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BORDER MAGAZINE.

No. L] NOVEMBER, 183l. [Vor. I

INTRODUCTION.

et

To the projectors of the present publication, the idea of establishing
in Berwick a periodical in the sKape of a Magazine is not of recent
cccurrence. It had been long nurtured, and was only prevented from
assuming a tangible form by a mixed feeling of dread and delicacy,
although in many respects the circumstances were favourable and the
prospects flattering. Lately, however, a fresh impulse was given to
the undertaking by a combination of fortuitous events, which recalled
former cmomons and reanimated former flans. In the nature of
theee events the public are not interested, and besides, there is involv.
ed in their texture a story too complicated and too personal to be un-
folded. With the mnlt;:erely th:d\ivet‘blrld to doi To the pur-
poses proposed, attention has been alread by a preliminar T,
which, y to preserve entire the tl{read of ythep Ediiaox-s’y oixln);s,
and y to accommodate such readers as did not procure the origi-
mal copy, is here republished :—

PROSPECTUS.

To contend for the utility of Periodical Publicatiens would be like at-
tempting to prove the truth of a self-evident proposition. While the
names of Addison and Johnson are remembered, the value of such works
will be duly appreciated.

The appearance of the Spectator formed a new ara in the history
of mind :—previously to this, philosophy was excluded from the walks
of common life, or, if she ever ventured abroad in open day-light, like the
ladies of the East she was shrouded in a veil of mysticism, which serv-
ed to increase rather than dispel the general ignorance. But no sogner
did the Essayists of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries give to
the world their inimitable productions than the d barrier between
the learned and the unlearned was removed, and the «goddess divinely
bright” shone forth in her native grandeur and simplicity. Wisdom
issued from the prison-house of the schools, and took up her residence
where formerly knowledge and virtue had been entire strangers. The
éonsequence was, that the foibles of the age were in a great measure
dis(;q-d:d, a taste for polite literature was extensively diffused, and
morality was introduced into those circles, where lately profanity and
profligacy held all but supreme sway. ‘

YOL. I. A
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It would be equally unseasonable and arrogant to apply these remarks

as for j ing the of the t on.
T Tt s undiaputee], that thovk 1 the umblet stnation of e cas
now boast of acquirements and refinement, of which even the enlightened
among their forefathers possessed not the slightest information. But
in an age, which has been properly denominated that of literary luxury,
when almost all have enjoyed the privilege of tasting of its sweets, an
effort to confer on the inhabitants of Berwick and Border towns,
with their environs, a similar and more immediate «ﬁponqnity, may

haps be in the Editors of the proposed
P"’I‘Thelm uctorsnuumefortheirnoﬁosmorxnlil:ofthe
Roman bard,—

¢Omoe tulit punctum, qui miscait utile dulel;’

¢ Profit and plensure, then, to mix with art,
T’ inform the judgment nor offend the heart,—
Sball gain all votes ;’—

and they thus pledge themselves, while their object is to combine in-
struction with amusement, that nothing shall find a place in the Border
Magazine, which may tend in the lest degree to injure the purest
precepts of morality, or call the blush of ingenuous shame into the
countenance of the most delicate of their readers.

The work will be published on the 15th of every month, in Numbers,
Price One Shilling each, printed on a new and beautiful Type, and
shall consist of Original ys on subjects of Morals or Miscella-
neous Literature, Tales, Translations from valuable productions in
Foreign Languages, Reviews, &c. A proportionate space will also
be devoted to Poetry in its various departments.

In opening their to all classes of contributors, whom their

izes, the KEditors declare their firm resolve to submit
every article to a careful and candid examination ; and at the same
time that they are détermined to discountenance wilful stupidity and
presumption, they will exert every emergy to call forth the latent
spark of genius, and nurture the hidden blossomings of worth and in-
telligence. They are encouraged to be thus decisive in their tone—
and they will assuredly act up to it—by the consideration of the high
and honourable names, who, they rejoice to state, are guaranteed to
lend their aid, and whose talents will adorn and dignify the successive
numbers of the Border Magazine. As a redundancy of verse is anti-
cipated, intending correspondents are respectfully recommended to
prose compositions—not, however, to the entire or even fastidious
neglect of the muse:—indeed, the Editors trust, that the spirit,
which has been partially slumbering by the banks of the Tweed and
upon the hills of Cheviot, will arouse itself, and strike with bolder
hand that lyre which in olden days kindled a brightly burning flame
in the breasts of the Douglases and the Percys.

In conclusion, the Editors are alive to the candour of an enlight-
ened Public, and as t.hey_m conscious that their attempts must suc-
ceed or fall by the decision of the Public alone, they confidently ho,
that, if instruction and amusement an agresable visitor, the
Border Magazine will not be an unwelcome gwest.



INTRODUCTION. 3

" No sootier was the above printed and eirculated, than assurances of
mpm poured in from all quarters; in & short time the list of Sub-
seri was respectably signed, and altogether the most sanguine
expectations have been fulfilled. And now, kind readers, we shall
benceforth throw aside the cold reserve and distant ing of the
third person, and assume at once, as well in the remainder of our pre-
sent address as on all future occasions, the more dignified and yet fa-
miliar pronoun, which has been the prerogative of Kings and Editors
from ttme immemorial. If, when our young hopes outstepped the
puny strength of our mental energies, when overflowing spirits and
puerile temerity had nearly overbalanced the natural modesty of our
mind and the reflections of a cool hour—if then the lordly pedagogue
might, with a fair portion of justice on his side, have opened the flood-
gates of quotation, and discharged upon our blushing frontispiece, the
Horatian adage,
¢ Partariunt montes; nascetur ridiculas mus’,

¢ The mountains laboured with prodigious throes,
Aund a amall mouse ridiculoas arose ;'

or as the celebrated author of the Rambler hath it in the garb of sim-
ple and classical prose—¢ Parturient mountains have brought forth
muscicular abortions ;’/—we say, if in an hour of boyhood’s revelling we
were ex to such assault, and merited a wholesome castigation,
now, we humbly think, the lash of satire will be inapplicable, and ridi-
cule may spare her shafts. We advance to the duties that lie before
us in confidence, relying as much on the strength of our domestic
troops steeled and marshalled for « the war of words,” as on the valu-
able co-operation of numerous veteran literati, whom we are proud to
number amongst our allies. Nor are we insensible to the undisguised
and gushing sympathies of many a heart, that in a silent and emphatic
hniuage of its own, bids our labours speed, teeming with kindly
wishes and friendly aspirations for our success. To speak of enemies
were premature:—and yet we would not shrink from the contempla-
tion of human nature in its most forbidding aspect—we would not
“lay the flattering unction to our soul,” that the world is purified to
the entire exclusion of the baser*metals, and we remain unsatisfied,
that the melancholy proposition—* Envy withers at another's joy'—
has ever been confuted. Let none suppose, however, we are disturb-
ed: the best of nmien have had their foes to meet and crosses to en-
counter ; and he has yet to see the light of day, who shall succeed in
alluring us from our self-complacency, or in betraying us from our
extreme good-nature. Nay, in verity—we are v

¢ not altogether of such clay

As rots [nto the souls of those whom we survey.’

Dismissing, however, the distinction betwixt friends and enemies—at
all times an ungracious task, and particularly so under existing cir-
cnmstances—we beg to obeerve to the many-headed public, that we
entertain a wish somewhat analogous to the famous one of a certain
tyrant, who wished the necks of all mankind were conjoined, that he
might satiate his blood-thirsty despotism at a blow: with a wish
comprehensive as his—~though by no means allied to it in character—




4 INTRODUCTION.

and as a proof of our consummate benignity, we do moet -seleithly
&ver, that if the sweet persons of our present and future readers could
by any singular involution be embodied in one comely, discreet, and
manageable corporation, we should clasp the substantial reality in our
Editorial arms, and confer upon the strange lusus nature alias artis,
a sincere and cordial embrace, not unworthy of Christopher North,
Eequire, hinl:lself. friends and zentl

ut, excellent friends an e patrons, it were ungemercus to
trifle longer with your feeling%,tm nor lv,::ll we disguise from you, that
we suspect what tbou%}nts do now naturally occupy the uppermost
place in your minds. No doubt, the question is continually present-
ing itself in ideal form and striving for utterance, if poesibly it ma
be answered-—* Who are the Editors?’—Now, gince we neither wi
to prolong your anxiety, nor mean to deny to curiosity its reasonable
gratification, and since secrecy in matters of Editorship has been
voted unfashionable, we shall straightway make you acquainted with
the names, characteristics and respective duties of those who are at
the head of affairs. '

First, then, we would recommend toggn:‘:e ds our Preses,
Spesaker, or Chairman— Nathaniel Nestor, who has been raised
to the aforesaid exalted and responsible station by the unanimous suf~
frages of his colleagues.

Many things concurred to plead for this gentleman, and secure his
appointment to the chief place in the councils of the Border Magazine.

ished by nature witﬁ a large measure of common sense—a desi-
deratum, by the by, in many a self-important and busy official of our
day—and endo with intellectual powers of no mean order, he
traversed the curriculum of a University education with an ardour and
success seldom paralleled. During that time, the whole of which was
spent without any fixed profession in view, and solely from a love of li-
terature and the sciences, besides performing the mere tasks imposed
on the academical cives, he borrowed from his hours of rest and relax-
ation, and made such progress in the paths of classical criticism and
belles lettres, as to leave his compeers far bebind. Forming one in 2
select circle of kindred spirits—youths who acted from the same mo.
tives, and owned the same enthusi i waa the hour that call.
ed him from his friends and ordered him to other climes and other
oomga.ny. The period of parting was deeply felt on both sides, but
ﬁo e must; assurances of continued amity, promises of correspon-
ence, and heartfelt benedictions were exchanged—then Nat. Nestor
bade adieu to early objects of attachment and his native mountains.
The sequel proved the event to be for good. From being pent up
within & circumscribed space, and chained to an unvarying train of
thought and feeling, whence prejudices were apt to spring, he was
conducted to the broad amphitheatre of the world, and soon breathed
more liberal sentiments. ' Men and things were sabstituted for books ;
and, therefore, instead of gaining his knowledge at second hand, and
from often polluted channels, he drew it now from pure streams and
from prime sources. Thus five ti‘m-s‘ travel taught him humanity.
Subsequently, his intercourse with former associates—whom, on his
return, he found treading with firmer step the track of life which
each had selected for himself, but never forgetful of by-gone days and
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parsits—has been uninterrupted. - Half a century of winters, in con-
Junction with severe study, has had the effect of robbing him to a cop-
siderable extent of a glossy and luxuriant crop of hair, with which
mture had furnished iim, and of displaying a forehead indicative of
intelligence, and ‘strongly corroborative of the craniological theory.
The demise of a relative placed an estate by no means contemp ';L
at his disposal: happily for the present undertaking, the majestic
Tweed flowed e comfortable inheritance, and induced the new
owner of the domain to keep Nestor House in his own hands as the
chosen opot of his retreat. Business has frequently brought him to
the “ Town and -County by itself,” where in future he purposes to
fix his winter quarters ; and where also a sufficit of his. sumi-
mers will be spent for the discharge of the duties on which he has
entered.  He may be distinguished from the crowds that resort to the
health-invigorating nades—the Pier, the New Road, the Mag-
dalen fields, and the parts—by a broad-brimmed hat, black dress,
large silver shoe-buckles, and a gold-headed cane. He possesses,
moreover, a serious and rather sombre countenance, a steady gait
@'l militaire, and he is a bachelor. Thus parﬁally described, he will
be recognized without difficulty. His provance is very extensive, in-
!mx a8 h:h a.uugtll‘nority can allot\;: or forbid t.}xe l:nsert:ion of any
article, even though contrary to the opinions of his co-operators.
This, indeed, is not likely to hap‘rlgl:l frequently, since all of
them are remarkable for a sound and discriminating judgment, and
snce the mind of the President himself is always open to con-
viction.

The next personage, who takes his seat on the immediate right of
the chairman, is Dy. Ploddem, a retired physician and an antiquary.
His small piercing eyes and sharp nose, a solitary tuft at the top of
his cranium, which serves as a set-off t& a thinl .pla.n;ed margin of
apillary- teguments, terminating at either temple, and especially a
finger or two profusely adorned \gith specimens of the antique, abzn.
dantly bespeak the nature of his researches. At present, he is busied
i ing information of many ancient buildings, which once were
the pride of Berwick, and of which not a vestige remains. His la-
bours promise to be crowned with success, and will, ere long, be hand-
ed over to the printer.

The sober manners and grave visages of the Preses and the Doctor
we strongly contrasted with the blazing and good-humoured counte-
tance, and the boisterous deportment of Lieutenant Siroc—a per-
smal representation of a hurricane. The Lieutenant has seen
ral service without a joke, but then, he indulges on occasions,
too liberally, an art of which he is' perfect master, and hence, in thé
embellishments of his tales, he is prone to violate the laws of proba-
bility. According to his own account, he has been nineteen times
mortally wounded !—notwithstanding the satisfactory evidence to the
cmtrary ; and the adventures of Baron Munchausen are trifles com-
pared with the wonders he himself has seen, and the deeds he has
performed.  8till he enjoys intervals of a calm and prosaic existence,
ud consequently th

.« “little of this great world ean HE speak,
More than pertains to feats of broils and battles, =
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be is tolerably well fitted for his office, to-wit, the superintendance of
-stories of sailors, soldiers, and smugglers,—
¢ Of moving accidents by flood and field ;
Of bair-breadth “scapes i’ the immi deadly breach ;
L - *

..... of antres vast, and deserts wild,
Rough quarties, rocks, and hills whose heads toach heaven.”

Opposite the virtuoso, and operating as a light to relieve the shadow
of tfe Doctor, shines not the least important personage amongst the
dramatis persone—Master Matthew Courtly, or abbrevisted, Beaw

. This model of a modern gentleman, and living advertise-
ment of oils and perfumes, ti’l:gand manners, fashion and va-
rieties—invariably subscribes%::n Master in preference to Mr.—
which, he contends, is a common-place and tradesman-like cognomen—
and prides himself on the off-hand appe]lation of Beax bestowed by his
famu.rurs, which he reckons a merited eulogium on his taste, ts
and acoomxlishments. He boasts a thorough knowledge of the poetic
art, from the puff-impudent of blacking-manufacturers, up to the lofty
epic and heroic line, and keeps constantly in view a rather high stan.

by which he purposes to guide his decision on all rhythmical
contributions transmitted to 46, High Street. To do the Beau jus-
tice, and to conciliate towards him the objects whom, above all else,
he is anxious to please—the fair sex in geperal, we must not fail to
notify, that, in the course of an hour, he can indite a dozen sonnets
adapted to the numerous shades and shapes of ladies’ eyebrows, and
that his earnest ex ions mdenmﬁessuweededdigghinﬁa
place for a monthly register of births, marriages and s. His
reading has been extensive—so much 8o, that he has the whole library
of British Poets at command, and his tongue is eternally distilling
some honied sweets gathered from the flower-gardens of the Muse.

The last member of the literary conclave obtains and deserves the
most profound regard by reason of his amiable manners, gentle dis-
position and sterling excellence. Intended by his friends for the
clerical profession, Mr. Placid completed, agreeably to their wishes,
the course of study prescribed by the ecclesiastical courts of the Scot- .
tish Church. But further he did not venture, except so far as he at-
tempted a solitary pulpit exhibition, which effectually deterred him
from again appearing before a congregation. Extreme modesty and
delicate health rendered the embarrassment of his debut in that capa-
city so exquisitely painful and distressing, that he could never muster
courage or strength for a second experiment. Fortunately for him,
he enjoys a competency of this world’s goods through a private chan-
nel, a portion of which is dedicated to the cause of charity to an
extent by no means commensurate with the benevolence of his heart.
When he opens his mouth to deliver his sentiments, which are
valuable in proportion to their rarity and appropriateness, every
whisper is hushed, and not a syllable escapes the ear of his audience ;
—even the hardy and obstreperous veteran compresses his lips into
the expression of a mute and respectful listener, and the tosgours gai
Courtly looks serious.

The aforessid characters, having thus made their introductery
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w by proxy, felicitate themselves on'the prospect of a more intimate
acquaintance with each other and with the.public : -We had nearly
forgotten to record an essential prop of the concern, being neither
better nor worse than James, otherwise Jemmy Dabble, who officiates
in,the combined and complicate ensemble of errand-boy, porter,.
¢ cetera, at a salary of Five Shillings per week, exclusive of
worn-out garments, victuals to the content of a stomach which
wems insatiable, and many additional perquisites. He will not per-
mit us, depend on’t, to neglect the imsertion of his 'services‘n}c‘:zg
vith those who feed him.

We question, if our readers will here rest satisfied, since a thou-
snd particulars remain explanam%of the origin, rise, and probable
cnsummation of the Magazine. e shall, therefore, without cere-
mony, introduce them to

THE EDITORIAL CLOSET.—No. L.

Scexe.— The Library at Nestor House—.A table covered with books
ond papers, at which the PrResIDENT, Dr. PLoDDEM, LIEUTENANT
Siroc, Brau CourTLY, and Mr. PLAcID are discovered sitting.—
Time—Nighe.

NEesror.

_Well, gentlemen, are you fully resolved to venture on the publica-
ton of 2 monthly periodical in Berwick ?—

MRg. Pracip.

On that point, I believe, we are all agreed. Several questions,
however, suggest themselves, to which I solicit attention.—W hat shall
be the name of the Magazine? Can we calculate on a sufficiency of
interesting matter ? Will the public support us? And do we not ex-
pose ourselves to the critical disposition of the adjoining city ?

Srtroc.

Questions all ve _prudent I admit. As for the name, and the
matter, and the p;{llc—l leave them to wiser heads ; but as for the
small craft which ye honour with the appellation of critics, why, blow
me, I'll undertake to convert the divisible frame of the Beau there,
into a few twenty-four pounders, and with a tolerable broadside, send
the entire crews of em piping to Davy Jones’ locker—blow me.

CourrLY.

. A pretty considerable piece of humour, I calculate—notwithstand-
g which my feelings will not allow me to t the substantial
pert of the compliment. Nevertheless, what would the Lieutenant
think, if his own fiery composition were reduced to the same destruc-
tive articles :—they would indubitably succeed more effectually in warm-
ing the jackets of the enemy, partaking, as they did, of the qualities of
the original gross lump, which is naturally and unalterably red hot.

Siroo.
, thou land.lubber of an impolitic Admiral—pardon my

Wh
warmth~~would’st thou expend thy best and deadliest ammunition on
i few canoes manned with half-starved and illiterate savages?
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NEsTOR.

I beg to remind you, gentlemen, that we wander from the business
of the night, and “that the Lieutenant and the Beau unfortunately
pever fail to carry on hostilities till the rest of the company are
dead—asleep.—Dr. Ploddem, you have the list of names which were
concocted at a private meeting—be pleased to read them.

Dgr. PLoDDEM.

[Adjusting his spectacles, and then reading.]
«Tweed Visitor’-*Berwick Magazine”—¢ Tweedside Remembran-
cer’— Tweedside Repository and Border Record :"—Now, for m
1 would discard the two first as utterly insignificant ;—Berwi
18 hackneyed, and in the mouth of every one from the Land’s End to
John o’ Groat’s, nor do I peroeive any meaning that can be attached
to Visitor ;—it is too trifling for the character of the work, to which
the energies of so much talent are to be devoted. Then comes 7The
T'weedside Remembrancer—a regular jaw-breaker for country sub-
scribers, and fit only for a love-gift. Shall I draw the pen across it ?

S1roo.
Beau! That was the t&roduct of your creative fancy—hast not a
word to say, man, in behalf of the Remembrancer ?
‘ CourTLY.

[Rising slowly.] It strikes me, Doctor, that you'll not readily dis-
cover a more becoming title. Remembrancer ' —What a world of
holy thoughts and feelings are allied to that magic name !—Gentle-
men, the success of the Z'weedside Remembrancer would be certain.
There is not a corner of the habitable globe, which does not count
among its immortal tenants some of those who first breathed the
breath of life on the green banks

¢ Of Tweed's fair river broad and deep ;'—

let the words, then, but meet the eye or sound in the ear of the
exile from the home of his love and his happiness, and gladly would
he tender a moiety of his earnings in exchange for a work, which
acted as a spell, and conjured up from the regions of the past the
joys and the sorrows that chequered his young days. Y

from the intrinsic merits of the literary contributions, the very title
would carry the Tweedside Remembrancer to every village of Europe,
to every city and empire of the earth—and the rising generations of
posterity would li?)with accents of gratitude and delight the ho-
noured names of Nestor and Placid, Ploddem and Siroc, and—

-

Stnoc.
Master Matthew Courtly—Bravo! Bravo! my boy—sepoken stoutly.

Dr. PLopDEM.

What Master Matthew Courtly has delivered is all very well, and
bears reason on the face of it; and though preferable to the last
mentioned, which is a double title, that just advocated still lies open
to the objection of lengthiness.
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M=z. Praotp. o

The chief object in the matter before us should be simplici
object which, X think, m:xmbe gained without sacrificing comprehen-
siveness. I would, accordingly, propose—TaE BorDER MAGAZINE,
as being équally distant from pomposity and silliness, and quite in-
telligi E%- to-every class of readers, into whose possession the work
may .

Nzstor.

