the crevice opens into an irregular cave,
communicating seaward with the open air, and formed
by a rent in the rock, filled above with large blocka that
seem ready to fall. The beavy surges of the Atlantic
continually dash against a heap of stones, which partially
block ‘up the mouth of the cave. On this heap, the
crested cormorants nightly repose, and, in summer,
rear their young. The little shelves and angular re-
cesses of the roof and upper parts of the cavern are
tenanted by pigeons, the light blue of whose plumage
has a beautiful appearance, relieved as they are by the
dark ground of the moist rocks, and the soft murmur of
whose notes comes upon the ear with a pleasing though
melancholy effect. There, and in other places of a simi-
lar nature, have I watched these beautiful birds, until 1
rendered myself in some measure familiar with their
habits ; and, amid such wild and desolate scenes, have I
loved to wander, and indulge in the not less wild ima.
ginings of a spirit that desired to hold converse with the
unseen but ever present Spirit of the universe. At early
dawn, the pigeons may be seen issuing from these re-
treats in straggling parties, which soon take a deter-
minate direction, and, meeting with others by the way,
proceed in a loose body along the shores, until they
rench the cultivated parts of the country, where they
settle in large flocks, diligently seekiug for grains of
barley and oats, pods of the charlock, seeds of the wild
mustard, polygona, and other plants, together with seve-
ral species of small shell-snails, especially Helex ericeto-
rum and Bulumus acutus, which abound in the sandy
pastures. . . . . . When startled, they rise sud-
denly, and, by striking the ground with their wings,
produce a crackling noise. When at full speed, they
fly with great celerity, the air whistling against their
pinions,  Their flight is very similar to that of the ringed
and golden plovers, birds which, in form, approach very
nearly to the pigeons, as may be seen more especially on
comparing their skeletons; and, as this affinity hasnot been
obeerved by any other person, I would direct the atten-
tion of ornithologists to it. . . . . ., .
The notes of the rock dove resemble the syllables
008-r00~000 quickly repeated, the last prolonged. It is
monogamous, as I apprehend all wild birds, even the
gallinaceous, are, and its nuptials are celebrated with
much cooing and circumambulation on the part of the
male, A love scene among the rocks is really an in.
Mng sight. Conocealed in a crevice, or behind a pro-
jocting cliff, you see a pigeon alight beside you, and
stand quietly for some time, when the whistling of
pinions is heard, and the male bird shoots past like an
arrow, aund is already beside his mate, Scarcely has he
made a rapid survey of the pluce, when, directing his
attention to the only beautiful object which he sees, he

approaches her, erecting his head, swelling out his breast |

by inflating his crop, and spreading his tail, at the same
time uttering the well known the soft and
somewhat mournful sounds of which echo among the
clifis, The female, shy and timorous, sits close to the
rock, shifting her position a little as the male advances,
and sometimes out her neck, as if to repel him
by blows. The male continues his strutting and cooing,
until the female, inadvertently coming upon the edge of
the shelf, flies off to the dark recesses of the neighbouring
cave, where she has scarcely alighted when her lover is
agein by her side. Matters go en in this manner;
and, in the meantime, » nest is gradually formed, which
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congsists of withered stalks and blades of grass, or
other plants, not very neatly arranged, but disposed so
as to answer the intended purpose. Two beautiful
white eggs, of an elliptical form, one an inch and
four-twelfthe in length, an inch and one-twelfth in
breedth, the other a little shorter, are then deposited ;
and, in due time, the young make their appearance.
During incubation, the male supplies his mate with
food, which she picks fromn his throat as he forces it up
from the crop. Even at other times, the female often
goes up to the male, introduces her bill on one side into
his mouth, and obtains a grain of barley, or 2 morsel of
other food. In about three weeks, the young come
abroad ; and, after being fed and instructed by their
parents for some days, are left to shift for themselves.

The rock dove is found in nearly all the rocky
shores of Scotland and its islands; though it
seems to have deserted the more frequented
coasts. These birde are numerous in Shetland ;
and, if we are to believe that every pigeon is as
voracious as a couple dissected by Mr Macgil-
livray’s correspondent, we may well pity the
Shetland farmers. In the crop of the male, above
1000 oat seeds were found, and 510 in that of the
female! The bushels that may be devoured in
six months by 5000 of these gentle doves, are
appalling to think of. But, probably, as in many
other cases, matters are not quite so bad as they

seem.
Among other birds, starlings are found in
great numbers in the Orkney and Shetland Isles,
and in the Hebrides, where they remain all the
year round, breeding in caverns and crevices on
the rocky coast. Mr Macgillivray has taken
great paine to get acquainted with the habits of
this beautiful bird. The scene in which he
found them, is singularly wild and interesting: —
Having, with much labour and some danger, descended
from the summit of & maritime cliff on the west coast of
one of the bare Hebrides, we are now standing in a low
and ragged cavern, of which the upper part is formed of
great blocks of gneiss, jammed into a rent of the solid
rock, while the heavy waves of the Atlantic come rushing
up its mouth, and alternately recede, leaving exposed, at
intervals, a beautiful bed of polished pebbles. The
melancholy tones of the rock dove’s cooing issue from
one of the recesses; and, as we look for the bird, we ob-
serve a starling perched on a projecting angle above, and
screaming forth its low harsh note of alarm or anger.
Presently, several individuals of the same species issue
from various holes and fissures, and fly out of the cavern,
followed by a few pigeons, the sound of whose wings
echoes from the walls, A shot is fired, aud, in the midst
of the deafening noise that follows, a whole crowd of
starlings hurry over head, to regain the open air, and
escape the threatened danger. We have, in fact, strolled
into one of their breeding places ; and it being the month
of June, we may here, at leisure, observe their domestic
habits ; but the tide is advancing, and, therefore, it may
be best to regain the summit of the rock, purposing to
return some other time. . . . . . . Earlyin the
morning, accompanied, perhaps, at first by pigeons and
cormorants, you may se¢ them issue from their secure
retreats, and hurry along the coast, or over the rocky
ground, to the pastures and fields. The places to which,
above all, they most frequently resort in summer and
sutumn, are the cowfolds where the farm stock is en-
cloeed at night, and there, before the cattle are let out, or
at milking time, you may find large fiocks busily em-
ployed in searching among the old and dried dung, for
larve and worms, keeping up an incessant low chatter,
frequently perching for a while on the cattle, and when
satisfled reposing on the low walls of the fold, where
you may often shoot them by half dozens—I do not sy
whole dozens, for, although that might bappen, I never
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obiained more than six or seven at a single discharge
They also follow the cattle in the pastures and meadows,
often perching on the backs of cows, horses, and sheep ;
but, although very frequently seen in this society, they
do not always accompany these animals. In winter,
they frequent the corn-yards, along with linnets, buntings,
larks, and wild pigeons, to obtain a few grains of oats,
search the stubble grounds for seeds, pick up small testa-
ceous mollusca from the pastures, and occasionally visit
the shores to feed on marine worms. In spring, they
fisd a supply of food in the newly turned flelds or patches
of ground ; in summer and autumn, they are furnished
with abundance of larve and worms, found chiefly under
the dung of domestic animals ; and they attack the corn
in the same manner as the sparrow, although this kind
of food is apparently lees agreeable to them than their
more usual kind. Starlings always keep in flocks, and
rwenally fly in a compact body, which frequently appears
t undergo a kind of rotatory motion, as the individuals
shift their position. When in haste, however, they fly
ina direct manner, without undulations. and with great
speed, employing regularly-timed beats of their winge. . .

In winter, the flocks are often very large, but, even in
the breeding season, the individuals that come abroad to
sarch for food for their young, keep in parties. In the
Outer Hebrides, they associate with no other birds, ex-
cepting occasionally pigeons; but in other parts they are
frequently seen intermingled with jackdaws, rooks, and
thrushes of different species. In sunny weather, even in
winter, starlings congregated on a rock, the top of a wall,
o other eminence, enact a very pleasant concert or med-
ley, each singing in a low rather sweet voice, and the
wited effect being very similar to that of the winter
wog of 8 flock of redwings. Individually, the starling’s
ditty is certainly not equal to that of the throstle; but
yetitis by no means despicable. . . . . . . The
sk of the starling is not much inferior to thatof a
thrash, although tougher; and, as a considerable number
may be occasionally obtained at a single shot, this bird
B not anworthy of the attention of the animal desig-
uted by the name of sportsman. . . . . . . .

In the Hebrides, the starlings begin to form their nests
inthe end of April or the beginning of May, selecting shita-
bespots in the crevices of rocks, in caverns, or under large
blocks, in situations as inaccessible as poesible. 1 have
found them also in large winding holes in grassy banks,
® an unfrequented islet, which I conjectared to have been
originally formed by rats, and afterwards enlarged by
the starlings. It appears, however, that they also dig
boles of themselves on the grawy shelves of the rocks.
The pest is bulky, composed of grass and portions of
plants of various species, with a rude lining of feathers
ad hair. The eggs, which are from four to six, are of
1 wmewhat elongated or regular oval form, glossy, and
of 3 delicate very pale greenish-blue. They vary in
leagth from an inch and a quarter to an inch and two
twelfths or a little less, and in their greatest breadth
frem three-fourths to ten-twelfths of an inch. These
binls occur in many other parts of Scotland, but are
gnenally rare in the middle and southern divisions,
where their colonies breed in maritime rocks, in old
Wildings, and sometimes in holes in decayed trees. In
vinter, they usually scatter over the country, appesring
in flocks of greater or less extent in parts where they do
Mt habitually reside.

Starlings are said to be getting more plentiful
in the places specified, and to have become
sarcer in England. Thisbird, as is well known,
is ensily tamed, and may be taught to speak and
whistle tunes. Mr Macgillivray gives, at second
lad, an account of one or two highly accom-

pliched or college-bred individuals of the family.
Webave ourselves the pleasure of a long and in-
timte acquaintance with the Ayrshire shoe-
maker's pupil, whoee name is Richard, not Char-
lie. Though now fallen somewhat into the sere
wd yellow leaf, he has not forgotten his early

acquirements, and we can vouch for the truth of
his powers in a monologue. Another pupil of
the shoemaker was, perhaps, even more eloquent.
“Comein, lads and lasses,” was his opening ; “take
a’ chairs, and sit down and hear Richard whistle
the ¢ Laird of Cockpen.’” And here the air was
whistled ; after which the starling resumed, ¢ Is
not that pretty well for a small bird like me ?”
Our friend, Richard I., whistles ¢ Over the
water to Charlie ;” but, probably from neglect,
he is now at a loss to complete the air. He
chatters much more than is set down for him by
Mr Macgillivray ; and, when informed, the other
day, that he was become a distinguished histo-
rical bird, he seemed to fancy the compliment no
more than was due to his talents. Since Richard
has waxed in years, he has become more familiar,
and rather fond of good living. At the break-
fast hour, he regularly calls for his buttered
toast ; and, upon the cage-door being opened,
he darts out, perches upon his master’s hand.
and devours his morsel with great relish. He also
calls lustily for cream to his porridge, when
the breakfast table is about to be cleared ; and
scolds for an hour, if his call is not attended to.
There is, however, not much enjoyment to think-
ing bipeds, in the mere talk of starlings. One is
tempted to say, as of other parrot-talkers, «“Could
you only learn to hold your tongue, you pretty
creature, it might never be found out what a fool
you are.” Esteem for the intellect of birds is
certainly not increased by their taught jargoning.

Torooks,a long and amusingsection of the work
is devoted. They are plentiful, it seems, about
Edinburgh, for reasons which may probably be
easily explained by the philosophers of what wont
to be called ¢ the Stove School.” We remember
a paper upon the return of the lawyers of Modern
Athens—most high-piled of cities !—from the
assizes or the country, to the winter session,
having for its motto,

¢ To their high-built airy nests,
See the Rooks returning home.”

The hooded or Royston crow, so rare in the
South—where the people, however, call the car-
rion crow the ¢ hoodie craw”—and so frequent
in the Highlands and the Islands of Scotland, is
accurately described, and made out to be rather
a respectable, well-conducted bird, which, with-
out encroaching on the rights of others, knows
how to keep its own place. Mr Macgillivray
has no faith in crow-courts or crow-convocations
of any kind, whether for justice or match-mak-
ing; which last he conceives unnecessary, as the
handfasting lusts all the year round. We are
told that, when the hooded crow has found small
crabs, and other shell-fish, it soars high in the
air, and drops them on the ground to open them.
We can easily believe this, as blackbirds—which
are very plentiful in our neighbourhood, and as
tame as the robin, picking out of the house-dog’s
dieh along with the sparrows, and, in severe
weather, scolding if the customary food is not
set out for them—drop the snails they pick up
in spring in the fields snd garden, moton the
walks, but, more effectually, upon the entrance
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steps, in order to break them. This fact, which
was at first doubted, whon asserted by the maid
whose duty it wes te keep the steps neat,
was confirmed by observation. If it was found
inconvenient te approach the steps, the flat cop-
ing of a wall was employed, on which to drop
the snail-shells. The ox.eye titmouse is an
equally familiar winter visiter with ua. Nu-
merous small perforations, not much bigger
than pin points, made in the surface of hanging
joints of meat, excited some surprise, and were
found to be made by those courageous and clever
birds, who made an hourly practice of entering
the larder, and dabbing, on the wing, hovering
round rather than settling on the joint, like
humming-birds about a flower, In the same
keeping-place, a robin, last year, made its nest
in 8 amall baske$ hanging agaiust the wall, and
safely brought out its young, unheeding whe
passed in ar aut. To preserve the robins from
cats, and for the eonvenience of locking the doox
at night," & small hole was drilled in the door,
the use of which Robin understood at once,
and by it the parent birds made their ingrees
and egress until their parental duties were
bappily terminated. Chaffinches, rebins, hedge-
sparrows, and also the cockney species, abound
in the same sheltered nook ; and, in its sqason,
the martlet, the loveliest of migratory birds,
whether from the brilliancy of its plumage or the
pathetic sweetness of its musical twitter, keeps
us shy neighbourheod, though evidently annoyed
by impudent hosts of Mr Macgillivray's passer
domestious. With us these well-remembered
beggare are not merely familiar, but obtrusive,
and difficult to be rebuffed ; keeping watch op-
posite back-doors, to snatch any opportunity of
entering, and reaching the acoustomed dish.
With the ravem Mr Macgillivray is well ag-
quainted, as that bird exists in the Hebrides,
where its habits, like those of the sterling, are
modified by situation. He deacribes it as a
Remarkably grave and sedate bird ; md, unlike many
men who assumc an aspect of dignity, it is equally noted
for sagacity and prudence. It is crafty, vigilant, and
shy, so as to be with great difficulty approached, unless in
the breeding season, when its affectionate concern for its
young, in a great measure overcomes its habitual dislike
to the proximity of man—a dislike which is the result
of prudence more than of mere timidity ; for, under par.
ticular circumstances, it will not hesitate to make ad.
vances which a timorous bird would, no doubt, deem
extremely hazardous. Either from natural instinct, or
from observation and refiection, it appears toknow, in
some moasure, the power of its arch enemy ; and, finding
that its own faculties are insufficient to emable it to
counteract his destructive propensities, carefully avoids
coming within his reach. On the other hand, it eats
from off the same carcase as a dog, and takes its station
close te an otter devouring its prey, doubtless because its
vigilance and activity suffice to enable it ta elude their
efforts to inflict injury upon it; and, while it ylelds to
the eagle, it drives away the hooded crow and the gull.
K knows the distance, too, at which it is safe from a
man armed with a gun, and allows the shepherd and his
dogs to come much nearer than the sportsman, . .
The raven never ventures to-attack a man plundering itl
nest, and rarely pretends to be crippled in order to draw
him him away from it; but stands ata distsnce, looking
extremely dejected, or flies over and around him, utter-
ing, now and them, a stifled eroak, indisative of grief or
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apxisty. 1 have, however, om such an occaaion, wen §
raven fly off to a considerable distance, and, alighting
in a conspicuous place, tumble about as if moartally
wounded.

Baving enjoyed ample appertunities of cultivating an
acquaintance with this species in the Quter Hebrides, I
shall describe its manners as abserved by me in thess
dreary, but to the naturalist, highly interesting islands
There, the raven, 1n search of food, may be seem, either
singly or in pairs, in all sorts of situations, along the
rocky shores, on the saud fords, the sides of the hills, the
inland moors, and the meuntain teps. It flies at 8 mode-
rate height, proceeding rather slowly, deviating te either
side, sailing at intervals, and seldom uttering any sound.

Whean it has discovered a dead sheep, it alightsea s
stone, a peat bank, or other eminence, folda up its wings,
looks around, and croaks. It then advances nearer, eyes
its prey with attention, leaps upon it, and, in a halt
crouching attitude, examines it. Finding matters as it
wished, it croaks aloud, picks eut an eye, devours part
of the tongue if that organ be protrnded, and, lasy,
attacks the subcaudal region. . .

Although the raven is onnivomul, m chlef food fs
carrion, by which is here meant the carcases of shesp,
horses, cattle, deer, and other quadrupeds, dolphins, and
cetaceous animals in general, as well as fishes that have
been cast ashore. In autumn, it soxetimes commits great
havock among the barley ; and, in spring, it occasionally
destroys young lambe. It has also been aocused of kill-
ing diseased sheep by picking out their eyes; but of this
I have obtained ne satisfactory evidence. It annoys the
housewives by sometimes flying off with young poultry,
and especially by breaking and sucking eggs which the
ducks or hens may have deposited, as they frequently do,
among the herbage,.

In these islands, should a hewse or a cow die, as in my
younger days was very frequeatly the case in the beginniag
of summer, after a severe winter or spring, or should a
grampus, ar other large cetaceoms animal, be cast on the
shore, the ravens speedily assemble, and remain in the
neighbourhood until they have devoured it. A large herd
of grampuses, delphinus orca, having been driven by the
inhabitants of Pabbay en the sand beach eof that island,
which is one of those in the Sound of Harris, an amasing
number of ravena soon collected from all quarters, and
coutinued for several weeks to feast upom the carcases
By the time when this sapply of food was exhausted,
autumn was advancing, aod the inhabitants became
alarmed lest, shonld the vavens prolong their stay, they
should attack their barley, which was their main stay,
as they depended chiefly upon it for the means of paying
their rents ; a regular aystem of illicit distillation having,
for reasons not difficult %0 be been permitted
for many years. Various expedients were tried in vain,
until as leagth a schemes was devised by one Finlay
Morison, which produced the desired efiect. The raveas
retired at night to a lew cliff on the east side of the
island, where they slept crowded togltht on the shelves
Finlay and a few chosen companiens, umtdy 30
quainted with the priucipal fissures and p: ions of
the rock, made their way after midnight to tlo roosts of
tbonnm, caught a considersble number of them, and
carried them off alive, They thea plucked off -all their
feathers, excepting those of the wings and tail ; and, ia
the morning, when their companions were leaving their
places of reposs, let loose among them these live scare-
crows. The ravens, terrified by the appearance of those
strange-looking erestuves, which, it seems, they failed ta
recognise 38 their own kinsfolk, betook themselves to
flight in a body, and did not return to the island, It
was in this numerous congregation of ravens that the
white individual, of which I have already made mention,
occurred, and which the people, consideriag it as the roysl
bird, regarded with a kind of supesstitions reverence.

The ravens are social, and almost convivial,
in their ravening. They are imagined to have
some oocult means of sending telegra) phlodo-

spatehes, or speoding the Fiery Croms alang the
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coast, when an opportunity occurs of banquet-
ing on a dead cow or stranded whale. Mr Mae-
gillivray, however, does not give them full ¢credit
for disintereatedly spreading information for the
benefit of their distant neighbours. He makes
the whole the result of observation, sagacity, or
ratber the inductive procees of reasoning :—

It has seemed to me strange that, in a country where,
wder ordinary circumstances, few ravens are seen, 80
many 38 from twenty to two bundred or more, should
collect in a few days. In perambulating these islands,
one scarcely meets with more than a pair in the space of
s mile or 50 ; and in Harris, where their breeding places
were pretty generally known to me, [ could not count a
daen pairs along a coast-line of as many miles, In
Pabbay, as mentioned above, several hundreds had come
together, so that the people naturally marvelled whence
they bad arrived.  If along a coast-line of ten miles there
are ten pairs of ravens, with five young birds to each, or
wveaty in all, on one of a hundred and forty, thers
might be nearly a thousand. Pabbay is two miles dia.
tant from Berneray, and six from Harris. Even should
the wind blow in the latter direction, it is not likely that
a raven shonld smell carrion six miles distant ; and in
Berneray, which the effluvia might reach, there are not
wually more than three or four resident pairs. The
Virds of the west coast of Lewis, South Uist, and Barray,
culd ot be guided a distauce of fifty miles or more
by the smell. How then did they arrive in Pabbay?
It seems to me that the pheuomenon may be explained
thus.

The two pairs of ravens rendmg in Pabbay itself,
woald, with their broods, first perceive the carcases.
Those of Berneray might stroll over, as they often do, ox
they might see the prey, as might those on the Harris
oast.  Ravens have character in their flight, as men
have jn their walk. A poct sauntering by a river, a con-
chologist or fish-woman looking for shells along the
shore, 3 sportsman searching the fields, a footman going
@ 2 message, & lady running home from a shower, or a
geotleman retreating from 2 mad bull, move each in a
different manuer, suiting the action to the occasion.
Ravens do the same, as well as other birds ; and so, those
at the next station, perhaps a mile duunt, Judgnng by
the flight of their meighbours that they had a prize in,
view, might naturally follow. In this manner, the ip-
wlligence might be communicated over a large extent of
country, and, in a single day, a great number might
sgmblee We know from observation, that ravens can
parceive an object at a great distance ; but that they can
mell food a quarter of a mile off, we bave no proof
whatever,

If our author does not believe that ravens can
mell carrion at any great diatance, still less,
though a Highlander, does he believe that they
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can diccover disease and death in a house by
smell~a common superstition in the Highlands,
where ravens are regarded as unlucky or ill-
boding birds.

This that follews is beautifully said, though
more melancholy in tone than might have been
expected from a mative of the dreary region
depicted. We have enjoyed many days, many
tracts of weather, not merely eheerful, but bril-
liant, in those islands.

The character of the raven accords woll with the deso,
late aspect of the rugged glems of the Hebridian moais
He and the eagle are the fit inhabitants of those grim
rocks ; the red grouse, the plover, and its page, of those
brown and scarred heaths; the ptarmigan of those
craggy and tempest-beaten summits, ‘f'he red-throated
diver anud the merganser, beautiful as they are, fail to
give beauty to those pools of dark-brown water, edged
with peat banks, and unadorned with sylvan verdure,
Even the water-lily, with its splendid white flowers,
floating on the deep-bog, reflects mo glory on the sur-
rounding scenery, but selfishly draws all your regards to
itaelf There, on the rifted crag, let the dark raven
croak to his mate, while we search for the specias in dis-
tant parts of the land.

And Mr Macgillivray falls back upon his cor-
respondent in the South, who describes the habits
of the raven in the wilds of Dumfries, Roxburgh,
and Selkirk shires. Here he wages fierce war
with the goshawk or peregrine falcon, and the
fox. He also

Plunders the nests of moorfowls, (red grouse,)and
earries away the contents, whether eggs or young chicks ;
and, as he is strong, as well as sly and sagacious, he no
doubt kills many of the moorfowls themselves after they
are full grown. But the raven is a magnanimous bird,
compa! with the hoodie or carrion crow, which de-
scends to the most despicable shifis, and employs the
most cruel methads to support itself that can well be
imagined.

It is more than time that we were drawing to
a close with a work which we presume to be a
great acquisition to ornithological ecience ; and
one which we know to possess the higher merit
of popularizing knowledge, by combining its re-
sults with the affections, with natural piety, and
elegant, yefining literary recreation. Thisis to
make science bear its appropriate fruits; and,
for want of this, the bulk of scientific works
have hitherto been treated by the mass of man-
kind, and the whole of womankind, with deserved
neglect.

ADELE.*

Ix spite of all that sages say,

I fain with store of gold would meet ;
Then eagerly I'd fly to lay

The treasure at my true love's feet.
Addle, I'd gratify for thee

The slightest wish thou mightst express :
There is no avarice in me—

Bat, ok, my love is measureless.

Or might it to my lays belong,
To make immortal Adéle’s name,
I'd sing bf Adale till the song
Immortal memory should claim.
Our names in verse together twined,
So may futurity poasess !
No love of fame is in my mind—
Bat, ob, my love is measureless.
# Bernnger, *¢ Beaucoup d"Amour.”

‘Would Providence for me ordain

A soversign's 1ank, and dazaling throne,
Adéle should grace the fancied reign,

And all my power should be her own.
More sure of pleasing her to be,

I'd fain see courtiers round me press :
Ambition finds no place in me—

But, oh, my love is measureless.

Song, why with vain desires art fraught ?
Addle my every wish employs ;
Wealth, glory, empire, ye are naught—
*Tis love, true love, that gives true joys
From fortune’s wheel 1 fear no blank, *
I live secure of happiness :
I bave not riches, fawe, nor rank—
But oh, my love is measureless:
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DIVES AND LAZARUS.
A TALE OF IRELAND.

CastLE CARROL is one of the noblest spots on
the Shannon. The old tower stands forth on a
rocky eminence, as if the champion of the wild,
rough country in its rear, against the smooth,
smiling, civil-spoken plain confronting it, on the
opposite shore. With all its braggartry, how-
ever, the Carrol country has the worst of it—
being a barren, ill-regulated district ; while the
meadow-lands which it overlooks, are fine, fat,
flourishing pastures, flowing with milk and honey.