You have anticipated me by that proposal. It is excellent. Dis-
tgntients—shnd!r'— Thegm rises, and hurriedly resumes
kis goat ; yeeimbles audibly.) ;

S1rooc. '

Matthew, my dear fellow, pocket the disappointment, and be easy.

——( Binter Jemmy, bowing and beatlleu—l: digfigured with

NEsToR.

James—James—what has befallen you? Have you seen Mr.
Cameron ? Lo

DassvLE. 4 .
Ou, ayé: I hae seen him, an’ were it no that I dinna but like ta
%er you, Sir, I wadna turn my face doon his lang dark entery.m
for ony considerashin whatsomever. My certy! ye needna sit '
there, Mr. Coortly, for confoun’ me gin I can bear to be lauchin at ;
a’ besides, ye’re no senmsible o' the mishap I hae met wi’ on my way
to Mr. Cawmeron’s office this nicht. Only wutness my knee-breeks,
an’ the flaps o’ my speck-an' -new waist-coat; saw ye ever ony
thing dirtit like them ?—they’ll no dicht ava’, an’ I doot it will tak a’
thea:grmd potashees in the toon to mak them look purpose like,
8ir the abominable glaurin’. whilk they hae gotten.

NEsToR.
Don’t despair, my good Dabble. Your unmentionables can unde:
8 renovation to-morrow ; and as for your vest, I am pretty certain
you will find it’s fellow in my ward-robe. But how, in the name of
vounder, came you to such mishap ?
DasnLE.
In gude truth, 8Sir, its mirawculous that I haena gittin my een
E'ﬂen out, for sure aneuch never was ony cretur nearer blindit.
ech ! I'm geyan like to fent ; I wad thank ye, Sir, for a moothfu’ out
o the jug (drinks). That's capital drink !—(smacks his lips). Weel,
ye see, as I was ninnin doun the prenter’s wynd wi’ a’ my birr, what
mud I dae but fa’ o’ my lang le out owre a tub o’ keppit washin.
water, whilk stood like anither man-trap, set by Clootie’s sel, i’ the
darkest nuek o’ a’ the entery. I was wat frae tap to tae; nor had I
time to say, losh preserve me, till out comes an auld canker'd carlin’
frae the doonermaist house o’ the close, wi’ the d o’ a cannel in
her haund, wha nae sooner saw me than she to the gutter,
harled a neifu’ o’ glaur thegither, an’ clash’d it i’ my face. I thocht
VOL. I B
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I wad hae been chokit wi’ the stuff; and fac as death, Sirs, had she

no. been a puir feckless wunnel-strae o’ a body, as sure as my name’s

;Tf:mes Dz&ble, I wad hae knocket her doon, an’ left her spreulin’ om
spat.

NesTon.

T heartily pity your misfortune, James ;—a bottle of Brown Stout
will perhaps restore you—Has Mr. Cameron come with you?

DaBBLE.

I left him below to tak the dirt aff his shoon—that’s him.—( 4 tap
is Aeard at the door—James exit—and enter My. Cameron.)

Nzsroz.

Mr. Cameron, be seated. We have sent for you for the purpose of
asking your opinion respecting the publication of a M: e—to be
issued in monthly numbers at one shilling each. Our object is to as-
certain the sum you charge for printing, and how far you can assure
us of the public support.

Mg. CaMERON.
Reflocting.}—Presuming that you would not require a less
qula:nuty ﬂun};n thousand mpiesyper month, I think, at a rough
ess, a hundred and eighty pounds would remunerate me, and
ﬁn you ample funds to pay correspondents, besides a moiety for
your own labours. .

Siroc.

A hundred and eighty pounds !~-Zounds! That money would go a
great way towards the purclrase of a neat frigate.

CouRTLY.

Lieutenant Siroc should not forget that he is fast fading into the
melancholy hue of the “sere and yellow leaf,” and he might not show
himself reluctant to hazard a speculation, which promises to preserve
his name to future ages, not only as a brave defender of his King and
country, b:z also as a man of genius, who, amid the turmoils of a
maritime life, found leisure to cultivate the talents with which his
Maker had entrusted him, and to fit himself alike for the polished
circle and the social feast of intellectuality.

- Siroc.

True—true—Beau ;—nty youngest blood has been shed, and the
strength of a vigorous arm has been exerted, in punishing insults
o to British digmity, and in repelling the invader our
shores ;—a few gales more on the ocean of ltfe, and the vo will
be over. I care not, lad, if I risk the fifth of a hundred mmhty;
appoint a day for the launch, and I'm at your service.

Ma=. Pracip.

Mr. Cameron, do you not think your estimate of the literary cha-
racter of our town too high? The population, including the liberties
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of Berwick and the parish of Tweedmouth, does not excoed fifteen

Mz. CAMERON.
1 proceed, Sir, on the supposition, that one-third of that number
vill read the Magasine, and five thousand will scarcely be adequate
to the demand abont the Borders and in Foreign parts.

Nzsros.

Gentlemen, I would recommend to you to confide unhesitatingly in
Mr. Cameron’s diacretion. By the sale of the first Number we
beenabled to regulate that of the rest ; and the printing expences, I am
eertnn,wglonot exceed modenh“':s. Weca;discuu particulars at

r. agree? ( They nod assent—Negtor rings the bell, and
mn—&mdecluw)
DassLE.

I was just comin’ to bring a complent against your new lass,
Masister—she’s a perfect misert, and wgnm §ie me the bottle you or-
dered: sma’ beer, she says, is gude eneugh for me, and she was fit to
worry me, because I ate the wee bit fool that was left frae denner, and
twa or three o’ the baker’s baps, that ye might squeese into a nutshell,

NEzsToRr.

Sirrah, I anticipated a portion of that fow] to-night—Did you add
o other provocation?

DasBpLE.
I dinna weel ken what ye ca’ provocashin—I just thocht a wee
drap o’ Glenleevet wad na’ 1’5 improper to keep out the cauld—
CourTLY.

So—you thought you might overstep your orders —-and did you
not telly:::, you werey:cting up to theppii(;nciple of the Temperaiee
Society, although you had not lent your name to the cause? Fie,
James, to break your '

st oath and resolution, like
- A twist olnt'hnnllk!'

‘ . DaBBLE.

Hoot, Sir, the Tem ce Society dis na’ forbid a glass, whea

it do's body gude. Na! na! Mr. Ainghlie tellt me that.
Nesror.

I fear you will never be persuaded that any quantity will do you
ll:rm.-—’igll John to have supper on the table in five minutes, and
in future let me hear no eomplglgna similar to the present. (Dabble
retires.)

Dr. ProppEM.

I am a friend of femperanes, but mot of abstinence, and shall be
bappy to enter the lists and try my prowess with you, Naf, and the
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Boay on a future occasion ;—1 logk to she Lienienant for aid, and let
Mr. Placid be umpire. _

- Brroc.

‘ rive me of my grog, and take my life, because take
tber:P;ans of hfe--yl speak fromyo:xperienee? About five .zzu thirty
years ago I was cast upon a desert island, where the bravest set of
men that ever paced a quarter-deck and myself tasted only a few
shell-fish during fourteen days, and drank nothing but salt water.
On the fifteenth morning, when all were laid on their beam ends,
saving your servant, a cask of rum, from the wreck, hove in sight,
and by favour of wind and tide reached the shore. I got it landed
in safety, though my bones were cutting my jacket, and having
cheered my drooping spirits with & shell-full, I hastened to the re.
lie‘fi o{ my dying comrades. Some of them had- alipped their cables,
and the rum—

-Covprhr. , .

I beg pardon for interrapting you, my dear Siroc, but as your
swryseemstobolongamringemﬁng;youhdbmrwmit
till after supper. ‘

‘ ' Srroc,
. With all my heart.— : :
’ Dr. PLoppENM. . ‘

Before adjourning, I may intimate that my letters to the princi
writers of the day have ;nety with a most fav9l{uble reoepﬁon,Pl:nd g:
the lapse of many weeks, you may ct:g;wt',to see this good ogken table
loaded with manuscripta. - It is exceedingly to be: regretted, ‘that the
Lion of Abbotsford is so much reduced by the infirmities of age and
the effeats of a laborious life as. to be forced to seek velief under a
milder sky. Blackwood, however, is to extend his generosity to us ;
and my excellent, friend North, whose wonderﬁdfye varied powers
have excited the admiration of the world, will not be backward to
enco our enterprise. In short, our endeavours will be seconded
by the ablest minds in the three kingdoms. Mat, you volunteered to
visit the Shepherd ; have yon performed your promise ?

~ CourTLyY.

I bavedﬁmted a friend of mine to do so for me, and will be able to
lay the results before you prior to our next meeting.

NEesTOR.

I hear the welcome sound of the supper-bell. ¥ would merely ex-
press a hope, in conclusion, that the readers of the Border Magasine
will suspend judgment for a time, since, while No. I. will un.
doubtedly contain much to deserve approbetion, the arrangement and
‘selection of materials cannol pou:'l‘ill} partake of that judiciousness

, and variety, which experi rovide for subsequent exhi.
biﬁons«-(‘%mulom; promide Bor e e
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THE TOMB OF NAPOLEON.
By DeLLA Crusca.

L

IsLB of the never dying dead !
My faney on the booming wind
on the
ilu :Zught Napoleon’s grave !
And well it loves thy sullen shore,
For there the spirit pass'd
From him who fill'd this under world
With terror to the last.

IL

The ngal bird careering
yon cloud—ﬂumed height,
Cogufgxdther with his gmh;lt:e of fire
o his wings t s

And meet it is the vzand lone

Of nature’s scenes should be
‘The burial place of Aim who lies

Amid the shouting sea !

m'

Dust of the mighty ! on this. reck

Doth 8 star illume
‘The eternal solitnde,

That breedeth o'er thy tomb ;
For thou bast given to time a fame
Al"l'db::mllnotpuuany,herb

great memory on row

Iswgtmbloo_dforqe.

1Vv.
The grisly war-fiend bareth not
The sword to follow now
" ‘Thine lestothe htnings’ home -
m""" the locatn o u?'&'l“' wpd
80 t .
" The dndem of grp

But deep within her vallx
8he mourns her hexro’s ﬂfr—

V.

Ha! was it while ambition told
Her deeds of daring still,
That destiny ap to crouch
Submissive to thy will ?-
And didst thou dream that God’s fair world,
To which thou wast allied,
Would place her netk benesth thy feotwr
A foatstool for thy pride Pe—
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But thou art silent! Never more
Can thy proud bugles’ strain
Strike through the heart that drank the shouts
Of victory again. -
*Tis the Archangel’s trumpet note,
Whose peeling—loud and deep—
Must rouse the thunderer of the earth
From death’s dark dreamless sleep !

VIL

Will glory wait thee then, before
The Holy One and Just,

When millions, trodden by the hoof
Of battle to the dust,

Burst from the breach and carnaged phin
Where war's mad brunt was borne,

And hail the exiled homicide

. On doomsday’s blasting morn !

VIIL

Immortal ! rest thee! °tis not meet
This hand should tear away

The veil which death has thrown around
The cold and coffined clay—

Thy God—not man—must judge the heart,

nd lay thine actions bare :

And, O, gefom His great white throne,
May’st thou find mercy there.

| et—
PERSONS, PLACES, AND THINGS.—No. L.

Being Selections from the Diary of a Tourist ;

By tHE AvutHOR OF “ EpwiN,”"—«“TrE REieN oF TERROR,"—
“ LeTTER8 TO DR. SoUTHEY,” &C. &C.

¢ The eye upon the heart would brood,
==A heart by every sosne impressed,

And feelings of an earlier mood,
‘Would dwell in softness on the breast,

Like lights and shadows on the lake,
‘Whose waters still remain the same,

Yet seem each transient hue to take,
‘While pure as when those shadows came.’

EvRRETT.

It was the eve of Saint Mark’s day, when the town of Alnwick was
reached. The White Swan was, of course, the Imn to which a tra-
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veller would naturally direct his steps, being the  Head ;” and dyet,.
strange as it may seem, for the county town of Northumberland, it
did not carry its head higher than a single story above the ground
fioor. But what it wanted in height, it added in width; it was suf.
ficently large for the business of the place ; and was a complete mul-
tum i parvo, compared with many of the large Inns in the Metro-
polis and elsewhere. Thomas Liddel—for that was the name of the
ostler, who resembled the building for height, was attentive to the
horse ;—Robert Thompson, more like the master of the house thaw
the wlnai;er, huk)ok care to adorn and enrich the tal;ll:a ;—and ;lgr;. W;ilson,
, like a portly folio, had bound up in the pages er heart,
g:dwhol{ of the indl{v feeling and a.wentign comprised in the endear-
ing appellation of —MoraER. Of the names of these personages, there
can be no more doubt than of their existence. A reference to the Pocket
Companion, always carried about with me, and headed with the com-
prehensive sentence,  Persons, places, and things,” is a security
against error. Here all first impressions are entered, as they come
burning from the brain, and rwards elaborated as occasion re.
uires. .
! After reposing the limbs, and taking a comfortable cup of tea, some
of the principal streets were pemblﬁated. On coming to the mar-
ket-place, which formed a spacious square in the centre of the town,
3 concourse of people were Peroeived, of both sexes, and of all ages,
from nearly the first spoke in the ladder of life to the last. Having
the organ of Inquisitiveness largely developed—and this, be it observ-
ed, was long before the faculty was either thought of or manufactured
by Phrenologists—an enquiry was naturally instituted into the occa-
sion which brought them together, and which was as satisfactorily
answered. But before the occasion is noticed, it may be further re-
marked, that this said faculty of Inquisitiveness was so lively during
this tour, that it rarely ever slept—that, on the slightest intimation
of any thing at hand, it would have instantly risen g-om the organ in
which it was seated—looked out at the window of the eye—gone from
thence to the loop-hole of the ear—and, if still dissatisfied, would have
descended the circular staircase, and sallying out at the door of the
lips, would have exclaimed, « What is to be done now ?” Such was the
case here. 8o much for the truth of Phrenology !— AscERTAINED,”
of course ! .

To proceed ; Mr. Thomas Twaddle, a worthy lmi%:xt of the thim.
ble, as was afterwards learned, was the n to whom the question
was This gentleman belongert:o the corporate body, and
was a fair specimen of the British Constitution, which he took every:
legal means to support, by good eating and drinking. His hat was
the very «tip of ggl:ion," as old fashions went in those days with a
few of the ancients of the town. It was turned up on three sides, as
if each corner had been sent a star-gazin , or had been intended to
answer the purpose of a water-spout, in order to conduct the skirts of
a shower of rain to the bottom of the brim, and there form a kind of
moat round the head, to protect the brain from all feverish attacks
from without, as well as to enable it to vegetate within by preserving
it in a state of moisture. The hat, thus looking in three directions
at one and the same moment, was mounted on a large bush wig—an
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etnbilem of the solidity, prefusion, and magnificence of the times—and
would be sufficient totyeonvert a man, with a i8 like that of the’
Duke of Wellington, into an owl of the night. With Mr. Twaddle,’
it was fat otherwise; he had a- round, full face, with a set of regular
featnres. A si:ﬁ;breuted eoat, with the front covering about two
thirds of the a inal regions, swept down either side in a half cir-:
cle,—the waistcoat, meanwhile, flapped at ‘the pockets, and exhibiting:
the same graceful curviture towards the bottom, with a slight display of
white linen, looking out from between the nethermost button of the
self-same waistcoat, and the waistband of the inexpressibles. Braces
were unn . A pair of large buckles, doctored by poor old
< Davy the e-mender,” adorned his feet. Every other paft of
the costume was in character. He had a tolerable stock of low anec-
dote—a little humour—but was bankrupt in wit. To this remnant of
the preceding century, I addressed myself, -

" «“Alow me to ask you,- Sir, the occasion of this apparent
tumult

“Why, Sir,” returned the man of the goose—hawking the letter’
r up the windpipe like the croa.kmg:: a rook, abridging almost every’
word that came in his way, plaintively singing out some of the
vowels like the more affecting notes of a faneral dirfe, and whose'
pronunciation it would be as difficult to pen as it would be in every
instance for a stranger to understand—< Why, Sir,” said he, «this-
is the eve of 8t. Mark’s day.”

“] am not to infer from thence, Sir, that these are his followers,”
I returned, “and that théy are remdering homage to his saintly
virtues ?”

“You are a stranger, I perceive,” was the reply, “and have to be
informed, that the chamberlains and common council are now meeting
in the town-hall, where persons qualified to become free burgesses
are in attendance. After the candidates discharge the usual de-
mands, and take the oaths, they then quit the iea.ll, and parade
the streets with the best music the town can afford, closing the
scene with a friendly bowl of %mch, at the separate public houses
geyd select for the occasion. But,” added he, «to-morrow will be

e day 1"

“Azd pray, 8ir,” I enquired, « what of to-morrow ?”

“Why, Sir,” was rejoined, “the young freemen will have td
go through the well.”

<« Past it, 8ir, I suppose you mean.” _

«“No, Sir, through it,” said Mr. Twaddle sha Iy ; “otherwise;,
no freelidge.” He then proceeded to give me a brief view of the pro-
ceedings of-the day ; to which I appended, «If the ceremony gmd
taken place on the first instead of the twenty-fifth of April, the can-
didates would have been in danger of being dubbed, what you call in
this neighbourhood—April yowfr

Resolved to see the ceremony, I enquired whether horses were let
out for hire by any person in the town, and was directed to Mr. Hurt-
im—an ominous name—a Crispin by trade. <« Jackey,”—that being
the name by which he was called—was soon found, and pledged himself
to let me have one of the Best of his stud. .This son of Crispin was a
little active man—-ful of points——and resided in & house that made some
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fiir promises, not only to shelter him in life, but to be a grave for him
in death. His horses had a thorough Lnowledge of the barest spots
of the moor ; they were of all colours and dimensions—of all forms,
except the beauti f all ages, except the young—of all joints, ex-
cept the straight and supple ;—and the « set out” invariably corre.
with the animal. Having placed the trum ofOtpnisew his
kips, and given a full blast in their favour, as the the kind in
the town, I departed to my Inn, supped, slept soundly, and was up
ki g, hous, I rised gaged
ing out at an early hour, I was ised to see 8 en
in p:al:l:‘:;g large hollthlees in thamfrr(?nt of diﬂ'enmuseo; but
found, on enquiry, that they were so many signals, placed at the doors
of the several candidates of the dipping order, to tell their friends to
come and make merry. A few ribgons, kmotted to some of the higher
boughs, floated like pennons in the breeze. At eight o’clock, I has.
tened, as advised, to the market-place, where I found each chevalier
on horseback, provided with a sword, and soon joined by the cham-
berlains, and officers of his Grace the Duke of Northumberland,
armed with old halberts, and other instruments of destruction, in ra-
ther hudibrastic style, as though great opposition had been antici
and they had to fight their way to om like some of their forefa-
thers, who had probebly wielded the same weapons in the field in the
battle of ¢ Chevy Chase.” This part of the ceremony having been
omitted in the iption given by the knight of the thimble, the
evening before, the faculty of Inquisitiveness was naturally brought into
play: and on asking a gentleman near me, whether they expected to
meet an enemy, I received for reply, O no, Sir,”—the Northumbrian
sniling at my simplicity ;— from the frequent inroads of the Bor.
derers in ancient times, it became expedient for the party to be arm-
ed ; and hence the custom is still observed, though the weapons are
now no longer necessary.” The gentleman had scarcely coneluded his
explanatory remarks, when the intended freemen—some of them look-
ing the haze of a night’s hard drinking, being arranged in
due order, like a troop of horse, drew—though not without some dif-
ficulty—their rusty swords, whose blades had not witnessed the light
of heaven since that day twelve months, or gleamed in sunshine for a
century or two; and accompanied by no small portion of the inhabi-
tants in carriages, gigs, carte—on horseback and on foot—with music
playing, proceeded round part of their extensive domains. The mu-
sicians, each mounted on his palfrey—the one scraping a piece of cat-
gut, and the other blowing the snout of a hautboy—were persons who
received a salary from the town, and were the principal performers on
all public occasions ; they were dressed in their uniform, blue* turned
up with yellow, adorned with a silver plate, with an appropriate de-
vice on one of their arms, between the shoulder and ge elbow—the
bead being roofed with a hat similar to that of the remnantist, with
this exalted distinction—the brims of each were bound with silver lace.
These helps to hilarity were denominated, in the lan of the
town, Waits.” In the front of these, a poor idiot, known by the
same of Bobby "Daglish—end in perfect keeping with the ceremony,
performed a pumber of antics, to the great amusement of the chil-
dren, both old and young. , )
VoL. I ¢
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Agreeably to previous arrangement, I had my horse brought to
the market-place. Mr. Hurtim, who was a man of business, and took
a pride in seeing his horses dash off from the starting post, wus him-
self in attendance. He was there too, it may be remarked, to meet
any objection that might arise from ap ces on the part of the
horse, and from timidity on the part of the jockey. The animal came
to the post like a bear to the stake—one of the apprentices pullin
him along, and the master touchin ot his buttocks, for the
disappeared—but his bones, with the palm of his hand. Bit and stir-
rup were both rendered venerable by the rustof years;—the nature
of the leather having died a natural death, the reins were gaping with
large cracks, as though they would have devoured both horse and
rider ;—a tuft of wool peeped out from the padding of the saddle, in
different directions ;—and the animal himself, like a jockey, was
fairly sweat down to “ catch weight.”