Castle Carrol had not gazed upon this land of
Canaan, for so many centuries, without expe-
riencing certain sensations of ungodly coveting ;
and, accordingly, when, at the commencement
of the present century, the thriving estate of
Vale Banatha devolved upon a female heir,
Castle Carrol lost no time in becoming a suitor ;
and, after the usual forms of courtship, Miss
Florence O’Banatha became Countess of O’Car-
rol. The old hall rang with the gay doings of
the wedding; and, soon after the close of the
year, the church bells rang again, in honour of
the birth of an heir to hill and valley ; and as,
within no great distance of time, they tolled out
dolefully for the burial of the heiress-countess,
no second offspring came to divide the inherit-
ance of the young peer.

It was much about the same time that one of
Lord O'Carrol's cottars (who, bearing the same
name, would in Scotland have announced him-
self to be of the castle-clan) married, and begat
a son. The bride, in this instance, inherited
nothing but a pair of strong arms and strong
frame of mind ; and, consequently, no church
bells announced to the surrounding country the
birth of little Jem. Tbe bantling struggled
unheeded into life, his course through which
was predestined to be a continuous struggle.

“See to him, the darlint !"” cried his father,
holding the roaring babe up to the sunshine,
rolled in one of his own ragged shirts. * Hasn’t
he got the eye iv him winking up at the cruiskun
already, as if he'd got a taste ivit? Och! he'll
be the broth of a boy !”

And so he was!—From six years upwards,
wherever mischief was to be done or danger
confronted, Jem Carrol was foremost. Light-
limbed, light-hearted, light-headed, accustomed
to bhard fare at bed and board, no danger of
Jem Carrol's eating or sleeping away his facul-
ties! He was sharp, as he was sharp-set. Allhis
pleasures were boons of Nature's granting—exer-
cise and free air—

“ A savage wildness o'er him hung,
As of 8 dweller out of doors.”

His face was tanned brown, his hair white ; and
when, with one hand holding up his tattered
vestments, he skimmed the plain, or climbed the
cliffs, the little animal had more the untamed as-
pect of one of the fere nature, than of a Christ-
iap soul encased in a human body. Christian,

however, is a term almost gratuitous, as applied
to little Jem ; for, though his parents had paid
their fee to the priest for bestowing upon him
the name of James, which they considered the
upshot of the operation that was to keep his
infant soul out of purgatory, neither father nor
son gave a second thought to the subject. Jem,
senior, was too hard-working and hard-drinking
a creature to take much account of things
spiritual ; and Jem, junior's, sins were at present
stationary on the shoulders of his sponsors. He
had been occasionally licked for ¢ staling” apples,
or “ thaving” the chicken’s meat, when his allow-
ance of murphies proved too small for his appetite
and virtue. But his knowledge of the iniquity
of ¢ staling” was expected to be instinctive.
His sire and dam were too busy to teach—they
had only time to cuf; and Castle Carrol being
rigidly Protestant, and no priest resident in the
district, he was brought up a heathen in all but
name.

Not so, young Lord Julius, heir to the noble
house of Carrol. His cradle was overhung with
silke, his infancy beset with nurses. At six
years old, he had scarcely the free use of his
limbs, and, while Jem Carrol was clambering up
the cliffs for life and death, could scarcely
climb, without assistance, into an arm-chair. If
‘ thaving” and ¢ staling” were not more inter-
dicted to him than poor Jem, everything else
was forbidden. It was ¢ Julius, don’t do that,”
from morning till night ; till, reared with a no-
tion of being always in the wrong, the boy grew
up in a sort of vague want of self-reliance, which
gave him the air of a fool, and taught him the
nfean acts of cunning and lying. At ten years
old, the young lord, in his velvet jacket and
trowsers of spotless white, was a very dirty little
fellow.

At that precise period, however, he ceased to
be visible at Castle Carrol. The red velvet and
white jean were exchanged for a suit of sables,
while the church-bells tolled more dolorously
than before, in token that the noble Earl was
about to sleep his last sleep beside the noble
Countess ; and, lo! the chubby-faced, flaxen-
headed boy, in whose person were united the
honours of Castle Carrol and the wealth of Vale
Banatha, reigned in their stead, and was forth-
with carried off to England by his guardian, Sir
Bernard Moonshine, to bg made a man of.

“ Long life to the lad, and God's luck ever-
mor’ be wid him !” exclaimed James Carrol, ses.,
as the carriage and four, containing the heir and
executors, bowled out of sight. A betther Lard
nor his Lardship’s right hoaourable fader niver
was seen at Castle Carrol—bringing a big heiress
intho the family, all as one as a bridge over the
blessed river ‘tween Vale Banatha and the Carrol
country—and may his son live to walk in his
shoes !”

This adjuration was shortly changed into—
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“God send the young Lard’s time was come for
walking in his noble fader’s shoes!” For, in-
stead of the resident Earl, the tenants had now
a non-resident agent to look to for justice and
protection. The executors had other matter in
band. The Irish estates were allowed to go as
it pleased Providence—and Providence seems
rarely pleased with anything that occurs on Irish
estates. The guardians took care of the young
Lord, and trusted the property to the agents ;
the agents took care of themselves, and trusted
the property to chance. The castle was allowed
to go to rack and ruin: the rain rained in; the
sunshine alone was shut out ; floors and furni-
ture mouldered away ; the rats kept holiday in
the old hall ; and mildew overspread the surface
of the place.

It was not till the agent, five years after the
Earl's decease, sent in a demand of six thousand
three hundred and seventy-two pounds, four
shillings, and eightpence, for the article of re-
pairs, that the executors appeared to recollect
the fact, that, on the Irish estates, stood a castle,
in which castle the Right Hon. minor had seen
the light. But it did not much signify. Lord
O'Carrol, who was now in the fifth form at
Eton, already announced that he never intended
to reside in Ireland ; and money being just then
highly advantageous in calling in an English
mortgage, the executors decided against further
reparation, and let the old house shift for itself.
Next spring, there was a promising crop of
grass in the western wing, unroofed by the
storms of the preceding winter; and even the
bats, domiciliated in the blue damask drawing-
room, seemed to feel that the place was growing
too damp and dismal for them. DBut what
mattered all this to Lord O'Carrol? He was
now entered at Cambridge ; had a suit of rooms
at Mivart’s, and a bill at Adams’ the coach-
maker, the manifold sheets of which might
have served to repaper the blue damask drawing.
room.

Jem Carrol, meanwhile, had, like his noble
contemporary, survived hissainted sire ; but, by
way of compensation for the loss, he had his
mother and an infirm brother to maintain.
Himself and the pig were all they bad to look
to; yet such was the hilarity of his nature, that,
%0 long as the ‘ praties thruv,” and the agent
who monopolized the preserves of the game and
fishery, resided thirty miles off along the river,
Jem Carrol continued to keep a good face upon
it. No one cou]d say the lad was out at elbows,
for small sleeve it was that Jem had to his
jacket ; and if his comely features were more
begrimed than was advantageous to the beauty
of his complexion, what wonder? There was
nothing about the place but the greenest of
ditch water—s0 green that the family were
“forced to quench their thirst (so they were)
with buttermilk or sper’ts,” and dispense alto-
gether with personal ablution.

Dirt is the parent of disease. The green
ditch water brought the fever; “and so, being
leid up, kilt with typhus, at sada time,” the

Carrols’ acre was left to the merey of their
neighbours ; and their neighbours proved too
poor and too busy to be merciful. The crop
failed which was to supply both rent and food.
The guardian’s agent’s sub-agent, who inhabited
the tumbledown offices of the old castle, grew
turbulent and threatened ; upon which poor Jem,
with a sanguine trust in better times, sold off
their few movables, and brought on a relapse of
the fever, by sleeping on the damp floor, satur-
ated by the oozings of the memorable green
ditch.

It was not probable that the pauper Papist
family should obtain much favour in the sight of
the Protestant minister of the parish; but, as
the present incumbent, the Honourable and
Reverend Marmaduke Carrol, uncle of the late
Lord, seldom visited the place, except for a fort-
night's shooting, and during his residence, fifty
miles off, at his deanery at Kilfesant, intrusted
the cure of the souls and bodies committed to
his parochial charge, to the hands of a curate
having sixteen children of his own to monopo-
lize his attention, and assist him to starve upon
eighty-five pounds per annum—the case of the
cottars was altogether hopeless. They might
have been unconscious, indeed, that the parish
boasted a dean for its rector, and the dean a
pauper for his curate, but for the half-yearly
visits of the tithe-proctor ; and it almost recon-
ciled Jem and the family to the one-piggedness
of their farm, that no tithe-pig ever curled its
tail over their threshold, on its way to the
Decanatorial sty.

JudyCarrol, as we have already remarked, was
a strong-minded, able-bodied woman. But her
physical force had now given way under the
depression of disease ; and it was almost too
much for her moral courage to find the utmost
efforts of her noble-hearted lad scarcely sufficient
to provide a bite and sup for herself and poor
Maurice.

¢ Sure, isn’t it a hard thing, now,” murmured
she, as she sat shivering in a corner of the damp
cabin, “to fale the want of a turf, when my
Lard’s stacks are rotting up yon, undher the
viry eyes iv us, and the agent too lazy to so much
as make his market on ‘em? And ien't it a hard
thing, now, to see poor Jim kilt out iv the life
iv him, slaving for me and Maurice, who’s more
helpless nor a baby this day, jist becase the
agent wont lind a hand to mind the drain, what’s
been wanting repair these tin year, and makes
the cabin like a mill-pond, and brings the faver,
and the faver murdher and ruin? Plase God, if
‘twas in the grave that Maurice and I was lying,
little it is the loss iv us would be felt ; and thin
Jem might hauld up his young hid again, and
none the warse.”

It was owing to the suggestions of this
maternal monologue, that poor Maurice Carrol,
the hunchback, took a sudden and desperate
resolution to minister, for the future, to his
own maintenance. It was not much he could do.
He could not dig, and, though to beg he was
by no means ashamed, there was nota soul in



the 2ountry, now the mansions at Castle Carrol
and Vale Banatha were shut up, to emeourage
beggars. A few handfuls of meanl or a stale
loaf were the utmost he was likely to procure
from the wives of the neighbouring farmers.
One only alternative presented itwelf. Maurice
had been in his childhood too infirm to be
banged inte an abhorrenee of ¢ thaving and
Maling ;” while the six miles intervening be.
tween Castle Carrol and the nearest station of
his Reverence, were too long a step for the lame
child to be dragged so often as his spiritual
education might be supposed to reqmire. His
notions of meum and tuum, therefore, or rather
of the degree of turpitude arising from the
transfor of other people’s property to one's self,
were exceedingly vague. He knew for instance,
that, in a rushy bottom of the river, in a bend
about & gusrter of a mile from Banatha manor.
house, was the favourite breeding ground of
the plovers, abounding in the district. For
¢leven months of the year, the spot was deserted
wmave by himeelf—the desolate boy having o
liking to the desolateness of the place, and a
predilection for the melaneholy ery of the birds
frequenting the neighbouring moors. But the
vggs formed a valuable object of speculation.
The chief agent’s wife was fond of having them
fér her ball suppers ih Mertion Square; and the
wab.agent, aceordingly, made it his duty to
kdave the nests watched in laying time. It mn-
luckily happened at this juneture that the keeper
appointed for thé purpose having made it an-
nually apparent to his employers, that the pro.
duce of the place was un the decrease, was ap-
prised that, unless during the present seasen it
ptoved as abundant as of old, his ocecupation
would be gone. Pat Flanagan had, accordingly,
fio alternative but rigout or dismisaal,

« Well! jistice is jistice !” cried he, when,
gun in hand, he took up his solitary position on
a misty April morning, just as daylight was
breaking on the river. * How I'm to make
them bastes of burds giv a bigger complement,
is more than my own gumption can guess, ony
way ; and as to giving up my gun to the kaper,
#nd laving my place about the Castle——Well—
Hl.ven help & poor boy! I'll jist see the inding
on't,”

He had assurned his a¢customed post sut hour
or two earlier than usnal ; and, having assumed
his seat on the stump of an old alder-bush;
around which springing suckers, already shoot-
ing into leaf, afforded him some degree of shelter,
he sat musing with his pipe in his mouth, and
his eyes fixed upon the stream.

It was & pleasunt sight to observe the heavy
overhanging mists, rendered gradually trans.
parent by the rising sun, wreathing and eircling
away, till fiot only the ripple of the current, But
the outline of the opposite eliffs becamé dis-
ternible. At that untimely hour no craft was
moving on the river; no stragglers were dis-
eernible on the cliffs above or shores below—
fiot s0 much as a troant urchin sauntering along
the green sirip of grasy svil ot the bise of the
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rocks, forming & depository for things washed
down by the stream from the higher country,
All was solitary, all still, all silent—save that
the plovers were already on the wing ; shrieking
and cireling over the rushes, or dotting the green
grass as they stood pluming themselves for the
day. But, lo! Pat Flanagan's eyes were soon
directed from the mists, and his spirit from its
meditations, by the sight of one of the leather.
covered wicker punts belonging to the Castle
salmon fishery;, pushing its way clumsily along
the shallows of the opposite shore. The hour, theé
season, and the solitarinessof the boat, forbad all
notion that it couldbe occupied by ene of those te
whose calling it was apportiened ; nor could Pat,
for the life of him, discern, through the misty
morning alr,by whose hand it wasso feeblypunted
along. By the statureof the boatman, it mightbe
supposed a child—by its reckless pilotage along
that perilous shore, a woman. At length, as the
littlebarque slanted its course hazardously across
the current, Pat, who sat watehing from his post,
exclaimed, in consternation,—¢ The Lard'smercy
be good to me, this day, if it ben't Widdy Car-
rol's lame Maurice I”” At first his sole antiety
was excited by the peril incarred by the urchin
in crossing the stream. But he next began to
wonder what could be the urchin’s object in
braving such & peril. There was nothing to temps
him towards that uninhabited moor, but the ple-
vers’ nests ; and ina moment it rushed into Pat’s
head, that the appearance of Maurice Carrol ot
the spot, had some connexion with the disappear<
anee of the eggs. Instead of hailing the boy,
therefore, as he had half unclosed his meuth te
do, hecowered cunningly amongthe alder bushes,
and  bifled his time.”

Ten minutes afterwards, when Maurice, after
tethering his cockle-shell of a boat to a stump,
and, half wading, half walking, proceeded to fill
to the brim, with dark-spotted plovers’ eggs, the
moss-lined basket with which he came provided,
he was suddenly felled to the ground, and de-
prived of consciousness. It was not till he found
himeelf lying in the heat f the nvon-day sun
under the cliffs on the opposite shore, his tat-
tered clothes coversd with the half.dried mire
through which he had been dragged by Pat
Flanagan, and his bones and head aching with
the bruises bestowed on him with the batt of the
keeper’s gun, that he understood the detection
and chastisement which had befallen him. It
was by Pat’s sense of justice that the marauder
was steered over the river, and, left half dead
upbn the beach ; and perhaps by his sense of
compassion that not & syllable was uttered on
his part concerning the transaetion. ¢ The boy’s
had bating endugh to kape him from pickin and
stealin for gome time to come,” was Flanagan’s
commentary on the business, when he resumed
his place among the alder bushes; it would
be only shaming the child of honest folk, was I
to make his reck’nin for'm wid the agent. Bus
let me catch him st’s thricks agin, the spalpeen,
and I’ll make an everlastih’ warnin’ on him.’

That might Maurice Garrel lsy monuing on the.

ce
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dlsy foor of the cabin; and a sore thought it
was to his mother and brother that the « fever”
bad again seised him, and that they were unable
o pay for doctor, or doctor’s stuff, to free him
from the pain against which he seemed to be
struggling. But the next night, he moaned no
more ; and the night following, unnatural lights
burned in the eabin, unnatural sounds of festivity
lsued from its open threshold, from which the
door had been unhinged to form a dead-deal to
straighten the corpse of the murdered boy. The
Jads of Castle Carrol were waking poor hunch.
back Maurice !

He had died without disclosing & word, He
was too proud to own that he had been beaten
for & thief; though satisfied, according to the
couscience of the poer, that poacling is no
thieving in the sight of God, and that the wild
ereatures of nature’s breeding are vouchsafed as
much for the food of the hungry as for the
tecreation of the rich. But when the wasted,
deformed body of Maurice came to be prepared
for the grave, his bruises and contusions became
manifest ; and it was clear that one of these
bows, dealt by some vindictive man, whose
hend was stronger than his judgment, had
caused an inward injury, and ended the wants
and miseries of the widow’sson. The neighbours
cried shame—the agent was required to appeal to
the nearest magistrate for redress. But having
ancortained that there existed no evidence to
throw light upon the business, (the whole having
been privately disclosed to his employer by poor
Put, the day of the affray, when the sub-agent
sent off Flanagan with a basket of plovers’ eggs,
sleng the river, to the agent in chief, requesting
thas work might be found for him on another
part of the estate,) he informed the Carrol
family that it was useless to entail the trouble
and expense of legnl investigation upon the
perish ; that it was clear the boy had fallen from
the cliffs in some wanton expedition of bird’s
mesting, and been afraid to acquaint them with
the accident.

The pauper is easily answered-easily buried.
The earth once heaped over the injuries of poor
Maurice, there was nothing further to be said.
Most people thought the starving family in luck,
to be delivered from their burthen ; and if the
village @id not yield implicit credit to the
mb-agent’s explanations, it considered the mat.
fer not worth inquiring into.

Not »o, however, Jem. Young Carrol was
Mw nineteen years of age, embittered in soul
by adversity, and worn down in frame by pre-
Wature Jabour. It was just as he was becoming
omscious of the hardness of his mortal lot, as a
perpetaal hewer of other people’s wood, and
trawer of other people’s water—the hewing and
&awing of which, from July to eternity, would
Sever yiold him & decent maintenance—that his

Wother’s mysterious death superadded the con-
wWbemess of injury to that of wretchedness.
when he found the world toe strong
for \in, be had redoubled his trwst in Provi-
®hne; 2a mow Pegan 40 faney the werld too

By

strong for Providence itself. His poor, harm-
fess, aflicted brother, Manrice, whose hand was
never raised against living mortal, had been
murdered in cold blood—and there was no
redress! Jem Carrol could not work for think-
ing of this by day ; could not rest for dreaming
of it by night! The cabin seemed haunted by
the body of Maurice, extended upon the old door
—discoloured with bruises—the countenance
distorted with its death pang—the long dark
hair clotted with blood! Wherever he turned,
he beheld that ghastly spectacle. His dying
father had committed the helpless lame boy to
his charge, to be unto him as a child of his
own; and now, his father’s voice seemed to
sound anew in his ears, bidding him arise and
avetige the death of hisson! In the midst of
some household occupation or Isbour of hus-
bandry, he would pause suddenly; and, with
compressed lips, and big beads of moisture stand-
ing out upon his brow, fold his arms across his
breast, and give himself up to the agonizing
consideration of his brother’s martyrdom.

¢ Niver will I hare that swate voice agin;
niver will them blessed eyes, 8o mild and good,
luok out from the eabin-door, to wilcome me
home,” muttered the excited young man. ¢ By
Gop’s will, my blood runs no longer in the veins
of living man ; yet not by Gon’s will, (the blessed
eaints forgive me this day!) but by the will of
the masterfal and cru’l, to whose hands I seem
evermore committed.”

Then followed darker and more discontented
thoughts; and an oath, registered in heaven,
that, if ever he should discover the originator of
his brother’s death, a life should be taken to
repay the life of Maurice. For Maurice was no
brawler. His voice was soft, his arm feeble, his
heart gentle as a woman’s. The injury must
have been dealt unprovoked. As Jem Carrol
constantly repeated to himself, «* The lad had
been kilt and murthered in cold blood.”

A year actually elapsed before a surmise of
the truth occurred to the mind of the young
man. It was nottill the Aprilfollowing, (when—
having dropped down the stream towards the
moorlands, on his own account, for the provision
of eggs he had long been in the habit of securing
annually for his mother—he found the place
guarded by an armed keeper,) that threats were
uttered againet himself, which brought to mind
the fate of him of whose death the morrow was
the anniversary !

« Murdhering villin!-—"twas yerself then, as
shure as a blessed sky’s above me, that made
away with Maurice Carrol!” cried Jem, with
sudden conviction, recoiling from the advancing
keeper. .

* 1’1l make small account, plase God, of mak-
ing an ind iv yerself that says that same,” re-
torted the man, flourishing his musket more like
a shillelah than a fire-arm; while Jem, excited
beyond all self-control, (as a thousand concurrent
circumstances rushed into his mind, of a boat’s
having been foand drifting along the current on
the dsy of hiw brothexr’s death, and the garnrents
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of peor Maurice being stained with mire resem-
bling that of the rushy moor,) burst like a mad-
man upon the keeper, wrested the weapoa from
his hands, and, whether accidentally in the
scuffle, or by deliberate aim, lodged the charge
of the piece in the body of the offender.

It was now decreed for Jem Carrel to pursue
the course previously taken by poor Flanagan,
After lying concealed a day in the adjacent moor,
he fled the country. The cry of blood was at
his heels; and, with terror in his steps and
famine in his face, he at length reached the sea-
coast ; and, having earned, by a few weeks’ la-
bour at some neighbouring marl.pits, the price
of a passage, quitted old Ireland for ever. He
was now a desperate man. He knew that his
mother was penniless and helpless; with shame.
and sorrow, and want to abide with her in her
desolate habitation. He gave himself up to his
anguish—he gave himself up to his infamy ; for
having accidentally learned, on his escape from
the moors of Vale Banatba, that the murdered
man was & stranger in the place, newly en.
aaged as keeper by the sub-agent of the absen-
tee Earl of O’Carrol, he found the weight of
blood upon his soul, yet his vengeance still un-
satiated.

The young Earl, meanwhile, was enjoying his
purple and fine linen, and luxuriating in the good
things of this life. All he bad done to obtain the
houses and lands, the hangings and plate, the
horses and chariots, ministering to his daily en-
joyment, was—to be born ; and he appeared re-
solved to add very little exertion to that original
effort. Though a representative Peer, he had
not yet taken his seat in Parliament. Clubs,
sprees, dice, and claret, engroseed his days and
nights, He knew no more of his Irish estates
and tenants, than the  per Messrs Latouche
& Co., 50 many thousands” half-yearly entered
into his London banker’s book. He had fought a
duel at Cambridge on being taxed with the
brogue ; and would have dismissed old Ireland
wholly and entirely from his recollection, but for
the excellent whisky and beautiful colts annually
forwarded to his Lordship’s hunting seatin Leices-
tershire, as a token of respect from his agent
in Merrion Square. Yet O’Carrol was not a
" bad-hearted young man. He was weak rather
than wicked ; and, had his better qualities been
cultivated by conscientious and loving parents,
instead of a careless guardian, he might have
turned out a useful member of society. As it
was, he contented himself with being a man of
ton, a member of the best clubs, an occasional
visiter to the West End police offices. Sir Ber-
nard Moonshine had every reason to be satisfied
with his ward,

It happened that, one summer, a few years
after his attainment of his majority, Lord O’Car-
rol, on his way from town to Southampton, to
embark in his yacht for a cruise, with a set of
his Crockfordite associates, arrived at Winches-
ter just as the bells were ringing and trumpets
braying, to announce the arrival of the judges,
and the opening of the asises. The dandy crew
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in the britska and four immediately toek their
cigars from their mouths, to inquire what fun was
going on, They were informed that the kalen.
der was a heavy eme; that there were eleven
capital cases ; that the Court would be erowded
with all the rank and fashion of the place ; and
thatmot & bed was to be had in the city. This
was almost motive enough to determine them to
stay. Bat Sir George Gormandize, who was of
the party, having reminded the young Earl that
his chef had been four days at Southampton, pre-
paring for their arrival, and another hero sug.
gesting that their valets and dressing-boxes had
preceded them in another carriage, so that they
had not so much as a toothbrush at command,
they gave up the project, damned the assizes, and
started anew for the Dolphin.

That night was a stormy night. The same
winds that howled round the cells of Winchester
gaol, lashed the Southampton river into a tar-
moil. The waves broke upen the banks, the old
stone walls appeared to yield. The noble yacht-
ers, over their claret, carsed the weather; the
criminals awaiting judgment recommended their
souls to God! Lord O'Carrol called for deviled
bigouits and burnt champagne ; Jem Carrol mur-
mured, amid the watches of the night, * I have
taken thy vengeance into my hands—take thou
mercy, O Lord, into thine.”

For Jem had now a double stain of homicide
upon his hande. Jem was about to give up his
life to the justice of his country, in retura for
the lives of his fellow-creatures. An outcast,an
alien ; ignorant, untamed; the better instincts of
his nature unfortified by the dictates of laws
divine or human ; seared in soul by the remem-
brance of an act, the criminality of which he
limited to the substitution of persons which had
sacrificed an innocent man for a guilty—Jem, on
his arrival in England, though relieved from
want by employment in the west country, had
been unable to settle himself to decent occupa-
tion. The wild habite of lawless Castle Carrol
clung to him. He became a poacher, a smug-
gler, an habitual drunkard., Convicted on one
occasion of infraction of the game laws, he ex-
piated his offence by a year’s imprisonment in
Bristol gaol, and quitted it a hardened and des-
perate offender.