“ What in the world is this you have brought me!” I exclaimed ;
« I expected a horse—not the ghost of one.”

% One of the finest animals in the world, 8ir,” replied Mr. Hurtim ;
¢ Jick—jick—come up, Sir ;—he is a little stiff at first—but he
mends as he warms—and he is quite safe.”

“Why, Sir, the animal is unfit to undertake a journey from the
stable to the trough,” said I, not a little chagrined as well as humbled.

“ Never fear, Sir—get on—get on, Sir"—rejoined little crispin,
who :Koke like a watchman’s rick—bustling about the horse, the
boy, the rider—saddle, bridle, stirrup, and crupband, all at once ;—
“he went to Morpeth and back again yesterday—a distance of forty
miles, without ever turning a hair.”

< Have you no other ?” was enquired.

«Other, Sir—no—not if you would give a hundred pounds for
ove,” he exclaimed; a little gurprised that an objection should be
raised to a horse, which had travelled the road so long, and to which
he could give such an undeniable character. _

There was no alternative; the remainder of the stud were en-

for the “Well.” Grasping hold of the mane and of the

idle, in a state of desperation I thrust my foot into the stirrup ;
and had it not been for the judicious conduct of the little man
and the boy, who had prudently posted themselves on Kne opposite
side, where they maintained a fair balance by tugging at the
stirrup-leather, the animal would certainly have been floored before
his time. Whip and spur were immediately held in requisition ;
end Mr. Hurtim, who always had too much respect for his customers
instantly to turn his back upon them, as I afterwards learned, and
anxiou$ withal to see the horse safely over the stones, invariably
proceeded to the end of the town with the rider. During this stage
of the business, he, as was usual with him, accommodated his pace
to the animal, walking .or trotting agreeably to his ability and
humour. Now he would make his advance towards the neck,
alternately hitting the horse with the palm of his hand, laying it
upon my -knee, as if to support his steps, or touching the bridle
—then casting a glance at the feet of the one and the face of the
other, would endeavour—from the purest motives of trade, no doubt,
to ascertain how far safety and temper promised to comport with

-

.
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the of the journey. In the twinkling of an eye, he would
be in the rear, a fe:“rwea from the horse’s heelys',e and taking
zdd ehal::h ‘gidel (;fl'nliis leathern apron, w'guldcmck and flap it in
air, like a gir! i ts, thus endeavouring to inspire him
vith a little extra spiri&n?x’n?:tter of what kindﬂndnns tol;rsglduee by
the crack of the leather what I, as horseman, failed to effect by the
crack of the whip. Then in an instant again he would twist the apron,
usif in the act of wringing clothes, and taking hold of its upper end,
vould dexterously contrive, while passing on to his former station,
wind it round the front of the animal’s thigh, and touching the
moer part, would realize a few inches of real speed. Nothing but
mxrﬁement appeared. now to be uisite ; and like an ostler,
enployed with the wisp, the curry-comb, or the brush, he ambled
w with a half -whistle, ever and anon exchanging the note, for
“jick—jick—that's my lad—there he goes—he’s off now,”—occa-
tonally instructing me how to guide the rein, how to sit in the
wddle, and where, in case of emergency, on the spirits beginning to
fag, I l:ﬂht find a tender part, and touch it with advantage.
Such kindly attentions could scarcely fail, whatever they might
agur, to mollify the feelings that had been excited. If there was
ay failure, it was not in him, but in the horse, and it would have been
hard to visit the one with non-payment, for the defect of the other.
Thew:z“m now clear; the ammal, having passed the usual drill,
Inew he was bound to proceed; the stomes became less im-
moveable ; instead of remaining motionless, till as much fire was
sruck out of them as would have illuminated every grate and
warmed every hearth in the town, thei began to scamper off on
erery movement of the foot—flying right and left—and giving the
of an animal playing at marbles. Jacky—pardon, gentle
reader ! that is, Mr. Hurtim, seeing the stones, together with every
jont of both man and horse, fairly in motion, tipped the brim of his
hat, with « Good morning, Sir—a pleasant journey to yow,” and
urned to his last and t:)n%ia apprentices.

I'ascended the hill, and on reaching the toll bar, made an abrupt
tum to the Ieft. I had ‘scarcely proceeded a mile, when I united
uyelf to some of the hindermost of the pedestrians, who had just
titered the main road from the foot path, and contrived to keep pace
vith them across the moors. Arriving at length at the pond, called
te «Freemen’s Well,” about four miles from the town, I was
fateful to find, that out of scores of stumblings, there had not been
iore two fair falls and three quarters. On dismounting, I
stretched and shook myself, in order to replace any joints that might
bave lipped out of their sockets ; and anxiously awaited the appear-
wce of the candidates, in company with their friends and others
~the candidates themselves being obliged to go to the full extent of
tieir boundaries, while we had the privilege of taking anearer cut
‘croes the moors.  While several were emptying their pockets and their
bakets of liquors and other refreshments, I endeavoured to satisfy
uy curiogity with all that could be seen, I found the «Well”
Stuated at the bottom of a hill, called “Freeman's Hill ;” it ap-
peared to be about ten yards long and four broad. Oral enquiry
W unnecessary on several subjects. One exclaimed to a person near
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him, <«T1l bet you a guinea, Dick Thom will be through first :”
—a second, “ ilow vi"llllll the poor old bhpx:;nman t through ?*—a
third, «Little Jack Stephenson will get a ducking:” and so on.
Striking in with an exclamation, amidst a dozen more, “How dirty
the water is!” said I “And well it may,” replieda E’nﬂn at my
elbow ; «the water,” continued he, perceiving me to be a stranger
from the remark—s the water is permitted to rum off till abouta
week previous to St. Mark’s day, when the chamberlains iay a small
sum to the servants of an adjoining farmer to dam it up; but the sly
rustics, before they proceed to their duty, take care to dig large holes,
build dikes, and fasten straw ropes at the bottom, in order to give the
unsuspecting candidates a goocre drenching ; and to beguile the eye
from these, they have been engtied this morning, by means of long
poles, in raising the mud from the bed of the pond.” Just at that
moment a general shout was set up, and directing my attention to
the place on which every eye was fixed, I saw several persons on
horseback leaping over a he(i';e at the top of the hill. The summit
of the rise running on a line with the horizon, rendered the horse-
men invisible till they reached the side of the hedge facing the
crowd, and produced an effect similar to that of persons shooting
from the skies. .As these were the candidates, and it was an honour
to be first at the Well, the neck of course appeared of minor impor-
tance, and down they drove towards us full speed.

Dismounted, they instantly began to strip, and each candidate was
soon arrayed in white, with a white cap, ornamented with a bunch of
ribbons at the side of it, and but for which coloured appendage the
? might have been indicative, that the neck was about to be stretch.

, rather than that immersion was at hand. Prior to their proceed-
ing to the edge of the well, the spirits were again exhilarated with a
glass of brandy, which, perhaps, would be the less fiery, as it was
about to be dipped in water. Being again arranged, not as horse-
soldiers, but as light-infantry, the signal was given, and twenty-five
in number, as from a “sheep loup,” to employ the langiage of the
country, plunged into the gol, and were instantly “over head and
ears,” amongst mud and filth. The son of the oldest freeman, accord-
ing to the general rule, had the Aonour of taking the first leap, which
was improved bi the jumiors, some of whom broke their fall by leap-

ing upon his back ; and, employing him at the bottom of the asa
kind of ste})ping stone, hastened their passage through. prin-
cipal part of the pleasure attendant on this of the ceremony was—

that of their seizing each other by the limbs, mounting on each
other’s shoulders—any thing, in short, to hasten their own and
retard the progress of their fellows.

Never dﬁl a company of frogs, assailed by a set of idle school boys,
o>casion greater n;‘errix;:lnthto tl‘lle spectators, or work adp:;l:d into a

zater tempest, than did these ducklings, a| ing and disa;] -
g:‘g as the'yPe made the best of their vﬁy mh,g ‘and plenmry

esprinkling the bﬁ'e-standers, who were pressed towards the verge
bg the crowds behind, equally anxious to witness the scene with
themselves. One circumstance ought to be noticed, as it helped to
quicken their diligence on their ﬂ!:.ssage to freedom ; on the precedin
day—as is not uncommon at that season of the year in the no
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—there had fallen a copious shower of hail and sleet; in the night
there had beem a sharp frost; and although the morning sun
risen upon the scene, and was cresting the eddies of the pool with
its ight, the weather was nevertheless intensely cold. Tke old man,
who wae bald and blind, and had to substitute the cap for the wig,
and who, after the neglect of many years, had been compelled by the
i;mnity of his friends to take up his freedom for the sake of his

and grand-children, then witnesses of the ceremony, was led
::ﬁ the edge of the pool by one of his descendants ; while the other

on reaching the opposite shore, were assisted out of the

puddle by their frien The  first out” was honoured with a;
plause, and the “last in” had to content himself with the jokes of the
spectators. Recourse was once more had to the bottle to chase away
ague and fever; and having put on dry clothes, their spirits were
elevated to an uncommon degree. Again on horseback, they were
ready to perambulate the remainder of their large common. Not
feeling much disposed to accompany them round their boundaries, I
took a nearer route across the moors, to give them the meeting,” with
the rest of the crowd, on their entrance into the town. is in.
disposition arose out of sheer tenderness, not so much for Mr. Hur-
tim’s mayg, as for myself, having had a good deal of fine feeling excited
by the electrical shocks of his spavined step.

Proceeding at the full speed of the animal, I at 1 overtook an
honest tradesman, whose son had just passed through the well, and
was ready with his fellows for another washing. The tradesman was
mounted on one of the less sprightly of Mr. H’s stud; and this ac.
counts for my success in having gained ground on an animal similar
in to my own. The moment my steed saw the other—for he
still had ene eye left—he began to neigh and spring forward at the
rate of five miles an hour. I could scarcely conceive what had befallen
the beast; but on his arrival at the point of attraction, he turned his
head towards his old mate with ah apparent and deeply sympathetic
feeling, as if about to salute him, and moved on straight abreast with
him, as in the shafts of a curricle—bidding fair for a “dead heat”
at the close of the journey. The tradesman looked like « Widow
Placid ;* he had been accustomed to engage horses at Mr. Hurtim’s
Livery Stables, and had all the enjoyment he e: ; besides, the
circumstance of his son being made free, swallowed up all minor
considerations; chafing and shaking were mere trifies; his mind was
made up for them ; and he met them with the fortitude of a man going
to be tied to the halberts. The conversation of my companion in tra-
vail was a great relief. On enquiring the precise route of the newly-
fledged burgesses, he replied, « They have to pass over a considerable
extent of country, and during their progress each young freeman is
obliged to alight every quarter of a miﬁ, and, taking up a stone, has to
place it on a cairn, as a mark of his boundary. This 1s done till they
reach the « Townley Cairn,” where the Duke of Northumberland’s
bailiff reads over the names of the freeholders of Alnwick. Having ar-
rived at a place called the « Freeman's Gap,” the young freemen, ex-
ulting in their past success, and too often warm with the fumes of
cogniac, set off at full speed, over rocks and steep declivities, at the im-
minent risk of their lives, each striving to acquire the honour of being
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first at the « Rotten-row-tower, at the entrance of the town.” Then,
with a burst of tender parental feeling, he added, “I hope my lad will
escape harm. I cautioned him this morning against Johnny War-
dle’s folly, who, while shouting out ¢ Neck or nothing,’-and heedless
of his road, precipitated his horse over the edge of a deep gravel pit,
and sure enough, broke the neck of the beast, and narrowly saved Q:is
om’l

“ There ought to be good horsemanship among them,” I observed.
« Poor, inde:ti Sir,” replied the tradesman: *and what can you ex-
geoct from a tailor, for instance, who has been pinned to the laphoard

m his childhood? Some of the candidates have been known to ex~
ercise 8 month or six weeks before-hand, in order to prepare them-
selves for the day.” '

The conversation next took a commercial turn, and lasted till we
reached within about half a mile of the town, where, on several na-
tural, with a few artificial mounds, and these again on considerably
elevated ground, an immense. concourse of people were waiting the
appearance of the freemen. The situation was favourable, and could
command a view of them at a distance of two miles or upwards.
Here I amused myself by surveying the scenery.

Inclining southward, and on a tolerable rise, a low dwelling, called.
the « Shepherd’s House,” appeared—the only dwelling, with the excep—
tion of the toll-bar-house, visible in that quarter. Further on, were
seen some of the decayed posts of the race-course, which, to the great
advantage of the inhabitants, was hastening into disuse. The ground,
still rising, concealed the remainder of the southern prospect. Turn-
ing the horse, with his face towards the east, the well-built town of
Alnwick, with its towers, its fine Gothic church, and its castle, had
a most imposing effect ; the Alne, meanwhile, like a restless pilgrim,
meandering down the vale, in a serpentine form, on its route to the
Geérman Ocean, which, at a distance of five miles, glistened. in the
sun, its bosom spotted with beausiful islands, and its cliffy shores
adorned with the ruins of Warkworth, Dunstanborough, and Bambo-
rough castles, the last of which was the royal palace of Ida, the first
king of Northumberland—not omitting the white-winged vessels, like
swans upon the tide, gliding along to and from Berwick, and other
ports. Between the town and the sea was a fine natural cliff,
crowned with an observatory—the general face of the country being
well-cultivated, and thickly set with plantations, embossed in two of
which were two monuments—the one being the spot on which Malcolm
II1. king of Scotland lost his life, while besieging Alnwick castle—
and the other where William the Lion, another Scottish Monarch,
was taken prisoner in attempting to storm the same noble pile. To
the north, the prospect was less extensive, but not less rich and va-
ried. There tge large pleasure grounds of his Grace the Duke of
Northumberland stretched up the vale, with gravel walks in the sun
and in the shade, some of them in a direct line, and others circuitously
formed, leading to the rude cascade, or along the side of the murmur-
ing rivulet—the more majestic stream of the Alne pouring its waters
down the middle of the valley, its banks being adorned with the re-
mains of two noted abbeys, about two or three miles asunder from
each other, the one designated Hulne, the other Alnwick Abbey ; the
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former of which was the first monastery of Carmelite friars, in ‘these

i s, founded there because of the similarity of its site to
Mount Carmel in Sy'rin. Beyond this British Carmel, the vi of
Edlingham reared its head, fringed with trees, and in the immediate
neighbourhood of a beautiful lake, which spread its surface, like a
polished mirror, to the luminaz of day. Crossing the Alne to the
westward, a path wound up the side of a mountain, which I was
informed, displayed at every step, new, extensive, and beautiful
views, leading to the tower erected on the Brisley Hill,—a tower from
the most elegant design imaginable, finished in the highest style of
the masonic art, and in which was a circular staircase, terminating at
the top of the column, which ie ninety feet in height. Immediately
to the west lay an extensive moor, part of the ancient forest of Hay-
don, variously tinted with the blue-belled heath, the yellow flowered
whin, and here and there the stinted hawthorn, whose lower brauches
were waving with tufts of wool from the backs of the sheep, of which
there were t numbers, together with goats, cows, horses, and
asses, belonging to the freemen. '

The horse beneath me—without a “turned hair,” to employ the
language of its owner—appeared like a fixture, and might have re-
mained in that immoveable attitude, fit for a draughtsman to sketch
upon, had it not been for a general shout, similar to that at the

‘ell, which startled him .from a gentle slumber, and recalled my
own eye from the tour it was taking across the country;—the
infant burgesses were in sight; and if an insurance office for bro-
ken necks, legs, and arms, could have been found, perhaps it tds
never more necessary than at that moment. The ground itself was
rough, as has been-already hinted, and the tracks, formed by the
sheep and horned cattle, while grazing, wound round immense
dusters of whins; and some of the fiders had rarely been mounted
higher than when “set on end” on the tailor’s board or cobler’s stool,
on either of which their masters—even Mr. Hurtim—found it difficult
to keep them, much more on horseback, with their heads rolling on
their shoulders, and the ground apparently turning round beneath
them. The consequence was, that two or three were fairly scattered
on the ground, and one was pitched into the midst of a large whin
bash, where he sat and sang like a nightingale, till relieved from his
situation, each struggle sending the unruly thorns further into the
hide. The horses proving the lighter for this mishap, and being ac-
customed to the road, of course won the day. On the gentlemen of
the whin and of the turf, left behind, coming up to their comrades,
the young freemen again drew their swords, entered the town in
triumph, preceded by the fiddler and hautboyist, and accompanied by
an immense concourse of people on horseback and on foot. Ha.vizﬁ
solemnly paraded the streets, the whole of the equestrians enter
the msze, where they were entertained with ale at the expence of his
Grace the Duke of Northumberland. Returning from thence, the
company dispersed; but the young freemen repaired to the doors
of their respective houses, and, around the holly-tree, drank a
friendly glass with each other. They then assembled in the market-
place, when the scene was closed with a copious bowl of punch, each
retiring to his house to dine with his friends.—There is a tradition,

*r



that ‘King John made this foolish institution as a pe
of his displeasure, on account of his thrown from

the bogs of Haydon forest, on his

By JoaN Macxkay WiLson.

“ Dpaw round the fire until thy knees
Im a singeing smell ;

For fitted to make thy heart’s blood freeze
Is the tale I have to tell.

And if the cold sweat from thee fall
As it rained down my chin,

Thou wilt be lean as a soft snow-ball—
A piece of melting sin !

No living thing was on the moor,
Save my old horse and 1,—

Its beggar soil had grown so poor—
The worms did on it die! po?

The whins were scarce three inches tall,—
The heath was quite a dwarf!
The thin sick grass seemed nature’s pall,—
A peat mose was her scarf.
A famished lapwing’s bones I still
Could from the road discern,
Yet grasping in its shrivelled bill
A piece of withered fern.
The sun was setting far behind
The long and dismal swamp,
When to the horrors of my mind,
My great toe took the cramp!
And wickedly it up my side
Did like a palsy —
I found it agony to ride,
1 found it death to walk !
But now before me happily
A clay-built hovel rose—
Poor—as the ghost of povert,
Through whose ribs winter blows !

I drew the bridle, and my horse
Before the door did stop ;

I said, my cramp wont be the worse
Of just—a little drop.

THE RACE BETWEEN DEATH AND LIFE.

mark
is horse in

journey to the north.

THE RACE BETWEEN DEATH AND LIFE;
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I rapped and , and again-—-
Roared for a glass of something—

Yea knocked and better knocked—in vain—
The lone house was a dumb-thing.

I from the stirrup drew each foot,
Dismounted from the saddle,

With pangs like fire within my boot,
I to the door did waddle.

I drew the latch ; I entered in,
But could not hear a whisper !

My halting footsteps made a din
As soft as any lisper!

I looked before, I looked around ;
I heard my own heart beating '—
1 stood within the grave of sound !
And-there was no retreating.

My eyes now fell apon the bed !—
yyi:leea smote g:: another {—
Upon it—Ilay a man stone dead
As my great-great-grandmother!
Affrighted, trembling with dismay,
I strove the door to close—
And, saw one setting sunbeam play
Upon the dead man’s noee.

I reached my horse, I his mane—
Heaven knows how e’er I mounted,

I know I tried an hour in vain,
Had any body counted.

1 shut my eyes. The air grew black

 And heavy on my tongue;

Like Fear’:{-ligh ;riest on & pony’s back,

" 8till to its mane I clung.

The sun went down, and the witch-like stars
Glimmered with evil light,

As we stumbled on o’er moor and scaurs
And bog-fires dancing bright.

I looked around—before, behind,
Was darkness thick as death ;
In the solid air the silent wind
Oppressive held its breath.
Then! then! there burst :Fn my ear—
« Gee-hup ! gee-hup ! jick! jick !"—
My bones were palsied o’er with fear,
y very blood grew thick !

I little wist of such approach—

voL 1. The dead man by my side, .
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Cased in a coffin for a coach
Did on the devil ride!

He Fused not b butgﬁnM on me!
fear i

to horror rose,
For still the sunbeam I ceuld see
Upon his thin white nose !

I lashed my horse through blood and bone,
Till whip and spur cried—shame !

But, where it stumbled at a stone,
The devil did the same !

In vain I thought of gaining ground,
“ I"” the dead man cried,

« Gee-hup ! jick! jick!” and still I found
His coffin by my side !

All night we galloped on abreast,

Unt1l the morning came—
The dead man laughed, wheeled to the west,
And vanished in a flame !

Some said I did the whole suppose,
And to convince me try did—

I wish they’d seen kis sun-tipped nose
Upon the moor as I did.”

——et——

CHURCH-YARD RECOLLECTIONS.—No. I
By MArRY WARKWORTH ARABIN.
THE Church-yard of my native village is situated about a mile from

the town. It stands upon a picturesque rising ground, and a clear
mral stream winds througg th:”vq;lley bensettb, thick eoxoea of
N Plane, elder, and elm trees surround it on north, east, and west,
rendering its modes of access invisible on the opposite banks. The
ruins of a Franciscan monastery moulder in the midst of the tombes,
adding a more solemn interest to the scene. I had been several years
absent from the neighbourhood, and my first visit, on my return, was
to this favourite resort of earlier years. A simple grey stone, con-
secrated to the “ MEMorY oF EMMA MoRDAUNT,” first attracted my
attention—long, dark, green waved mournfully over the grave,
and withered leaves were thickly strewn around.—< Alas! sweet
Emma,” I exclaimed, ‘“and is this all that remains of thee !”