There were moments, indeed, when better
impulses recurred to him ; moments when, in the
prosperity following & busy harvest, his renewe'd
purse suggested recollections of home—of his
early misery, his necessitous family ; and but
that he knew from an encounter in prison with
one of the Vale Banatha men, that his mother
was no more, he would almost have braved the
perils of the law, and returned for her sake to
the fatherland which dealt so penuriously with
its children. Bat old Judith was gone! There
was no longer.a motive for regretting the tre-
mendous barrier excluding him for evermore from
his native village. He was a banished wretch—
a proscribed wretch; with every man's h"'l
against him, and his own hand embrued in blood

Such wasa the state of Jem Carrol's minds
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when accident thirew him into the way of a mot.
ley band, frequenting the New Forest, smugglers
or poachers, according to season and oocasion,
asd inoluding more than one of his ill-fated
countrymen. During several months, they
managed to evade the detection of justice: but,
the dead body of a man, unknewn, having been
discovered in the recesses of the Forest, precan-
tions and inquiries were redoubled, which ended
with the capture of three of the notorious gang.
In course of examination, it appeared that the
deceased was not only one of their victims,
bat one of their confederates ; and, to the amaze-
ment, no less of his companions than of the ex-
amining magistrate, Jem Carrol avowed himself
the assassin. Though repeatedly admonished
against committing himself, he persisted in the
declaration ; and, on his trial, again and again
reiterated the confession of his crime.

“1 pursave your Lardship’s good marcy in
bidding me kape quite,” said the prisoner, ad-
dressing himself to the learned judge—*¢ but, if
it’s all the same to yer Lardship, I'd be glad
ye'd shew any laniency ye have to spare, to the
boys wot was had up wid me, (though innocent
of the thing as the babby unborn,) on account of
ony little fault they may have committed in pint
o’ wagrancy or sich. But for me, my Lord,
(worse loock to me!) I'm a-weary o’ life—long
afore I fell in at Portsdown Fair wid the murd-
herin’ thafe, Pat Flanagan, and heerd him tell
the tale o’ the Castle Carrol hunchback, as he'd
stove in tin year ago, and been obleged to flee
the country for that same—little dramin’, the
blackguard, who was sated beside him, but the
brother o’ Maurice Carrol, a-takin’ note of the
words in his lips—long afore I up and dilt the
law ¢’ jistice upon him in the Forest, as he de-
sarved, and more—long afore that, my Lord, I’d
made up my mind that this life was ill worth
lving, for the likes o’ me. Sorrow the comfort
I've had iv my born days !—kicked through the
world like a skittle ball; cuffed here, starved
there ; widout a friend to say, God save me;
widout a bed to lie on; often widout a bit to put
betwixt my lips—except it was, maybe, afther
a drap of dbrink, what comfort was there for me
inlife? All the land I looked on was my Lord
O’Carrol’s—all the little I could acrape by tilling
it, wint to my Lord O’'Carrol. Rint and tithes
ate up all. The poor ould mother iv me was
kilt wi’ could and hunger—my young brother
murdhered outright, for birds-nesting—and my-
self hunted out iv the eounthry, for doing a bit
o’ jistice on my Lord O’Carrol’s agent, jist as
yer Lordship’s about to do this day on me. So
what for; I'd like to know, ‘my Lard, would 1
vish to live? Yer Lardship may up and hang
me to the fore ; for it's no more than I've often
intinded to do to myself, and the throuble Il be
be spared. Only, before ye put on yer thund-
kerin’ assize-eap, as I've heerd till of, jist be
plased to take it from a poor lad like me, that
thim as should ha’ been in their place yondhir,
in Vale Banatha, a-doing jistice for their peaple,

and seeing ‘om rared in the knullidge iv right
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and wrong, and to fare Ged and honnur the king,
ha’ more to answer for this day than 7, being
forced, as I was, to take the Jaw into my hands.
As shure as God's above all, my Lard, they’ll
have to answer at his judgment-sate for my life,
and thim lives as my hands have made away.
And so,. I pray God to forgive my Lard O'Carrol,
for desarting his countbry, and sitting the likes
of em uver us, from this day forth, for ever-
more !—Amin {”

¢ Q’Carrol, my fine fellow, here’s something
that concerns you /” said 8ir George Gormandize,
as they were taking their ease in the Southamp.
ton Inn, trying to while away a blustering after-
noon, with newspapers and ecarté.

¢ The king !” interposed the noble Lord
against whom Lord O’Carrol was playing.

« The devil!” rejoined his Lordship, giving

' less attention to 8ir George’s apostrophe, than

to his cards.

¢ Here's an Irish tenant of yours going to
be hanged at Winchester to-morrow morning.
We’ve no chance of getting on board to night.
I never saw an execution—supposing we drive
over to Winchester after dinner ?”

« For what ?** demanded Lord O’Carrol, who
had not been listening to a syllable ; but who,
having now lost a fourteenth game, threw the
cards petulantly on the table.

* To witness an execution.”

¢ Faith, I've had enough of executions: two
this season at my house in Chapel Street, and
three last,” cried another of the party.

“Puba! I mean a criminal execution. They're
going to hang a namesake of O'Carrol’s, for un-
justifiable homicide.”

“ The deuce they are!” said his Lordship.
¢ I wish they’d let us have dinner. I ordered
it at seven—'tis ten minutes past—and the
Dories will be overdone. When did you say the
fellow was to be scragged !”

8ir George replied by placing the Hampshire
Telegraph in his Lordship’s hands, while he pro.
ceeded up stairs to wash his own, previous to
dinner. Extending himself listlessly on the
sofa, the Iridh peer began to yawn over the trial
of Jem Carrol.

“ The impudent rascall” cried he, when he
reached the affecting apostrophe with which the
poor fellow bad concluded his defence. “ A
poacher, a thief, a murderer, a convicted felon,
and lay the blame upon me ! How could 7 help
having such a blackguard born on my estate ?
Heaven be praised ! here’s dinner at last.”’

After the firat course, and second round of
Champagne, his Lordship began to coincide in
Sir George’s scheme of amnsement for the mor-
row. The wind was still too high for the sea;
they must content themselves with an execution
on land. Apprehensive of not obtaining beds at
Winchester, they agreed to start at five in the
morning. Tho bells were tolling as they drove
past the cathedral of William of Wykeham.
But they were too late: the last huzza of the
crowd had died away; the mob was dispersing.

At all ovents we'll have a look at t(.;:e gal-
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lows,” cried Lord O’Carrol, vexed to have lost
his morning’s entertainment.

¢« Not 1! I don’t want to spoil my breakfast,”
said Bir George Gormandize, * Postboy ! to the
hotel.”

It was only a passing glance, therefore, that
Lord O'Carrol was enabled to take of the miser-
able body still vibrating in the air, for which a
parish shell was waiting at the gallows foot.
As a Papist, (bern, if not bred,) Jem had de.
clined the spiritual comfort of the Ordinary by
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Government provided ; and his disfigured re.
mains were about to be consigned to the earth
like those of the beasts that perish, to which the
darkness of his mind bad caused him to liken
himself by deeds of cruelty and blood.

But there will come a time for those two sons
of a common aoil to “ meet at compts,” when
the secrets of all hearts will be open, and an
Almighty and All-seeing tribunal judge between
Dives and Lasarus,

LITERARY

Portraits of the Children of the Nobility.

WE give the projestor of this elegant new annual cre-
dit. He has made a hit in every sense. The work
appeals to the purest affections of the human heart; and
while it engages the finer sensibilities, it also enlists the
taste and the harmless vanities of the public in its fa-
vour. The charm of besutiful childhood never loses its
-power. Childven, like flowers, are universal favourites,
whether the ¢ curled darlings’ of the rich parterre, or
blooming wildings exhaling sweetness by a cottage door,
And groups of children, quite as beautiful, and as fall of
life and innocent enjoyment as those beforé us, might, no
doubt, be found in every county and neighbourhood ; but
the patrician apeciwens on which we look possess an in-
terest, and a kind of reflected reality, from knowledge
of their stock, and from historical and national associa-
tions. From these considerations, this must prove an
exceedingly attractive work ; and, although its artistical
merits had been far inferior, it must have made its way
to general favoar. It is, however, eminently beautiful
as a book of art. Chalon is the principal designer,
but Maclise and Bostock have also contributed por-
traits. Though our hearts are irresistibly drawn towards
the more infantine groups depicted in the serics, we shall
notioe, first in order, Mary Franoes Elizabeth, Baroness
le Despenser. This is one of Chalon’s portraits, and no
jovelier subject ever fell under an English artist’s pencil.
The youthful baroness—we need not say, a peeress in her
own right—is seen as if returned from a walk, and fond-
ling 8 squirrel, Nothing can surpass the tender and
beautiful expression of her sweet, guileless, and ingenu-
ous countenance; which is that which painters seek to
give to cherubs, or something more lovely and winning,
~—the earthly cherubic. The verses to this charming
portrait are written by the editress, Mrs Fairlie. We
may give them as a specimen of the literary countents of
the volumie, which are, in general, abundsntly flimsy :v

“ It needeth not the Sybil’s art,
Thou fair and noble maid,
To read thy young and guileless heart ;
Fer on thy brow portrayed
hmpmmglgmﬂe
By nature's pencil finely wrought.

“ Oh, ht in early youth to know
‘What dutics rank should

‘What bright examples here aow
The nobly-born should trace—

Be ev;r thine the pure delight

from actions good and right.
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¢ So may thc:’sfe Ii)::vyous smiles ne "er fade,

Symbols
Meet attributes, youthful maid,

Thy artless face to dress!
And may'st thou, like thy noble race,*
Through life incline to nothing basc.”

A group of thres girls, the daughters of Lord Lynd-
hurst, seated in a garden alcove, isfrom the pencil of
Maclise. We have seen him happier. ‘Two of the young
ladies are beyond the age of children, and look as if

-occupied about their expected debwt. The third, a girl

from eight to ten, has a face of remarkable intelligence.
Tbe dedicatory verses are from the courtly pen of the
younger D'Israeli, who offars the widowed father, her
« gtately sire,” as his Lordship is termed, consolation fer
the loss of one of these fair giils; which the world must
presume he found right speedily, in the smiles of a bride.
The lament comes awkwardly, and rather jars with
honeymoon gratulation,

A comely, plump, and pleasing little maiden, from the
pencil of Chalon, bears the name of a daughter of Lord
Frederic Fitzclarence. She, however, though younger
thau the Honourable Misees Copely, is also beyond the
age which shews to most advantage in the volume—that
of either babyhood, budding into playful intelligent
childhood, or, best stage of all, delightful, artless, uncon-
scious childhood, Jovely in its imnocent fascinations, as
beheld in the group of the Earl of Wilton’s children, in
the daughter of Sir William Somerville, or the two
younger daughters of the Duke of Somerset, at their
mimic tes-drinking. The Lady Mary Howard, the
youngest daughter of the Earl of Carlisle, is beyond the
age of childish attraction; and Bostock’s portrait of a
pretty girl shews a consciousness of being sitting for its
picture. The verses, which are by Captain Marryat, in
imitation of Herrick, shew unexpected power and
facility in the author of ¢« Snarley Yow” and ¢ Peter
Simple.” From this poetical tridute, we select a stanza
or two ;—

¢ From air, i
Lo o e,
All the day long,

A plaintive song ;
But his notes of grief would sting thee.

“ Rare brilliants had I brought her ;
Not those of brightest water
g?tlhd?mh e blaze
o joyous gaze
Of Carlisle’s youngest daughter.

. ¢ The tamily motto==Ne vile fame.
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Coral or ggm ?
Than thine, their beauty less is.

“ Now I forth a blessing,
lh‘:t ‘s warm wish expressing,
ne'er may aught
Of deed or thought,
Be to thy heart distressing.”

Among the best effusions of the volume, which reats on
pleture, Dot literature, are the classic verses addressed by
Mr Henry Bulwer, to his early friend, Sir William
Semerville, on the sweet design of the Baromet's lictle
danghter, She hag laid aside her doll, and, by stretching
on tip-toe, reached the keys of the piano-forte, on which
she half-stealthily performs, evidently to her own satis-
faction. This charming pictare is designed by Maclise,
It is full of nature, and the most captivating expression.
Here are the verses of the grave bachelor who has
wspoused the Commonwealth, addressed to the retired
geatleman, the caltivator of young osks and of the domes-
tie virtoes and affections. An inattentive, if not positively
wfaithfol husband, Mr H. Bnlyver has of late been, by

the way.
and ill

“ many days of
Have puael, m)! old friend SouzRVILLE,
Since i'ou and I, as truant

Our sternest thoughts to bound the ball,
With crafty hand against the wall;

Or, careless of its groans, to glide
Across the scarcely frozen tide;
With;nnudhonnd.bymn—riuun,
Scuddmg acroes the dewy green ;

Or creeping forth by soft twilight,

To drink milk-punch with Goody White !
Well skilled to merit or escape

The classic stroke which scores the scrape,

‘We did, amidst that gallant crew.

And did unscathed, what few could do.

Vain bosst ! They’ro {~=those days of fun,
of i i aud prize-books won.

The: done! they're gone ! and here are we,
As grave as wiser men should be !

I with petitions in my haad,

And, “ Sir,” as on my legs I atand ;

You, with the most paternal air,

And, “ Nurse, pray take the greatest care,”
You Pity me, I pity you—

That's what two friends are bound to do ;
But still, I own, if this dear child

only once as gaily smiled
On me, a8 naw she gaily smil
I t have loved her infant wiles,
half recalled the vows I ve vowed
m that little uqun.l‘l:f crowd,
ich, now with doll, now with drum,
Proclaim that Hymz~’s reign is come.”

Heath’s Book of Beauty for 1838.

There is to be no end to pictured beauty in the season
o{1837.3. No sooner have we laid one splendid volume
aside than another and another follows afier; and, like
the guidwife’s dochters of the Scottish proverb, « The
lan is aye the bonniest.” ¢ The Book of Beauty” is
in every mlnor respect a well-appointed volame, whether
i its rich brocaded cover, its beautiful letterpress,
fymmetry of form, or delicacy of finish. We speak not
of the engraving nor hteratare; for to us ity dearest
tharm is the real representations of Ruglish female
bmaty, intelligence, sweetness, and siraple refinement,

ore any one 10 ask us in what consists the superiority
o English benuty to classic medels, in whatever is most
pufect in the human face and figure, that Grecian and
Bemaa art have handed down to posterity, we should
Point with coafidence to ome portrait in this volume.

Miss Landon scems (o have been as earnest an admirer as
ourmives ot female beauty of the highest order—that of
¢t gweet austere composure’~—the beauty

61

of mind-breathing expression. This portrait, which we
receive as a personation of Wordsworth’s ¢ Phantom of
Delight,” is patated by Rochard ; it is, like all the rest,
exquisitely engruved. The portmit.of the Countess of
Chesterfield, by Landseer, is another beautiful subject,
natural and simple, and with that air of
“ Something than beauty dearer,”

which atonceplacesthereal woman above the ideal, though
one and the other may be alike unknown to the spectator.
Lord Byron would have been shocked at the vigour of
her ladyship’s hand. Mrs Lane Fow is another beauty,
with something higher than mere beauty : and we ad-
mire the bearing of the lady under the name of Katrina,
00 much as to wish her a real existence, which, we are
pretty certain, she must be, and not a peinter’s figure.
Rhoda is another lovely young female. Among the best
of the literary sketches, are « The Story of the Back-Room
Window,” by BARRY CORNWALL ; an apologue by Bul.
wer, which, however, is deficient in clearness; and a good
moral tale by Miss Louisa Sheridan. As an illustration
of the degraded condition of woman in the east, Aisha,
by the Honourable Colonel Caradoc, also deserves to be
called a moral tale. Rhoda Tracy, by Mr Bernal, is a
lively story, developing what some men are pleased
to call, the caprices of the sex, but which ought to be
called the sensible fits of the womankind, We have also
a few romantic love-tales, not in any way striking, and
many copies of pretty or elegant verses; the fluest of them
Miss Landon has addressed to the beautiful portrait we
have mentioned,

The Book of the Cartoons. By the Rev. R. Cat-

termole.

Everybody has heard of Raphael’s Cartoons ; many
have seen what are preserved of them, and nearly as
many have affected to admire, and to be in ecstasy and
rapture over their recondite as well as visible beauties.
It is not, however, to vulgar or unpractised eyes that
those beauties are all at once apparent; nor can those
who, seeing for the first time, 3 Holy Family by the
same immortal painter, at once foel its ineffable grace
and loveliness thrill their hearts, perceive the beauties
of the Cartoons. They, in truth, require a critic and
expositor. They aré not pictures, much less finished
pictures, but patterns from which tapestry was to be
worked; and Mr Cattermole must fergive the unin-
structed if they leave them to students or proficients in
art. Of the twenty-five original Cartoons, seven of the
smaller size were purchased by Charles I., and are those
which still remain, after various mishaps, at Hampton
Court. They have been often copied, and several times
engraved. Copies of them, and alvo tapestry woven from
them, have been exhibited in Londea and otber places.
To the en;ravings by tWairen, done on a scule fur too
small, we think, to give any trne idea of the originals,
Mr Cattermole attaches a volume of criticism aund de-
scription. His deicription, howerver, refers to the origi-
uals, wlich is proper; but then the distant reader, turning
to his stinted plates, is at a loss how to apply many of
the finest remarks. The book is, however, an elegant
and tasteful one of its kind.

Morals from the Churchyard.

We have been struck with the tenderness, beauty, and
originality of this small quarto for young persons. Itis
au allegory, and somewhat in the style of the German
“Story without an End ;” but less mystionl, aud possess-
ing far more human interest. The graves utter their
voices; they hold a solemn dispute. Yet these cheerful
fables are so mauaged, that nothing revolting, uor even
improbsble, is heard. We listen to the lofty, vaunting
speech of the ¢ Proud Man's Grave,” and the tender tale
of the * Little Child’s Grave,” and the‘ Mother's;"and we
have % Sabbath among the Graves,” and « Thre Graves be-
seeching the Angels to bring them some Ruin,” and the
% Angel of the Little Spring,” which are all finely poetical,
as, indeed, many of the brief chaptersare. We have a sort
of coneciousness, though no remorse whatever, that, being
very good-natured, we may, at some rare times, say more
for little innocent books, whether of juvenile or senile en-
tertainment, than they, perhaps, deserve, were s(l;l ;M pros
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and cons weighed in the nice scales of criticism, Now,
we should be sorry if this “ amiable weakness” tended
to impair the effect of our serious judgment pronounced
on any little work, like the ‘ Morals from the Church.
yard.” But why call we it * little?” It is great in
every sense, save size. It may help our readers to under.
stand its nature, if, by a short.hand process, we say,
in one word, * Here is a book for the young, in ‘the
spirit in which Charles Lamb would have delighted !
though, at the Suicide's Grave he would have been more
geatle.”” It is steeped in natural pathos and delicate imug.
ination, and in the spirit of that religion whose first
principle is love. One specimen we shall give, in proof of
the good grounds on which we rest our admiration of this
delightful little book,
CHRISTMAS DAY.
And the Old Grave perceived how winter was
away ; yet the graves had not settled which was the wor-
thiest. 8o he spoke and said, “ My friends, I have con-
trived a way whereby ye discover the most worthy.
Y will speak to the Arohangel who comes hither this eve,
sud he shall decide for us ; for, behold ! is not this eve
Christmas Eve, the eve of all eves, which angels and men
keep together I” 8o the graves to what the Old
Grave said, and sang thus in honour of Christmas Eve :—
“ Sacred is the Eve of Christinas ; sacred to the and
to man, Already hath the holly been cut ; the church is
with it, erefore hath the holly been cut? Where-
ore is the church green? Because it is the eve of Christ's
birth, when the world green again; for it was old with
years and erime. Bat when Christ came, the
sprang n&belm'e him. Glory to the holly which grew up
on that day! It is the same through all seasons: Its
leaves are not seared by the winter winds. They are

prickly and bright. The beasts of the field touch them
::(‘l:: It grows in stony places : its berrles are round and

ck they cluster, that they may do honour to
the h}heymthm,h %&Mh’;ﬂm
graves sung they the
to come with his host : nor long did they wait, for pre-
soutly, in the soft rays of the moon, with low melodies
hovering about them, there came down angels in multi-
tudes infinite, with their Archangol in the midst. Bright
was their presence, though men saw it not : they filled the
church-yard with peace. . . . . .

‘We muat omit the figurative dialogue betweea the Old

Grave and the Archangel, whe was called upon to settle
the dispute, by proncuncing which was the most worthy
grave

“ Behold where the first mow-drop shall spring up in
the new year: that is the mest worthy grave.” For three
days they looked, and saw nought ; but en the fourth day,

Id! there was s snow-drop on a lowly deepised grave
which lay in & corner, and was neglected by the other

ves, No tombstone it had, and no tree by its sides.
the g}wu were astonished among themselves, and
said, “ Why is the lowly grave exalted above us all?

‘What hath it done that it should be so honoured? Let
usspeak toit.” So the{iasked of the despised grave ; who
answered, and said “ My friends, I cannot telt you this
. _ Ask of the Angel of the Sabbath who lives amo
osall!” . | foraot l:wl?;;gelolého&bbl;th
answered, “ Have ye forgotten the *s Grave whic]
was crowned by angels when man Iud‘::t erowned it ?
This is the 's Grave. Muoch sorrow was in his life
time, but he did not complain. He was deserted by the
friends of his young days, but remembered that he had
& Friend who knew no ¢l His faith held fast in ad-
versity. He knelt to say yers on the cold stone:
sllent in his affliction, silent before his Savionr. Therefore
when he died, he was taken whither Lagzarus went before
s and this his grave is honoured with a snow-drop
rather than the other graves.”” Thus spoke the Angel of
the Sabbath ; whom the other graves and eai

£

“Itiss Let the Grave be hon-
oured from this time. The grave of wealth shall hide his
head : the grave of glory ehall nomore. Our dispute
is ended. ~ Welcome, thou yom¥II snow-drop ! ite
tboumuthevirgmmov ou t pleasant
tidings of the spring.” 8o the graves onour to the
Beggar's Grave, and it was exalted above all the graves
from that time. And when the graves had given honour
ts the Beggar's Grave, they spoke to it and ssid, “ Tell ws

grave we must homour mext to thee; and, for thy

H
:
£
|
E
14
{
[
|

LITERARY REGISTER.

ed, “ No kin have I. I am's solitary grave. Let the
Mother's Grave—the mother of the little maiden—be
honoured next to me. Also when the grandfather

and granddaughter die, let their m«- be honoured
along with the Mother's Grave.

as a Christian family joined together in one hope under
the same turf?” 8o the dispute of the graves was
ended. And the little maid got well; and her brother
came back from sca; and Spring came again, with its
angels ; and flowers sprang up anew in the churchyard,
But of all graves there, no grave was so fair as the Beg-
gar's Grave; for with the sweetest of wild-flowers, the
angels planted it about. They guarded it by day and
night, and moistened it with early dew.

Sach is a small specimen of this sweet little book, We
hail it asan omea that, though the minds of children
are crammed with ¢ Useful Knowledge,"” the imaginatien.
starving system is about to give place to one permitting
more generous nurture. This juvenile volame, we ought
to say, is very prettily embellished.

The Juvenile Budget,

Is a collection of lively stories by Mrs Hall, superior,
we think, to some of her more ambitious performances,
« The English Farm-yard” inculcates an admirable lesson,
and very pleasantly. So does “ The Irish Cabin.” This
also is a nice, pretty Christmas boek, with geod eagnav-

Southey’s "Works, Vol. IL.,

Consists of his Juvenile Poems and Minor Pieces. Itis
the volume for Republicans, Democrats, and Radicals.
It contains some of Southey’s best poetry, and some of
bis worst. Save in Ebenezer Elliott’s works, or the
poetry of this Magasine, (to speak modestly,) we know
not where to look for so much generous Radicalism in the
form of poetry, nor such fervemt aspirations after a higher
and purer social order than is likely we fesr ever to be
reslized by our unreformed “ Glorious imstitutions in
Church and State.” Among other things, the volume
contains ¢ Wat Tyler,” unmatilated ; the dedication of
% The Triumph of Woman,” to Mary Wolstoncroft;
the « Botany Bay Eclogues,” the Radical Lyrics, « The
Pauper’s Funeral,” the ¢ Verses to Emmet,” sad
other pieces that harmonize but ill with later strains,
which their author does mot affect to consider as more
honest, though more trus and considerate than the opin-
ions of his early manhood. We still mise the “ Battle of
Blenheim ;* but we shall bave it by and by. The Society
of Friepds ought to send this poem out annually, along
with their addresses condemnatory of war. In this
volume, independently of debateable effusions, there is
much of Southey’s most enduring poetry—such as « The
Holly-tree,” the beamtiful verses on a ¢ Landecape of
Poussin,” and the truly Eunglish lines on ¢ Christmas
Day.” We expected that Southey could have helped
himself over slippery greund, by the aid of a few explans-
tory notes. Noue are given. He has nothing to repent,
nothing to be ashamed of in his early writings. Far are
we from comparing the two men; yet, on one point,
Dr Southey is singularly like the ex-Reforming Baronet,
the pupil of John Herne Tooke. He, too, has « out-
grown democratical opinioms, and learned so appreciate
the inatitutions of his ceuntry.” Dr Seuthey affirms,
that ¢ He is no more ashamed of baving been a Deme-
crat, than of having been a boy.” He was a Democrat
considerably after the age of doyhood, and his conversion
was critically timed. We have nothing %0 complain of
in thoss who, on conscientious conviction, change their
political opinions, save intolerance and dogmatism.

The Gospel History of our Lord and Saviour,
Jesus Christ. By Lucy Barton ; with a Pre-
face hy Bernard Barton,

This neat lisle volume is eddvessed to children asd
young parscnss  The narsative is clear and simple, and
well adepted te juvenile capacities. ‘We consider it best,
in overy view, to study this history at the
fountsindead, in the gespels, witheut mose or comment ;
bat that sach is net the umivermi mer ovem general
epinien, we must infor from the multiplicity of scrip-
ture histezies that are axtant. This is oas of the most
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lucid and well.connected ametig them ; and, we would

suggest, mighs suitably be read in connexion with the

gospels, as a tést of the understanding of the juvenile
stadent. Several very pretty engravings adorn the volume.