‘When I first knew Emma Mordaunt, she was the loveliest creature
eye ever beheld, buoyant with life and gaiety ; her sweet countenance,
beaming on all around, diffused that kind of gladness, which we re-
ceive from the view or fragrance of a rich and beautiful rose. Her
husband, very considerably her senior, was of a vain, selfish charac-
ter, and prized her as much as was possible for him, but his species
of idolatry was truly characteristic, as through the medium of her
attractions he arrogated an additional weight to his own censequence.
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Her disposition was gentle and docile, sccommedating iteelf to all
his humours, and, though the routine of dissipation in which he en-
m:ﬂ her seemed unremitting, there was an attention to domes-
tic and economy, extraordinary in so fashionable and young s
person. Immersed in all the t frivolities of life for several
years, without one serious thought to counteract their influence,
the matural errors of Emma’s heart must inevitably have strengthen.
3 there was such an ingui e sweetness about her, such
i to do what was right, as almost to be a convincing
that, had she been fortunate in her marriage, she might have
as eminen tforpnez' as she was for beauty and elegance. It is
woeful as true, that with a heart alive to the gentler sensibilities of
human nature, Emma was entirely ignorant of religion. Educated
amid the vapid amusements of the army, the first principles had
scarcely been impressed, and united at the age of fifteen to a man
devoid of every moral feeling—who, in fact, held all religious autho-
rity in derision—her superficial life had been passed with scarce even
a poetical approximation to the God who made her; but, alas! that
period at length approached when this unfortunate yo woman
was to be practically taught the insufficiency of every or bril-
liaat quality, disunited from what alone can soothe every care and
allay every anxiety—when she was to be convinced of the fallacy of
her former views and opinions, and to be taught that as she had « fed
upon ashes,” therefore had her heart been turned agide from what

could yield joy and comfort. )
neglocted cold accelerated a tendency to consumption, and for
three months—deserted by all her former gay associates—did poor
Emma linger in the nolit&ryatnruncnt,fmm which death only was
pate her. At first natural sweetness of her temper,
with the aid of novels and romances, beguiled the time; but these
resources failed, and she became a prey to all the impatience of an
unregulated mind, q ous and inconsistent. Her husband’s for-
bearance was soon exhausted, and .his visits of course gradually be.
came more short and unfrequent—the only object always in sight
of the fastidious invalid was a cross, ill-looking woman, whose harsh
i disobliging temper were in keeping with her face. I can
t the gloom of lonely chamber, when, for the last time,
ing the event, I visited the cottage. There, extended
emaciated, but still pre-eminently lov]e;lé, lay
hoee Joud and disturbed breathings scarcely her
to articulate ; a November's sun shone brightly in at the half
window shutters, lending an unnatural gleam to the file of
and empty phials on the chimney-pi and disclosed
Il view the room and furniture covered with thick dust—while
at the bottom of a rusty grate, added to the suffocat-

t.

oy

B

?i?ii
iz ]
i
£

11 ;

T2
s!
b

was 90 overpowered by the combined desolations as scarcely to be
able to utter a cheering salutation. “ You find me changed,” faintly
responded she, not even:attempting a smile; * no wonder—I have
scarcely moved from this spot three months, and that is & lo:ﬁ
time for eo volatile a being like me.” Her large blue eyes were sti

¢
s
:

ild, mournful expression had taken the place of their
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former sweetness, yet with & samd temacity to -her fermier. teains of
t, they waundered ::ridly over the ifashionabls dress Lh’u’.
10 wear, till tired exhansted, she closed them with a.dis.
satisfied sigh—<Where have you been, and what.have yon-bum.do'iﬁ
all this time ?” oried she after a short pause—come, tall me all,
try to make me laugh at some merry stories; I don’t. think L can laugh
now, for I see nothing but dismals after dismals ; -first comes Ellen
with her grim face, then Mordaunt with his leng lack-2.daisiacal
csuntenance, ten times more solemn than ever—they never.think I
should be amused and forget myself, and all about myself:just now.”—
8Bhe stopped exhausted with rapidity of utterance-—as.if expecting my
compliance with her request—but vain was .my endeaveur .to aocede
to it. I could not attempt to amuse or to lightly of .any, mix.
ture of «earth’s mould” to a being evidently quivering on.the brink
of immortality.  There now,” continued she pettishly, « yomr face
is a8 grave as any of theirs; do now, be good, andntlz 88 .you used
to do”—at the same time attempting one herself—ah:! how different
from those smiles I Aad seen irradiating her countenance; so ghastly,
rigid, and unearthly as to make my run cold.. Top ebserving net
to see the effect of her smile .upon me, she continued .in a different
tone, I see you think I am dying; now, though I would.fin. per-
suade myself 1t is nothing but yet I know weakness would
ere now have been overcome by time and remedies, and it .will .too
surely be death at last ; but—do not I linger -long?” whispesed she
rasid —< 80 long, that they are all tired of me, Mordaunt and all ;
did you think Mordsunt would ever tire of me, when he loved me
‘80 much formerly? then you know I was gay‘and handsome, and he
was vain of me ; yes, vain of me—poor, frivolous fool that I was, he
cannot be proud of me now—and now, now do I hitterly feel-—if the
beginning of life be vanity, the end must be vexation of epirit.” Her
snFelexpansive forehead was now -saturated with the .damp dews of
eath—handkerehief after handkerchief was applied, yat still the cold
moisture poured down her cheek : as with a restless K::gmgfor light
and air, desired the curtaine of the bed to be put up, and the
window shutters to be quite unclosed, and then to be taken from bed
to an adjoining sofa. en they were lifting bef:o froz‘l:f h&i, her eyes
caught a glimpse of two hol wing in front e
wll:ogse maj‘:stige;eads in theyfull glogvrzf their flaunting beanbyem
ed her chamber window— Oh yes,” cried she almost bitterly—< I
Planted these flowers—they bloom though I fade—and they will flourish
when I am withered and ”—The change refreshed her, and as if
to encourage the iwweﬁo::‘eerﬁllmss, she asked me to read some
novel aloud to her ; shocked as I 'was at such a request, under exist-
ing circumstances I dared not contradict her fancy, and the Abbot
was the first I opened ; an allusion to death, however, occarmngin the
course of a few sentences, she hastily desired me to lay it aside. Same
others were tried successively—all could not satisfy the cravings of the
poor sufferer, and I was hesitating whether or not to suggest some
E)rtion of Scripture, when her husband entered the t.

£

asty enquiries, careless condolements, and indifferent replies were
all the attentions he could now bestow upon his faded wife; he re-
mained a short time, but when he was about to leave the room, she
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m& be would :stay a -little - ir—“For you'know,” added she
y, “Mrs. ———has seen us so: ptzutge&er « Pugh, Plxh,
nonsense, girl,” was all his reply as he hurried away. ‘}Flu'am if-
ference even to the mention of former times, which might have
awakened, at least, a temporary interest, was too much for the irri.
table state of poor. Emma’s nerves ; the immediate effect was a violent
attack of suffocation, at every interval of which she cried, or rather
screamed out, “Oh! I am.dying’—wbile ber eyes glared fearfully
round, as if expecting to see seme dark embodiment—“Oh! pray
for me,” sypplicated she, .clinging round my neck, “pray for me,
for I cannot, dare not, for myself ; in happiness I forgot my
God, and it is but right he should now f me ;—I feel, I feel at
my heart, that he rejects me for ever—Oh! can you keep me from
dying”—cried she more wildly— My legs and feet are quite cold
—death will soon grasp my heart, and where will my soul be ?— Oh !
dovn—down—downth—likehﬂa rich limn's 511&2 I read of at ﬁcb&oﬁ
« for mercy throug! rist,” I gently whispered— He di
for m very chief of sinners.” < But,” re’sponded she, in a low
intermitting voice, “did he die for shose who only knew they had been
the chief of sinners on the bed of death—who had no time left to
prove that they knew they were sinners? Oh, no—no—no—there is
mercy, but not weakness in the judgment of God, and for me there
is no Saviour, for me there is no hope.” Her wild plaints at len,
mllfdly stilled—her ized writhings relaxed, and she suffered
to be laid in bed, when she immediately fell into a profound
sleep. The yellow gleam of & November's setting sun was i
on the face of the invalid, as she unclosed her eyes after a few
hours of unrefreshing slumber; her glazed eyes no longer seemed to
distinguish the objects ssound ; the portentous rattle was in her
throat, and the which always precedes death was on her
countenance. She lay quiet for about an hour, her lips being touched
oeu-'omllyrll!‘{a little wine ; no moveme;; testified the ahght::t re-
cognition.—Then tly murmuring— Mordaunt, are you there?
b1 Mordaunt, come to me"—she turned her head asido—and we
discovered her spirit had fled for ever.

ol -

. BELISARIUS;

BY CHARLES S8WAIN, ES8Q.
Avraoa o¥ “ Beauties or THE MIND,”—* METRICAL Esgavs,” &c.

A rinNeINg sound of war,
A breath of woe and fear;

The steady march of mailed hosts,
Swells, tide-like, on the ear !—

The distant banners float
In wepy a gorgeous line ;
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The ing gleam of warlike spears
Se::i:‘m the clear sunshine.
_The lovely morning hour—
The blue, majestic day—
The star illumined night—
Have hailed them on their way!

Colossal trees are rent—
Asb awnpeut'umth;

The noblest things are mark'd for death,
That bar their onward path l=—

Hark to the burst of war {—
The rival armies meet ;—
Briiht swords are flashing far—
Sharp arrows hissing fleet :—
Hark to the burst of war !—
To the wild, unearthly cheers ;
To the rush of hostile feet—
To the iron clang of gpears!
On flash th:b Vﬁ}.a:lal swords,
Against the Roman targe ;
The ﬁa.ssagetm bound ’
Like leopards, to the charge !—
The{ faint—they yield—they flee b
The Vandal reign is o’er l——
It’s star of fame hath set
*  In a midnight sea of gore |—
Open thine ancient gates,—
ple’mud Carth gapen free |—
Sing ye for om won !|—
Shout !—shout for victory !

—’-
A SCENE IN ITALY ;

BY ALEXANDER CAMPBELL, ESQ.

AvutHoB oF “Tux History o LeiTH,”—“PaREKIN WARBRCK,” &c.

ON the high road leading from Verona to Venice, and at the distance
of about twenty miles from the former place, the traveller suddenly finds
himself on the brink of a deep and romantic dell or ravine, tilcld
Hﬂwd to the ;:et:z" edbge of tl;!e road by whi;:fh it is inteuectnd,Mk’

on each side by two ramparts Pprecipitous
" over one of which, andynw th:secentm, tunblego':ybe.nupf;ﬂ, though
narrow sheet of water, filling the whole valley with its loud, solitary,
but mellifluous sound—the very waterfalls of Italy seeming, at least
to an imagination a little excited by the sunny skies and voluptuous
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wenery of that deli country, to a nofter cadence than
thooe‘Zf other m'iﬂ n?tybe, owever, without some sensa-
tions of rather an unpleasant kind, that the traveller, if he has had
his mind previously well stored with the horrors of the « Castle of
Otranto,” the “ Black Forest,” the «Italian Banditti,” &c. will find
himoelf descending into the gloomy depths of the romantic valley
which we have been attempting to In these circumstances,
a dread of his nal safety will absorb all other comsiderations.
In vain for himjoesthelittle river, which forms the cascade of the
valley, over the high jutting rocks ita unbroken sheet of living wa-
ters. vain for him goes the ce of myriads of gorgeous flowers
and aromatic shrubs float around him. Heedless of, and insensible
toall, he leans back in his carriage, musing on certain appropriate
in the works which we have just named, and occasionally
stooping cautiously forward, to peep first out of the left, and then the
right hand window of his vehicle—not to catch a glimpee of the
m through which he is rapidly passing—but to see that his dis-
imaginings are not in the way of being substantiated by the
appearance of some ferocious looking brigands—and indeed not unfre-
quently mistaking, in the extreme susceptibility of his faculties, a
stunted tree for one of these dreaded beings—am{ not less frequently,
in all the confidence of despair, setting down the projecting end of a
vithered branch for the muszzle of a levelled i But in good
truth, had our imaginary traveller or any other been passing through
the ravine, of which we have been speaking, at the precise period to
which our story refers—the latter end of the year 1 e would
find all his worst apprehensions, on the subject of Italian banditti,
fully and fearfully realized. At about the distance of a hundred
y from the road alluded to, and where it passed through the
deepest and narrowest part of the valley, from ten to fifteen of
these lawless ruffians lay concealed one evening in the beginning of
October, in the year which we have named. The spot which the bri-
gands occupied was a small open of about twenty yards in cir-
cumference, situated in the mrdst of the thick underwood which lined
the eastern side of the ravine. Here, reclining listlessly on the soft
green verdure with which this little arena was spread, they seemed
to be awaiting the arrival of some object of plunder, and their arrange-
ments with this view were made with all the caution and cunning of
long exg:‘ience in their perilous trade. At either end of the ravine
one of their number was stationed to give intimation of approaching
travellers, these outposts taking care to place themselves in such a
situation as should enable them to command a pretty extensive view
of the road, before it descended into the valley—in the centre of which
again, and immediately in front of the bandits’ bivouac, a third brigand
was placed in the of a mendicant—and so perfect was the dece
tion m everly"rarticular—-in manner and dress—that it was impossible
for any me passing traveller to detect in the whining and ap-
tlYlted' wretch before him, a hale and stalworth brigand.
The special duty of this person was to throw himeelf upon his knees
in the middle of the road on the approach of a carriage, and to bawl
out for charity for the love of God and the mVirgin, thus
arresting the progress of ‘the vehicle until his associates, already
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warned by a-whistle from queor other of the bandits stationed at the,
end of the ravine, should rush upon the luckless travellers. To re-
turn to the main hody: of the brigands—they lay extended :ﬁn the
grass.plot, and the scene which the place, thus occupied, exhibited,
may not be unwerthy of a momeut's contemplation.. Dressed in 2
sert of rude umiform, consisting of short jerkins, high comical hats,
and. balf boots, with each a broad black belt areund this- middle, .re.
clined upwards of a dozen sallow ferocious-looking -meu, all armed
to the teeth;.each, besides.the carhine deposited near him on the
grass, having a large naked lmife or , & short sabre; and & pair of
pistols stuck .into. the black belt with which he was begirt. The
greater number were stretched on -their bellies, listlessly plaiting
of grass, .or cutting out figures in the turf with their knives,

and maintaining the while an abrupt, gruff, and desultory .conver-
sation with - other. There was one of their number, however,
who did not participate in the rest which the others were enjoying,
or take any share in the rude badinage in which were indulging..
With his. arme- folded on his breasst, . and seemingly wrapt in d
thought, e continued pacing up and down the little arena ied:
by his associates—keeping his constantly bent on the gmoo:;r“
be paseed- to and .fro, apparently altogether unconscious of the pre-
sence of those by whom he was surrounded. R

He was of less stature, and of a less muscular frame than any one
of his companions, but there was an air of Aawfewr and resolution in
his manner and in his every motion—an expression of determination
in his compressed lips, and of unrelenting untameable ferocity in his
dark scowling.eye, which sufficiently showed, that he stood mot in
need of any superior physical powers to attain a situation of autho
rity and command amongst his compeers. His bold and indomitable
spirit was sufficient alone to raise him above his fellows, and this it
had done. His dress differed but little either in form or quality from
the others. In the description of his arms, however, there was a
marked distinction—in these he seemed to have been more than ordi-
narily curious. His carbine was of. the most beautiful material and
workmanship, the stock being richly and elegantly inlaid with silver
work, a massive plate of the same metal encasing the butt. His pis.
tols, sword and dagger were all in keeping with this splendid weapon,
being each ornamented after their different fashions in the most costl
and tasteful manner. The pride and pleasure which the brigan
chief—for he of whom we speak was no other than the celebrated
Fra’ Diavolo, the terror of Italy, the leading robber and murderer of
his day—toek in hisarms, was conspicuously evinced by his pausing
every now and then, and ooqu}vlmg the intervals which occurred in
his reveries in rubbing up, with his sleeve, the ornamented parts of
his carbine, or ing it alongst the barrel to clear it from maisture,
an operation wEich,‘ however often it might. be zerud, he always
concluded by a close and careful scrutiny of the lock. - With this de-
scription of the banditti and their leader, we shall now proceed to the
details which belong to the scene we have opened. * Half-past five—"
said Diavolo, laying a fierce emphasis on the last word, and setting
his teeth firmly-together as he pronounced it—after glancing at a su-
perb gold ntez, how obtained the reader may guess, which he had
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with some difficulty extracted from a concealment about his person——
“ Half-past five,” he exclaimed, having suddenly stopped his rapid loco-
motion to ascertain the hour, ““and no signal ; they should have been
here an hour since. By the holy cross,” he added, in a muttering tone,
“if the fellow has played me false, he shall sup one of these nights on six
inches of Fra’ Diavolo’s cold iron, and that he might have known.™
This was spoken rather by way of soliloquy than as if meant for the
ear of any second party, and as such it was understood by his asso-
ciates, none of whom made any remark in reply. The angry excla-
mation of their chief, however, had the effect of instantly puttinm
end to the coarse jests which they had just been bandying about
one to another. Ruthless and flerce as they themselves were, they
vet quailed beneath the scowl of their still fiercer and more ruthless
leader. <« Cozzo!” exclaimed the haughty bandit, with an air of au-
thority and impatience, “run to the eastern end of the valley, and
see that thy heavy-headed brother hasn’t fallen asleep at his post.
If be Aas,” ‘added Diavolo, grinding his teeth, and pronouncing the
latter words with the slow deliberation of suppressed wrath, laying
his hand at the same time on the hilt of his dagger or knife, as if to
mmlll)lete the sentence, in which he now abruptly stopped short.
“There are heavier heads here than Castello’s, and there are those
amongst us that them higher without a better right,” replied,
in 3 sulky tone, the bandit whom Diavolo had named, and who now
slowly and doggedly rose to his feet to execute the commands of his
captain.  « Dost rebel, hound, against my authority ?”—exclaimed
the furious chief, his swarthy countenance "darkening with rage, and
the whole ferocity of his nature flashing from his kindling eye—
“Dost rebel, hound, against the authority of thy chosen and a}i‘pointed
captain ?” and the lock of Diavolo’s carbine was heard to click as he
spoke.  *Chosen and appointed captain—hum,” muttered Cozzo,
repe:ti:fg contemptuously, though in a low and suppressed tone, the
words of his leader. Not another syllable passed. Diavolo made no
reply. He raised his carbine to his eye for an instant—fired, and the
unfortunate contemner of his authority tumbled lifeless amongst the
bushes through which he had just begun to force his way, in order
to Xerform the duty appointed to him. - .
d{:mpdled, much as they were accustomed to murder and bloodshed,
by this cruel and summary proceeding of their leader’s, the whole
band now started to their feet, and for a moment there was an evi-
dent disposition to revenge the death of their comrade; more than
one scowling look was fixed upon Diavolo, and more than one threat
muttered against him, whilst several carbines were seized with the
fierce and hasty which indicates that they are about to be used.
Diavolo saw theg;::sicament in which he stood, but he made no at-
tempt to extricate himself by aKology or explanation. Planting the
butt of his carbine forcibly on the ground, he leant on the muzzle,
and surveyed, for an instant, with a look at once of enquiry and de-
fiance, the dark countenances around him, as if to ascertain what was
the feeling towards him :—perceiving that it was hostile— So, s0”—
he said, with a,contemptuous smile, but without changing his posi-
tion,—¢ You mean to send me after Cozzo, do you? you think I
hare done wrong, and that you yourselves will .{? right in sending
VOL. I. E
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half.a-dozen bullets or so through my body. Be it so. Come, Mar-
carid,” he said, addreseing one, *“ I saved you from the gallows—you
ought to fire first ; or you, Bozsolo,” looking at another; « I.rescued

u at the hazard of my own life from a party of Sberri, who were

ing you to the same fate ; your right, therefore, is equaily good
to have the first shot at me; and eo is yours, Reggio,” he sad, ad-
dressing a third. “I onee struck down a musket which was levelled
at your breast, and then the soldier to which it bel e
- At this moment the long expected whistle rung shrill through the
valley, and was repeated b{n:hmd echoes from the tall solitary
S:Ll;ck! and chffs by which the ravine was enclosed. ' < Ahs”—
exclaimed Diavolo, on the sound reaching his ear,—<here’s other
game for you, lads,” and he to re-load his carbine with as
much deliberation and indifference as if nothing of any moment was
passing or had between himself and his associates. The latter,
already more than half.diverted from their purpose of resenting the
fall of their comrade, by the cool, eontemptucus and ironical manner
of their leader, were now wholly engrossed by the approaching adven-
ture. Instantly forgetting in this new cause of excitement all pre-
vious grounds of hostility between themselves and their leader, they
instinctively submitted to and obeyed all his injunctions. Under the
idance ofy Diavolo the band now drew near to the edge of the road.
ere, after a careful scrutiny of the locke and flints of their muskets,
they again concealed th ves by crouching behind some low brush
wood which grew at a short distance from the high way. Scarcely
itting themselves to breathe, whilst every countenance was yet
lly marked with an expression of the most intense interest and
anxie?, the banditti remained without the slightest motion amongst
them for about a quarter of an hour.