The frontispiece is & Virgin and infant Jesus, from a

painting of Murilla. Holy familivs and scriptural pieces

form admirable subjects for the painter; yet, although
we are not Quakers, and admire the art of design, we
cannot help thinking, that pictutes representing Jesus

Christ are, if mot irrevereat, yet injudicious. The ocut-

ward and visible form of “ The Man of Serrows,” of the

erucified Saviour, should be left to the imagination of
juveaile Protestants,

The Curiosities of Literature, Illustrated by
Bolton Cotney, Esq., Honorary Professor of
Criticism. Unpublished.

The name assumed by the author may, for aught known
in the north, be as fictitious as the office into which he
has inducted himself. He is one of those troublesomely
veracious and accarately learned persons, dwelling in the
past, and among books, who delight in marring a good
story, by some petty point of eb or matter of
fact. He sets himself in downright earnest to pick holes
In the cvat armenr of Mr D'Israeli, until he makes out
the sutiquarian and literary homours claimed by that ges-
Usman, te be little more than a % scatcheon of pretence.”
Mr D’lsraeli has, at all events, made 8 most amusing
bosk, and the werld does not eare to be disturbed in its
@jeyment of it, whatever of insccarscy, assumptioa, or
parisanship, the learned may have discovered. The
prefaces of Sir Walter Scott, for example, are nearly as
pare fictions as his movels; yet who weuld gravely sit
down to disenchant the reader of them, with the repre-
semtation df barren truth. Yet we thank the
Honorary Profesor for his generous vimdication ef
Raleigh, Shenstone, and even old Stow.

In the meanwhile, Moxon has put forth » new edition
of THE CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURKE ; beiug a tenth.
The work is nearly half a century old | the honorary pre-
fessor is consequently forty-five years too late with his
criticism ; for, as Mr D'[sracli roemarks, ¢ The writer of
half a century has outlived his critics. . . . . . Praise
cannot any longer extend his celebrity, and censure can-
not condemn what has won the reward of public favour.”
The mew edition is in what we call the ‘Radieal form—
that size of which the modern example was set by this
Magazine—the cheap or Paopls's sise, which Mr Murray
hss adopted for Byron’s whole poems, and new for his
Life and Letters, and in which we expect te see mamy
meve werks. No books are more Aandy er portable.

Winter. By Robert Mudie.

Mr Moadie kas “ rounded fhe revolving year,” by the
publication of the last of the seasons. This, volume, as
befits the subject, seems to us graver in character, and
more didactic, than those on Spring and Summer. The
series, as a whole, is instructive, and the frais of s highly
caltivated and matured mind.

Bunyan's Pilgrim’s Progress.

A new oditien of our old faveutits has just appeared,
with am original memoir by Mr S¢ Johm, whee devo
tien ¢o standard and hemsely national werks..those drawn
from the undefiled well—is worthy of all praise A key
is given %0 the Scripiwral dectrines and texts of Soripture
sllegorined by that

* Ingenious dreamer, in whese well-teld
mmm.&mmmmﬁg’

Colloguies on Religion and Religious Education ;
deing a Supplement to “ Hampden in the Nine-
teenth Century.”

This Sapplemant is, in ene impertant respect, dif
farent from the preceding work. Sabsequent investl.
gation, or rather iataltive feoling and ocenviction, has
omverted Fitsesborne from a seoptic into 8 bellever, after
e faskion of the Corman Mystice or Transcendontaliovs;
though, te own the wruth, wo do net pretend to wnders
stk dither the ground.werk or exact natare of his new
Sulisf The spesalstions upen morals, religion, sduca.
Gon, and sucial interents, are distinguished by the same
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philatthrepic spirit that marked the previous lacubratidng
of the suthor. He does not like the modern Political
Economists, nor yet those Bducators ot legislators who
recognise competition and emulation as the animating
springs of action, any better than he did before. He
admires the London University no more than Oxford,
and he fancies Dissenters fully as intolerant and un-
charitable as Charchmen. Of the Radicals he speaks
almost as an alarmist. They are Destructives at the
best ; and his principal hero considers it fortunate that

there are Lords to oppose the reckless enterprises of some

of them. It is not among the Reformers that the Tran-

soendental is to be found. Owen and Chateaubriand are

greater men in his eyes than Malthus and Paley ; and

the Bishop of Exeter, in at Ieast one instance, thian the

Bishop of London. That which is given is curious

enough. In a debate on the Poor-Law, the latter Pre-

late said—* The Right Rev. Prelate (the Bishop of Exe-

mLhu said, that the laws of a Christian country ought

to be a transeript of the laws of God. He (tite Bishop

of London) wished they were 80 ; but it was qni‘e clear

that, s0 long as humah nature and human soclety were

constituted as they were, it was impossible that should
be the case,” [Debsate on the Poor-law, July 29th

1884.] A strange admission this for a Christian Bishop.

If the constitution of human nature is not in the power of
man, there is religion to cerrect it while the consti-

tution of human society is sarely entirely in the hands

of that seciety, and whatever is evil must proceed wholly

from disregard of thees heavenly laws whick the Bishop

tells us it is visionary to think of imMating upon earth,

One of the ohief merits of this visienary suthor’s writings,

stiees from the copleus and apt quetations supplied by
an extensive and peculiar line of resding.

The Haart's Ease ; or, 4 Remody againet all -

. Troubles. '

This is a heat reprint of a populat religions work,

Dr Symon Patrick, the pious Bishop of Ely, and the
well.known author of a Paraphrase on the Books of
Job and the Psalms. He tras in the church throughout
the reigns of Charles 11, and James 11., and died, at the age
of eighty, in the reign of good Qaeen Anne. He refused
0 become a eonvert to Popery, when James himself took
pains for his conversion—saying, I cannot give up a
religion s well proved as that of the Protestants.”
After the Revolution, Patrick was appointed one of the
commissioners for reviewing the Litany, and drew up
new collects. At an early pars of his career, he was
appeiated te the Rectory of St Pauls, Covent Garden,
The plague broke ouit ; but he reftwed to qult his post, whin
the Court, and all who could get away, deserted London.
“ Somebody must de here,” he said to an expostulating
correspondent ; « and ig it fic I should set such a value
upon myself as my going away and leaving another will
signify 2—for it will be to say that 1 am too good to be
lost, but it ia no matter if another be.” He avowed
that he had = greas passion for his friends, and to live to
embrace them once againj % but I must not take any
undue courses to satisfy this passion, which is but too
strong in me. I mast let reason prevail, and stay with
my charge, which 1 take to be my daty, whatever come.”
The Charch of Eggland requires, at this time, to muster
her worthies; and Bishop Patrick, if not of the foremost
rank, well merits 8 place on the roll. Yet, what were
his labours or sacrifices, or those of tea such dignitaries,
to those of one pgor carate in Wales, or a single priest in
Conmaught, er the wild parts of Munster ?

Smiles on the Physical Education, Nurture, and

Management of Childrea.

We have heve s practical and sensibde little treatise
upon & sabject 86 common that those interested are apt
10 lose ¢ight of ity paramoumt impottance. Mr Smiles
has boen a diligent student of the works of the great
recent lights snd aushorities of his profession—such as
Combe sad Paris, Copland, Caldwell, and Brigham ; and
bre has dsethodized much useful information, in s simple
and ¢loar manner, sud without any tincture of pro-
fessbousl pedsatry, Children should ‘like his' work,

beoswsd 16 00 hoppens thist, in telling wihut 15 good for
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them, he also permits them nearly everything they ke
best. Little medicine or none, is one of his rules; and
another is, a plentiful allowance of fruit, with play, ad
fibitum, out of doors ; or, in other words, abandant ex-
ercise, Sleep in large doses, and lesons as few as pos-
sible, is another excellent doctrine. The children are
also allowed or encouraged to shout and roar as much as
they please ; so that Surgeon Smiles, however it may be
with the profession, may be certain of becoming very
popular among little patients. The most valuable part
of his work, in our estimation, is that which treats of
the effects of cold on the infant system. There are more
fatal errors committed in the mistaken process of bracing
and hardening infants and very young children, in our
chill, uncertain climate, than in dtet, clothing, or all the
oth:r departments of nursery economy taken together.
The medical profession were here the first in fault.
Common-sense and the natural instincts of mothers and
nurses shrank from their foolhardy experiments; and
they naturally went occasionally into the opposite of the
extreme recommended. Now the profession condemns
the barbarous process of exposure to cold, and rests in
the just medium.

Oliver and Boyd's New Edinburgh Almanac.

It may seem odd to review an Almanac: but this, we
are assured, is the paragon of Almanacs; the WOXDER-
PUL WONDER among Almanacs; a something new under
the sun; and as great an advance upon the fourpenny
article of Ruddiman, first published about a century or
80 ago, as the spinningjenny is upon the primitive dis-
tafl. However this may be, “ The Scottish Repository”
15 a very useful volume, full of the sort of information that
is required every day and hour, accurately and clearly ar-
ranged. We notioe one obvious improvement in the head-
lnes. Last year they were ornamental ; this year they
are usefal in pointing out the contents of each well-filled
page. In short, in Almanacs, perfection can no farther
go.

FINE ARTS.

Le Keux having completed the voluminous % Me-
morials of Oxford,” has commenced MEMORIALS OF
CAMBRIDGE in the same style, but upon a smaller scale.
The two numbers of the series which we have seen, pro-
mise well, especially for the letterpress and woodcats,

The Churches of London,

Is 8 new serial work, in which several eminent artists
and architects are engaged. It is executed in the
same style as the Memorials of Oxford ; and, ‘hough
by no meaos a remarkably cheap work, is one of interest,
;pecially to Londoners.

inden’s Ports and Harbours of Great Britain.

The first volume of this interesting work is just com-
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pleted, It contains fifty engravingt, all of views oa the
English coast, and many of them either picturesque or
exceedingly beautiful. Among the latest are the views of
Brighton, Plymouth, Mount Edgecumbe, Southampion,
and Dover. Among the most exquisite, are Folkstone—a
lovety from a drawing by T. Boyes— Yarmouth,
and Cowes. This is the most interesting work of its
kind which has appeared since Danieli’s Coast Views,
Bow about twenty years old we should think.

The SHAKSPEARE GALLERY is closed, we cannet say
very satisfactorily. Joan of Arc, we have as a soft and
very beautiful young lady, masquerading in steel armour,
and in the midst of the heady fight looking perfectly undis-
turbed, as she bids defiance to Talbot. Portia, the wife
of Brutus, is 8 lady with a Roman profile in a classic
costume. The Princess Katherine in Heary V., is the
most natural-looking personage of the last three, and
shews some character. But the series contains many
better imaginary portraits than those, and the volume
will form, altogether, a handsome book of Shakspearian
illustrations.

Medal of Queen Victoria.

That memorable eveat, the visit of Quesn Vicloria te
the city of London, has been commemorated by the issue
of & brouse medal, from the house of Grifia & Hyoams.
It forma, in its Moroceo case, a handsome and substantial
memorial of the mighty event, and is well executed. The
resemblance of the countenancs to that of her Majesty’s
excellent royal grandfather, in some of the leading fea-
tures, is striking. The reverse exhibits the Lord Mayor
presenting the keys of the city to the Queen, with a
variety of emblematie figures.

A Fac-81MILE of the Poem of the JoLLY BEGGARS
as Burns originally wrote it out, has just been published
in Glasgow. 1t is a great curiosity in its way; and even
an object of interest to the admirers of Burns. No
one who has ever seen his hand.writing, can doubt
of its authenticity, although the name of the publisher
were not a sufficient guarantee. A preface, written in
a genial vein, and a frontispiece, by William Allan, are
prefixed to the engraved writing, which fills a good many
quarto pages.

®.°* Among the new works which we cannot overtake
in the present month, we especially regret FisHER'S
HiMALAYA TOURIST, & splendid pictorial book,illustra.
ted by Miss Emma Roberts,from the journals and tours of
gentlemen who have penetrated into the sublime fastnesses
of the Himalaya. This work, as elegant as any of the
first-class Annaals, is got up at great expense, and is well
calculated for a gift-book of abidiug value,

POLITICAL

PARLIAMENT.

TRHE events of the month have been important, only in
as far as they indicate the future policy of the Government
and the state of parties. It is now ilpossible to doubt
that the aristocracy, Whig as well as Tory, have come
to the resolution to resist all farther Reform in our in.
stitutions, and that they in future will unite, if not
openly, by a coalition, at least virtually, by advocating
or opposing the same measures, in the endeavour to make
head against the dewmacracy. It is in vain to represent
Lord Johu Russell's declaration of Conservative princi-
ples, aud his doctrine that to concede the question of the
Ballot, the Extension of the Suffrage, and Triennial Par-
liaments, would be to repeal the Reform Act, as an out-
break of passion; for he repeated his declaration, in
oqually decided terms, the following evening. ‘That, in
expressing his own opinions, he also expressed those of the
Minie ry, may be inferred from the spesch of Lord
Ebrington, that great patron of Whiggery, about the
finality of the Reform Bill, some weeks before the meet-
ing of Parliament ; and from none of the Members of the
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Cabinet having taken an opportunity of declaring what
were their real sentiments—a course they would un-
questionably have taken, had Lord John Russell’s decla-
ration been unnuthorized. Considering, indeed, the in-
jury which the declaration has caused to the popu-
larity of the Ministry, Lord John Russell must ere
now have resigned, had the comwon opinion of his col~
leagues differed materially from his own. Much credit
is, we think, due to Mc Wakley, for not losing a single
day in forcing the Whigs to demonsirate their real
intentions, and thus putting the country on its guard g
for, otherwise, halt the session inight have passed over
before the real situation of mstters had been discovered.
We think the sooner the Whigs and Tories are driven
into a coalition, the better, We shall then have the
truth demonstrated, that the aristocracy have an interest
adverse to that of the People; and the latter will be taught
to rely ou themseives, and not on any section ot the
aristocracy, for the attsinment of good goverument.
Already have several lists of a Radical Cubiuet been pub-
lished § and we defy any one o’ deay, that the members
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, if Dot in rank
The Whigs in

t

opposed by the Whigs. The Tories in office, could
pever have carried the Irish or Canadian Coercion Bills ;
and we doubt if they would have attempted to in-
crease the Duchess of Kent’s annuity, or defend the
continuance of the allowance to the King of Hanover—
twe acts which, we regret, our limits do not permit us
to expose and characterise in the terms of reprobation they
deserve. The only plausible excuse for longer sup-
porting the Whigs, is the state of Ireland; but we
doubt much whether the Tories would attempt towards
that country anything s0 despotic as the Whig Coercion
Bill. Had the Whigs really the interest of Ireland at
beart, they would, long ere now, have repealed the
atrocious statutes which had, during centuries of Tory
Tule, been enacted to oppress the People of that country ;
but all these acts stand on ths statute book unropealed,
ready to be put in force whenever any tyrannical ministry
thinks proper to resort to them. And not only are the
oppressive reguiations regarding Ireland kept in full
force by the Whigs, but even Custlereagh’s Six Actsem
the Coercion Code of Britain—remain unrepeaied, though
mething could exceed the pertinacity and zeal with which
their enactment was opposed by the Whigs, then seated
on the opposition beaches. Instead of giving to Ireland
good laws, which would protees the People ugainst rulers,
bowever despotic, they have allewed tyranuical laws to
comtinue, and have only seat good administraters of
them, whom an accident may remove in a single day,
leaving the Irish as much expesed to oppression as ever,
While all changes in the representative system are to be
opposed, and not even protection for the safe exercise of
the franchise given to the voter, we do not see any mea-
sure of real utility likely to be obtained. The repeal of
the Corn Laws will,no doubt, as heretofore, be strenuously
oppoesd ; for it is only by such a demonstration as that
which carried the Reform Act, that the free importation
of food will ever be permitted. The Whigs refuse what
the Tories would, we firmly believe, give us—a reduction
of all postages to a penny—a measure, the value of which
can hardly be exaggerated in its direct and indirect effects.

In the impending struggle between the privileged
orders and the Peoplo—between the tax-fed and the tax.
starved—it is gratifying to know that, if we bave lost
Lord Durham, we have gained Lord Brougham—a more
efiective ally. He has at last, though reluctantly, de.
clared for the Ballot, Extension of the Suffrage, and
shertening the duration of Parliaments; and his recent
skirmish with the Premier, which it would be affectation
in us to say we regret, will tend to confirm him in his
wewly adopted opinions. We rejoice to think that he
has no chance of admission to office so long as either
mere Whigs or Tories are predominant. It is only as
forming part of a really Reforming, or Radical Adminis-
tration that he has any chance of the resumption of
power. .

ENGLAND,

Lorp JorXN RussELL’s declaration regarding the final-
ity of the Reform Bill, and that it was intended to give
a preponderance to the landed interest in Parliament, has
roused the conntry from end to end, and has greatly ad-
vanced Radical opinions. If it bas not made converts to
the Ballot, it has at lesst forced many to declare them-
selves favourable to it who thought it might be delayed
for an indefinite period; and meetings, either for the
Ballot alone, or for the Ballot in conjunction with Exten.
sien of the Saffrage, or the of the Corn Laws, have
been beld, and are still helding, throughout the country.
The Birmingham Political Union has published an ad-
dress, containing a resolution ¢ that the necessary steps
be immediately taken to procure the co-operation of the
Radical Reformers of England, Scotland, and Ireland,
for the purpose of removing from the councils of the
Queen an Administration who have avowed their hosti-

lity to the only improvements in the Reform Bill which
could give satisfastion to the country, and which it has
an wuquestienable right te demand.” The Liberals of
the Metropolis met without delay to dencunce the declar-
ation, and no one but M1 O’Connell attempted to defend
Ministers.

MiIDDLE.CLASS GOVERNMENT.—This phrase, if not
invented by the Tories, will soon be adopted by them, for
the purpose of dividing the Liberals; and, by opposing
the working [to the middle classes, enable the aristo-
cracy, as they have hitherto dome, to trample on both.
The policy of tyranny-that is, Toryism—bas been, in
all ages, to divide and govern ; and this is so obvious,
that we must confess we have great doubts of the poli-
tical honesty of any one who attempts to sow dissension
among those whoarereally Liberals. Iftheyare not Tories,
they are serving Toryism in the most efficient manner that
it is possible to conceive. What renders the ery of danger
from « Middle-Class Governmeut” the more suspicious is,
that it is raised by precisely the same persons who have
beea labouring to convince the working classes that the
Repeal of the Corn Laws and Free Trade would be injuri-
ous to them, until Universal Suffrage be obtained. Cheap
food woald raise profits ; and higher profits would cause
more demand for labour, and that, of course, would raise
wages., It should never be forgotten that wages are
not to be estimated by the number of pieces of silver
which is required to pay them, but by the quantity
of food and raiment it is possible to purchase with them,
whatever may be their nominal amount in current
coin. In a letter from the Working Men's Associa-
tion of London to the chairman of the meeting held
there to consider Lord John Russell’s declaration, we
find the following passage :—¢ Our objection to the Bal-
lot, unaccompanied with an Extension of the Suffrage,
originates in a conviction that the present constituency only
seek to legislate for their class, and not for the multitude ;
that they seek to monopolize within their own circle the
power of sending Members to Parliament, and to self-
ishly benefit, by selecting the rich rather than the honest
and the competent.” In our opinion, the attempt
to contradistinguish the working class from the middle
class is perfectly absurd. It is easy to distinguish the
landed interest from the other classes; but which of
the middle class is it that does not work ? Many of
them work much harder than the majority of mechanics.
Take, for example, a clerk who copies papers for twelve
or fourteen hours a-day, and compare him with an arti-
san. How has the one any interest in bad government
more than the other? But to take the whole middle
class—professsional men of all kinds,shopkeepers, artists—.
have they not the same interest as the poorest man in the
oountry, to have cheap food, few taxes, high profits, high
wages, for what but wages are the fees or emoluments
of the advocate, medical man, or artist ?>——and free trade,
that they may buy in the cheapest market and sell in the
dearest. The stockholder and the capitalist living upon
the annvual proceeds of their capitals, have the same in.
terest as the working man, that profits may be high,
without which wages cannot be high ; for, unless profits
are high, the interest of money of which the income of
the stockholder and capitalist consists, must be low,
There is only one class in this country which has an
interest adverse to that of the masses—the landed interest 3
for the lower the general rate of profit in the kingdom
is, the higher will be the rent of land, of which the in-
come of that class consists, We have demonstrated thig
position in former numbers of this Magazine, and have
not space here to resume the demonstration ; but a little
reflection will convincs any one of its truth—and a most
important truth it is.

False teachers have been abroad. The notion that
capital and labour, the middle and the lower classes, are
natural enemies, has been zealously propagated. The
moneyocracy and the shopocracy have been denounced as
the worst of all aristocracies ; until many of the working
men have believed that these absurdities are undeniable
truths. And the middle classes do notallow the working
classes to enjoy a monopoly of prejudice and absurdity,
They, too, have their prejudicess Many of them think
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that there really is 3 great difference between party
Whigs and Tories ; that the working classss, if enfran-
chised, would sell their votes, &c &c. Of theability gnd
good {ntentions of the Working Men’s Association of
London, we have a high apinion. In their admirable
" Addresses to their brethren throughout the country, with
much truth, tbere is mixed yp some-arTor, But the truth
will remain ; while the, erzor, we are copfident, will, ere
long, be seen ; and, when seen, instantly shandoned.
. , SCOTLAND .
, Tox BALLOT.~On.the 6th Decembet, a numercus
and highly respectable megeting was held in the Water-
loo Botelp Edinburgh, for. the purpose af petitioning the
House of Commons for the Ballgt, The Lord Provost
was in the chair, luzporud. by spme of the oldest and
maost respectable of .t ¢, Whig party in Edigburgh, and
also by {he Radical electors. flomeconfusjon arese towards
the end of the meeting, by the Lard Provost refusing
to hear a depytation from a meejing of the working
clastes, held %e.l recedipg evening, who appeas to be
hostile to the ot upless united with an Extension of
the Suffrage—a notion which, we observe, has led to con-
fusion in other meetings; and which,, in aur opinion,
will operate to prevept eithar the Ballot ey Extension of
the Suffrpge being abtained. It is oply by means of the
Ppreserit conatituency, and the House of Commons, as now
coustituted, that any Extension of the Suffrage can take
plece; and the first sicp appears to be te render the re-
preseutation of the pepply as liberal as possible, by pro-
tecting the eJectars in the exercine of the franchise. That
this will be the effect of th;lf@ lot, we wonder thgt any
one can doubt, Let thosq who doubt censider why the
Tories, ta & man, are zpo-ed %0 secret voting, We are
glad to qbaerve that ths heat-informed organs of the
.working classes aro oppesed to the doctrine, that the
Ballot, without Extension of the $ul would be per-
.unicious. TAs Trys Sun, after rem that the
monarchy of the, middle classes would be a bad thing,
— At the same time, we allow that it would be
a better ‘thing than the present plan of government,
through the nominal representation of the middle classen,
but really by the jnfluence over them of aristocratieal
. corruption apd  intimidation, ‘The real opinions of the
présent electors are. better than their biassed vates
Avowedly vested with Lhe suffrage, they have a just claim
“for the freedom of its exercise, We therefore say, let us
get the ballot alone, if we cannot at present obtain any-
‘thing elése.”. Tha Leeds Times, a paper with a weekly
circulition of 3400, chiefly. ampong the operatives of the
‘West of England, remarks, “ It is a great mistake,
‘though honest .oné, .ta tell the working classes that
the Ballot ‘will do ilwp harp,. We, who have had
_pretty extensive oppertunilies of estimating the character
“of the lu'k of the constituency, which ¢yen the ballot
‘alpne would realize, tell'aah V(qritin‘ meR, that the Bal-
lot, even of itself, will return, such a Parlisment as shall
‘render ihig adpption. ef exfended frqm}ﬁu, irresistible in
'tbaveryj%rs(', son.of g exiglence” . .
~ SHORT PARLIAMEWTS.—With regard to shorten-
ing the durajion of Parliaments, we think the consti-
tuencies bave an effectpal] remedy in thejr own hands—
ho will not pledge

viz., not. to return any candidate
himeelf' to accept the Chiltern Hundreds, when required
by a majorit{ of his qanstitpency. At all events, the
electors should insjss, qo( oply for 8hort Parliaments,
but for the power of digmjssii':" their Members at plea-

sure. ‘ y . . L.