At the expiry of that period the crack of a whip was heard—
Diavolo ge;fg put his piege on full cock, making signs at the same
time to the others to follow his example. In a minute or so more,
the voice of the unfortunate illion, who had 's0 unconsciously
given the signal for p tion to the banditti, was also heard
urging on his horses, and in the next instant the noise of the wheels
of the vehicle became audible. On hearing the latter sound, Diavolo
cautiously stole towards a small opening in the brushwood by which
the party were concealed, and from which he commanded a view of
that rrt of the road which was directly opposite their position. At
length the carriage came in sight——it rolled on—the mendicant
brigand throw himeelf before it—arrested its and in the
next moment it ‘was surrounded by Diavolo and his gang. The first
act of the former was to bring down the postillion. Without saying
& syllable, he levelled his fatal carbine at the unfortunate man when
within about ten {u.rds of the carriage, fired, and tumbled him life.
less amonget his horses’ feet. The whole gang was now fully and
actively employed—some holding the horses by their heads—some
cutting away the trunks and boxes which were fastened behind
—others scrambling upon the vehicle to seize those which
were deposited upon the roof—all of which were con-
ducted on the part of the plunderers with much mirth and laughter,
and many a witty jest.
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In the meantime, Diavolo himself, having approached the carriage,
sised the handle of the door with:furiogsgnsp, and endeavoured
to wrench it open. His violence and impatience, however, counter-
acted his efforts, and the door remained immoveable. E by the
failure of his attempts, the fierce irascible bandit instantly bad re-
emut::;otbebutt em:dof l:lisearbix:le, wit.h“:hichhebegln to smash
a ighly varnished and ele painted pannel of the carriage,
aecomp-nyinyg each blow with tg:n myoet dreadful oaths. Diavolo was

ing vigorously in this work of destruction when the door of
the carriage was opened from within by one of its occupants, who had
for some time, in vain, besought the bandit to desist from his violence
until the door should be opened for him. Diavolo now thrust his
head into the vehicle, and diseovered that it was occupied by two per.
sons—an elderly gentleman and a young lady of about twenty.
years of age. Terror had deprived the latter of all sensation, and at
the moment the bandit intraded himself into the carriage, she was
lying in the arms of her companion wholly unconscious of all that was
passing around her. < Come, old :ﬁ’” said Diavolo, unmoved by this
scene of misery, “ I e you will come down handsomely: you
have kept us long waiting, and my fellows insist upon it that they
have a right to double wages, 50 you had better turn out all the pre-
cious about you at once, and without further trouble, or any attempt
to conceal ; otherwise both you and this fair squeamish sel of
yours may. chance to fare the worse for it.” “ You shall have, Sir, all
that I am possessed of, if you will only protect this girl, my
daughter, from receiving any improper treatment at the of your
eo-pmiom,"h:.&liod the gentleman in the carriage. “ Bak’—ex.
claimed the it, with a grin of contempt, and an emphatic tose of
the head— out with your stuff in the meantime, and we shall talk of
that when we have more leisure. Come, quick,” he added; « mind

e I am no cringing lacquey to be kept here dallying at your carriage

awaiting o{our easure. No, no, pt, prompt’s the word
with Fra’ Diavolo—another minute’s delay, and, by St. Joseph, you
perish by my hand.” Here Diavolo drew a pistol from his belt, and
after putting it on cock, beld it down by his side in readiness, on the
slightest grounds, to carry his threat into execution. Hastening to
conciliate the ferocious bandit by prompt obedience, the unfortunate
traveller, after placing his daughter, seemed still unconscious of
the scene which was enacting around her, gently and care.
fully in ome corner of the carri proceeded to deliver up to Diavolo
all the money and valuabm he had about his person. “ The
devil”—exclaimed the latter, in a voice of thundex, as he emptied the
contents of a purse into his hat—“is this all? come, come, friend,
this wont do. Fra’ Diavolo takes no partial payments ; he must have
full and fair settlements without uction or abatement, otherwise
he instantly closes accounts after bis own particular fashion.” Sayi
this, the brigand illustrated his meaning b{ raising his pistol
bringing it within view of his victim. « As I shall answer to God”—
ied the latter in a voice of earnest lieation, and placing him;

f as it were instinctively hetween his daughter and Diavolo—«1I
have given you every article of value which I had about me.” <« We
shall soon ascertain that point”—said the bandit— Please to step
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out, 8ir, and bring that lady with you; but I suppose you can’t’—
he added—* she seems rather done up, methinks;” then turning
-Tound to some of his gang who were on their knees busy rifling a
large box or trunk which they had just forced open—< Mercaria,
Bozzolo,”—he exclaimed—* come hither a bit; here’s a touch of
knight-errantry for you ; bring that lady out of the carriage, and do
it after your own gentle and gallant manner.” The order was in-
stantly obeyed. In the next moment the unfortunate lady, followed
:y her father, was laid upon a small plot of green sward close by the
1ghway. . .
gI-ler yappesranoe, now that she was brought into the full light of
day, was exceedingly affecting and interesting. Her pale, emaciated
and languid countenance, in which the soft traces of extreme beauty,
nevertheless, yet lingered, shewed that she was suffering from some
cause yet more serious, more d:gy rooted, than the terror which
tt,:e resent occurrence had ilnspi 3 She seeme:k in short, to m
e stage of a wasting illness. Large drops iration
upon herta‘ﬁ:le but ﬁnelg formed forehqzd, and be]:el:)’:, which once
vied with the fairest and brightest tint of the ruse, were now thin,
and parched and withered. Iger slight and elegant form too, unlike
the ruder materials of ordinary mortality, seemed as if about to melt
into air, and to away from earth like some fair vision of the
night. After having submitted toa rigid search by the banditti, who
left no part of his dress unexplored, and in- which, luckily for him,
they found nothing concealed, the father of the unfortunate lady has
tened towards his daughter, when, seating himself on the grass be-
side her, he raised her head, and supporting it on his bosom, in this
interesting attitude awaited the next scene of the tragedy. Diavolo,
who had been the most active in the scrutiny which had just taken
place, on completing it, and finding nothing to_reward his trouble,
thrust his victim rudely from him, and turning round on his heel,
with a tremendous oath expressive of his disappointment, went off to
superintend the operations of his followers. These, in parties of
three and four, with each an opened trunk or box placed in the midst
of them, were still busily employed in examining their contents, mer-
rily Eusing jokes on each article as it was drawn from its repository.
With his arms folded on his breast, and an air of unimpeachable au-
thority, Diavolo stalked from party to party, glanced at the contents
of the packages which' they were rifling, but without deigning to put
his hand to the work in which they were employed, made some slight
remarks to each: then coolly and deliberately seating himself on a
large stone which lay close by, awaited the completion of the work of
plunder.(‘l In :h sh::; time l':ll tl:ld various artic fou::«iln the ear&
iage and in the different boxes were tu out, an
;:lge‘::wd in one heap before .Daviolo,p?:}nlfi? ingpection. A sart of
‘diet was then held amongst the banditti, to consider of the manner in
which their umves should be disposed of, and to make arrangements
regarding the booty which was now in their possession. * As to the
first”—said one—and he drew his finger across his throat—« that"—
he said, alluding to the ominous sign which he had just made— that
is my opinion.” A general laugh followed this piece of waggish pan-
tomime. ¢ With all my heart, lads”—said Diavelo, seeing that the
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ruthless proposition was perfectly agreeable to all— but we must
see irst”-l:-he added—< whether \¥e cannot make something more qut
of the old rogue. Here's all the money the poverty-stricken rascal
has had :ﬂ)on him”"—and be heid up the purse y spoken of, and
into which he had again returned tfe coin he had originally found in
it. A shout of disappointment and deep wrath burst from the whole
gang on seeing the smallness of the quantity it seemed to contain, and
the instant destruction of the travellers seemed inevitable.  Softly,
softly, my lads”—eaid Diavolo, addressing the most forward of the
hn«g'tti, and who ‘dere about to cross the road to the spot-where the
gentleman and his daughter were seated, in order to put them in-
stantly to death, in revenge for their ill-timed poverty— Do you,
Merearia”—added Diavolo, rising to his feet— do you see these
things properly bundled up”—pointing to the plunder which lay be-
fore him—* and I shall, in the meantime, step over to our old friend,
and ase if I cannot squeeze something more out of him before we give

him the coup de
Having said this, Diavolo stalked across the road. * Well, friend”
~—he said, addressing his captive—*1I have just been shewing my

gentlemen ﬂ:.snrae which you were so obliging as to give me a short
while since, they all declare that it is an excessively shabby one ;
they are mn(}{ displeased, 1 warrant you, and I must tell you, if you
cannot think of any way of making the thing better, I fear it will go
bard with both you and your daughter ; they are already talking of
some such uncivil things as throat cutting.” < God’s will be done”—
replied the unfortunate traveller, and he pressed his equally unfortu.
nate daughter to his bosom in an agony of despair— If you are re.
solved to murder us”—he added— I see not how it can be averted.
I have nothing more to offer.” ¢ Hum”—muttered Diavolo—let
me see now”—and he paused for a moment— Have you no credit with
any banker in Verona?” ¢ Yes—yes'—exclaimed the stranger joy-
fully and eagerly—<and it is all at your service, and ten times more
I promise you, on the honour of a gentleman, so soon as I reach
Venice, if you will but spare the life of my poor child. My own
I will y yield up to appease the irritation of your followers,
if blood is pecessary to allay it.” ¢ Humph”—again ejaculated Dia-
volo— When we propose cutting a gentleman’s throat, or tickling
him under the ribs with a stiletto, we're not in the habit of asking
his liberty previously ; we generally do it whether he will or no with-
out any ceremony. You have credit you say’—continued Dia-
volo, returning to the subject of his enquiry—and it is at your peril
if you have spoken falsely—with a banker at Verona. To what extent,
puI #” “Five hundred florins”—replied the traveller—« Ah, well”—
said Diavolo— you shall give me a written order upon him, upon
your banker for that sum. I will go myself to demand the money,
and and your daughter shall remain in the custody of my people
until I return. If you have deceived me in this matter, you will of
course expect instant death on my arrival from Verona, and a death
that shall be none of the easiest, take the word of Fra’ Diavolo for it.
1f we get the money, we shall see what can be done for you. Itis
possible in the event, that your lives may be epared ; but I make no
promises. In the meantime, however, you are safe, and shall be so
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until I return.” Having said this, writing materials were

from amongst the stores of the plundered carrisge—the required

order was written. Diavolo read the document :Iv:lr m ﬁnuhed,h.
ve a nod of approbation, folded up -the ) itin hi

gaom. mn.".:ﬁit chief was now Mttl::!:;l away from the un-

bappy captives to rejoin his gang, for the purpose of explaining to
them what had taken and to leave with them his last injunc-

tions regarding the prisoners before he shouldutoutonhiarﬂm’
mission, when his el; was suddenly caught by a ring which the lady
wore an one of her fingers. * Aha !"-—exclaimed Diavolo, at the same
instaat rudely enatching at the fair but feeble hand on which the
jewel glistened—< We have not gotten all I find. This will suit my

dsome little Lucette exactly”—he added, and now foreing off the
ring from the finger on which it was —* I have long i
her some such toy as this, and methinks this gne will fit her as micely
as if it had been the choice of a thousand, for she has just such ano-
ther hanidsome sweet little hand as this of your r's, Sir"’—he
said, and now looking askance at the father of her whom he was thus
pitilessly plundering. Hitherto the unfortunate lady had seemed un-
conscicus of the situation in which she was placed ; exhausted by
weakness and overwhelmed with terror, she had lain passively in the
arms of her father, her eyes closed, and exhibiting no other symptony
of existence than by a low but rapid and troubled breathing. The
attempt, however, of Diavolo tonse'prive her of her ring, instantly
aroused the miserable girl from her lethargy. O no—no”—she ex-
claimed, in a weak and tremulous tone, at the same time clenching
her feeble hand despairingly, as if to resist the violence which was of-
fered—* I cannot, I will not part with it, although it was to save m
life. Take all, take every thing I have, but leave me that, and I sh
die contented.” ¢ The gift of some love-sick swain, I'll be sworn”—
said the ferocious bandit, regardless of the appeal which had just been
made to him, and still persevering, though now with some show of
gentleness, in his efforts to get possession of the ring— I can’t be put
off with such flimsy fooleries, fair lady”—he went on—“my trade
would be but a poor one if I was to listen to all the whining cant with
which I am assailed when relieving ladies and gentlemen of their su-
perfluous finery.” With vain efforts, and still vainer attempts, to ex-
cite the sympathy of the freebooter, the poor girl still endeavoured
to keep possession of her treasure, for it was indeed the gift of a first
and only love. “ Do not, do not, for God's sake, deprive me of this
little jewel”—she exclaimed, clasping her hands er with all the
energy of despair—* Though worth worlds to me, its intrinsic value
is but small. It can be no object to you.”

In these a s to the better feelings of the brigand, the unhappy
girl was joined by her father, but in vain. In a few minutes the ring
glittered on the swarthy sun burnt hand of Diavolo, who, in Iposees.
sion of his prize, now hastened away to join his comrades. It mat-
ters not much after all, my dear father”’—eaid the poor girl, speaki
at intervals, and pausing to take breath after each word she uttered,
being totally exhausted with the effort she had made.—* It matters
not much, after all’-—she said, endeavouring to lessen the pain which
she saw her parent felt on her aewunt—-“% had hoped, indeed, that
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i have, descended with me into the grave. I did not think I
should have been parted from it either in life or in death—but what
was it after all, but an outward symbol—an inanimate unconscious
type—the thoughts, associations, and feelings with which i¢ was con- -
pected can and will exist without it—They are beyond the reach of
i but Aim who gave them can take them away.”
Totally worn out with the violent exertions she had made, the un-
fortunate lady now again sank senseless on the bosom of her parent.
In a few minutes, however, the helpless pair were joined by the whole
banditti in marching order. Their plunder was carefully packed up,
and distributed amongst them in separate s for its easier convey-
ance. Their rifles were slung from their shoulders. In short the
whole appearance of the gang indicated the contemplation of a long
and arduous march, an imgl:‘c:tion which was soon verified by their or-
dering the captives to get up. Finding that this was impossible to
be complied with in the case of their female prisoner, they proceeded,
with much grumbling, and a thousand oaths, to form a rude kind of
bier. On this the unfortunate lady was placed, and in a short time
the whole banditti, with the exception of Diavolo, who had suddenly .
i were seen winding their way far up through a narrow
in the rocky rampart that forms the eastern side of the valley.

é

£

————

SONG—THE TRYSTING HOUR.
Tune— The Women folk."
BY ROBERT GILFILLAN, ESQ.
AvtHoR oF “ OnriciNAL Posms IN THR ScorrisE DiaLmer,” &e.

.

Apown the glen the saft winds blaw,
Adown the glen the burnies rin,

Adown the glen my laddie comes,
My love to seek, my heart to win.

The trysting hour! the trysting hour !
What can a lassie uy,tz do?

The Ay or No's a solemn word
When faithfu’ lovers come to woo-l—e

T’ll braid' my hair around my brow—
The brow he’s ca’d sae aften fair ;
I'll try to quiet my anxious heart,
For O! an unco flutt’ring’s there }—

The trysting hour! &c.

Gin that my heart would guide my tongue,
Nae doubt but love woxs:l"win 'ie day;
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But then, although sic were my thoughts,
I'd ne’er find words to tell him sae !

The trysting hour! &c.

A moment paused’s a moment lost,
Then why to speak suld I be slow ?
But there, he comes—now say, fond heart,
Is it to be an Ay or No?—

The trysting hour! ‘the trysting hour !
"What can a lassie say or do?

The Ay or No’s a solemn word
When faithfu’ lovers come to woo '—

————

THE VACANT CHAIR.

BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON,

AUTHOR OF “ B10GRAPHICAL AND CrITICAL LECTURES,” &C.

You have all heard of the Cheviot mountains—if ly"cm have not,
they are a rough, majestic chain of hills, which a poet might
term—the Roman wall of nature, crowned with snow, belted with
thunder, surrounded b tures and fruitful fields, and still dividing
the sister kinidoms. Vith their proud summits piercing the clouds,
and their dark rocky declivities frowning in savage steepness tgm the
plains below, they appear a mighty image graven by the Creator,
symbolical of the wild and untameable spirits of the Borderers who
once inhabited their sides. We say that you have all heard of the
Cheviots, and know them to be very high hills, like a huge clasp ri-
vetting England and Scotland together, but we are not aware that
you may have heard of Marchlaw, an old grey-looking farm house
substantial as a modern fortress, recently, and for aught we know to
the contrary, still inhabited by Peter Elliott, the proprietor of some
five hundred surrounding acres. The boundaries of Peter's farm in-
deed were neither defined by fields, hedges, nor stonewalls : a wooden
stake there, and a stone here, at considerable distances from each
other, were the general land-marks, but neither Peter nor his neigh-
bours considered a few acres worth qaarrelling about, and their sheep
frequentlz visited each other’s pastures, in a friendly way, harmo-
niously sharing a family dinmer, in the same spirit as their masters
made themselves free at each other’s table. Peter was placed in very
unpleasant circumstances owing to the situation of Marchlaw house,
which unfortunately was built immediately across the < ideal line”"—
dividing the two Lingdoms, and his misfortune was, that being born
within 1t, he knew not whether he was an Englishman or a Scotch-
man. He could trace his ancestral line no farther back than his
great grandfather, who, it appeared -from the family Bible, had, to-
gether with his grandfather and father, claimed Marchlaw as their
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birth.place. They, however, were not placed in the perplexities of
their descendant. The parlour was distinctly acknowledged to be in
Scotland, and two-thirds of the kitchen were as certainly allowed to
be in England ;—his three ancestors were born in the room over the
parlour, and therefore were Scotchmen beyond question; but Peter
unluckily being brought into the world before the death of his grand-
father, his parents occupied a room immediately over the debateable
boundary line which crossed the kitchen. The room, though scarcely
eight feet square, was evidently situated between the two countries,
but no oneuLeing able to ascertain what portion belonged to each,
Peter, after many arguments and altercations upon the subject, was
driven to the disagreeable alternative of confessing he knew not what
countryman he was. What rendered the confession the more pain.
ful was—it was Peter’s highest ambition to be thought a Scotchman—
all his arable land lay on the Scotch side—his mother was collaterally
related to the Stuarts—and few families were more ancient or respect-
able than the Elliotts. Peter’s speech indeed bewrayed him to be a
walking partition between the two kingdoms—a living representation
of the Union, for in one word he pronounced the letter » with the
broad masculine sound of the North Briton, and in the next with the
iquid durr of the Northumbrians. .

r, or if you prefer it, Peter Elliott, Esq. of Marchlaw, in the
Counties of Northumberland and Roxburgh, was for many years the
best runner, leaper and wrestler between Wooler and ~Jedburgh.
Whirled from his hand, the ponderous bullet whizzed through the air
like a pigeon on the wing, and the best putter on the borders quailed
from competition ; asa feather in his grasp he seized the unwieldy ham-
mer, swept it round and round his head, aooompanying with 3' e limb
its evolutions, swiftly as swallows play around a circle, and hurled it from
his hands like a shot from a rifle, till antagonists shrank back, and
the spectators burst into a shout !—« Well done, Squire !—the Squire
for ever I exclaimed a servile observer of titles. ¢ Squire! wha are
r squiring at?” returned Peter— confound ye, where was ye when

was christened Squire?®’ My name’s Peter Elliott, your man, or any
body’s man at what ever they like !” Peter’s soul was free, bounding
and buoyant as the wind that carolled in a zephyr, or shouted in a hur-
ricane upon his native hills; and his body was thirteen stones of
healthy substantial flesh steeped in, the spirits of life. He had been
long married, but marriage had wrought no change upon him. They,
who suppose that wedlock transforms the lark into an owl, offer an in-
sult to the lovely beings who, brightening our darkest hours with the
smiles of affection, teach us, that that only is unbecoming in the hus-
band which is disgraceful in the man. Nearly twenty years had
passed over them—Janet was still as kind, and in his eyes as beau-
tifal, as when, bestowing on him her hand, she blushed her vows at
the altar ; and he was still as happy—as generous and as free. Nine
fair children sat around their domestic hearth, and one, the youngling
of the flock, smiled upon its mother’s knee. Peter had never known
sorrow ; he was blest in his wife, in his children and his flocks. He
was beloved by his neighbours, the tillers of his ground and his herds-
men—yea, no man envied his Frosperity. But a blight over
the harvest of his joys, and gall was rained into the cup of his felicity.

VoL. 1. F
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It was Christmas-day, and a more sun mevet
rose upon a tmty.ﬁﬁz of December. m&m m«:ﬁ, like &
universal pall, overspread the whole heavens. For weeks the earth
bad been covered with clear dazzling snow, and as threughout the
day the rain continued its unwearied and monotemous drizsle, the
earth assumed a character and appearance melancholy and troubled as
the heavens. Like a mastiff that has lost its owner, the wind howled
dolefully down the glens, and was re.echoed from the caves of the
mountains as the lamentations of a legion of invisible spirits. The
frowning snow-clad precipices were instinet with motion, as avalanche
upon avalanche—the larger burying the less—crowded downward in
their tremendous journey to the plain. The simple mountain rills
had assumed the majesty of rivers—the broader streams were swollen
into the wild torrent, and, gushing forth as cataracts in fury and in
foam, envelgred the valleys in an angry flood. But at Marchlaw the
fire blased blythly—the kitchen grmgz beneath the load of prepara-
tions for a joyful feast, and glad faces glided from room to room.
Peter Elliott kept Christmas, not so much because it was Christmas
»—as in honour of its being the birth-day of Thomas his first-born,
who had that day entered his nineteenth year. With a father’s love his
heart yearned for all his children, but Thomas was the pride of his eyes.
Cards of apology had not then found their way amongst our border
hills, and as all knew, that although Peter admitted no spirits within
his threshhold, nor a drunkard at his table, he was nevertheless no
niggard in his hospitality, his invitations were accepted without cere-
mony. The guests were assembled; and the kitchen being the onl
apartment in the building large enough to contain them—the clo
was spread upon a long clear oaken table stretching from England
into d. On the English end of the board were placed a pon-
derous plum-pudding studged with temptation, and a swoking sir-
loin—in Scotland a savoury and well-seasoned haggis, with a &’s
head and trotters, while the imtermediate was filled with the
good things in this life common to both kin;croms and the season.

The guests from the north and from the south were arranged pro-
miecuouslg—every seat was filled—save one !—the chair by Pe.er's
right hand remained unoccupied. He had raised his hand before his
eyes, and besought a blessing on what was placed before them, and
was preparing to earve for his visitors, when his eyes fell upon the
Vacant Chair !—the knife was dropped upon the table—anxiety flashed
acroes his countenance like a deadly arrow from an unseen hand.

- “Janet, where is Thomas?” he enquired,  bave none ¢’ ye seen
him ?” and without waiting an answer, he continued, *how is it pos-
sible he can be absent at 2 time like this ?—And in such a day too !
Excuse me a minute freends, till I just step out an’ see if I can find
him. Bince ever I keept this day, as mony o' ye ken, he has always

" been at my right hand, in that very chair, and I canna think e’ begin-
ning our dinner while I see it empty.”

« If the filling of the chair be all’—said a pert young sheep farmer
named Johnson, « I will step into it till master Thomas arrive.”

. “Ye are not a faither, young man!” said Peter, and walked out of
the room.

Minute succeeded minute, but Peter returned not. The guests
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became hungry, vish, and gloomy, and each felt a pertain im-
patient feeling choking him in his throat, which, in two or three
mstances, titteved into a Jow, short, sorrowful laugh, while an uneasy
groan murmured at the roots of their tongues, and an excellent din-
»er continued spoiling before them. Mrs. Elliott, whose good nature
was the most prominent feature in her character, strove by every pos-
sible effort to beguile the unpleasant impressions she perceived
gathering upon their countenances.

« Peter is just as bad as him,” she remarked, to have gone to seek
him when he kenned the denner wadna keep. And I am sure Thomas
kenned it wad be ready at one o'clock to a minute. It is sae unthink.
ing, and unfriendly-like to keep folk waiting.” And endeavouring to
smile upon a besutiful black-haired girl of seventeen, who sat by her
elbow, she continued in an anxious whisper—< Did ye see medunq 0
him, Elisabeth, hinny?” The maiden blushed deeply—-the zv:mon
evidently gave freedom to a tear which had for some time been an
nawilli i rinﬂlehiﬁ:steyaintheroom;mdth
monosy “ No,” that trem from her lips, was audible only
to the ear of the enquirer. In vain Mra. Elliott dispatched one of her
children after another in quest of their father.and brother ; they came
and went, but brought no tidings more cheering than the moaning of
the bollow wind. Minutes rolled into hours, yet neither came—she
perceived the prouder of her guests preparing to withdraw, where.
upon she observed that  Thomas's absence was 80 singular and un.
accountable, and so unlike either him or his faither, she didna ken
what apology to make to her friends for sic treatment, but it was
needless waiting, and begged they would use no ceremony, but just
he{:." No second invitation was necessary ; good humour appeared
to be restored, and sirloins, pies, pastries and moorfowl began to dis.
appear like the lost son. For a moment Mrs. Elliott apparently par.
took in the restoration of cheerfulness, but a low sigh at her
again drove the colour from her rosy cheeks. Her eye wandered to
the farther end of the table, and rested on the unoccupied seat of her
busband, and the vacant chair of her first-born ; her heart fell heavily
within her, all the mother gushed into her bosom, and rising from
the table—* What in the warld can be the meaning o’ this?” said she,
as she hurried with a troubled countenance towards the door. Her
husband met her on the threshhold.

“ Where hae ye been, Peter ?” said she eagerly ; “hae ye seen nae-

thing‘o him?” .

“ Naething | naething !” replied he—is he no cast up yet?” And
with a melancholy glance, his eyes sought an answer in the deserted
chair ; his lipe quivered, his tongue faultered— )

“ Gude forgie me !” said he, “and such a day for even an enemy to
be out in! I've been up and down every way that I can think on, bus
not a living creature has seen or heard tell o’ him. Ye'll excuse me,
neighbours,” he added, leaving the house—* I maun away again, for I
canns rest.”

“] ken by myself, friends,” said Adam Bell, a decent looking Nor.
thumbrian, * that a faither’s heart is as sensitive as the apple o’ his
¢'e, and I think we would show a want o’ natural sympathy and re-
spect to our worthy neighbour if we didna every ome get his foot into

/
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the stirrup without loss o’ time, and assist him in his search—for in
my h country waz o’ thinking, it must be something particularl
vut o’ the common, that could tempt Thomas to be amissing at

a time. Indeed, I needpa say fempt, for there could be no inclination
in the way—and our hills"—he concluded in a lower tone— are not
owre chancy in other respects besides the breaking up o’ the storm.”

«Oh ! said Mrs. Elliott, wringing her hands—< I have had the
coming o’ this about me for days an’ days. My head was growing
dizzy wi’ happiness, but thoughts came stealing upon me like ghosts,
and I felt a lonely saughing about my heart, without being able to
assign a cause; but the cause is come at last ; and my dear Thomas,
the very pride and staff o’ my life, is lost! lost to me for ever!”

“I ken, Mrs. Elliott,” replied the Northumbrian—it is an easy mat.
ter to say compose yourself for them that dinna ken what it is to feel,
but at the same time, in our plain country way o thinking, we are
always ready to believe the worst. I've often heard my faither say,
and I have as often remarked it myself, that before ony thing hap-
Ens to a body, there is a something comes owre them, like a cloud

fore the face o’ the sun, a sort o dumb whispering about the
breast from the other world. And though I trust there is naething
o’ the kind in your case, {et as ye observe, when I find myself grow-
ing digzy as it were with happiness, it makes good a saying o’ my
mother’s, poor body—¢ Bairns, bairns,” she used to say— there is owre
muckle singing in your heads to-night—we will have a shower before
bedtime’—and I never in my born days saw it fail.”

At any other period Mr. Eell's dissertation on pre-sentiments would
have been found a fitting text on which to hang all the dreams,
wraiths, warnings, and marvellous circumstances, that had been hand-
ed down to the company from the days of their grandfathers, but in
th:‘E;esent instance they were too much occupied in consultation re-
ia ing the different routes to be taken in their search. Twelve

orsemen and some half-dozen pedestrians were seen hurrying in
diverse directions from Marchlaw, as the last grim shadows of a
melancholﬂ day were crouching in the vallies from the heavy dark-
ness, which appeared pressing in solid masses down the sides of the
mountain, like noiseless chariots of the king of terrors. The wives
and daughters of the party were alone left with the disconsolate mo-
ther, who alternately pressed her weeping children to her heart, and
told them to weep not, for their brother would soon return, while the
tears stole down her own cheeks, and the child in her arms wept
because its mother wept. Her friends strove with each other in
inspiring hope, and poured upon her ear their mingled and loquacious
consolation. But one remajnsoed silent ;—the daughter of Adam Bell,
who sat by Mrs. Elliott’s elbow at table, had shrunk into an obscure
corner of the room—before her face she held a handkerchief wet with
tears—her bosom throbbed convulsively, and, as occasionally her bro.
ken sighs burst from their prison-house, a significant whisper pass-
ed among the younger part of the company. Mrs. Elliott approached
her, and taking her hand tenderly within both of hers, “Oh! hinny !
hinny !” said she, “ your sighs go throlllgh my heart like a knife, and
what can I do to comfort ye? Come, Elizabeth, my bonny love, let
us hope for the best—ye see before you a sorrowing mother—a mother
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that fondly heped to have seen you and————1I canna say it—and am
ill fitted to gie comfort when my own heart is like a furnace, but
oh, let us try and remember the blessed portion—‘whom the Lorp
loveth he chasteneth,’ and inwardly pray for strength to say—His

WILL BE DONE.”
To be concluded in our next.

——

SONG.

BY THE REV. H. S. RIDDELL,
AuTtHOR OF “ ScorTisH MEeLopIEs,” &c.
Written for a forthooming volume of Melodies by P. M'Leod, Esg.
WaeN my flocks upon the heathy hill are lying a’ at rest,
And the gloamin’ spreads its mantle grey o’er the world’s dewy breast,
I'll tak my plaid and hasten through son woody dell unseen,
And meet my bonnie lassie in the wild glen sae green;
Tll meet her by the trystin’ tree that's stannin a’ alane,
Whar I hae carved her name upon the little moss stane ;
There 1 will clasp her to my breast, and be mair bless'd, I ween,
Than a’ that are aneath the sky, in the wild glen sae green.

My fauldin plaid shall shield her frae the gloamin’s chillyusn.le,
The star o’ eve shall mark our joy, but not tell our tale—
Our simple tale o’ tender love, that tauld sae aft has been

To my bonnie bonnie lassie in the wild glen sae green.

0! I would wander earth a’ owre, nor think of aught o’ bliss,
Could I but share at my return a joy sae pure as this—

And I wad spurn &’ earthly wealth, a palace and a queen,

For my bonnie bonnie lassie in the wild glen sae green.

——

LITERARY GOSSIP AND VARIETIES.

« A History of Berwick,” we understand, on a larger scale than
any hitherto published, is rapidly progressing in the hands of Mr.

eddell, Solicitor. It will give evitrmce of deep research and exten-
sive antiquarian knowledge.

Mr. Melrose is preparing for publication « Select Essays,” on vari-
ous topics, religious and moral, by Dr. Belfrage. The confirmed re-
putation of the Author entitles us to expect an able and interesting
volume.

The whole of the first im ion of ¢ Campell’s Poem on Poland,”
has been sold off. A second edition in small 8vo. handsomely done up
in green and gold, is now in circulation.

The story of the mew novel, termed “The Affianced One,”
exhibits the jealous artifices of a modern Cleopatra against a rival,
whoseY generosity and gentleness form a contrasting picture of true
feminine excellence.
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Mres. Jameson has in the Press an interesting new work, entitled,
«The Lives of Celebrated Female Sovereigns.” We are informed it
abounds with original and curfous i of Joanna of Sicily,
Joanna L of Naples, Isabella of ile, Mary Queen of Scots,
Elizabeth, Queen Anne, the Empress Maria Theresa, &c. &c. From
what we know of Mrs. J's genius, we can augur confidently of its suc-
cess.

A new edition of ¢ Frankenstein,” in small 8vo. is to form the Ninth
Volume of the Standard Novels. It is to contain an entirely new In-
troduction explanatory of the origin of the Story, by the Author, with
original anecdotes ofr{m-d Byron, &c.

Among the thousand-and-one novelties that diversify this season of
gems, not the least valuable is the Geographical Annual which con-
tains upwards of One Hundred Engravings on ateel.

The ¢ Catechism of Health” by an eminent physician could not be
advertised at a more befitting time, when the whole country is tremu-
Jous with fear, and the excited imagination converts coughs and colds
into cholera.

“The Novelist's Library,” edited by Thomas Roscoe, Esq. and
illustrated by Geargo Cruikshank, will embrace a series of works,
which time has carried beyond the reach of hireling critics. ¢ Their
authors, it is ackmowledged, wrote for all time, and their happy
illustrations of character and manners prove them to have been
familiarly acquainted with buman nature in all its varieties, and
capable of representing life as they found it; thus furnishing an in-

ectual banquet replete at once with instruction and amusement.”

Cochrane and Co. we perceive, have in the .Press an historical
novel, intituled “The Young Muscovite,” or, ¢ The Poles in Russia,”
and a “ History of the Coldstream Guards,” from the formation of
the Regiment under General Monk, to the Battle of Waterloo.
Colonel Mackinnon is the author of the latter work.

It is somewhat remarkable, that the scene of Miss Macaulay’s
preachments has become the scene of her nﬁ;ﬁng, and that the

::m_rge of the place was co-eval with the of the lady’s pro-
sgion.

The T y of « The Renegade,” by the late Rev. C. Maturin,
suthor of , Melmoth, Pour et Contre, &c. the merits of which

were certainly overlooked by the London managers, is in the course
of a succe run at the Theatre Royal, Edinburgh. The cockneys
will, doubtless, be surprised to learn, that Mr. I&um)’s treasury-
books contain, as the result of sound judgment and pure taste, many
Pleasing items.

Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

At Hawick, on the 9th ult., the wife of the Rev. Peter Brown,
of a son.
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At Weens, ‘Roxburghshire, on the 16th ult., the Lady of George

Cleghorn, Es'i of a son,
On the 28th ult., Mrs. Captain Smith, Quay Walls, of a daughter.
At Kelso, on the 28th ult., Mrs. Waldie, of a daughter.
On the 31st ult, Mrs. Macdonald, of the Post-Office, Belford, of a

00,

At Loretto, Musselburgh, on the 3lst ult, Mrs. Langhorne, of &
dlughter.

At Ayton, on Tuesday the 2d inst., Mrs. Hood, of a daughter.

MARRIAGES.

At Curriestanes, Dumfries, on the 1lth ult., by the Rev. Mr.
Bennet of Closeburn, the Rev. William Menzies, minister of the
East Parish of Greenock, to Margaret, daughter of William Pagan,
Esq. of Curriestanes.

At Lan, House, on-the 19th ult., Sir John Pringle, of Stitchel,
Bart., to y Elizabeth Maitland Campbell, eldest daughter of the
Marquis of Breadalbane.

Lately, at Heiﬁhington, near Durham, M. Fallon, Esq. of the Irish
Bar, to Miss F. H. Kelly, the celebrated actress.

At 8St. James's Churc{n, London, John Shield, Esq. of Cavendish
Square, to Miss Elizabeth Thorn, of Chelsea. One of their friends
has celebrated the occasion in the following epigram :—

Says Tom te Jack, upon his bridal morn,

¢ How could you plant within your breast s THORN !’
¢ Think not,’ eays Jack, ¢ that thus my heart ] yield—
The THORN you dread becomes my DEAREST SHIELD.'

On the 20th ult., at All Souls, Mary-la-bonne, London, Adam As-
kew, of Redheugh, in the county palatine of Durham, Esq. to Eliga-
beth, sixth daughter of the late Sir R. Rycroft, Bart., of Everlands,
il(t)hemntg‘ljent.b special li the ch of T

n t., ial licence, in 3 uay,
Devon, by the Rev. Loyrd Henry Kerr, the Hon. les lgxolpyh
Trefusis, brother of Lord Clinton, to Lady Elisabeth Georgiana Kerr,
daughter of the late Marquis of Lothian.

At Stamfordham, on the 3d inst., Mr. Thomas Gilhespy, of Small.
burn, to Mise Mary Hedley, of Fenwick, Northumberland.

DEATHS.

On the 10th ult., at Alnwick, Mr. James Burn, father of John
Burn, Esq. Solicitor, Gray’s Inn, London, aged 94.

On the 1lth ult, at Coldstream, John, son of Mr. Halliburton,
Bookseller, aged 6 months.

At Clarence Street, Stockbridge, Edinburgh, on the 15th ult., Mrs.
Janet Scott, wife of the Rev. Robert Renwick.

At Alticane, Ayrshire, on the 17th ult., Mrs. Alderson, late of
Tweedmouth, 70.

At North Berwick, on the 20th inst. Elizabeth Magdalene
ge. eldest daughter of Sir Robert Dalrymple Horn Elphinstone, of

orn and Logie Elphinstone.

On the 21st ult., at North Shields, Jane, wife of the Rev. William
Leitch, aged 49, much respected.
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At Edinlmrgx, on the 27th ult,, Mrs. Cay, widow of Robert Hod-
shon Cay, of North Charlton, Northumberland, Judge of the High
Court of Admiralty of Scotland.

On the 30th ult., at Alnwick, Jane, daughter, of the late William
Adams, Esq. of Acton, aged 9 years.

Same day, at Morpeth, John, infant son of Mr. Anthony Charlton,
Solicitor, aged 12 days.

At Kelso, on the &)th ult.,, Mr. John Heweit.

At Berwick, on the 5th inst, Andrew, eldest son of Mr. William
Jackson, Shoemaker, aged 31.

At Sunderland, on the 9th inst., John Crawford, seaman, aged
54, who, in the memorable engagement of Admiral Dunean with the
Dutch Fleet, in 1799, nailed the flag of the Venerable (Lord
Duncan’s ship) to the mast-head, for which he received a pension of
£30 a-year, and his townsmen presented him with a silver medal.

At (g ig Lodge, Haddington, on the 30th ult, Miss Beatrix
Dudgeon, daughter of the late John Dudgeon, Esq., of East Craig.

At Lauder, on the 3d inst., Charles Simson, Esq., of Treepwood,
much and justly regretted by his numereus friends.

—

To Readers and Correspondents.

The ReADERS of the Border Magazine need hardly be requested te
suspend for a season their judgment on the character, whole and real,
of the present work. The many hindrances, which beset the initial
course of any literary undertaking, are so obvious to the least-
initiated in the mysteries of the Editorial Closet and the Printing-
Office, that apology were insult. For the articles individually,
which the First Number contains, we have no excuse to offer, nor do
we think one required. We had hoped, however, to furnish greater
variety at the outset, and thereby convey a more comprehensive idea
of the able pens employed in our aid and service: such intention,
meanwhile, is necessarily postponed.

To the SuBscriBERsS, who voluntarily and cheerfully gave substan-
tial proof of their friendly disposition towards us, we tender our mest
sincere and unfeigned thanks. Theirs will be the pleasure, we
trust, of seeing the tree flourish, which, but for their early and
fostering care, might have perished in the germ.

How shall we express our gratitude to those Ladies and Gentle-
men, ‘who have promised from time to time to transmit to our

pages,
¢ Their thoughts that breathe and words that burn >’

Here we find ourselves in a dilemma:—let silence be our spokes-
man, and the hearts of those who favour us our interpreters.

*.* A General Index and Title-Page will be given with the last
number of the Volume.
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ON THE CONNEXION OF POETRY WITH SCIENCE.

THE writer of an artide in the Edinburgh Review, * to which we
would refer our readers, observes,  Poetry produces an illusion on the
eye of the mind, as a magic lantern produces an illusion on the eye

the body ; and as the magic lantern acts best in a dark room,
l:oetry effects its purpose most completely in a dark age. As the
ight of knowledge breaks in upon its exhibitions, as the outlines of
certainty become more and more definite, and the shades of probabi-
lity more and more distinct, the hues and lineaments of the phantoms
which it calls up grow fainter and fainter. We cannot unite the incom-
patible advantages of reality and deception, the clear discernment of
truth and the exquisite enjoyment of fiction.” Again,— In an enlight-
ened age there will be much intelligence, much science, much philoso-
phy, abumdance of just classification and subtle analysis, abundance of
wit and eloquence, abundance of verses and even of good ones—baut little

poetry.” e have selected this as it embodies the substance
of a ine that is extremely }:ﬁp ar at present. But we really
think, that it rests on a very shallow foundation. Is it possible to

admit, that ignorance of things which are not beyond the bounds of
our faculties 1s the only-or the principal source of poetical inspira-
tion >—that pature loses her hols on the heart, as soon as we have
discovered her general laws? So the critic seems to maintain. But
poetry flourishes, in spite of all this theorising, whatever may be the
principles on which the fact is to be accounted for.

It camnot be denied, that in the infancy of science, there are cir-
cumstances highly favourable to poetical excitement. The simplest of
nature’s operations are connected with a degree of mystery which
even lead men in general to feel a deeper interest in them. But,
at the same time, the superstitions which prevail in a rude
are not without some disadvantages. The mythology ‘of the
Egyptians, for instance, completely suppressed all the lighter move-
ments of the fancy. But apart from this consideration it must be
allowed, though we are better acquainted than our ancestors with
many of the properties and relations of external nature, that all these
stretch out into something incomprehensible, and therefore still afford

* No. 84. August, 1825,
VOL. I. [¢]
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scope for the higher exercises of poetical invention. Science, in
short, alters the course of imagination, but does not limit it. Nay, it
has more than & negative effect. It places her at the right starting-
g;st. It shews her where the greatest mystery lies. It prevents her

m wasting her energies on traditions, which are principally suited
to the peculiarities of certain countries and ages, and thus brings
p::y nearer Aristotle’s idea of it, by rendering it a subject of uni-
v sympathy, Where is the poet who cannot feel the beauty of
such lines as these ?—

“ Ye stars! which are the poetry of heaven!
" If in your bright leaves we would read the fate
Of men and eml_)ires, ’tis to be forgiven,
That in our aspirations to be great,
Our destinies o’erleap their mortal state,
And claim a kindred with you; for ye are
A beauty and a mystery, and create
In us such love and reverence from afur,
That fortune, fame, power, life, have named themselves a star.