CORN-LA'Y AS30CIATIONG—-We are glpd to observe
that associations have been formed inf the west of Scot.
Yand, for the répeal ‘of the Corn-Lawa. 'We have been
favoured with a well drasn-pp < Address of .the Central
Anti-Corn-Law Assqcjatjon for’ tﬁh et of Scotland,”

over which Mr Weir, Qhe,ax}q'_ tér of the Cla:gaw
Argus, presides,  We beg tq direct the attention of these
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societies, not only to the Corp-Laws properly so oalled,
but to the other Jaws peatricting thy importation of othey
sorts of food, and, in particular, to the. laws prohibiting
the impotation of gxeny cows, sheep,.lambs, and fresh
meat of all sorts, The,ipjpxy inflicted on the People by
these prphibitions isa greas pdditign ta that sustained by
the Corn-kawp ; for whilegrein jsfrom 50, ¢0.60 per cont,
cheaper on the Continent $han iw Byitlh,Snuhr meat
isfram 80 to 100 per gent. chesper.; We have oftey
heard it remarked that bujchers were much seldomer
attacked with fever than,any other class of. men; and this
remark bas been confirmed, by Dr Hapnay, who, in his
lectures on physic in Anderson’s Universjty, hgs shewn
that the prevalence of the epidemic typhus fever, qf .our
great towns is eutirely owing <o the wan 4f ¢ regular
supply of fresh animal food, as an articls of segular dish,
He bas pdduced numerous facts and mrguments ip wp.
port of this opinion, which we regret oyr.limits dogot
snable us to givee. We hape that this fagt will net,be
qveriooked, Nothing cap better shew the selfishness, n¢
maysay the atrocity of the landed intevest, than thesq starvs
ation laws; and it is a remarkable cipcumstance thay
although societies having for their object the improve.
ment of cattle and sheep exist jn almpst every comnty,
snd though many of the members must be well aware
that most valuable breedy exist on the Cautinent, ne
attempt bas ever been made te introduce any of them
into this country. We hope the Highland Sosiety, which
affects 30 high a character for patriotisw, will talie op
this matter. N - L
Law—The Lord Advocate has again introduced his
Bill far regulating the business of the Court of Sesaion;
byt so few of his Lordship's. Bills pass, that they have
ceased 10 excite imterest. The greatest imprevement
which could be made in the Court of Seesion, would be
to abolish the.Secand Division, snd to make the juiges
sit uine or ten months, instead of 114 days in the year.
Unless some reform take place speedily in thie Court, it
will be found necessary to abalish it altogethers for its
business is decreasing every year, aud a¢ presens the mis
ries drawn by the Judges and Clerks, and the feea of the
other afficials, nearly equal the whole valug of the mme
in litigation befors it Were the salaries and emqluments
of the clerks and other officers reduced one half, the
printing of masses of useless rubbish or mere farmsl
applications abolished, and counpel emplayed only.when
the agents found themeelves inadequate for the manege-
ment of g ¢asp, the busingss of she - Cogrg would revivey
and the singular spectpcle would nqt e preented of the
Supreme Court ot Scptlayd—although the jurisdiction of
two othercourts, the Adwiralty and Cansistorial, have
been united with if—~baving oply twasthirds of the.husls
ness it pespesyed fourty yoarp ago. Not,abeve two thowe
sand casms arp byought sunually jnw Court : one thous
sand of which pass in absence, the Judges neven Jaoking st
the proeesdings ; and te decide the- other thangsnd, costa
the conntry, for judgenand clerks aleme; to saganethingsl
the pontipua] additions ta and alterstians.an ¢he Baslies
ment Hopge itself, about 1.50,000 per pnnwmy Fl«iﬂ
for each case.. But no alterations, on thq mege forms of
proceeding can remedy the evil. The law iteelf must ba
remodelled, and a new cojie epacted, fitted for the neces-
sities of a civilized hgy; the barbarism of the feudal
farms must he. swept off, and commen agwe itreduckd:
The complexity of the Jaw, and the impaesibitisy of.avex
lawyers having a complete knawledpe of jt, may berina
ferred from the circumstanes, that « A Manual B§ the
perieds of time. established by Statute ard Usagofin the
Law of Scotland,” has just been publighed hy Meiismen
Scatt, oligitor ; gnd, thouglh it. is AnAbw: tabuinr form, 3od
wost. concisel§ expressed if ¢xtends to 53 pages fve.: It
is a compilation much. ngeded, spd which we can N
tiously recommend, nas 9nly N0, svery practitionst of the
law, but.ta mercantile mep and pihwea- anguged-ia'busl
ness of any king. o N
e Y -
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CANADA.—POLITICAL JUGGLING.

Mere mechanical sleight of hand, even that
of the immortal Ramee Samee, is little wonder-
ful in our estimation. The juggler only cheats
others—that is a trifle. Commend us to the
men who can cheat himself. And, in the political
world, just fix upon the first man you meet, and
it is ninety-nine chances to a hundred but he is
epio this trick. The best way of shewing how
people accomplish this, is to describe a few
wxamples.

In 1815, the Polish nation was assigned to the
Ewperor of Russia ; he pledging himself to pre-
neve their nationality, and respect their pecu-
Bur Jaws and customs. Many years earlier, the
Camadians were assigned to Great Britain ; and,
in addition to sundry and divers royal edicts, an
st of Parliament, passed in the year 1791,
‘ledges the governing country to preserve the
nationality, and respect the peculiar laws and
castoms of the governéd. By both the Emperor
of Russia and the government of Great Britain,
these solemn pledges have been violated. By
both the Poles and the Canadians of French ex-
traction, recourse has been had to arms, when it
‘was plain that nothing else could avail them.
The Poles have been subdued and punished as
felons. According to the latest accounts, the
Cenadians are on the eve of being subdued, and
ave about to be punished as felons. The nation-
slity of the Poles has beem abrogated—they
Mave been forced to adopt the laws and institu-
tions of Russia. The constitution of the Cana-
dians is abolished, (or, to use the Jack-Ketch-
Kke phraseology of diplomacy, suspended,) and
the laws of England are to be forced upon them.
No two cases can be concfived more exactly
‘parallel.  Yet the identical « prim praters,” who
Mave been making every town and village ring
spinwith well-mouthed denunciationsof the Em-
perer of Russia, and glowing eulogiums of Pelish
‘berviam, are encouraging Ministers inthe crusade
spingt Canadian liberty. ‘“ And why beheldest
' the mote that is in thy brother’s eye, but
‘“msiderost not the beam that isin thine own eye ?
“O5 bew wilt thou say to thy brother, Let me pull
Wt the mote out of thine eye; and, behold, a
#mm s in thine own eye? Thou - hypoerite,
‘ot vast out the beam out of thine own eye, and

Wemnhalt thou see clearly to cast out the mete
, L—voL. V.

out of thy brother’s eye.” Lord Durham is not
the only British statesman who has been taking
lessons in the school of the Emperor of Russia.
Again, some years back, a political adventurer
(we use the word in its dyslogistic sense) was
clever enough to gull the electors of West-
minster, for two years, into the belief that he
could represent them in Parliament, and at the
same time play at soldiers in Spain. It is not,
however, to him, but to his ministerial eulogists,
that we wish to direct attention. The Globe,
and all its tribe, were in ecstasies at the heroism
of the man who allowed himself to be shot at,
for the interests of humanity—and a large sum
of money. They indignantly repelled the
epithet ‘‘mercenary,” when applied to him.
But no sooner is a hint given that American
riflemen may take a part in the disturbances of
Canada, than a volley of abuse is opened upon
these adventurers in posse, by the eulogists of
Evans. And yet the parallel between the cases
is tolerably exact. In Spain, one portion of the
community is for a Constitution, another for
Don Carlos: in Canada, one party is for a Con-
stitution, another for British supremacy. In
Spain, the Carlists are upheld by the Legitimists
of Europe: in Canada, the faction which arro-
gates to itself the title of the British party,
is upheld by the forces of Great Britain. In
Spain, the Constitutionalists accepted the ser-
vices of a foreign legion, and the legionaries
were vouched to us as being ¢ all honour-
able men:’ why should not the Canadian
Constitutionalists accept, in like manner, the
services of an American legion? or why should the
circumstance of serving in such a legion, be ac-
counted dishonourable by those who defended
and lauded Evans? We admit that the cases
are not exactly parallel. There is no necessary
community of interest between Great Britain
and Spain: on the other hand, it is the interest
of every native American, that no spot of that
grest continent shall be a servile dependency
of any European State. The American volun-
teers in Canada, will be men each acting on his
own impulse—lovers of democracy, who come to
aid in rearing & new democratic government, and
to settle under its protection—‘ to win a country,
qr to lose themselves,” . The legiomll{ries of
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Evans were men of a very inferior description ;
allured by the prospect of pay and plunder,
to fight for a time on a foreign soil, for the
glory and emolument of an individual, rather
than from devotion to a sacred principle.
If there be any difference between the be-
praised Spapish Legion and the reviled contin-
gent American Voluntesrs in Canada, that dif-
ference is favourable to the latter.

Yet, again :—¢ The cause for which Hampden
bled on the field, and Sydney on the scaffold,” is
a standing toast with those very Whigs who
are denouncing scaffolds and gibbets to the Ca-
nadian patriots, and justifying the burning of
their stores and houses. Yet John Hampden
refused payment of a tax illegally imposed ; and
the Canadians declared their resolution to re-
sist the unconstitutional transference of the
power of taxing them from their own Territorial
to the lmperial Parliament. John Hampden
called out the militia of Bucks; and Papineau
organized the Six Counties. And as to the bug-
bear of republicanism, what were the political
tenets of Algernon Sydney ?

It is melancholy to see men playing such tricks
with themselves, and loving or hating the same
thing, not according to its own merits, but ac-
cording to the name which they arbitrarily
choose to apply to it for the time being. There
is but one remedy for it—let in more light upon
them. The juggler plays his tricks with most
effect in an uncertain light; the self-deluder
bewilders himself most effectually in the dim
twilight of half knowledge. A few days’ study
of the * Principles of Morals and Legislation”
might serve to steady these waverers between
right and wrong, whose feelings are at the mercy
of names, and whose election of the jnst or un-
just side of a question depends upon aceident.
We have thrown out these hints, in the hape
that they may excite some to reflection ; and we
now proceed to a more serious question, con-
nected with the troubles in Canada.

In the month of March last, certain resolu-
tions relative to Canada were submitted to the
House of Commons by Lord John Russell, and,
after protracted and vehement debates, approved
of by an overwhelming majority of that inde-
pendent and enlightened body. The third of
these resolutions affirmed that the House of As-
sembly of Lower Canada had declined to vote
the supplies necessary to carry on the civil go-
vernment ; and the eighth provided— That, for
defraying the arrears due on account of the
established and customary charges of the admin-
istration of justice, and of the civil government
of the said province, it is expedient that, after
applying for that purpose such balance as shall,
on the said 10th day of April 1837, be in the
hands of the Receiver-General of the said pro-
vince, arising from his Majesty’s hereditary, ter-
ritorial, and casual revenue, the Governor of the
said province be empowered to issue from snd
out of any other part of his Majesty’s revenues,
in the hands of the Receiver-General of the said
province, such farther sums as shall be neceesary
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to effect the payment of the before-mentioned
spum of £142,160:14:6.” By the constitution
of Canads and our own, the only safeguard pro-
vided against the assumption of arbitrary power
by the Executive, is the power of stopping the
supplies. The money necessary to defray the ex-
penses of civi] gavernment, is voted fom year to
year, in order that the representatives of ghe
people may be able to arrest the career of any
Executive which uses the power with which it is
entrusted to subdue, not to protect the People.
The eighth resolution of Lord John Russell de-
prives the representatives of the people of Ca-
nada of this, their only safeguard against des-
potism. Ministers were aware of this: we have
it under the hand of Lord Glenelg. His Lord-
ship writes to Lord Gosford, on the 22d May
1837 :—* To avoid the neceesity of violating
one of the great principles of the Canadisn
constitution, we have been willing to make every
sacrifice, excepting that of the henour of the
Crown, and the integrity of the empire.” ¢ The
honour of the Crown,” means the Crown’s having
its own way in the dispute with the Canadians,
instead of yielding to them ; and, to ensurs this
subjection of the Canadians to the will of the
Crown, Ministers declare themselves prepared to
“ violate one of the great principles of the Cana-
disn Constitution.” What is this but despotism?

Ministers were, from the very first, aware of
the indignation felt by the Capadians at this
arbitrary stretch of power. On the R5th of
May 1837, Lord Gosford writes to Lord Glen-
elg :—¢ 1 must, however, here observe, that the
feeling against the Imperial Parliament suthor-
izing the taking of the money out of the chest,
is very strong ; and even those who reprobate
the withholding of the supplies by the Assem-
bly, cannot refrain from an expression of disap-
probation of this part of Lord John Ryssell’s
resolutions.” In the course of the month of
August, Lord Gosford recsived ample corrobora-
tion of this opinion, The House of Assembly, a
body elected by almost universal sufirage, met on
the 18th of that month. Attempts had previously
been made to tamper with the more moderate
members. The names of some of them had been
forwarded to Great Britain, with a recommenda-
tion that they should be nominated members,
some of the Executive and some of the Legisls-
tive Council. The bait did not take with all. On
the 26th of June, Lord Gosford writes :—¢ With
reference to the list of those whom, in my de-
spatch of the 26th April 1836, I recommended for
seats in the Legislative Council, recent events
have led me to donbt the propriety of placing
some of them in that branch of the Legislature.”
Notwithstanding this and other insidious at-
tempts to * divide and govern”~—the tyrant’s
never-failing refuge—an overwhelming majority
of the House of Asjembly resolved:—« We
have not been able to derive from your Excel-
lency’s speech, or from any other mource, any
motive for departing, even momentarily, from
our determination to withhold the suppliss un-
til the griovances of the countyy are redresed.”
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That, in comingto this resolution, the House
expressed the sentiment of an immense majority
of the Canadians, a sentiment rooted and en-
during, is clear from a despatch of Lord Gosford,
dated 12th October 1837 :—* A dissolution offers
no prospect of a more reasonable House of As-
sembly, nor any hope that the new House, which
wauld be composed of a majority of the old
members, would recede in any particular from
the demands so pertinaciously insisted on by the
present body.”
In all these proceedings, the deportment of
the House of Assembly was alike within the
letter and the spirit of the constitution. But
Ministers had, from the first, resolved to carry
t!ieir point, ¢* by violating one of the great prin-
ciples of the Canadian constitution.” They
were, from the first, prepared to effect that vio-
lation by military force. On the 6th of March,
Lord Glenelg writes ;= I trust there is no
danger of any public commotion, still less of
any armed resistance. But, as & measure of
precaution, we shall probably strengthen the
military force very shortly, by the temporary
addition of two regiments; and the ¢ Inconstant’
frigate will appear in the St Lawrence as soon
a8 the navigation is open.” On the 22d of the
same month, Lord Glenelg writes again, au-
thorising Lord Gosford to draw troops from
New Brunswick and Nova Beotia. On the 8th
of September, Lord Gosford writes :—‘* Had the
executive the power of suspending the Habeas
Corpus, it would be in a better position to meet
the difficulty.” On the 12th of October, he
writes :—* The law fails to afford its support;
the civil authorities become therefore impotent ;
the Habeas Corpus Act cannot be suspended.”
Then, after announcing that a new House of
Assembly would be as unmanageable as the old,
he proceeds:—¢ In such circumstances, and
seeing that the Imperial Parliament has solemnly
and unequivocally stated that it will not accede
to the Assembly’s demands, I am forced, how-
ever reluctantly, to come to the conclusion, that
the only practical course now open for conduct-
ing the affairs of this province with any benefit
to the inhabitants generally, is at once formally
to suspend the present constitution, which both
Pparties unite in confessing cannot now be worked,
and which bas, in fact, for the last twelve
months, been virtually suspended; to increase
the military force, and to strengthen the hands
of the executive, now almost impotent for any
good or useful purpose.” Nine days later, his
Lordship, in order to strengthen himself by “a
multitude of counsellors,” takes the advice of the
Executive Council on this point; who unani-
mously declare themselves of opinion—¢ That
there is no hope, under existing ciroumstances,
%0 re-establish the equilibrium of the component
parts of the constitution, without the interven-
tion of Parliament.” The chain of evidence is
#gar and unbroken. From the very first, Min-
oters had resolved, not only to evade the right
House of Assembly to stop the supplies,
“lo"save themselves glturo trouble, by de-
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priving it of the power of stopping them. They
had resolved to suspend and remodel the Cana-
dian constitution, and put down all remon-
strances of the Canadians, by an array of military
force. This plan is announced by Lord Glenelg
on the 6th of March ; this plan is urged by Lord
Goslord and his tail on the 19th of October;
and every despatch, from either side, during
the interim, bears evidence that this plan was
unceasingly, coolly, and resolutely kept in
view,

The attempt has been made, and will be per-
sisted in, to divert attention from this unjusti-
fiable and pertinacious resolve, to put down the
constitution of Lower Canada, by pointing to
cotemporary disturbances. Even though these
disturbances had been unconnected with the un-
constitutional projects of the British Govern-
ment, and unprovoked, they would afford no
palliation for a crime projected previous to their
occurrence, and carried into execution without
reference to them. But these disturbances were
all of them the necessary consequence of the un-
constitutional proceedingsof Ministers; and those
of them which are made the pretext for calling
out the military, were deliberately and inten-
tionally provoked by that faction to which are
delegated, by our precious rulers, the functions of
government in Canada.

The People of Canada felt that their well-
grounded complaints had, for a long series of
years, been in vain urged upon the home govern-
ment ; they felt that the stoppage of the supplies
was the only means they had of enforcing at-
tention, and that they were entitled to use it ;
they saw that the British Government was re-
solved not to grant any real redress; and they
naturally feared that means would be employed
to wrench their constitutional weapon from their
hand. Itwas natural,undersuch circumstances—
the House of Assembly being incompetent to
oppose any other than a passive resistance to
the Government—that public meetings should
be held, and that pretty strong language should
be used at these meetings, These constitutional
meetings drew forth a proclamation from Lord
Gosford, on the 15th of June. In this document
his Lordship modestly tells the aggrieved and
complaining parties, that their complaints are
¢ untrue and mischievous representations,” and
¢ solemnly exhorts” them ‘¢ to discontinue all
writings of an exciting and seditivus tendency,
and to eschew all meetings of a dangerous or
equivocal character.” He also calls upon all
magistrates, and military officers throughout
the province, to be on the alert. This insolent
address naturally excited a strong and general
feeling of indignation. Many magistrates and
officers of militia refused to read it. All who
did this were deprived of their commissions. In
the beginning of September, legal prosecutions
were commenced, with a view to intimidate the
Canadians. The Attorney-General, by direction
of the Governor, preferred bills of indictment
in the Court of King’s Bench at Montreal—one
against a Dr Duchesnois, for publicly te:{rizng and
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treating with contempt the proclamationissuwed on
the 15th of June. Subsequent eventshave proved
that Montreal is a stronghold of the misgeverning
faction—that there (as at Birmingbam in the
days of Priestley) the wealthy aud the mob make
common cause against the independenmt of the
middle class ; but even in Montreal a grand jury
could not be found base and servile enough to
pervert a court of justice into an instrument of
tyranny. The Astorney-General’s bills were
ignored. In defiance of every dictate of common
decency, that functionary immediately filed ex
aofficio informations against his victims, The pub-
lic meetings now began to assume another form.
The prorogation of the House of Assembly ; the
concentration of military force in the province ;
the dismissal of every popular justice of peace
and militia officer ; the attempt to stretch Jegal
forms, with a view to attach disproportienate
punishments to trifling offances—all contributed
to warn the Canadians what they had to expect at
the bands of Government. It is not very likely,
either, that the recommendations of the Gover-
nor and his Council, to ¢ suspend” the constitu-
tion, had been kept altogether so secret as
such a nefarious project required. On the Ist
of October, the Permanent Committee of the
County of Two Mountains met, to concert mea-
sures of protecticn and self-defence. On the
4th, the “ Sons of Liberty” in Montreal issued
an address to the young men in the British
American Colonies. On the 22d, delegates from
the Six Counties in the district of Montreal,
south of the St Lawrence, met, to concert a
plan of co-operation; and on the 31st, this con-
federation issued an address to the People of
Canada. These measures were forced upon the
Canadians by the Government. Mutual distrust,
mutual hostility, was now unequivocally de-
clared. It mattered little, save as a theme of
declamation, which party struck the first blow.
Even that was done by the Government ; it had
not even the decency to wait a pretext for ag-
gression. On the 27th of November, Lord Glenelg
wrote to Lord Gosford, intimating his recall, and
the appointment of Sir John Colborne, as Coer-
cer-general of the colony. It was not till the
5th of November that any hostile collision took
place between the Patriots and the retainers of
Government. Ministers could not have heard of
that collision, when they handed over the colony
to the tender mercies of military law. Nay,
more than this: the Government mob, screened
by the force of Government, was the .aggressor
in that collision. A procession of the ¢ Sons of
Liberty,” in Montreal, was prohibited by proclam-
ation. The members of the club obeyed, and
held, instead, on the.5th of November, a private
meeting in an inclosed inn-yard. The following
is the narrative of Michael O'Sullivan, Solicitor-
General :— The Patriots met, to the number
of about 350, in a large yard, opening in Great
James’ Street, near the, American Presbyterian
Church. They had their speeches, and their
huzzas, and their treason, in private, the gate
of the yard being shus. A pumber of Constitu-
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tionalists were outside. Stones were thrown
into the yard; and, towards the close of the
meeting, grown-up boyswere aean pushing sticks
under thegate. An English flag was also carried
about. The Patriotes broke out, and drova the
Constitutienalists towards the Bank.” Thisis
the narrative of the second law officer of the
Crown, in the colony : let its temper speak for
that of the Government he serves. The Comsti~
tutionalists rallied, and ia turn drove beck the
Patriots. The military were called out to assist
the Constitutionalists in dispersing the latter,
and then sent to their barracks; and their allies
were left unmolested, while they were destrey-
ing and gutting the Vindicator office. We
charge the official authorities of Montreal with
being art and part in the perpetration of these
outrages. It was the Constitutionalists who
began the affray; it was the Constitutionalists
who, under military protection, effected the de-
struetion of property; but it was the Patriot
leaders who were arrested—and the pretext was
high tresson. The arrests in Montreal werd
eaiily effected ; mot so thoae in the country. At
Longueuil, the peasants ran to arms, and rescued
the prisonera. Shots were interchanged between
the hebitans and the soldiers—and the civil war
began. .

It was begum under great disadvantages om
the part of the Canadians. The government
party succeeded in goading them to acts of in
surrection before the province was thoroughly
organized ; before they had provided themselves
with the means or sinews of war ; ata time when
the Assembly was prorogued, and incapsble ef
supplying a centrel authority. The soldiers who
command the troops of Britain at present, are
of a very different kind from those who com-
manded them in the year 1775, The troops
themselves are infinitely superior, both in their
individual morale, and in their 'organisation,
This has been shewn by the promptitude and
(as far as we yet know) the success with which
the authority of Britain has been enforeed ia
Lower Canada, since these rude events shoved
the imbecile Gosford aside, and placed a man,
Sir John Colborne, at the head of affairs
The Canadians in arms seem to have been un.
provided with supplies, and totally destitute of
officers. The suddenness of the affray, startled
for a moment, and made them stand irresolute.
The advantage was skilfully seized upon by 8ir
John Colborne, who seems to have succeeded in
paralysing the insurgents, It is easy, however, to
say, that thig circumstance pruves the.insurreo.
tion to have been rash, and therefore unjustifi.
able. The Casadians had seen.their wrongs unre.
dressed; their constitutional means of .defending
their rights evaded ; their best patriots deprived
of their commissions as justices of the.peace
and militia officers ; tha verdicts of grend-jamies
set at nought by the officers of the crewn; pre»
parations made for suppressing- theix Jegislatixze
representatives ;. houses . in. Montzaal plundered
by rioters under military protection; and.row
they saw the arm af powar siaetched. out.$0.ine
- . - = DA S
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carcernte the wery men uwpon whom they de-
ponded for the amartion of their rights. Who is
thore smnong us'who can ssy that he would have
steod tamely by under similar circumstances, and,
eoldly oaloculating every contingency, allowed
wach an infamous aet te be perpetrated under his
very-oyes ? The prudence or imprudence of the
Cuanadians, (and, in some cases, imprudence is a
syime) dees mot alter the merits of the question
st fssue—the right arrogated by the British
Eovernment to put down the House of Repre-
seatatives in Canada, for the exercise of an un-
doubted econstitutional right. And, if it did,
the criminality of the insurgents was nothing
essmpared with that of the abusers of power, who
premeditatedly and unrelentingly goaded them
to insurrection.

The progress of the drama’s denouement now
oarvies us to the House of Commons. On the
ovening of Tuesdsy, the 16th ultimo, Lord John
Rossell annownced his intention to introduce a
M, suspending the House of Assembly of Lower
Camada from the exercise of its functions. The
wretched sopbism by which Lord John sought to
palliste this violation of all constitutional law,
was to this effect :—‘“1n a constitutional govern-
ment it is quite impossible, if the supplies be re-
fased year after year, that the machinery of Go-
vernment can go on. Well, then, what was to be
done on the refusal of the mppliu by a provincial
Parliament? There oould be, in such a case, but
one of two courses to adopt—either to ac-
cede to all demands, or to take some means by
which the mischief might be remedied. 1 stated
te the Heuse that it was impessible to adopt the
former alternative. . . And, as the de-
mands of the Assembly were declared repeatedly
to be the only conditions on whiech they would
censeat to ocarry on the ordinary business of the
Coenstitution, I say, by their own act, and with-
out any intorfmnce of the superior power, the
Goverament was, ipso facto, suspended by them-
selves.” Can there be a more unblushing avowal
of barefsoced tyranny? - Suppose the case our
ewn—suppose that the British House of Com-
meus should refuse the supplies ; according to
this mew constitutional doctrine, the minister
of the day will, upon that event, only need
to sy —* Exeoutive geverament cannot be
carried on without supplies ; the House of
Commens, by refusing the supplies, renders
it impossible to oarry en the executive govern-
ment : ergo, the House of Commons has commit-
téd felv de se, and we may go on as if no such
body existed.” Yet, whatever faction may be in
pewer when this happen, they can now cite the
précedent furnished by a Whig Minister—by “a
seions of ‘the- fllustrious house of Russell’—by the
lintle n upon whom devolved formerly
thesemewhdt indongruous duaty of carrying the
Reforen: Bill -the House of Commons.
Kadbe viuformed: House of Commons listened
Pelicitily, aisd, tv-all seeming, approvingly, to
tkis Begvuding docwrine ! The debate on the ser-
vile address ‘to the Queen, regarding Canada,
was abruptly terminated; only twenty-eight |
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voting for further discussion, and time for reflec-
tien. Next night, leave was given to introduce
the uneenstitutional bill—enly seven Members
voting against its introduction. The petitions
from Waestminster, Mary-le-Bone, Newcastle,
Edinburgh, and other places, deprecating the
ooercion of Canada, were received with ¢ hear and
a laugh,” or “ heer and laughter.” The minds of
Members were sufficiently at ease, to waste their
time in laughing at the ponderous wit which Sir
Robert Peel substituted for a discussion of the
question before the House. The strangling of
a constitution, purchased on the part of the Cana-
dians by the ceesion of broad and fertile lands,
gusranteed by the honour of the legislature and
executive of Britain, was voted in an indolent,
chatting, laughing mood, as a mere matter of
routine. The scene in the House of Lords would
have been exactly the same, but for the indignant
eloguence and cutting sarcasm of Lord Brougham,
the sole defender of Canadian liberty in that
House.