All heaven and earth are still, though not in sleep,
But breathless, as we grow when feeling most ;
And silent, as we stand in thoughts too deep ;—
All heaven and earth are still ; from the high host
Of stars, to the lull'd lake and mountain-coast,
All is concenter’d in a life intense,

Where not a beam, nor air, nor leaf is lost,

But hath a part of being, and a sense

Of that which is of all creator and defence.” *

It would seem that the great eminence of the English poets: who
flourished in the 16th and 17th centuries has led many to acquiesce
in the doctrine on which we are animadverting. But, notwithstand-
ing Mr. Wharton's assertion, we cannot even see any reason for admit-
ting, that Shakespeare would not have introduee({ supernatural ma-
chinery into any of his plots, if he had written in the 18th or 19th
century. Tlis at least we may affirm, that since his time ¢ the out-
lines of certainty” have not “become more and more definite, and
the shades of probability more and more distinct,” with regard to
any thi%_hwlnch could influence him when he produced his finest
playe. at subsequent discoveries could have prevented him from
writing Lear or Othello, or Richard the Third, or Cymbeline, or
Romeo and Juliet? or even Hamlet and Macbeth? Have we not
Faustus and Manfred, and do they not abound with as strong and
poetical appeals to our superstitious feelings as any that are to be met
with in the writings of é::kespeare and his contemporaries ?—The
fact is, that the appearance of such a genius, as Campbell observes,
“baffles all calculation,” and though it camnnot be doubted, that in
Shakespeare’s age there were many circumstances favourable to the
drama in icular, these ate not connected with the doctrine in the
passage which we have quoted, and his successors cannot impute their
general inferiority to the progress of science.

¢ Childe Harold, Canto III.
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In dwelling on th;dgeneml tendencies to excitement among an
uncultivated people, the gradual disappearance of these from the
surface of society in the progress of truth, we too oftenforset, that
mystery is not the sole cause of ¢ the fine frenzly.” There 15 a sense
of beauty as well as of wonder, and we have still enough to excite it.
“'The moon shines still ; the sky has not ceased to be blue ; the rose
and the lily are fair and sweet as ever ; the dove is just as loving and
as gentle as when she brought the olive leaf to the sole human family ;
the mightingale sings as delightfully to us as to that sweet-witted
Persian who first called the rose her paramour.” The too, de-
scribes things as they appear to the eye of passion; and passion has
a pemﬁve of its own, resting on principles not less severe and in-
depe t, though the application of them is less easily taught than
Euclid’s theorems. He can think the thunder sublime, and even en-
due it with his own feelings, though he knows the causes of it better
than the worthy lecturer in the marvellously pleasant love story,
who defined it to be “a great noise ;” and in spite of the most vigi-
lant analysis, his representations posseee a self-consistency, which
fbtiﬁes tlem to the heart of all those for whom they are intended.
ould the knowledge of the physical properties of a cloud prevent
:zly' poetic mind from enjoying the beauty of such a personification as
P

1 bind the sun’s throne with a burning zone,

And the moon’s with a girdle of pearl ;

The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim,
When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl.

From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape
Over a torrent sea,

Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof,
The mountains its columns be,

The triumphant arch through which I march
With hurricane, fire and snow,

When the powers of the air are chained to my chair,
Is the mllion-coloured bow ;

The sphere-fires above its soft colours wove,
While the moist earth was langhing below.

I am the daughter of earth and water, -~
And the nursling of the sky;

I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores ;

change, gut I cannot die;

For after the rain, when with never a stain,
The pavilion of beaven is bare,

And the wind and sunbeams, with their convex gleams,
Build up the blue dome of air—

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph,
And out of the caverns of rain,
Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb,

I arise and rebuild it again.” *

® Cloud, by P. B. Shelioy.
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It must be admitted, that in the early stages of society there is
more uninclosed ground, so to speak, for the poet to work on. But it
must be remembered at the smme time, that science, at least, cannot
weaken the effect of the poetry of association. Every poet, like every
human being, has peculizar recollections connected with the various
forms of external nature, as well as a Fecnlur way of viewix:f them.
The days of childhood—the memory of « what has been and mever
more shall be”—the workings of hope and fear, of joy and disappoint-
ment—all these, coloured by the ruling characteristics of the poet’s
z‘me?i’ constitute a source of poetic interest, which can never be

ried up.

We xgay also observe, by the way, what is very obvious, that,
though science deals most unsparingly with superstitions which are
remarkable for nothing but their - ity, we still feel a deep
interest in those which have any quality to recommend them. < The
pansy is still sacred to Oberon and Titania—the misletoe is not of
our generation—the mandrake is a fearful ghost of departed days—
the toad is the most ancient of reptiles, and the raven is ¢a secular
bird of ages”’” It may he maintained, at all events, that the su.
perstitions of antiquity are highly useful as subjects of illustration,
even when they have lost their poetical power in other res

But while science does not deprive the poet of any thing that is
really valuable, it supplies him with additional materrals. Abstract
trutl{ in some of its aspects is as sublime as nature. It may excite
feelings as profound, and suggest images as beautiful as the richest
scenery. rederick Schlegel has observed in his ¢ Studien des
Classischens Alterthums,” as a circumstance proving the Orphie hymns
to have been posterior to Homer, that in all the Iliad and Odysse
we do not meet with the idea of the infinite. “ The fulness of lif{
rushes, as it were, through an open sense into his mind, and he
throws it vividly back, liie a bright mirror,” but every thing is
essentially definite in bis heavens and in his earth. Now science can
at least give us this, if it can do no more; and we certainly think,
that the contemplation of this central and imperishable truth ma
have as roetwnl an effect as the figurative exhibition of nature in all
the motley groups that haunted the woods and streams of Greece.
The reflections at the beginning of the 8th Book of Paradise Lost,
where Raphel describes the spheres to Adam, may serve to illustrate
our meaning, and we shall take the libert¥ to quote a part of this
fine passage, and ask our readers if any of them can point out any
thing to be compared with it in a heathen poet?—

¢« To ask or search, I blame thee not ; for Heaven
Is as the book of God before thee set,
‘Wherein to read his wondrous works, and learn
His seasons, hours, or days, or months, or years;
This to attain, whether heaven move, or earth,
Imports not, if thou reckon right ; the rest.
From man or angel the great Architect .
Did wisely to conceal, and not divulge
Hix secrets to be scann'd by them who ought
Rather admire ; or, if they list to try
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N Ae Ais ic of the Heavens
o, b s frs o e Homs
His laughter at their quaint opinions wide

ready by thy ressoning this I guess,
Whe u)"t J) 1«21 thy offspring and suj t
That bodies bright and ter shouﬂ not serve
‘The less not bright, nor Heaven such journies run,
Earth sitting still, when she alone receives
The benefit: consider first, that t
Or bright infers not exo:f}lei?oe R Earth
Though, in comparison eaven, 80 amall,
Nor glistering, ll:l‘:l of solid good contain
More plenty than the sun that barren shines ;
« + « « « &« « + o« Whatif the sun
Be centre to the world ;” &c. &c. *

Tt has been well remarked, too, that < the ideas of the ancients
were too exact and definite, too much attached to the material form or
vehicle by which they were conveyed, to admit of tHose rapid com-
binations, those unrestrained flights of fancy which, glancing from
heaven to earth, unite the most opposite extremes, and draw the hap-
piest illustrations from thingsthe most remote ;” and on this account,
the mythology of the G seems to have been of greater service
to the sculptor than the poet.

What endless subjects for illustration too does science open up!
Some of the most splendid figures, that are to be found in the whole
range of literature, have been derived from this source. On this we
migﬁ enlarge ; but as the fact is so obvious, we shall only mention
one or two examples which may not be familiar to some of our readers.
«Jesus,” says Jeremy Taylor,  was like the Rainbow which God set
in the Heavens as a sacrame:n‘tc to confirm wrz;lize and Westabf lish “:
grace; he was Ralf made of g‘lorm ; and
moisture of a cloud ; in his best days heqv‘vas but half trium l?fand
half sorrow.”—To illustrate the nature of the associating principle,
Akenside uses the following image,—

*T'was thus, if ancient Fame the truth unfolds,
Two faithful needles, from the informing touch
Of the same parent-stone, together drew
Its mystic virtue, and at first conspird
With fatal impulse quivering to the Pole;
Then, though disjoin’d by kingdoms, though the main

* We would also refer to Young’s Night Thoughts. Night IX.
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Roll'd its broad surge betwixt, and different stars

Beheld their wakeful motions, yet d

The former friendship, and remember'd still

%‘J:: alliance of thci:'l’blrtb' 3 whate'er the ﬁnk;ew
ich once possess’ <aor£nue nor quiet

The sure associate, ere with trembling speed

He found its path, and fix'd unerring there.

Such is the secret union, when we feel

A song, a flower, a name, at once restore )

Those long-connected scenes where first they mov'd

The attention.

What can be finer than this illustration of faith? < Religion,” says
Mr. Coleridge, “passes out of the ken of reason only where the eye
of reason has reached its ownm horizon; and faith is then but its
continuation: even as the day eoftens away into the sweet twilight,
andhtwilig:-x:,d husll:ed 'ﬁl’d breathless, steals int:nl the u(ll:rkness.h It is
night, sacred night! The upraised eye views starry heaven
whgich manifestsgit.self alone, and th{ outward beyholding is fixed on
the ks twinkling in the awful depth, though suns of other
worlds, only to preserve the soul steady and collected in its pure act
of inward devotion to the great 7 am ami7 to the filial Word,” &c. Again
the same author, speaking of the object of miracles, obeerves, « It was
only to overthrow the usurpation exercised in and through the senses,
that the senses were miraculously apgﬁlded to by our Saviour. Reason
and religion are their own evidence. The natural sun in this respect is
a symbol of the spiritual, ere he is fully arisen, and while his glories
are still under vell, he calls up the breeze to chase away the usurping
vapours of the night season, and thus converts the air itself into the
minister of its own purification.”

“ We met—we gazed, I saw and sighed,—
8he did not speak and yet replied ;
. There are ten thousandy tones and signs

;Ve }nuear and see,k:m:_ :zne dl::ﬁnes—-

nvolun o t, '
Which :nr&esnf::m out thogieart o’erwrought,
And form a strange intelligence,
Alike mysterious and intense,
Which hink the burning chain that binds,
Without their wills, young hearts and minds ;

ing. as the ic wire,
We know not how, the absorbing fire.”

It may farther be inquired, what effect has an acquaintance with
science and mathematics in particular, on the poet himself? Here it
may readily be allowed, that habitual and paramount attention to
them must necessarily be unfavourable, for the same thing happens in
arts which depend on principles less opposed than those of on and
abstract reason. It is even said of I\E)zart that < his hands were so
wedded to the piano that he could use them for nothing else.” What
constitutes the poet? is the first question. Now, without insisting
on any theory of imagination, we may be certain of this—that sen-
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sibility is not all—nay, that no talent is useless to him, that while the
greatest talent may be improved by particular exercises adapted to it,
sensibility only re&mu not to be impaired, and that it is for the most
Enrt impaired rather by suppressing it, when it is appealed to, than

intervals of repose for want of an object. Mathematics, therefore,
it cultivated to a m extent, maybeluefultothepoet,aa
they give a general activity to the mind. They may improve his
talents for obeervation, or, as the Phrenologist would express it,
his “knowing faculties,” which are as necessary for describing nature
vith effect, as for understanding cones and sines and tangents. They
may prevent him from degenerating into that vague and indiscrimi-
nate admiration which is apt to evaporate in epithets and superlatives,
and reminds us ‘of the French poets or the gallant John Buncle,
who thought each of his numerous wives not only better than the
former, but the very best creature in the world.

They may indeed arm his mind against that surprise which may
be created what has nothing except novelty to recommend it ;
but they can omly m greater intensity to.those high and en-
grossing impulses which are inseparable from the contemplation of
intrinsic beanty.

But we¢ may perhaps have presumed too much on the patience
of our readers, and it is more than time for ustooonclu% g

N.D. S.

SERENADE SONG.

By DeLrA Crusca.

) A

Youna Leila! the river is laughing in light,

For Luna is kissing its waters to-night :

And her white feet are treading the brae by its side,
‘Where her garment of glory is lav’d by the tide.
‘Whose bosom is glassing ar{eautiful world,

‘Where her robes seem to wave like a pennon unfurl'd
In the depth of its silence all lovely and lone—

As the page apparition of one that is gone |—

II.

Young Leila! there’s music m-night on the stream,
And its tones die away as a voice in a dream—

Or the low winds of eve when they swoon on the strings
Of the harp that is breathing unspeakable things {—
And now the light pinnace is nearing the shore ;

And no murmur is heard save the dash of the oar,

For the soft strain is hush’d, and the breeses lie still

In their starry-roof’d homes on the top of the hill l—
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CHL

Young Leila! thy spirit is ever with me
In the musings of gloamin’ while fancy is free,
i&nd oft 'migh the turmoil of sorrow and care
t comes as the breathing of piety’s 3
And hope, the sweet singe y T, rge is?tze:nin,
To lift up the heart of the weary again ;
And to give it revealings of joyance and power
Till the world is forgot in the calm of the hour |—

Iv.

Young Leila! thy lattice is bathed in light,
Where ye sit in the heaven of thy besuty to-night,
And my love-laden thoughts are winging to thee,
Like the dove to the ark o’er the waste of the sea;
And I may not depart from the spell of thine eyes
That do holily gaze on the face of the skies,

Till thy lips gently whisper thou’lt ever be true,
And thy white hand is put forth to bid me Adieu !

s

THE VACANT CHAIR.
Continued from page 45.

T1uMr stole on towards midnigbt, and one by one the unsuccessful
party returned. As foot after foot approached, every breath was held
to listen; “Oh no! no!” cried the mother again and again, with in~
creasing anguish—< It is not the foot o’ my own bairn,” while her
keen gaze still remained rivetted upon the door, and was not with-
drawn nor the hope of despair relinquished till the individual entered,
and with a silent and ominous shake of his head betokened his fruit-
less efforts. The clock had struck twelve ; all were returned save the
father. The wind howled more wildly—the rain poured upon the
windows in ceaseless torrents—and the roaring of the mountain rivers,
gave a character of deep ghostliness to their sepulchral silence. For
they sat each rapt in forebodings, listening to the storm, and no sounds
were heard save the groans of the mother—the weeping of her chil-
dren—with the bitter and broken sobs of the bereaved maiden, who
leaned her head upon her father’s bosom, refusing to be comforted.

At length the barking of the farm dog announced footsteps at a
distance ; every ear was raised to listen, every eye turned to the door;
but before the tread was yet audible to the listeners— Oh, it is only
Ilfl’ieter‘s foot,” said the miserable mother, and weeping, arose to meet

m. : .

« Janet! Janet!” he exclaimed as he entered, and threw his arms
around her neck— what is this come upon us at last !”

He cast an inquisitive glance, diamai as the ghost of death, around
his dwelling, and a convulsive shivering passed over his manly frame,
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as it again becdine involuntarily rivetted on the death.like and vacant
chair, which no one had ventured to occupy. Hour succeeded hour,
but the company separated not, and low sorrowful whispers mingled
with the Jamentations of the parénts.

“ Neighbours”—said Adam Bell—¢ the morn is a new day, and we
will wait to see what it may bring forth ; but in the mean time let us
read a portion o’ the divine word, and kneel together in prayer, that
whether or not the day dawn cause light to shine upon this singular
bereavement, the Sun of Righteousness may arise wi’ healing in his
wi:ﬁa upon the hearts o’ this afflicted fanuly, and upon the hearts
o all present.”

“Amen !” responded Peter, wringing his hands, and his friend,
taking down the “ Ha' Bible,” read the chapter wherein it is
written, “It is well for me that I have been afllicted, for before I was
afflicted I went astray.”

The morning came, but brought no tidings of the lost son. After
a solemn farewell, all the visitants, save Adam Bell and his dau‘ghter,
returned every one to their own house, and the disconsolate father,
with his servants, again renewed his search among the hills and
surrounding villages—

~—Days, weeks, months and rolled by. Time had subdued the
anguish of the parents into a holy calm, but their lost first-born was
not forgotten, although no trace of his fate had transpired. The
general belief was that he had, perished in the breaking up of the
suow ; and the few in whose remembrance he still lived spoke merely
of his death, as a very extraordinary circumstance, remarking that he
was “a wild venturesome sort o’ lad.”

Christmas had succeeded Christmas, and Peter Elliott still kept it
in commemoration of the birth-day of him who was not. For the
first few after the loss of their son, sadness and silence char-
acterised rty who sat down to dinner at Marchlaw, and still at
Peter’s right ng was placed the vacant chair. But as the younger
branches of the family advanced in years, the remembrance of their
brother became less poignant ; Christmas was with all around them a
day of rejoicing, and they began to make merry with their friends,
while their parents partook in their enjoyment with a silent smile,
half of approval, and half of sorrow.

Twelve years had passed away—Christmas had again come—it was
the counterpart of its fatal predecessor—the hills had not yet cast off
their summer verdure—the sun, although shorn of its heat, had lost
none of its brightness or glory, and looked down upon the earth as
though it participated in its gladness—and the clear blue sky was
tranquil as the sea sleeping beneath the moon. Many visitors had
again arrived at Marchlaw.

The sons of Mr. Elliott and the young men of the party were as-
sembled upon a level green near the house, amusing themselves with
throwing the hammer, and other Border games, while himself and
the elder guests stood by as spectators, recounting the deeds of their
youth. Johneon, the sheep-farmer whom we have already mentioned,
now a brawny and gig;lntic fellow of two and thirty, bore away in
everngame the palm all competitors. More than once, as Peter
beheld his sons defeated, he felt the spirit of youth glowing in his

VOL. L H
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veing, and # Oh,” muttered he in bitterness, “had nf§ Thomas been
spared to me, he would have thrown his heart’s blood after the ham-
mer before he would hae been beat by ever a Johnson in the
country.” While he thus soliloquized, and with difficulty restrained
an impulse to compete with the victor himself, a dark foreign-looking,
strong-built seaman unceremoniously approached, and, with his armsa
folded, cast a look of contempt upon the boasting conqueror. Every
eye was turned with a scrutinizing glance upon the stranger. In
height he could not exceed five feet nine, but his whole frame was
the model of muscular strength ; his features were open and manly,
but deeply sun-burnt and weather-beaten ; his long, glossy blac
hair, curled into ringlets :)X the breeze and the billow, fell thickly
over his temples and forehead, and a pair of whiskers of a similar hue,
more conspicuous for size than elegance, meeting carelessly beneath
his chin, gave a character of fierceness to a countenance otherwise
possessing a striking impress of manly beauty. Without asking
permission he stepped forward, lifted the hammer, and swinging it
around his head, ﬁurled it upwards of five yards beyond Johnson's
- most successful throw. «Well done!” shouted the astonished
tators. The heart of Peter Elliott warmed within him, and he
was hurrying forward to grasp the stranger by the hand, when the
words groaned in his throat, «“It was just such a throw as my
Thomas would have made! My own lost Thomas !” The tears burst
into his eyes, and, without speaking, he turned back and hurried
towards the house to conceal his emotion.

Successively at every game the stranger had defeated all who ven-
tured to oppose him, when a messenger announced that dimmer wait-
ed their arrival. Some of the guests were already seated, others
entering ; and, as heretofore, pl beside Mrs. Elliott, was Elizabeth
Bell, still in the noontide of her beauty ; but sorrow had passed over
her features, like a veil before the countenance of an angel, and the
fair bud, which promised to burst forth as the pride of the rose in
the glory of a summer sun, had expanded like a lily in the wilder-
ness, that blossoms beneath the moon-beams by a lonely lake. John-
son, crest-fallen and out of humour at his defeat, seated himself by
her side. In early life, he had regarded Thomas Elliott as a rival for
her affections, and stimulated by the knowledge that Adam Bell
would be able to bestow several thousands upon his daughter for a
dowry, he yet prosecuted his attentions with unabated assiduity, in
despite of the Saughter’s aversion, and the coldness of her father.
Peter had taken his place at the table, and still by his side, unoccu-

ied and sacred, appeared the vacant chair !—the chair of his first-
rn, whereon none li?ad sat since his mysterious death or disappear-
mcen .
“Bairns !” said he, * did none o’ ye ask the sailor to come up, and
take a bit o’ denner wi’ us” '
“We were afraid it might lead to a quarrel with Mr. Johnson,”

w}nisﬁered one of the sons.
“ He is come without asking,” replied the:stranger entering, «and
the wind shall blow from a new point if I destroy the mirth or hap-
piness of the company.”

“Ye are a stranger, young man,” said Peter, “or ye would ken
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this is nae n‘ting o' mirth-makers. But I assure ye, ye ¢re wel-
come, heartily zelcome,- haste ye, lassies,” he added to the servants,
“ some of ye get a chair for the gentleman.”

“ Gentleman indeed !” muttered Johnson between his teeth.

“ Never mind about a chair, my bearties,” said the seaman, * this
will do;” and before Peter could speak to withhold”him, he had
thrown himself carelessly into the hallewed—the venerated—the
twelve years unoccupied! The spirit of saerilege uttering blasphe-
mies from a pulpit could not bave smitten a congregation of pious
worshippers with degper borror and copsternation, than did this fill-
ing of vacant chajr the inbabitants of Marchlaw.