And Lord Durham has accepted the office of
autocrat of Lower Canada! We are told that
the selection of his Lordship for this office, is &
proof of the good intentions of Ministers. We,
on the contrary, hold that his Lordship’s accept-
ance of power erected on the ruins of a consti-
tution, is a proof that he himself is not to be
trusted. Had his Lordship really entertained
the Liberal sentiments he once professed, he would
not have undertaken an office, the first act of
which is, to overturn a representative constitu
tion. No honest man will do evil that good may
come. Ministers and Lord Durham may say that
they only suspend the Canadian constitution for a
time. They have the power to suspend it: how do
they know that they shall possess that power long
enough to restore it? They begin the work:
what guarantee can they offer, that the Duke
of Wellington will not conclude it? They put
down the Canadian House of Assembly, either
as an accomplice of the insurrection, or not.
If the insurgents are (as Ministers pretend to
believe) merely a small body, why suppress one
of the constituted authorities for their fault?
If the insurgents and the House of Assembly
are identified, then do Ministers and Lord
Durham, by suppressing them, place themselves
in the identical position occupied by Charles I.,
when he displayed his banner, and levied war
against the Parliament. Strafford and Charles
were brought to the block, for less direct and
tangible infringements of the constitution than
their modern imitators are now perpetrating.

With those men, however, and their servile
abettors in either House of Parliament, it is in
vain te remonstrate. They have passed the
Rubicon. We appeal to the country. -If this
crime is allowed by the British People to be per-
petrated in their name, the shame and guilt, and
the retribution too, will rest on their heads.
What the King is to us and our House of Com-
mons, the nation at large is to the Canadians and
their House of Assembly. The colonies belong
to the incorporated nation—not to the Crown.
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We, by our representutives, mast conour, before
the Cauadian comstitution ean be suspended ; we
and our répresentatives must concur before the
supplies can be obtained for paying the red.
coateéd ministers of the behests of despotism,
Ministers cannot stir ene stép in their orusade
against constitutional liberty, without the assent
of the House of Commons; and its Members
will not dare to give that assent, if their consti-
tuents raise their voices to forbid. Net a man
among us but will share the guilt, if Lord John
Russell's infamous bill be ever carried into exe-
cution. The retribution, too, will fall upon us.
Who ean count, beforehand, the ocosts of the
war irito which we are plunging? Lord Gosford
confesses that all classes were indignant at Lord
John Russell’s resolutions of last year: how will
they brook the bill of the present ? That
bill will make of the Canadians & united
Pevple. That bill will render it impossible
for any American government to keep back
its young and ardent spirits from Canada, That
bill will be a spell-word to conjure to the banks
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of the St Lawrence every sdventurous spisit
from the Contineat of Eurepe. We have, in ad.
dition to the bloed-guiltiness we are meaning,
to look forward to the sltemnative of war-taxes,
or an incresse of our national debs. De our
fundhelders think that the secarity of their
dividends will be increased by such an sugment.
ation? Is there one man in the country who
complains of being too lightly taxed? Will
the Seciety of Friends allow a new war to be
begun, withous remonstrance? Will not the
peace socleties bestir themselves? Will not
the feligious professors of our land shew that
the peaceful spirit of Christianity really animates
them? Is there sympathy for black slaves
alone? Are military executiens less revolting
than hangings at the Old Bailey? If there be,
indeed, prudence, philanthropy, and religion in
the land, and not a mere parade, now is the time
to shew it. Let the nation protest, as one man,
against the unjust and forcible suppression of
Canadian liberty.
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¢ The place where” actors ¢ most do congregate,”

Ir is no matter whether a performer exercises
his energies under the “ ursa major” of Drury
or the potentate of the Pavilion; he is sure to
take his daily walk of contemplation at the
region aforesaid. It is two by the clock of St
Paul’s, Covent Garden ; the rehearsals are over.
There—in a dark blue suit, and a rather broad-
brimmed hat, with a yellow cane, and, if it be
cold, a dark bottle-green great-coat, exceedingly
long—sidles Macready, bending inwards to the
'wx ; his complexion bearing evidence of illness,
and betokeming the gloomy habit of his mind.
You seldom see him otherwise than solus. He
glances hurriedly at the prints, and proceeds. In
a surtout, and under a white hat, ssunters a
little, pale man, whose visage is disproportioned
to his frame ; his eyes are very light, and have
a strange stare, for he labours under defective
vision. He wears a ribbon round his neck
instead of a stock, and ever and anon raises his
eye-glass. He is Jerrold, the thost original
story-teller of the time. That seholar-like man
in a blue cuat and bright buttons, who carries
an umbrella, though the sun is high in heaven,
and the day is bright, is Serle. His smile
almost amounts to a laogh. He jerks his
arm forward, and catches his brother dram-
" atist by the hand. There !<I knew it—they
have stopped at the corner. He who bows as
he passes them, is Bartley. Attired in mourn.
ing, and evidently in thought, he trudges on;
you would take hiin for the holder of a small
living, if you did not know Him to bé 4 comedian:
He has passed the authors; But he is stopiped

1 thin, square-headed, light-haired fiun, who

catches at Mis butten. Their heads come in
contact. Something of import is en the tapis
at Drury, for that gentleman is Drinkwater
Meadows. Down Bow Street, dropping in at
Harris the bookseller’s, comes & palesfaced
gentleman, who ambles rather than walke;
whose pace evidently would be a run if it could.
He nods td everybody—astor, suthor, critie, call-
boy. There he ecrosses ; now he neds te the cad
at the coach-stand —they are acquaintances from
two-and-twenty years’ promenading, on the part
of the performer; in this vicinity. He gives one
loock at Drury, as much as to say, < How are
you?—1'm a 8t James’ boy, now,” and ambles on :
that is Harley. With his head thrust forward
at the top of his spare form, comes Farren ; his
face wearing a raw and seraped look ; his figure
that of a man of ive-and-twenty, but his snowy
brow, pointing at full fifty. He has stepped
to speak to theat lady with & presemee. She
laughs and heaves convuisively. Thatlittle bey
that has walked round Mer, looks fatigned. Sie
procegds—< Earth does not bear alive a stouser”
lady, or a better comio aotress: that is Mrs
Glover. Walking as if the bearer of an express,
see that little man, who stands abeut fve feot
five. He has small quick eyes, olose. together
he lifts his hat to Mrs G. Heis buid, -His blue
surtout is faced with veivet, aad the cudis are
of the same material. He darts towards-Drury,
nodding 4 s mandarin, ou-each side; as he goets <
it is Planche. That tall and yomeile
man, to whom Kennetli is speaking, @ud whe ..
looks like # eaptain of 4 trader, s Forvest-and:
the equully tall gentloman; with o ssvereesuna. . ,
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tentnoe of the Kemble school, but with very
small and jes-black eyes, is Hamblin, whem the
Now-Yetkites call the Anglo-Ameriean. The
strange-looking individual in the white has,
i behind them, is Allan, secretary to
Mr Forress, and his warm adulater. That four-
vheeled vehiole that has stepped, eontains
two gestlemen im blask. One whe, though
a play-man, is not a perfermer, remasins
there. The other steps out; he encounters
neds, right and left, Jerrold dees not notice
him ;o-hum ! thersby hangs a tale, He talks
oagerly to Kenneth. He is a Somersetshire
man, for & hundred. Hark! how his words
o030 sat—you can juss catch ‘ second heavy”'—
“ some star”’—- after the Adelphi people.” It
is Davidge of the Surrey theatre ; he is leoking
out for fresh atsractions. That lady, in a black
silk eloak, with a beautifal complexion and ex-
quisite profile, but who leoks as if sorrow, rather
than time, had marked her brew, is Mrs W, West.
Thas fine boy is her son. They are met by a lady,
tall and of a oertain age, yet with fair hair and
a stiling brew—Mrs Orger, for a thousand, They
talk a moment over the then and now state of
the drmma, and part; That showily.dressed
person with a strange expression of eéye, and a
kirsute countenance, is Ptitchard. He rolls 4
is brigand. He is stopped by a rather stout man,
in a green Mackintosh, Who oan the old fellow
be? He walks like a pantaloon. Old!—-why he is
but little ever thirty: ‘tis Mr Dennett Tilbury.
On the crewn of the road is a chéstaut herse,
nearly seventeen hands high ; and on the summit
of the quadruped’s back, sits a little, plump,
rosy, red-haired individual ; if you e¢an see at
sush a height, yeu will peresive the marks ef
gunpowder in his face—it is little Kedloy. That
young man, in $he very short suztous, who neds
to him, is William Woed, (net the singer,) lste of
Drury, who, by aecidest, shos K. in the face,

grey trousers, a hat curled at the sides, and
thoes and pumps of neatness ; his steps
betray the dancer. The lady beside him is taller
than he is; she is etriskes in yoars, but bears
them well ; time has not yet roduced her ampli.
tade They sre the father and mother
There gees the man who has
danced ask hundred times before the British Ros-
Old Seythe and Houroglass, you have laid
hand Lkighily upen the father of Terpeicho-

a suis of black, eovered by s very
snall white groalcéont, with a cape, comes Bayle
Betnard, stailing, and whisling his stisk as he
8905 to the endangermens of divess wayfarers.
Thadetusdy-losking old man, ia a brewn cost,
Naid-tsonsne, thick-seled sloes; a viry bread.
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brimmed hat, and a brown Geerge wig, who walks
as if he indented the pavement at each step, is
Dowton ; and yon Maciatosh.caped, over-dressed,
spectaeled geatleman is Perkin, whom the 4ge,
by a wilful misprint, called the largest Gherkin
ever grown. The lady that steps out of that
green, old-fashioned vehiole, and springs to the
ground, is Mrs B ; she is dark almost as &
gipsy, and wears a czxop : shd bounds into Ken-
neth’s. A lady, rather en bon peint, remains in the
questionable carriage ; she is attired in rose.ce-
loured silk, wears a white satin bat, and dove-co-
loured boots ; the door ef the earriage is open, and
you see her entire figure: she is delicately fair,
with indifferent features,and a strange expression
of eye ; but the ensembis is that of a fine woman :
that is the best ballad singer of the day, Mrs Way-
lett. A dark, flat-faced man stops at the carriage
door ; he has a blue surtout, buttoned to the nesk,
andverymuch paddedever the breast, (d lacavalry
undrees ;) he oarries an ashen stick, and walks
rapidly ; his face is half Jewish, and he is always
alone: it is Harry Philips. As you get nearer
to him, you observe his complexion, though
dark, is like enamel, and every particular hair of
his beard and moustache stands out in relief, as
in & wax-work figure. He is joined by a taller
and thinner man, whose nasal organ is largely
developed. They leave the carriage-door. Mrs
W. kisses the tips of her gloves, and Messts
Philips and Seguin wend towards the Hay-
market. In dark garments, and with a sott of
stealthy pace, goes a middle-sised, bilious-look-
ing gentleman, whose face appears as if it had
been tanned first and frevkled afterwatds. He
turas into Broad Court, and from thence to the
Wrekin: it is Warde. In light trousers, shoes,
an ill-made brown surtout, and with an eye-
glass swinging loosely from his neck, comes a
man evidently bowed by years, and stooping so
much as to appear shorter than he really is. His
shoulders are expansive; his face is large, un-
commonly so, and his features massive. He drops
forward upon his feet as he goes. Can that be
the gay, chivalrous Charles Kemble? Even so.
To this complexion has he come at last.

Two persens approach from Charles Street;
the first is about five fest ten. He wears large-
checked shepherd’s-plaid trousers, a ditto waist-
ceat; and & merino shawl, (crimson,) folded d i
under-vest. He has a pilot-cloth surtout ahd a
stick, His hat is curled at eash side, and he has
o ‘shaunty swing” as he goes: it is Wrench.
Beside him is & pale, dark-haired man, about five
feet six, in a bear's-skin black coat, talking ears
nestly to the comedian. Actor and author are
probably discussing the points of a new farce ; for
the second individual is Leman Rede. 1In a close
green carrisge you oan just see a fair face, with
lustrous eyes, dark ringlets, and borrowed reses;
it peeps from out a small, drawn, silk green bon<
net, with s profusion of eheek-adorning lace.
Begide ber is a slight, small-headed, light-haired,
aad remarkably thin young man.. The carriage
turns down Hart Street; -0 ‘the stage-door of
Covens Gardon, and Mademoiselle Vestris and
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Cinrles -Mathews step out of’itc Ancther sar.
vinge, from wiieh emerges a: verashably well.
built man, dressed in moarning, but in a black
yeluet waintosas, and a dark purple neckerohief,
with-a black.spot. The face of she individuat is
a etrange mixture of the meluncholy and the ridi-
culous. Et is deeply marked by the smiall-pox, a
soar of which cemmunicates a ludicrous expres-
sion to the mouth. He enters the door: ‘ That’s
Liston,” burets from half-a.dozen lips; and the
osrriage rolls away.

- But who is this, dreesed in a blue surtout, a
black waistcoat redelent of sauff, stone-coloured
trousers, and Blucher shoes, with grey locks
banging over his brow aad ever the oollar of his
coat? He totters by aid ef a stick, and the arm
of a guide. His eyes, snce remarkably brilliant,
glare vacantly. He lifts his eye-glass continually,
and by his manner you perceive he is nearly
sightless: ’tis Moncsieff, onoe the merriest of
our farce writers. He speaks to Serle,to Wrench,
Leman Rede, ta all; Lut, as he approaches each
individual, places his glass to his eye, and in-
epects every one within six inches of their faees,
ere he can recognise an acquaintance. That
large-boned man in black, with the sea-worthy
face and rolling gait, is the heavy man of Covent
Garden, who, from his peripatetioc propensities,
bas acquired the cognomen of Omm'prumt
Thompson.

That little creature, (with a face like wax-
work,) envelaped in an ermine tippet and black
satin dress, is Miss Vincent ; and that large fea-
tured, dark-complexioned, black-eyed, stout lady,
is Miss Betts. That slight, girlish-looking crea-
ture, with a laughing Baochante countenance,
is the pretty Miss Fitswalter. In a purple vel-
vet dress, and a very flat (shell-shaped) bonnet,
928 Mrs Honey, accompanied by her mother; and
in 3 coloured muslin gown, a party-coloured
stra.w bonnet, and a small shawl, with the rib.
bons of her.bonnet untied, comes Mrs Fitzwil.
liam. Beside her is her liege lord, in a black
surtout, with a ribbon round his neck, and look.
ing like a.broad copy of Douglas J errold.

" But gee, coming yonder from the Garrick Club,
through the piazzas, toward: the corner, a stoutly
built manof about fivafeet sixin height. Hisyears
may he fifty. Ha laoks like one who bas < gane
down to the seain ships,”. He wears a blue check~
ered shirt, a bright brown.coas with metal but-
tone, and blue trousers. His face is embrowned.
His eyes, though sunk, are expressive, . Ha is
unshaven, and wears np gloves, His gait is alo-
venly, and few. would suppose him to be either
actor or dramaust,, yet that man is Sheridan
Kppw.les. He.is atopped by a tall, dressy man,
in, & blug. soat with club buttons, and a white
overcoat ; e it js Ch&yles Dance, author of a farce
ar.wmoy. . Thet, pprion-looking parsonage, in a
:Indq,,gmat-cw, and .a -broad-brimmed
Yﬂﬁﬁ is ,B;T,-- a.dramatic critic in the lead.
ént small-eyed, reddish young

does th cals f
Q‘ {_‘”“" "’:”'“‘miﬁ% Fatharrabuct wan,
wEhaut, ,%W‘ sbephexd's-plaid tronsars
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zad waiitoeat, with s ruddy demplexion, -bit
very grey hair, is Charles Buker ; and the dimi-
nutive creature, with large eyes, and his head
tarned upwards, to enuble him to see the faces
of his fellow-creatures, is the notorious and cele.
brated Phil. Stene, the propérty man. The
portly man, with bud ene leg, is Wilmet, the
prompter of Drury; and the pallid young man,
with but one eyo, is Panloe, the prompter of
Covent Garden.

But why linger? We might end our days,
and never turn the corner ; for, even as the bil-
lows come booming te the sands, do the auti-
Prynnites gather about the post at the end of
Bow Street. Harlequin and Heavy Man, Singer
and Soubrette, Comedian and Call-boy, are
“jambled antithetically ;> and we desert our
post in pure despair of enumerating one-fourth
of those who daily congregate around it.

There is another class of persons frequently—
too frequently—to be met about Londoa styests,
that never fails powerfully to interest my feel.
ings, a8, indeed, it must thoee of every man who
can boast of feeling. Imean the poor, pale, wsrn~
out williners’ fags, that you will ses plodding
their way, heart-weary and feot.sere, laden with
their wicker baskets, lined with blwsk lesther.
Early and late, but more particularly in the dusk
of evening, during the fashionable season—in
all parts of town, but especially westward—will
you eee these girls; and, if you think for »
moemeat on their situation, you will find it, in-
deed, a pitiable one, Their ages generally uve-
rage from thirteen to sixteen—precisely the
period of life most oritical, in a meral semse ;
yot they are thrust unprotected, uneducated,
unadvised, isto the very jaws of temptation, and
the heart and centre of a corrupt and popubeus
metropolis—the most perilons, in a phyalosi
sense ; they are eéxposed to the . damp, the
wind, the cold, the raims, of our variable and
harsh climate, in all heurs and in all seasems.
Soantily . elad, and ofttimes seantily fed, they
must brave the storm which makes the hardy
and rebnst man shiver and wince, even underali
the defences which art can devise, or moaey
purchase, for his protectien from its severity.
Nor is it these poer creatures alone that engago
my attentien ; for, even while I look upon them,
my thoughts proceed, by a very natural transi-
tien, to.athers of the same class—4the crowds of
yosag women who are imprisoned in unwhole-
some work.rooms, .for sixtesm, cighteen, ‘ay.
tweniy hours at a.stretch, with scanty snatches
for their-joyless mesals ; whoee rousine of slavery
commenees at six, or sevea, er eight, in the
moraing, asd terminates né eleven, twelve, or ut
oBe-or two; or is continwed: theough the live-
long night, as the capriceror busimess of the
mistress. may dictate. Qh ! we have legisiated
for. the black slaves in. the -West Indiss; wo
have partly legislated, and -must still more; for
the white alaves -in our éactories at Home. - Bub
here, siso, is an evil and an oppresdion. which
loudly’ calls for the strong arm of pever to
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isterfore and crush .it: a system of faménime
tyranny as odions as the. lash of the planter,
or the despotism of a facbory overseer. The
health of young women must not be sacrificed,
their comforts must not be wholly immolated,
nor their minds 1aft barren wastes ; their libeety
given up, nor their shastity held as dust in the
balance—all to gratify the rage for fashion and
finery which possesses the daughters of aristo-
cracy and affluence, and the avarice of those
whoee profit it is to supply the demands of ex-
travagance and luxury.

Yes; I repeat my words, and advisedly—
< their chastity held as dust in the balance.”
Are we to be reminded that the ranks of these
unhappy females who crowd our streets, are fear-
fully swelled by recruits from the work-rooms
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of the milliner and the dressmaker? And mim-
culous, indeed, would it be, were the case not
0.

But } have lightly, and almost unconsciously,
touched upon two eabjects of overmuch import-
anoce to be considered in a paper—rambling, too,
and desultery, like the present. It is, moreover,
time that we begin to asrange our London scenes
and sketches into something like form and sys-
tem. With your permission, therefore, gracious
reader, the next paper shall be an attempt to
provide you with a pleasant residence in the
capital: though I should premise that it will be
addressed to one section oaly of seciety ; a sec-
tion, however, which I considerably esteem, and
have the honour to belong to—

SINGLE GENTLEMEN RENTING CHANBERS.

THE BOOK OF BRITISH FIELD SPORTS.*

Rianr worthy of the noble theme is the stately
velame spread on our table. It oombines the
literary eontributions of the best contemporary
sylvan sketchers and sporting writers, with nume-
rems engravings from original paintings, by the
mest eminent artists that have devoted their tal-
ents to illastrating lield SBporte. The forms and
habite of animals of the chase, of gamekeepers,
buntsmen, horses, asses, ‘ mongrel, puppy,
hound, and cur,” of “the doe and the roe,
and the hart and the hind ;” with hunting and
courging, from rat-hunting to deer-stalking ;
rases of every kind ; and, in brief, all the shifting
scenes of rural or out-door life, connected
with field sports—are found here. Among the
arsists are Lanpeesn, Coormr, CuarrLes Han-
oscx, and Barraup ; and there is one engraving
frem Gainsboreugh’s Ass Raoce, of which Hoop
tells the story in his richest style, and to which
his comio pencil supplies the tail-pisce. The
sathor of ¢ Tilney Hall” ought to know some-
thiag of hunting. :

The iatroduction is written by Nimro», and
shounds in those illustrative anecdotes which
give s0 much reality and relief to all hissketehes.
In speaking of dogs, he expatiates upon their
capacity of understanding what is said either to
thomselves or in their preeenece, and espevially
on aay matter important to their own intereste
and foelings. He might, with entire propriety,
hkave claimed mueh more for man's companion, at
leant if the dog be one which has had its kindly
education by the fire-side, as well ag in the field.
Dogs not oaly knew our language—of which we,
whe have lived upen very familiar terms with
s long-lived sucoession of them, have had many
convineing preefs—but they can adroitly read
signs ; and, o particular occasions, almost
diving. one’s. thoughts. We have never knewn
s well-conditioned dig—and ' the: temper of
the deg-almost ‘slways depends . on' his master’s
tweatment of: him-=who wae net feelingly alive
- the sense of kenour and shame ; and smenable

S ¢ Boskt of British Field Sports, Edited by Nim-
wl, 257 0. 8. ~Londsid : Baidy & Co.

to reason, when his master’s opinion respecting
his conduct was stated in a few distinct words,
and an appeal made to his sense of fitness and
propriety. How often have we seen the slowly
wagging tail speak gentle acquiescence and re-
signation to the master’s wishes, when temptation
set in strongly in the opposite direction, and
when no stronger argument was used than a
few affectionate words and kind demonstrative
gestures.

Particular attention is paid to dogs in a
work devoted to those pleasures in which they
are indispensable—if the greyhound in coursing,
and the pack in a fox-hunt, do not, indeed, con-
stitute the principal feature of the pastime. The
dogs portrayed in Nimrod’s volume are no fancy
figures. The pug, which forms the vignette to
the Introductory Chapter, and which we at first
glance mistook for the celebrated toothless mas-
tiff of Coleridge’s Sir Lionel, Landseer must have
met with somewhere in nature. 8he is as true
after her kind, as the deer-hound and cocker of
Glenfeshie, as the portrait of Lord Middleton’s
bloodhound, or the uncouth and wiry Russian
setter, in the picture of the Scottish gamekeeper's
fireside. Bravo, an English setter, the property
of a gentleman of Berkshire, is a beautiful ani-
mal, happily delineated by Cooper. He is just

| on the point, and the grouse shily shewing their
- mecks above the heath.

An article on Deer-stalking is contributed by
the muthor of ¢ The Shooter's Companion.” The
scene is Glengarry, or as probably some of the
smaller glens opening upon that beautiful valley.
The engraving of theDeer. stalker at Reéat, under a
rock, and his hound slumbering on his knee, with
the fallen hart at his feet, is a good compusition,
by Cooper, but without any character to mark the
local genius of the scene. A 'Spaniel and Phea-
sant, which Is illustrated by, or illustrates Nim-
rod’s pleasant short paper on pheasant shooting,
fs, on the contrary, full of character. " The dog,
a springing spaniel; is-all bat alive after the
noble bird which is just flushed. In this paper,
an aneodote is told of » John Bull of ‘the true
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old breed, an imikesper, and the holder of s
large farm en the éstate of an anUAYRIGUS sport.
ing Earl in one of the midlaud counties. At the
time the farm wag takeft, thers were six or eight
coveys of pdrtridges wpon it, and s few hares,
but not ome pheasantj snd Mis Lordehip, who
was probably one of those battue men whom
Nimrod denounces, gave orders that iv should
bé stocked with this species of game. At the
end of three years, the farm so sbounded with
pheasants and hares that the tenant threw up
his leass, and challenged his landlerd to come
into court. He had the grace rather to put wp
with the loss of his tenant, who, had he gone
into court, would, we fear, have been cast.

What aggravated the tenant (says Nimrod) beyond
the mere loss of his own crops, was the fact of be-
ing forbidden to shoot over his farm himself, although
it was one which neither his landlord nor his friends ever
set a foot on for that purpose. I entertained a great re-
spect for this noble Lord, one of our lcading sportsmen ;
every one who knows the tenant respects him ; and all
who were acquainted with the circumstances, applauded
his independent conduct o the occasion. * Had his Lord-
ship shot himself over the farm,” said he to me, % I should
not have minded the damage; but 1 shall not preserve
game for any man's keepers, who forbids me te carry a
giin en the land I am paying rent for.”

The modern game-laws—and the game usages,
as strong, with a struggling and dependent ten-
nantry,as laws—are moretyrannical,and, in their
caprice and insolence, far more galling than the
ancient forest laws of our Norman conquerors,
Nimrod gives here some remarkable anecdotes
of the daring and skill of poachers. From the
pen of the author of that right pleasant book,
the «“Oakleigh Shooting Code,” there is a sketch,
entitled “ Andrew Gunthorpe, the Hermit of
the Hills,” which shews that the writer knows
much more of shooting than of Celts. Wood-
cock shooting is undertaken by Nimrod him.
self, who pretends to no acquaintance with
Highland grouse-shooting, though he has pur-
sued the pastime in the North of England, and
in Wales. He therefore consigns this important
department to the author of the ‘ Sportsman’s
Cyclopedia,” who has handled his tackle like a
true shot. There is no finer engraving in this
splendid volume, than the Warrener, by Han-
cock ; for the Rabbit is not disdained by Nimrod,
though his whole strength isreserved for « Fox-
hunting,” which is the best article in the book.
The whole business of the dayis gone deliberately
over, with a glancebackwardsto the previous day,
when the horses are thought about, and the pack
is «“ drawn"” and fed. In these degenerate days,
few packs meet before half-past ten or eleven
o’clock, and after the modern fox-hunter—most
unlike the jolly squires, his ancestors !—has
breakfasted with his family on tea or coffee slops,
instead of attacking a huge pasty and cool tank-
ard, at five in the morning.

The equipments and habits of a thorongh-
bred Meltonian, are thus described bya very com-

petent authority :—

The Meltonian never takes the field withont having
sent two huntéry to thd plice of meeting ; one of which
he rides thé first whitst his pud.grodmy ot the
atirer, cintrives (- nbinl hise 30 Youe point; thould thy
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counse of the chase alimit of his deing 00 ; 0¢ to hilowin
his wake so jadiciously as o bring him s ev vely
fresh horse to mount, st the first ov second check, Thisit
is chiefly in his power to do, by having the fences broken
down for him by the crowd which has preceded him, as
well as his quiet style of riding. . . . Thewwfel
the Moltoniam averages twwalve huniers, and two haths,
(although in the stables of a few, double the number of
the former may be found,) theaverage annual expeuses of
which amount to aboat £1000 per annum, All those
gentlemen, however, whose welght, with their saddles,
exceed twelve stones, eannot be said to be well horsed,
unless they have fourtesn or sixtesu seasoned hunters in
their stables. . . . The style of living of the Meltanian
varies with bis situation in life, more than with his mesns,
becatise, without ample means, he cannot long enjoy that
distinguished sppellation. 1f & single man, he is either a
member of one of the clubs, or keeps house himeelf, I[n
the first case, his in«loor establishmant consists of merely
an uccomplished valet; in the next, of a first-rate man.
cook. Should he be married, and, as in many instances
at Melton Mowbray, be accompanied by his lady, there
is no lack of goed society in the town of Melton and its
neighbourhood ; or of houses equal to the accommodation
of families of the firsc-rate rank and distinctien. There
is no error more common than the association of dissipa-
tion with fox-hunting, althodgh it cannot be denied that,
in part of the st eentury, they werd too clossly aftied,
but ehielly as related to and the battle. Ta
fact, the fox-hunter was little more than s bruts in the
morning and a sot in the evening; and, after a certain
hout, utterly unfitto be introduced into good female
society. A most beneficinl change, however, has been
wrought in the manser and habits of this cims of per.
sons, and in somé measure effocted by the very pursmit
itself. A Meltonian cannot be a very dissipated man,
for any length of time at least, if he were disposed to be
so; for his severe exercise obliges him to be tempétate
and take his natural share of rest, Let anhy one visit
Melton Mowbray at midnight, and he will find the
stiects as quiet, and as many houses shut up for the
night, as he would find in the most obscure town of Great
Britain. Let him also, if he should be so fortunate as to
have the eniré, observe the generally elegant and always
correct deportment of the parties assémbled at the varieus
dinner parties of the day.

Nimrod carries this complimentary strain the
length of praising the after-dinner converss-
tion, which embraces many topics remote from
fox-hunting, dogs, horses, and huntsmen. Whist
and ecarté form part of the evening's amuse-
ment at Melton, and occasionally for rather
high stakes ; but ¢ the detestable vice of gamb-
ling is far fromx being the characteristie of the
Melten Mowbray community.”

Nimrod’s admiratien of the fox, is only se¢ond-
ary to his admiration ef the fox-hunter, the
hound, and the berse. The fox lives like a sage,
and dies like & here.

The eries of the hare, (he says,) when in the power
of man or degs, are piteous, resembling those of an infent
child in distress; but the for dies in silence, like the
boxers of old ; and like the sheep, a circumstancé noticed
by Motrier it the funeral of Patroctus. In the numetotd
deaths of these animals which I have witatesnd Ja my
time, I have never hoard the spund of their veios; ora
complaint, slthough, as may be mwoud,ihzdmm
selves with their teeth in their struggles, and, when at bay,
open their mouths wide, making a falnt noise, resem
ling & child breatliing on a plats of glade, t8 wasblé it t6
write its aeme in the stoam. :

Ooutinental sporting fisds # phes in MNim-
rod’s tréutise, and Chamilly as the hoadquarters -
of horse-vaving Md??mye:'ﬁ:-
men, The French smploy Eaglish jockeys, &
many of ia grands netion do so as can fford the
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lututy ; xnd their racers are ofSen of Bhghish
bleod. The Bnglish nobility, who make Paris
snd its vicinlty their principal residence, are the
leading men of the turf in France, though the
amuseseennt is warmly patrenized by the Duke of
Orlewiss. - Races are also frequent at Brusels,
Boulogne, and 8t Omers. At all these places
the English figure ; and, indeed, English indus-
try, and its rich accumulations, support half the
extravagance and dissipation of the Continent.
Nimrod displays true kmowledge of the prin-
cipls which regulates supply and demand, when
he scouts the idea of horses either degene-
rating in England, or of injury to the breeds
from the oontinental demand.

One of the most remarkable of the lase conti-
nental Nimrods was a lady, or Nimrodess, Ma-
dsme Drack, who resided in “a rich well-tim.
bered ecantry,” about sixteen miles from Calais,
and in which Henti Quatre once had a hunting
sest. This lady died in 1828, very aged, and a
widow. Though her fortune would seem trifling
$o a Meltonian, she pursued the chase eonstantly,
sad was kind and hospitable. To Nimred, * her
old servant spoke of her in the highest terms of
praise; ndt ouly as to her accomplishments of
field and flood, but of her kindness to her ser-
vants, and great care of the peor.” He cen.
tinues—

Of her person, 1 am unable to say much. She had
rather a masculine appearance; and her face was dis-
tinguished by a large wart. The domain—including
the house, stables, and offices, a small flower-garden, a
kitchen-garden of five acres, in which there were some pe-
euliarly fine orange trees, and a paddock in front of the
bouse—was enclosed by a high wall, and entered by a
double set of large-panelled gates, the  whole together not
cevering an extent beyond ten acres of ground, As for the
bouse, it has no pretentions to architectural ornaments §
bat ity means of affording accommodation may be im-
agined from the fact of my having stepped thirty paces
o end, 8 guod yatd to a step, threugh the tooms and pas-
-guof the first floon 1 must, however; bs » linle mere
miouse in my description of the interior of this chatean.
On the left of the entrance-hall, is the dinuer-room ; in
which, amongst others, is a ﬂzuro of Madame with the
hounds. She is mounted on a grey gelding, #aid to have
been héw favourite hunter, atid is thus equipped :—a green
coat, with a gold bavd round the waist, kat with high
cown and 8 gold baud, ber hair appesring bebind in
rather large curls, lzather breaches, and boots, and seated,
of course, a In Nimrod. In addition to all this, she
Jas e couteau de chasse by her side, and the ﬁgm
of thé welf on the bustots of her ciothes, dencting the
dhef dzuvre of her pursuit. Her best humting dress,
richly ornamented, cost 1200 francs.

Her drawing-reom was ornamented with paint-
ings of huntihg the wolf, the boar, the fox, and
the stag ; in all which Madsme was conspicuous.
She was alse fond of fishing, and her favourite
pechesy sud huntsman figured in the paintings.
The kitchen of Madume iz Bovonne wasworthy of
fewdsl times. In it, besides a large fire-place and
mthm weresix large hot hearths ; and,even
in her widewhood, she had three dinner pertice
every Boek, bus always after tho chase was over:
This-she follewed en-alternate days. The eed of
a gighmtie stag aderts this hespitable lsitehen.:
The andlers weore throe foes and o half in height,
Mademeabat the agimal before her hounds; when.

7

he was nine yeattiold. This mtsé havé bden one
of her thost mentoreble fields. This lady hunted
all the year round, aud in all weathers ; for,
when the boar and stag were not in season, the
wolf and fox might be found. She alse hunted
badgers with a pack of beagles trained to this
novel sport. She was a cock-fighter, and had
an apartment for she purpese,

It was the castom of Madam Drack to go occasionally
to a distant part of the country, when game in her own
neighbourhood was short, Her return from one of these
excursions was thus described by the gardenef :_She
p-od thmgh 8t Omers with nime wolves’ heads about

exposed to public view ; blowing the horn
heml.f, and thus attracting nolce. So rich was her
hunting dress, on the occasiou, the chasseur’s belt being
ornamented with gold tassels—that the soldiers at the
gates presented arms to her, mistaking her for a general
officer. . . . Perhaps, (says Nimrod, in closing his acs
count of this modern Camilla,) s more universal follower
of, and adept in field sports, than this celebrated woman, is
not even dt this time to be found ; ahd it 18 to be lantented
that she died without perpemntlng her breed. Of the
totsl amount of her prowess, 1 have not the means of
being informed ; but she is known to have Yeen at the
death of six hundred and seventy-three wolves in her
time, besides stags, and other inferior quarry; and it is
singular, that the first wolf she killed, her hounds tan
into a village where there was a wake, and she shot him
in the midet of the people.

This lady eclipses 8quire Osbaldiston ; and &
Miss Burgany, who, for many years, hunted in
Cheshire, appears but as a foil to the French
female Nimrod. Miss Burgany was rather re-
served or prudish in her fields, and generally,
after riding to eover, kept aloof from the crowd
until the critical moment, and, after that, her
admirable horsewomanship, and skill, and courage
in clearing a fence, left the crowd far behind.
We hear of another lady, a Miss Richards, of
Compton Beatchamp, who seems to have been a
voluntesr member of the Ashdown Coursing
Mesting, and in whose kennel the best grey-
hounds of the County of Berkshire were bred.
This lady possessed a good estate, and was welt
connected. 8he chose celibacy and coursing, and
wilfully preferred greyhounds to those ahimals
reckoned nobler, who hunt with them. On hiring
a cook, her firat question was, “Young woman, do
you love dogs P” The qualified answer would be,
 Yes, pleass your Ladyship, in their proper
places.” Then, quoth Miss Richards, gravely,
¢ IF you dre disposed to stay with me, their place
it my house is wherever they choosé to go.” Ths
dogs accordingly had sheir approptiate bed, ot
ottoman, in every sitting room of the housé ; and,
at their mistress’s death, they were left, together
with the estate of the eccentric lady, to dn adopted
child. Miss Richards wrote her own epitaph, in
the following lines, which are not much woise,
we should imagine, than the compesitivns 6f the
majority of her brother spurtsmen, bred at either
of the Universities : —

& nndar, if ever spoft to thee was deat,
Drop on Ann Richdrd’s tonth s sdar; *
‘Who, when alive, with piercing éye -
Did many a timid hare descry. PR
Well skilled and practised in tluan, Loow
Semetimes to tind, and sometimes start ;.
All arse and nlenon beside,
This halr-brained hepeing did derida -
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y An utfer foato wndlock—'& M
Where paaching men had stopt the umuo.
* Tattle and tea, she was above it,
- And but for Form appeared t6 Tove f.°*

‘I‘bir lady would course: on fost twenty- or
Owemy.ﬂve miles in a morming. - She managed
her affairs well, atd "exereised & substamtial old.
fashioned hospitality, of whioch man and horse,
rich and poor, purtook at ‘all timeés. No one
came to the mansion-huuse withont receiving the
refreshment of & menl, and s tankard of home-
brewed ale. 8he drove her ecoach and six ; and
her venerable servamts, fixtares for life, were
stiff with the lace garnitures of the menials of
the olden time. At Compton, there is still an
svenue called the Wig Avenune, where her din-
ner.guests and admirers, the gentry of the Vale
of the White Horse, laid aside their riding-wigs,
snd donned the flowing perukes, brought hither
in baand-boxes by their attendants, to be set at
the ecoentric but sensible heiress.

.‘T'wo superb heails of Fos-hounds, in the pack
of J. C. Bulteel, Esq., M.P., sketched and en-
graved by Lewis; and Ros-deor Shooting in the
Ixish- Highlands, painted by Cooper, are admir-
sble engsavings; to which are wedded, clever
illesteative sketches in prose and verse. The
horze makex as good a figure here as the dog. We
have the noble animal in its best state, and of all

P

ntiotu-, fmu the hlgh-nuim 2acer. to th
shaggy-oosted gheltie, In the exquisite picturend
The Warrenor, the peny, full of untamed; spirit,
and wildly luxariast in ita-shaggy beaaty, is'the
principal ebjeat. Wae have, besides, portraits .of
Thorngrove and. Sir Hercuies, both celebratad
racers ; of & beautiful brood.mare and her foal,
by Laporte, and several more horses of distine-
tion ; while animals of the mora picturesque kind,
both of the horse and dog speciss, often form
picturesque tail-pieces.

Bay Middleton, whose pertrait we have from
the penceil of Cooper, is considered by Nimrod, if
not the best-bred, as one of the best horsesin Eng=
land; and, in fame, more brilliant than the fantous
Plenipotentiary, since “ he has never beea beatsn,
either by fair means or foul.” His career has
been one of ocontinuous victory. This fine ami-
mal was lately purcheeed from the Earl of Jersey,
by Lord George Bentinck, for £4000; but, in
one season, he won £10,000. Pienipotentiary
himself figures among the engravings ; and both
pertraits have been recently taken by Cooper for
this work. For the latter horse, £7000 have besn
refused.

Wea must now take abrupt leave of Nrmemon,
whom we have seldom found more entertaining,
and never before balf se well appointed.

THE TRIAL OF THE GLASGOW COTTON-SPINNERS.

W= have no ambition to emulate the eloquent
invectives against the proceedings of the Glasgow
Cotton-Spinners’ Union, in which a large por-
tion of the press has been indulging. Their
proceedings have been bad enough, to be sure;
but we cannot exactly see the parallel between
them aod the erimes of Burke. Neither can we
see in them any trace of national demoralisa-
tian. Comparatively speaking, there are few,
even of the workiog-clesses, implicated in these
transactions ; and, as to their enormity, ‘ let him
who is without gin throw the first stene.” When
¢« their hetters” cease to set the working classes
the example of seeking to.monopolise a good
thing—after the fashion of “ the landed interest,”
with their corn-laws, or the ‘“calonial interest,”
with their menopely in favour of colonial pro.
duce—* their betters”. may, without iacurring
the charge of hypoccisy, turm up their eyes in
horrar at the idea of a monopoly of cotton-spin.
ning; and when ¢ their betters” abandon the
brutal and insemsate appeal to the duello, or
grow pshamed of putting down the Canadian
House of Assembly, by red-coats, for asserting
ita ponatitutional rights, we will not hint a word
about. taking the mote out of their brother'’s
ege-bafors they take the beam out of their own,
whan they. dnuounw the mliming and.murder-
ing of ¢ pobs.”

Lot ms thl!‘"ﬂﬂlb be. muundmtood It

is,_neithes,mun intention mor qur wish to eay
one word in palliation of the crimes brought

home to certain members of the Glasgow Cotton- !

, Spinners’ Association. Wereprobate them, bothon

accounmt of their direct and immediate mischiev-
ousness, and beeause of the difficulties they imter-
pose in the way ef that thorough and searching
regeneration of our institutions which is ne-
cessary to the comfort and the safety of all.
But in reprobating them, we wish at the same
time to protest against the abuse of the preof
of theee crimes, to whitewash their real origin.
ators, We wish to call attention to the true
root of the evil—to poiat out its wide and vital
ramificstions—to rebuke crime in purple as-
well as in rags.

There are twe topics suggested by the mulo
of the Cotton-Spinners’ trial :—The distorted
feelings and opinions out of which the outrages
which oocasieaed it sprang ; and the use te which
it has been sought to be turned. The Leods
Times has wisely and timeously reminded the
working-classes what sort of persons they were
whe, on former eccasions, advocated recourse to
vielence under suffering. We do net mean to
insinuete that Richmonds, Castleses, anid Olivers,
are now abroad. But we'de anhasitatingly say,
that dectrines as mischieveas :as those which
were presched by the worthies we have named.
have of late been industriously disseminated by
men ‘who combine natural flsency and prastice: In
publie speaking, with shallew inteliact, dinmiited ims:
formation, and- sxcitable temperamentd. TFhess..
men MEy, under certain ironmeinmoes, ' possesy
the power of goading to destroy ; but they are
not able to point out to any man a way of really
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and permanently bettering his dendition. They
lack knowledge to see what ought to be removed
amd what established. They lack fixediess and
coatinuiky- of purpose to orgamiz® for a great
undertaking-—te work perseveringly without as
with the stimualus of the sympethisizg plaudits of
simiiviug crowds. They lead men into scrapes,
sad then get wut of them themselves as best they
msy. \While yeang, and with their passions sen-
sitive and exciteble, they are as much the dupes
of their own emotiome as these that listen te
them ; bus, when the rich sap of youth dries in
their veins, having no substanee, they shrivel up.
They cease to be anything, or they become the
heartless stuff out of which spies and informers
are made.

We think it unnecessary to do more than warn
the public at large, and the working-classes in
perticular, to beware of false prophets ; for such
ase abroad. Their own guod sense will teach
them to recognise the symptoms, and detect in-
dividwal instances. The exhibitions of such
perecms as we have been alluding to, have been
productive hitherto: of nothing beyond loeal and
evanesvens excitement. The great mass of the
werk mgrslusses are healthyy at the core, in us far
23 any evil flowing from such a source is con.
cermed. ¥f it .be true—and we have heard it
cenfideatly asserted—that precognitions havebeen
instituted, and werrants issoed for certain-itine.
rant orators, we regret it. They have done no
harm as yet ; but we will not pledge ourselves
that they shall continue equally impotent, if ele-
vated into factitious impertance, by being made
the objects of an unwise and uncalled for perse-
cation, which some of them ocourt.

We diemiss, therefore, this topic, as demand-
iog no more lengthened or serions netice. Of
those mistaken views and reprehensible feelings,
hewever, which gave birth to the outrages that
led to the late trial, we would speak a little mere
stlength. We would speak of them as a theme
which interests all classes—the rieh, who famey
thergselves wise, as well as the poor, whe are
scknowiedgedly imperfectly instructed. The
moral (let not the proud and wealthy wines)
needs to be laid to heart byall. We would speak
as sincere and affectionate friends of the work-
ingwolesses ; as believing that the greater num-
box of them are innocent of all participation in
or gpprobation of such outrages; as feeling,
even with regard te the deluded perpotutoumd
approvers of these outrages, that there is much in
the existing oircumstances of nmty to pauhte
and extenuate their guilt,

It hes been proved; on she trial, thulwme-.
bere of the Glasgow %ttm.spinnan Associstion

wexe hound by aroath, or obligation, to leep its -

searets, sid obey: the mendatés of a wmajority.
The ‘witnesses fer the Crown swore to this favt,
aad seme of the witnemesdor the declarution had
3 cowrenignt. admary on-this swbject, while one
of-the pannels wefused to declare. In-addition to
this pvidence; ¢lieireport. of 8 Committee on a
Panof « Howe and Fereigh Emigresion,” which
tesefthewitnomes ﬁw&mmved tthm
VAP § BT ‘-
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been attéd dpan, and whick was found in the safe
of the Association, establishes the fact that an
oath, or obligatlon of some kind, was imposed
upon members :— We propose to embody this
law in the-obligation.” The great objest of this
Associntion, as appears from its regulations, and
the Report to which we have referred, was teo
keep up the wages of oetton.spimning in and
around Glasgow, by producing, artificislly, a chort
supply of that class of labourers. No cetton-
spinner, even, was admisaible inte the Asseciation
whodid notbelong to the distriotin and immediate.

. ly around Glasgow, with the selp exoeption of mems.

bers of the Renfrewshire Amsociation. The Asso-
ciation “bindsand obligeseveryone of its members
torefrain from instrueting any individualinthe ast
of spinning, except such as are sons or brothers
of a spinner, who may have been, or is 3 member
of the Association.” And when, netwithstanding
these precautions, their numberswere still deemed
excessive, they soughtto diminish them by « Home
end Foreign Emigration ;” that is, they gave £10
to every individval member of their body who
was willing te emigrate, or remove to amother
district, or merely to give np the employment
of eotton-spinning. They teok measurés for'
enforeing the obedience of members, aa well as
of non-members, to their imjunctions. Mem-
bers were ebliged, on various pretexts, to graat
bills, or to allow a decree to be obtained against
them for certain sums. These bills or decrees
were held by the Association, and diligence ob-
tained, as occasion required, against refractory
members, in order to enforce obedience. New
members were slandered out of employment, or
intimidated, by acts of violence against them-
selves, or others in the same sitmation, into a
relinquishment of employment. It has been
proved that an individual convicted of an assault-
tending to promote the ebjects of the Assecia-
tion, was pardoned, upon the office-bearers
pledging themselves to withdraw their “-Guarde”
from a mill ; and it has been proved that other
individuals gullty of assaults umder cloud of
night, were vent out of the way of justiee by the
oflice-bearers, with recommendatory certifieates.’
The existence of this Association, the objeets
it contemplated, the pravtices it resorted to, in
order to enforve these objects, have been proved,
beyond a shadow of doubs, in & court of justive.
Glitapses of -similsr organteation, wmony various
bodies of workmen, have beén obtained, from'
time te time, in the progress of strikes, or in the
preceedings of oeurts of justice, The odjects of
these amsociations (as wo shall preceed to shew
immediately) are an enoroachmient upon- the
just rights of the indwstrious elasses ; tnd- the
power of punishing such- as refuse obedience to
the laws of these self-constituted ‘Adsoéintivne, -
arrogated by their office-beartts, li'hcdnip!ﬂbrd
with the existence of civil seciety. That these
Associations are tob nenterous b be'éverlovkad-
—that the erroneous vpiniomy and dad F6dliiph-
they foster and give effect to, are-of'd natulé
which must be ersficktedaiti eértdinl Wit~
lieve, however, that'®t wmy‘u Mﬂ“ivﬂf
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small portion of the working-classes that arve
implicated in them-—those only who belong
to the mare favoured cless of skilled arti-
wans. We belisve thet, even ameng this
clase, there are many who feel themsalves em-
barrassed by the ill-judged regulations of the As-
sociagions, and vevelted at the measures to which
their more reckless members have had recourse.
The strength of thess Associstions lies in two
misspprehensions—PFiret, on the part of their
membere, that they can bs benefited by them ;
seeond, on the pars of the great mass of unskilled

labourers, that they have an ipterest in uphold-.

ing these close corporations. We believe that
corpeet viswa on thess peoints would disarm these
unions of their power to du mischief, and would
unise the People in eupport of measures that can
benefit them. It is with a view to diffyse such
views, that we now offer a few observations to
the working.oclasses, in & spirit of earnest friend-
ship, alike to thase who have had ne participation
in the unions, and even to the most delpded mis-
guiders of the energies of these Associations,
We ses the motive which led at first to the
formation of these assosiations——it is one of which
their members have no renson to be ashamed,
Theze exists a fearful amount of want and
privation among the unskilled lsbourers, and
pven among that class which can scarcely be
called unskilled, but whose individual efforts are
vain in oempetition with the gigantic efferts of
machkinery. But there is nothing to prevent the
unskilled tg lesrn the trade of the remunerated
artisan, snd, by inandating his province with
their huagry shoals, to drag him down to their
own level. To prevent this consummation was
the eriginal object of the associations. We shall
shew presently that the means they adopted—
adwittiog, for argument’s sake, that they were
justifiable—were inadequate to thejr object : we
proosed to traee the carveer of the associations.
They fonnd, as they might have anticipated, that,
as more gslf-gonstituted bodise, destitute of sivil
suthority, they conld net enforce the obedience
evenef their own memberslonger thansuited their
interest and convenienog, and that they had mo
bold whatever upon those who were beyond their
pale. They had no alternative but to relinquish
their objest, or have recourse to imtimidation.
1t is most probable that their sense of what
was fair and just to others, would have prevented
them fyam havisg vecousse to the latter alter-
aative, for their own individusl purposes; but
they regenciled themselves to it, by the sophieti-
sal palliation, that it was for the general hedy,
net for their own selfish ends. But indirect
practices and violence, become, hy hsbit, as
damoniinng whea undertaken under the dcln-
sive helief thas they sre public-spirited, as when
undsrtaken for mere selfish puyposes. In either
oags, the habitys] practice of violence degrades
the msan to ¢he tyrsnt sud the ruffian, Unwise
legigintion lens its aid to increase the evil: mot
.oply pots of vielance were forbiddem, but the
mere act of combining, which might be isngcent
oF praisewortby, and which, even whep mis-
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direoted, was harmless, so long as terrerism was
restrained, was prohibited under penalties. The
inevitable conseguemce was—secret assotin-
tions; the further perversion of the moral
sense, by the abuse of the religious sanction ;
the hardening in error, by ensbling men to
gild their worst outrsges by the conscious
pride ef martyrdom ; the more thorough en-
thralment of the gpod men of the associations
to the bold bad epirits among them. This was
the mixed frame of mind produced smong mem-
bers of theee essociations, by the dread of desti-
tution and $he combination laws. The misohief
done by a bad law long survives its repesl, as
may be seen in the present instanes, The Cot-
ton-Spinners’ Association of Glasgow dates from
before the repeal of the combination laws, and
much of what is bad in ite practices is attribut-
able to them.

We have endeavoyred thus to analyse the
feelings of the assoeistors, for two reasons:—
First, we wish to let the astive membhers of
these associations ses that, if our eyes sre opsn
to their faults, they are not shut $o their virtues.
We see that their motives and intentions are
like those of all mankind—a mingled ysrn. We
would have them to look as we do at their
minde; to yecognise their errors, and to weed
them frem their more genepons prinsiples of
actien, of which we acknowledge the existence,
and of which they are justly proud. In the
sesond plase, we would request thoss who are
naturally alarmed at the praceedings of these
associations, to recognise what is good in their
members as well as what is bad, Let them be-
ware, in their legitimate anxiety to disarm them
of evil, of trampling down that living spirit of
man within them which may be purged to goed.
In the proceedings of these associations, we see
disregard of truth, reckless infliction of suffer-
ing on ethers; but we also gee fidelity tp their
snsosiates, ensrgy and business talent, s sense
of honour, (however misdirected,) and self-re-
liance. There is something there that good
may come of, if rightly dealt with, The evil
must be represeed ; but let us try to preserve
the good.

Our remonstranee with such of the working
clageps 8s are deluded enough to believe that
associptions, organized Jike that of the Glasgow
oetton-spinners, and adopting similar means tp
attain their ends, ean help them—is as fel-
lows:—The greatest suecess which thess asso-
ciations might meet with, could not remoys the
cause of the evil. There wounld still be, as be-
fore, a deficiency of smployment and remunera-
tion for the masses. The wild and blind strug-
gles of such nesociations, are like the angry
contests of men in a beleaguered town, for the
last morsel of food. They may succeed in
snatching the miserable pittance from the mouths
of these moye destitute and weaker thea them-
selves ; but even this melsncholy triumph will
only ensble them to protrass sheir own ings.
The real cguee of ths misery of ths working

eclaoes, is & short supply of feod srd employ-
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ment, occasianed by artificial means, and an
smjust appropriation of a portion even of what
exists, by the privileged glasses. The sorn-lawe
and other restrictions on commerce, diminish
the supply of food, diminish the damend fov
labour, diminish the remuneration for what
labour is required. Tha irsationsl and unpsastical
nature of our civil institutions, forees what benefits
we do derive from socjal organigation to he pur-
chased at an exorbitant price, and facilitates a
swindling conveyance of a larga amoynt of the pro-
duce of honest industry to state paupers. These
are the causes why there is not enqugh of employ-
ment, and food,and clothing, in the lund, for every
man willing to work, and for those dependentupon
him. Not only do the selfish struggles of the
few associated trades leave these evils unre-
dressed—by diverting public attention from them,
they strengthen and perpetyate them., The as-
sociations of the skilled arfisans da no$ work
harmoniously even with sach other. They do not,
they cannot, form a nucleus for an enduring eom-
bination of all the working-classes struggling for
one definite end, of common ytility, They dis-
sipate the strength of the working-elasses ; en-
feeble them, as well as misdirect their efforts.
They further weaken them by forcing the indus-
trions capitalist, whose interest, rightly viewed,
is the same as theirs, to stand aloof. We do not
claim for the capitalist sny imaginary bemnevo-
lenca; we do not say that he wishes to give higher
wages than he can help ; but we say that the
fixing of the rate of wages is no more in his
power than it is in that of the workmen. When
profits are high, thexe is competition in his line ;
more workmen are required, more is bid for their
service. When profits are low, capital is with-
drawn, fewer workmen arg employed, and the
necessities of the employer, as well as the com-
petition of the employed, beat down the rate of
wages. The true way to increase employment,
to increase the rate of wages, is for all classes of
hand labourers, and for the capitalists, (the head
labourers,) to combine in one united effort—
firstly, for the abolition of all laws which, by
artificially narrowing the field of industry, dimi-
nish at once the supply of food and other com-
forts, to be distributed among the whele, and that
industry by means of which the dietribution is
effected ; secondly, the abolition of all those in-
stitntions which take the bread out of the mouths
of the honest and industrious, to feed luxurious
and dishonest indolence. But sach a combina-
tion is impossible, until all associations, having
for their object the interests of a few, are aban-
doned, and until violent and fraudulent means
of effecting any purpose, which, by engendering
mutual ill-wjll and distrust, unloose the bundle
of rods, and enable the oppresser to break them
one by one, are relinquished for ever.

Woe have addressed the working-clasges ; but
they are not alone, nor are they so much to
blame as the wealthiey. That they distrust the
already enfranchised classes, is s melameholy fast ;
bat have they no cause for that distrust ? Have
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these classes, by the use they have made of the
franchise, shewn that they have at heart the
geneyal imtersst 3~thay thay possess sufficient
wisdom and fortitude to use the power they have
pbtningdl for the common good? Have they
deported themselves towards the unenfranchissd
classes with that frank urbanity whish proves
the inward consciousness of good inteations?
Have they, in virtue of the superior knowledge
they arrogate to themselves, acted so as to dis-
abuse the blind eonfidence reposed by the work-
ing-classes in spegial unions of partisular tsades ?
Truth forces us to answer each and all of these
questions in the negative. The enfranchised
classes, instead of returning a House of Com-
mons which would set to work to effect substan-
tial reforms, have sunk into the miserable ceatest
of two great aristocratic factions ; they have most
deservedly incurred the distrust of the non-
electors. The enfranchised classes have borne
themselves with repulsive ‘superciliensness to-
wards the non-electors. They have awailed
themselves of the assistance ef the non-electors ;
but whenever 3 difference of epinion arose, in-
stead of calmly arguing it, they have drawn hack
and vituperated them. The enfranchised classes,
by upholding corporations, by tolerating OCorn-
Laws, and by allowing eolonial and shipping mono-
polies to endure, have naturally led the working
classes to believe that there is virtye in exclusive
privileges. The principle of corporationsand agri-
cultural or trading monopolies is the pringiple of
Trades’ Unions, With what face can Loxd John
Russell blame trades’ unions, when he declares
that the House of Commons is nothing but a
great landowners’ unjon? With what face can
he and his colleagues talk (as they are doing) of
legislative measures to Pprevent violense and in-
timidation by trades’ unions, when this, their own
landowners’ union, is preparing violence and in-
timidation for the Canadian * nobs” who dare to
disobey its mandates ?

The truth is, that there are folly and faults—
grievous faults—on both sides. Neither side can
gain by sullenly holding out. The idle and dis-
sipated, or the ayaricious and jobbing, who
benefit by bad government, will avail themselves
of the continuance of the feud, to plunder and
oppress both. A thorough revision of our laws
and institutions is necessary; and this can only be
obtained by a therough reform of our representa-
tive system, We repent Bentham’s prescription:
~—Universal Sufirage ; Equal Elestoral Dissricts,
on the Basis of Population; Vote by Ballot ;
Annual Parlisments ; No Property Qualification;
Paid Members of Parlmment.

Gentlemen of the educated and enfrsachised
classes, will you make the first everturefer union?
No? You shew little of that superior wisdom
you boast of. Gentlemen of the unenfranchised
and unwashed classes, will you? No? Upon
our words, we are sshamed of you; yeu are
almost as bad as ‘ your hetters,” Well, the
misgovernment of your rulers will I!I:ip bdh
parties into a wiser temper in time.
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WOULD I HAD BEEN A GRECIAN YOUTH !—AN ODE.
BY T. MACMAHON HUGHES.

WousD I had been a Greclan youth,
Born in the days of yore,

‘When men were bold to speak the truth,
Not Falsshood to adore—

That harlot of this modern time,

Worshipped by men of every clime,
‘Whoee tongues are shaded o'er,

As verious as the peaceck’s wing,

For lying’s & familiar thing!

Would 1 had been & Grecian youth,
With unrestrained limb,
To tread the fairest seil on earth,
And tune to Freedom's hymn
The golden lyre, ‘mid marble shrine,
Altar, and column, all divine ;
Then sound its praise to Him
‘Whom Greece, alas ! but faintly knew—
The living God—the just——the true!

Would I had been & Greclan youth,
To steep the crimson sword

Tn blood of tyrants to the hilt,
And own no human lord ;

Strike magisterial villains dead,

KEnthrone fair Justice in their stead;
And, if a fureign horde

Dared to invade my father land,

Thermopyle, to swell thy band !

‘Would I had been a Grecian youth,
Of the three hundred one,
‘Whose dripping swords clove thousands down,
Or ere the fight was done ;
‘Whe closed their ranks fair Greece to save,
(A living bulwark of the bravel)
The Persian host to stun,
And scare with godlike valour back
‘Whele millions lashed to the attack.

Would I had been a Grecian youth,
Trained to the blood.red fight ;
With every muscle lion-strung,
And every limb aright !
A bresst of symmetry like those
Thy frieges, Parthenon ! disclose ;
Reins as the greyhound’s light;
And sinewy knee, and stalwart arm,
And heart for the stern conflict warm !

Would I had been & Grecian youth,
What time the Persian hordes,
Upon the plain of Marathon,
Claimed Hellas as its lords {—
Then gore had o'er my pathway gushed,
As with a bridegroom’s fire I rushed
In transport on their swords !
My brand had been my blushing bride
Torrents of blood its sheen had dyed !

Woeuld I had been a Grecian youth,
When war's alarm was o'er,

To shine in the peace-loving arts
That graced the Attic shore;

To sculpture beneath Phidias’ eye

Thoee classic forms that ne’er shall dis,
Catch all his matchless lore,

And mark how, when the work was done,

He eagle-syed his Parthenon.

Weuld I had been & Grecian youth,
To daunt the Olympic crowd

With feats of godlike power, and hear
Their « Ios !” swelling loud !

To wrestle, or the chariot guide,

Or o'er the Athenian stadium glide,
Proclaimed the victer prowd ;

And on my head receive in shewers,

Ilyssian bank, thy waving flowers !

Would I bad been a Grecian youth,
The honeyed store to sip,

In Academus® palmy groves,
Distilled from Plato’s lip

Or, seated in the Porch, to hear

The words of Zeno, sage austere ;
Or, from each sophism strip

Its tinsel, taught to reason right

By the commanding Stagyrite !

Would I had been a Grecian youth,
To hesr the Theban lyre

Struck by a Pindar’s dashing hand,
Tuned to his tongue of fire §

Or, 'neath some myrtle's tender shade,

To hear the glowing Lesbian maid
Breathe o’er the golden wire

Her burning spirit, thrilled with love,

Keen as the fire of mighty Jove {

Would I bad besa a Grecian youth,
With awe-suspended breath,

To see Melpomene diffuse
Destruction, horror, death !

To mark the Titan, thunder-riven,

Send his defiance up to Heaven,
And dare the Thunderer's wrath ;

Then, deeply-worshipping, regard

Old Eschylus, the warrior-bard.

‘Would I had been a Grecian youth,
To mark when Jason's bride,
Pregnant with vengeance, brooded o'er
Her stern infanticide !
Would 1 had watched, with eye dismayed,
Beneath the parricidal blade
‘When Clytemnestra died ;
And when the Furies, screaming wild,
Parsued her horror-tortured child !

Would I had been & Grecian youth,
To mark the speaking frowa
Of Pericles, when, lightning-eyed,
He awed oppressors down !
Or when the might of Kschins,
With torrent-tongued Demosthenes,
Contended for the crown—
1o hear from one those words of womder,
That in the other waked the thunder !

Would I had been a Grecian youth,
When Greece her might put forth 3

Her sons the bold, the sage, the free,
Her daughters first on earth !

Were [ a Grecian in these days,

My prostrate countrymen 1'd raise,
And new-sprung Freedom's birth
Hallow with yearnings of the brave,

Or seek and find an early grave ¢

Lendon, J0th Janmary.
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EXTRACTS FROM THE MEMORANDUM BOOR OF THE LATE
PASTOR OF 8T LBONARD'S.

NO. I.—-THE SOMNAMBULIS?. - Y

28th March 18—,

Eo die.—Havine been informed, by George
Anderson, the clerk, that Walter B——, the pro-
prietor of the estate called Dowiclee, had been
sorely tried—that, like Habakknuk, his lips qui-
vered, that rottenness had entered into his bones,
that he trembled and prayed to be at rest in the
day of trouble, and wished to see me—1I resolved
to visit him. " After all my labours, how little
good, alas! doIdo, unlessIam aided bythe power-
ful mean of Heaven-sent affliction! Yesterday I
did no service to heaven, for the individuals I

attempted to benefit wore steeped in the drunk-

enness of worldly prosperity. These are strange
times in which we live. They are like those
mentioned by Esdras—¢ When men hope, but
nothing obtain ; and labour, but their ways do
not prosper.” It is necessary, hewever, that our
energies in the good cause of salvation be doubled.
I hope this day may not be like yesterday—a
barren field in God’s kingdom on earth.

I called at Dowielee. Though in the neigh-
bourhood, I had never even seen the house, which
lies deep in the birchwood that surrounds it,
and conceals it from the eye of the passer by.
The proprietor never before solicited either my
friendship or my professional aid—preferring to
struggle single-handed with his sorrows and mis-
fortunes ; but it is not good that we should stand
by and wait till we are called ; for, while we wait,
the soul perisheth ; therefore do I blame myself
for not having waited on him before. Walter
B » to whom the servant introduced me by
name, received me kindly. He is about seventy
years of age ; hus been a good-looking, and is still
an intelligent, though grief-worn and miserable
individual—bent, broken down, and carrying on
his aged shoulders a dreadful load of disease and
sorrow. As the proprietor of so fair an estate,
be must have  enjoyed” in his day; but he is
receiving now in this time ¢ an hundredfold.”
He could not rise to receive me—being bound, by
his innumerable infirmities, to an old high-backed
chair, elaborately carved andstuffed with cushions,
but a faint smile, which struggled with diffi-
culty through wrinkles, deep furrowed by age
and sorrow, made ample amends for the want of
the accustomed forms of reception he had been
necessitated to renounce. _

Having sat down, I told him I had called in
consequence of his own request, communicated

to me through the session-clerk. ~

“ And I am glad,” he replied, * that you have

%0 quickly complied with my wish ; for, though I
have suffered as no man hath suffexed, my afilic-
tion hath wrung from my heart, along with my
pain, but too little of a balm that is said to be
secreted there, and which, if brought forth and
¥0, L.—VOL, V.

properly applied, is capable of not only aseuaging
our sorrow, but making us love it. .Nor have 1
inquired for good means to produce this effect.”

« It is not too late,” said I, * for the final good,
though it may be for the temporal benefit, of your
mind and body, which, I daresay, you acknow-
ledgetobe of nogreat importance, vhen compared
with that which awaits ug; for none of us are
long in this world of trial till we are compelled
to pray, as Tobif prayed, that we may be ° dis-
solved and become earth.’ Experience, com-
mon sense, poetry, and revelatien, all agree in
the conclusion, that the portion of man in this
world, is suffering.” - ‘

“ Ay, but it is not even in the power of
poetry,” said he, smiling painfully, * to shadow
forth suffering like mime. What I have borne,
I have concealed; but I have latterly thought
that, if I were to unburden my mind of the #ecret
of my misery, I might, from such a person as you,
receive the aid of a sympathy which would not
stop to assuage my temporal sorrow, but lead and
accompany my mind in an endeavour to turn
that sorrow to account in the place where it may
be of proper avail.”

I expressed myself well pleased with hisinten-
tion, and described to him many advantages that
I had known to result from unburdening the
mind of secret causes of grief, besides that of
enabling a person in my situation to enter into
the same train of thinking and feeling, and thence
to lead the mind from thoughts already ascer-
tained, to others, in the gradation and progress
of a proper regeneration. He accordimgly pro-
ceeded with his narrative.

¢ I have said that my sufferings are beyond the
descriptive powers of the poet; but, indeed, no
invention of man in weaving together the inci-
dents of life, by the powers of a fertile imagina-
tion, ever can accomplish a work combining so
many ingenious modes of misery as may be found
in actual operation in the mind and body of &
man engaged in the ordinary pursuits of life. The
dramatic poet has, especially in Greeoe and in
our own England, done perhaps all that can be
done, to shew how far the invention of man can
g0, in making the ideal elevated and intensive ;
yet, on a comparison of these grand and immortal
efforts of inspired genius, with one single hour
of the life of any man that haslived long enough
¢ to know what it is to live,’—occupied, as that
brief span may he, with ten thousand successive
ideas and emotions, following and crowding on
each other with a celerity equalled by nothing
that is palpable to- man’s sgnse, and yet, every
one of them loaded with its appointed portion of
human suffering too fine and too acute for being
expressed by the clumsy apparatus of hnglimge—
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how far short do they fall of a portrayment of
pure moral truth! Your own individual suffer-
ings—for all men consider their griefs to be great,
each indeed conceiving his own to.be the most
acute and unmerited—will secure for me an ad-
mission of the correctness of what I now advance.
In the expression of the real suffering of life—at
least of what I have felt of it, and I think I ex-
cel all in my experience of misery—a man can
scarcely stumble on the province of paradox; and,
taking refuge under that sentiment, I could say,
in sober earnestness, that I have experienced
more pain in one minute of time than all the
splendid and niagnificent language of Eschylus
in his ninety plays, or of Shakspeare in all he
wrote, is capable of conveying to the mind of
man. But, in thisimpotency of language, we may
discover the traces of the merciful finger of God ;
for, if it were possible for man to communicate to
his brethren the real felt nature of his sufferings,
the misery of our condition would be multiplied a
thousand millions of times, and the heavens would
be filled with the lamentations of mortals.

¢ Were it not for the reason I have already
mentioned, you may be well assured that I would
not, I could not, have prevailed upon myself
to lay open, so far as our gift of language, in-
adequate as it is, might enable me, those dark
recesses of my mind, where Sorrow, in her long
dreary residence, has generated forms which I
cannot contemplate without terror, and from
which I can get no refuge. It might, indeed,
have been well for me if I could have, long ere
this, communicated, partially at least, my know-
ledge and sentiments to sympathizing friends.
My sorrow might have been alleviated ; but Na-
ture hath said toman, ¢ Whilst thou sufferest, thou
shalt not have the power of communicating thy
woes, till time hath taken that sting from them
which would poison the happiness of thy neigh-
bours; doubtless a good final cause, which, in
our voiceless grief, we dare not impugn.

“ You know, I believe, my parentage, from your
having been brought up in the neighbourhood.
This property of Dowielee, which I got from my
father, was a gift to one of my ancestors by King
James V1., in consideration of services done to
the State. It is, as you must have observed, one
of the most beautiful and romantic estates in
8cotland ; for it is ornamented by thick umbra-
geous woods, through which a noble river rolls
its majestic stream—roaring, in some places, with
the voice of the dashing cataract—in others, sing-
ing like a blythe maiden on her way to be mar-
ried—and, in some, sleeping with the placidity
and the latent power of the infant Hercules,
This house, called Dowielee House, was built by
my great-grandfather. It is old, but on that
account the more romantic and interesting ; for
it is aseociated in my mind with a host of his-
torical family occurrences, which exhibit, in a
strong light, the virtues of my ancestors—though
sometimes 1 am forced to confess their crimes,
and, 1 may add, mournfully, their misfortunes,
which, alas! are all shamed by my own. In this
Iast respect, 1 have been fated to contribute to
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the old mansion an interest which, in after times,
when my griefs shall have darkened the page of
our family annals, may raise an unavailing tear
to the eye of a remote descendant, as he lifts it
to those moss-covered walls which have wit-
nessed scenes that lend, says holy writ, an elo-
quence to stones.

«1 came by far too soon to my property and
power; for I was scarcely twenty when my father
died intestate, whereby, being put under no salu-
tary restraining fetters of testamentary guardian-
ship,and no legal curatorsbeing deemed necessary
for a nine months’ non-age, 1 became possessed
of a power of which 1 did not know the value,
and aforward status in society, without experience
to guide me in the uffairs of life. But power
and opportunity are divested of their danger,
when the heart is happily free from a propensity
to evil. Yet weaknesses, which are often fostered
by riches, may generate misfortunes as gigantic
as the consequences of vice; and we get little
consolation from our own consciences, in the
midst of self-caused suffering, from any fine-
spun distinction between blind error and volun-
tary crime. While I have God to thank for
keeping me free from the contamination of geri-
ous evil, I have myself to blame for the con-
sequences of faults and follies as pregnint as
crime itself of unhappiness to man.

¢ Inheriting, from weak and nervous parents,
feelings of extreme sensibility—ready, on the
slightest touch of an exciting cause, to burn into
love or shame, or to thrill with disappointments,
fancied slights, and imaginary insults—I soon
found myself unsuited for general society. I
sometimes fancied that thisitself was an imagin-
ation, and, for a period, struggled against the
irresistible constitution of my nature, only to be
meade more certain that my happiness lay among
my own beautiful woods of Dowielee ; though,
alas ! my certainty was only that human confi-
dencewhich, like the mists that conceal the shelv-
ing rock of a lee-shore, prevent us from seeing
the dangers that almost infringe upon our very
organ of vision. As it is easy to argue ourselves
into a belief of the truth of our wishes, especially
when they seem pointed by original constitution
and natural bias, I arrived early at the conclu-
sion that the best life for a man of morbid sensi-
bility was a rural one. The woods, and bosky
dells, and green schaws, and running streams of
my paternal inheritance, had an eloquent lan-
guage of their own, which went to the heart of
the worchipper of nature, without carrying
with it personalities to wound his pride, or
excite his fevered emulation. They
inhabitants too corporeal to satisfy the in-
quiries and engage the attention of the scientific
and the unlettered naturalist; and incorporesl,
to respond to the inspired invocations of the
poet. What more did I require? Yet more
was to be found in these sweet retreats, and
that, too, I was fated to discover; for who is so
ready to meet with misfortune as he whom
nature has made ineapable of bearing it—the

man whom sensibility maken a lover of plessure,
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and forces to seek it in the state in which it
comes from the womb of Nature,

“ There are few in these parts whose ears have
not been often saluted by the perhaps exagge-
rated—thbough that was scarcely possible—de-
scription of the rare, almost angelic beauty of
the young female who, for a long period, bore
the charmed name of the Beauty of Dowielee—
an appellation by which she was far better known
among the people than that of Lucy Oliver,
given to her by her father, David Oliver, the
humble cottar of Broomhaugh, part of my pro.
perty. This simple girl had, for a number of
years, been residing with an uncle at a place in
the western parts of Scotland, and had returned
to Broomhaugh, bringing with her those im-
proved and now perfect charms, which afterwardas
rendered her so famous in parts much more dis.
tant than a cottager’s beauty is generally car-
ried. 1 had heard generally that David Oliver
had a pretty and an interesting daughter ; but
her residence at a distance had prevented me
from seeing her ; and I felt no interest in a
matter which apparently concerned me so little
as the alleged and unseen beauty of a cottager’s
dsughter. My fancies, fortunately, did not run
in that direction. I was then merely an ardent
lover of nature, whom I courted in places the
farthest removed from the haunts of disagreeable
man or beautiful woman—creatures whom, in the
refined society I had left in disgust, I had found
embued with qualities repugnant to those senei-
bilities which shrunk at the touch of the familiar
badinage of fashion.

“ Not long after the arrival of David Oliver’s
daughter, 1 one day sauntered down to Holy
Well, the limpid medicinal spring that bubbles
up from the moss-covered ground of the retreat
that goes under the name of the Fox’s Glen.
My grandfather erected there a pretty little
figure of Niobe, executed with some classical
taste ; and my father, with that love of refined
sentiment by which he was diatinguished, planted
at her back a willow tree, which, growing more
rapidly thanhis son,hadnowarrived at an extreme
height, sending down over the face of the figure,
long weeping tendrils, that, in the winds, moaned
in suppliance of the expression of sorrow of the be-
reaved mother,and,in summershowers,sent drops
simulating the tears that are feigned to flow in-
cessantly from the stony eyes of the mournful vic-
tim of maternal grief. 1sat down under the tree,
and wasmeditating on the character and virtues of
these ancestors, who were, by their time-extended
acts, exciting in me, their descendant, those sen-
timents and feelings with which they were them-
selves, in the very spot I now occupied, inspired.
Ilooked up in the face of the statue, to realize
the idea which that same countenance had pro-
duced in their minds, There were two faces

there—ome beside that of the figure, of flesh
and blood, so beautiful, that I had never seen
aeything on earth, or imagined anything in
heaven, more fair. Ifelt, in some degree, alarmed.
I had never seen mortal in that spot. I had

heard o noise of one spproaching. There could

be no person with so heavenly a countenance in
these parts unknown to me. My nervous sensi-
bility received in an instant the impression of a
mysterious awe ; and Fancy, lifting up her magic
wand, was on the eve of realizing some imma.
terial creation, when Perception, vindicating its
truer and more natural authority, detected the
figure of a female softly yet quickly retiring be~
hind the trunk of the willow. I followed her;
and, as she had only tried to secret herself by
the cover of the tree, I discovered a young
woman, simply, but gracefully attired, standing,
overcome with shame, and endeavouring to con-
ceal the beautiful face I had already been so
much struck with, by holding up her two hands,
through the half-opened fingers of which her
dark-blue eyes shone with the lustre of ex-
citement. I stood before her silent, indulging
the fanciful humour of testing her fortitude and
her patience, by ascertaining how long she would
keep her position and attitude, in which I
thought she looked more interesting than if the
full beauty of her countenance had been en-
tirely exposed to my impassioned gaze. When
she saw me in this playful humour, her confidence
enabled her to take down her hands; but the
blush remained, colouring her temples with a
vermilion tint, as beautiful as that which Diana
exhibited, as she returned from the stream in
which she bathed.

“¢ Who 