“Excuse me, Sir! Excuse me, Sir,” said Peter, the words trem.
bling upon his tongue, “but ye cannot—ye caunot sit there !”

“O man! man!” cried Mrs. Elliott, “get out o’ that !—get out
o that! take my chair, or take ony chair in the house, but dinna,
dinga sit there.~It has never been sat in by mortal being since the
death o’ my dear bairn!—and to see it filled by another is 8 thing I
cannot endure.” ‘

“8ir! Sir!” continued the father, «ye have done it thm‘,‘fh ig-
norance, and we excuse ye—but that was my Thomas’s seat. Twelve
I-lm this very day—his hirth-day !—he perished, heaven kens how.

e went out our sight, like the cloud that passes owre the
hills, never, never to return; and oh! Sir, spare a faither’s feelings,
for to see that seat filled wrings the blood from my heart !”

“Give me yonr hand, my worthy soul,” exclaimed the seaman.
“I revere, nay, han% it, I would die for t{.our feelings—but Tom
Elliott was my friend, and I cast anchor in this chair by special com-
mission—I know that a sudden broadside of joy is a bad thing, but as
I'don’t know how to preach a sermon before telling you I have
to say is—that Tom an’t dead !

“ Not dead !” said Peter, grasping the haud of the stranger, and
lspuki with an rness that almost choked his utterance—« O

ir! Sir! tell me how?—how?—Did ye say living? Is my ain
Thomas living

“Not dead! do ye say!” cried Mrs. Elliott, burrying towards
him, and also grasping his hand— Not dead! and shall I see my
bairn again ! Oh! may the blessing o’ heaven, and the blessing o’ 3
broken-bearted mother, be upon the bearer o’ the gracious tidings.
But tell me—tell me how is it possible! As ye would expect happi-
ness here or hereafter, dinna, dinna deceive me !”

“Deceive you!” returned the stranger, grasping with impassioned
earnestness their bands in his; “ Never! never! and all I can say
i8, Tom Elliott is alive and hearty.”

“No! no!” said Elizabeth, rising from her seat, “ he does not
deceive us, there is that in his countenance which bespeaks a false-
hood impossible !I” and she also endeavoured to move towards him,
when Johnson threw his arm around her waist to withhold her.

“ Hands off, you land lubber |” exclaimed the seaman, springing to-
wards them; “ or shiver me I'll shew day-light throuf our tim-
bers in the turning of a bandspike|” and eclasping the lovely girl in
his armg—* Blow me, Betty, my love,” he cried, “ don’t you know
Your owp Tom? Father! Mother! don’t you know me? have you
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really forgot your own son? - If twelve years have wrought some
chinge upon his face, his heart is sound as ever.”

His father, his mother, and his brethren clung around him weep-
ing, smiling, and mingling a hundred questions together. He threw
his arms around the neck of each, and in answer to their enquiriea
replied, “Well, well, there is time enough to answer questions—but
not to-day—not to-day”—

« No, my bairn! my bairn,” said his mother, “ we'll ask you nae
questions, nobody shall ask ye ony. But how—how were ye torn
away from us, my love? and oh hinny, where, where have ye been ?”

It is a long story, mother,” said he, “and would take a week to
tell it, but howsoever to make a long story short, you remember when
the smugglers were pursued, and wished to conceal their brandy in
our house, my father prevented them—they left muttering revenge
—and they have been revenged. This day twelve years, I went
out with the intention of meeting Eliz and her father, when
I came upon a party of the gang concealed in the king’s cave. In
a moment, half a dozen pistols were held to my breast, and, tyi:s
my arms to my sides, they dragged me into the cavern. Here I'h
not been long their prisoner, when the snow, hurling down the moun-
tains, almost totally blocked up its mouth. On the second night,
they cut through the snow, and hurrying me along with them, I
was bound to a horse between two, and before day-light found my-
self stowed like a piece of old junk into the hold of a smuggling lug-
ger; within a weelf I was shipped on board a Dutch man-of-war—and

Or 8iX years was kept dogging about on different stations, till our
old yawing hulk received orders to join the fleet which fought against
the gallant Duncan at Camperdown. To think of fighting against
my own countrymen—my ewn flesh and blood, was worse than to be
cut to pieces by a cat o’ nine-tails. And under cover of the smoke
of the grst broadside, I sprang upon the gunwale, plunged into the
sea, and swam for the English fleet. Blow me, I never shall forget
the moment that my feet first trode upon the deck of a British Fri-
gate—my nerves felt as firm as ber oak, and my heart free as the
pennant that waved defiance from the mast head. I was as active as
any one during the battle, and when it was over, and I found myself
again amongst my own countrymen, and all speaking my own lan.
guage—I fancied—nay, hang it, I almost believed I should meet my
father, my mother, or my dear Bess, on board of the British Frigate.
I expected to see Kou all again in a few weeks at farthest, but instead
of returning to old England, before I was aware, I found it was helm
about with us. As to writing, I never had an opportunity but once.
We were anchored before a lgrench fort—a packet was lying along-
side ready to sail—I had balf a side written, and was scratching my
head to think how I should come over writing about you Bess, my
love, when, as bad luck would have it, our lieutenant comes to me,
and, says he, ¢« Elliott! I know you like a little smart service,
come, my lad, take the head oar, while we board some of those
French bumboats under the batteries”” I couldn’t say no—we pulled
ashore, made a bonfire of one of their craft, and was setting fire to a
second, when a deadly shower of small shot from the garrison skut-
tled our boat, killed our commanding officer, with half of the crew,
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and the few who were left of us were made prisoners. It is no use
bothering you by telling how we from prison—we did
emmmd Tom will once more fill his—vacant chair.”

Should any of our readers wish farther acquaintance with our
friends, all we can say is, the new year was still young when Adam
Bell bestowed his dauenter’s hand upon the heir of Marchlaw, and
Peter bebeld the once Vacant Chair again occupied, while a namesake
of the third generation prattled on his knee.

—————

LIFE LIKENESSES.
BY THE REV. W. M. HETHERINGTON, A. M.

AUTHOR OF * DRAMATIC SKETCHES, FOUNDED ON THE PASTORAL
PORTRY OF SOOTLAND.”

I s1oop and eyed a rushing stream
Speeding, like some uncertain dream
way, we know not where;

I mark’d gay foam-bells start in pride,

And glitteringly across it glide—
Light things of fleeting air—

A breath play’d on the s et’s face,

They perish’d in their whirling raee.

Deep in a shaded moesy dell
A fountain rose with gentle swell
And mirrored crystal sheen ;
Silent o'er its tnnquilm
I bent—a face smiled on me,
‘Where care had seldom been ;
Peace smooth’d its infant brow, its eye
Beamed meekly with untroubled joy:

I th t on my own days of th,

Whenmﬂine wex{a Innooeny:e and Truth,
And Hopes around me smiled ;—

I sighed—the fountain-mirror shook,

changed was that bright vision’s look,

Its features writhed and wild,—

By turns Grief, Misery, Despair,

Darkening like autumn-cloud were there.

I stood upon the ocean’s shore ;

Waveless it lay, hush’d was its roar,—
As some fair child may be

When the faint feelings of a dream

Spread o'er its cheek a smiling gleam—
8o slept that silent sea:

The storm-voice on its slumbers broke——

The wild, the terrible awoke.
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*T'was midnight ; en the deep blue aky
1 gaz’d,—no cloud.g met mine eye,
Veiling the feeblest star ;

Queen-like amid her radiant train

The bright Moon o'er her wide domain
Was journeying afar ;

But tempest-gloom came rolling forth

Black—bursting from the turbid North.

Even such is Life’s strange fitful dream,—
A foam-bell on a rushing stream ;

A fountain’s placid form ;
The calm smiles of the treacherous sea ;
The night-heaven’s still solemnity

re wakes the maddening storm ;

Hope's meteor lures, bursts, leaves our path
Beset with fears; and woes, and death.

e~

OBSERVATIONS ON GOVERNMENT.

“To make a Government,” says Burke, “requires no great pru-
dence. Settle the seat of power; teach obedience ; and the work is
done. To give freedom is still more easy. It ip not necessary to
guide ; it only requires tolet go the rein. But to form a free go-
vernment, that is, to temper together these opposite elements of
liberty and restraint in one consistent work, requires much thought,
deep reflection, a sagacious and combining mind,”—or in other words,
a free government is one founded by reason, and not by oppression.—
How, then, is it, we are asked, that there are so few l;:ap e ruled by
the former, and so many by the latter? We reply to this question by
referring to the :arts and sciences as bearing a strong am:llogy to go-
vernment :—the rise and progress to their present stage of perfection
has been slow, very slow, and all from a want of the knowl of the
primary principles upon which they are founded. In like manner
whole myriads of our fellow—creatures have lived in a state of de-
gradation and slavery, and this from ignorance of their own rights
and powers. Let us, then, before crossing the threshold of our subject,
enquire and ascertain what ¢ the rights of man” consist in. These
rights are divided into two kinds—natural and civil, .And- first, as
to the natural rights of mankind—From the various accounts of the
creation, whether we search the most fabulous, or that which posses-
ses the highest authority, the Bible; we may gather this important
fact, that the only distinction in our race, therein implied, is that of
sex :—and this is further corroborated, if corroboration it need, by
the circumstance that in all the religious creeds which have existed
since the beginning of time, the principle of the equality—or to

uote the words of J. J. Rousseau—¢ the unity of man” pervades them
This, therefore, being the case, all men originally must have had
an equal title to all the property, as it is now called, at that time in
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being. Hence the law of self-preservation and self:enjoyment, without
amy restraint imposed by a regard for the good of gry:‘:ighbours, is
the great law of nature. The natural rights appertaining to the per-

of man are the intellectual rights, or the r?gehts of the mind, and
right of acting as an individual for his own comforts and hap-

are the natural rights which a beneficent Creator gave
is crestures; he made all equally responsible to him, and each
to the other. In no country, however, has it ever happened that
mankind long exercised these rights ; they soon perceived that it would
conduce more to their comforts as a bo! , render them happier, and
enable them the more easily to provide for their immediate and press.
ing wants, if they threw, as it were, a portion of the rights inherent
in them into a common stock. The consequence of this deposit
was & division of the land and its products in such a way that each
depositor should have a portion for gis exclusive use and enjo
and a guarantee from the united power of the whole, that he should
be protected in the enjoyment of his share. This we conceive to have
been the origin of society, and of the civil rights of man. Civil rights
are thus the offspring of natural rights, and every civil right must
have its existence from some pre-existing matural right. For in.
stance, the civil rights—security and protection—arise from the natural
law of self-preservation, which each individual was not capable of having
the full enjoyment of in a state of nature, and therefore deposited it in
the common fund of society, which in return gave him security to
his rty, and Krotectian to his person :—Society therefore gives
ing to mankind. “ Every man”—says a writer on this subject—
“is a proprietor in society, and draws on the capital as a matter
of course.” From civil rights, or society, arose property; one man,
in consequence of his greater industry, superior ability and stricter
frugality than that of his neighbour, came into possession of more
of the good things of this world; and thus labour of one sort and
another was the basis of property.

Having taken this short sketch of civil rights, let us endeavour to
apply them and their principles to government. The great sources
of all governments are rstition, military power, and reason.
The early governments of Greece and Rome were of the first class,
Designing men nded to hold intercourse with the Deity. Ora-
cles were consulted, and whatever they were made to say, at first
through the influence of fear, afterwards of belief, became law, and was
obeyed as such. How many a country, as well as private individual,
has been ruled by the goddess of the ‘Ephesia.ns, and truly might the
inhabitants of Ephesus exclaim— Great is Diana!” From an atten-
tive perusal of various and authentic accounts of travels among and
descri})tions of savage countries, we learn, that even now supergtition,
and of a far more gross and debasing character than that above re.
ferred to, is the great and prevailing agent therein, through
which subordination and obedience is maintained to the despotic rulers
of barbarous kingdoms. But governments of this description will,
let us hope, soon disappear from among ¢the nations’ bi the ex-
termination of ignorance, which is the chief spring from which thése
rivers of barbarism flow.

¥E
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Military power, as was alveady stated, was amother, and by-far a
more extensive source of authority—indeed, after a moment’s re.
flection, we cannot help coming to the conclusion that, since the
downfal of the Roman Empire, it has been, in Europe, almost the
only original source of government. And without travelling fromx
home let us consider it as it relates to our own country. Passing over
the Saxon and Danish usurpations, which are now only subjects of
antiquarian research, we arrive at the uest of, and consequently
the government founded in, England bmlli:m Duke of Normandy,
which was one of power, when might prevailed against right, and the
sword assumed the eceptre. Although Ha had no bereditary
title to the throne, and it has been questioned by some historians
whether the crown was hereditary at that peried, he had a far more
stable one—the choice and affections of his people.—The fictitious and
insolent claim of the cruel and haughty William of & testamentary
disposition of the Crown in his favour by Edward the Confeseor was,
in all probability, a base fabrication, intended as a cloak to hide
the enormity of his attempt, and well worth[v: of the infamous source
from which it arose. But even admitting the fact, that Edward had
devised the Crown to William, the aggression was equally shameful,
as Edward had not power so to do, and must have acted through
compulsion, while residing at the Aospitable court of William in Nor.
mandy, and the people confirmed the choice of the Nobles assembled
in the Witten’agenot, or council of wise men, by obeying Harold.
The subjection :?;Jngland by the Conqueror was only excelled, in the
baseness of the principles which originated it, by the horrid cruelties
which he committed in making his seat on the throne secure. The
country was, delivered up to be pillaged and destroyed by the
rapacious soldiery who assisted in the conquest—and worthy was
such a general of his men—neither age nor sex were re —civil
and religious institutions and pro alike suffered under the grasp
of these blood-hounds; the ancient nobility, who came not in and did
homage to this new order of things, were exterminated, and their
¢ broad lande’ given to the favourites* of the day. “From York to
Durham,” says William of Malmesbury, a writer whe lived only 60
years after these events took place, “not an imhabited village re-
mained. Fire, slaughter, and desolation made it a vast wilderness,
which it remains to this day.” The feudal laws, which were intro-
duced by William into this country, are inconsistent with any state
but that of complete vassalage on the part of the majority of the
mle of any country in which they exist. But governments esta

lished by power seldom last for any length of time without the aid
of some powerful agent ; in our case this important aid was fraud, and
an idol called Divine Right was eet up for the le of England,
who were, in the opinion of Henry the VIIL ¢for the most part
brutes and inexpert folk,” to worship. From the time of William
-the Conqueror to the accession of the Tudor family to the throne, the
history of England presents but few features of rativnal liberty to
the philosophical er. In such a state of ignorance were our an-

® Among these were the family of De Vesey, the predeceasors of the Perrys, to’
whom immense estates in Northumberland were granted.
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eestors of this period, that all for the better, in the
freedom of the subject, were received as boons ted by a benefieant
monarch to his abject slaves—The Magna %lh‘:rh forced by the
Barons from the tyrant John, and the confirmation and enlargement
thereof by Henry, are no doubt exceptions from this, but yet both
are in the form of grants, and seem to proceed upon the false assump-
tion, that the party ting had the power to refuse. The M
Charta, to which we ishmen are so fond of referring, in ragnt;
improved the condition of the bulk of the people but little, and added less
to the practical liberty enjo?ed by them ; and one decidedly evil effect
it had—was, that, instead hrea.king down, it in some degree confirmed
the feudal system—Parliament, which scarcely had its existence then,
was for long a vox et preterea nikil—a mere office for registering the
edicts of the King. Undoubtedly the wars between the houses of York
and Lancaster did much to increase its power, and to bring the feu-
dal system into repute, but even in the reigns of Henry the VIIL and
Elizabeth, we have many glaring instances of the servility and com-
placency of the British Parliament to the powers that were.
C.
Alnwick, 25th Nov. 1831.

i

STANZAS.

BY MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS,
ON THE DEATH OF HER HUSBAND FRANCIS IL. OF FRANCE.
(Translated from the French*.)

‘Waar late was cheering to my longing sight,

And pleasure gave, and oft extreme delight,

Hath now a pain and bitterness become,—
Andthebrigrzndayun' t’s impervious gloom ;—
No craving wish, or relish more have I,

For aught that erst could yield my spirit joy.

If for a solace to my anguish sore,

Each acene of former bliss I wander o’er ;

Th’ attempt illusive p;oves,—-no chaﬂqge of place ,
My poignant grief and mis'ry can efface ;~—

Al!ke to me are now the desert’s wild, "

And flow'ry fields where nature sweetest smil'd !

If to some lonely haunt I chance to stray,
Amidst the woods, or in the meadows gay,
‘Whether when morn unfolds the cheering dawn,
Or when the curtain of the gloamin’s drawn,~—

® In a Life of Mary, pablished a few years ago, by Mr. Tytler, this SoNwer
Is introduced as recorded by Brantome. No English version baving appeared,
the trandator has theught it as well worthy of a native dress as ether productions of
that unfortunate Queen.

YOL. I. I

-
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8till feels my heart the ever baleful cross,
And turns to mourn its deep and withering loss.

If to the heavens my weeping eyes I raise,
Some cloud to6 me his graceful f?;rm displays,—
So flatt’ring fancy paints, the while I trace
The long-lost smile, and features of his face ;
And when mine eyes survey the wat’ry scene,
He there as in his tomb to me is seen®.

When on my couch I lay me down to sleep,

Still o’er my bed his soul doth vigil keep,

His voice mine ears with gentlest words doth greet
As erst, methinks, with me in converse sweet,—
And aye through midnight’s hush my Francis seems
To murmur blessings in his Mary’s dreams !

To end, then, here my sad complaining song,
Of which the theme be, tho’ briefly sung,
Affection ever true, and love unfeign'd,
Which in mdz-rbreaat have long supremely reign’d—
By death’s dark mful separation, ne’er
Shall diminution know tlirough life’s career.
J.T.

SPECIMENS OF THE GERMAN NOVELISTS.
No. L-THE SANDMAN.
( From the German of E. T. A. Hoffmax.)

BY N. D. STENHOUSE, A. M.

——

NATHANIEL TO LOTHAR.

Excepr at dinner, I and the rest of the children saw little of
our father during the day. He was probably much engaged with
his Professional duties. After supper, which, according to the old
fashion, was served up about seven o’clock, we all went along with our
mother to his room, and seated ourselves at a round table; and he
used to smoke a pipe, and drink a large glass of beer. Many a re-
markable story he told us; and on these occasions he became so
enthusiastic, that he always allowed his pipe to go out, and, what I
considered at that time a great privilege, I was allowed to light it
again with a piece of paper. But he would after give us picture-books

® Clearly to understand this last couplet, it must be recollected, that, at this
period of time eanals, or sheets of water, were common in the pleasure grounds and
gardens of France, and that we may suppose Mary to be scated oa the margin of
one of them when she composed the STANZAS. )
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to Jook at, and sit in his arm-chair, without epeaking or moving, but
whiffing out such clouds of smoke, that the whole room seemed to
eddy. When he was in this mood, my mother's spirits appeared to
fall, and no sooner had the clock struck nine, than she would say
—* Now children—to bed—to bed ! I see pla.mlx that the Sandman
is coming ;” and then I actually heard the sound of slow and heavy
footsteps on the stairs. This I thought must be the Sandmas.

One night the noise terrified me so much, that I eaid to my
mother when she was taking us out of the room—¢ Mamma, who is
the bad Sandman that always drives us away from Papa? What is he
like ?” “ There is no Sandman, my dear boy,” replied my mother.
“ When I say the Sandman is coming, I mean nothing more than.
that you are sleepy, and cannot keep your aeﬁyes ogen, just as if you
bad got sand in them.” I was not satisfied, however, with my
mother’s answer ; nay, I could not check a icion, that she was
only dissembling, in order that we might not be frightened, for I still
heard the unknown visitor coming up.

Full of curiosity to learn some more particulars about him, and
what he had to do with children like us, I at last ventured to ask
the old woman, who took care of my youngest sister, what the Sand-
man was. “Oh Natty,” said she, “ do you not know that yet? He
is & bad man who comes to little boys and girls when they will not go
to bed, and throws a handful of sand into their eyes. This makes
them start out of the head, and then he puts them into a bag, and
takes them to the half moon to feed his young ones that sit there in
a nest, and have crooked beaks like owls to pick the eyes of such
naughty children.” You may easily believe that I now shook with

horror, whenever I heard the shuffling on the staircase. I
used to burst into tears and stutter out,  the Sandman! the Sand-
man !"—my mother could get nothing more out of me—and run to
the bed-room and torment myself all night with thinking of that foul

Eveny when I was old enough to see, that what the nurse had told
me could not be altogether true, I still regarded the Sandman as a
terrible spectre. Conceive how I shuddered, when I heard him not
only coming up stairs, but tearing open my father’s door, and enter-
ing the room ! .

e was often absent for a long time, and then his visits were more
frequent. Years ran on in this way, and in my mind that ghastly
image was as vivid asever. But I could not summon courage to ask my
father any questions, though his inte;course m;;.h the Sa.ndm:ln be-

to my imagination more and more, and my curiosi ways
8mlm:rused.0w“P"Ileyc?mgll'cumstnnce had given me such aytaste fox":y the ptz.
ternaturul as children may acquire easily enough: I liked nothing
better than to hear or read frightful stories of goblins, witches, &c.
but the most comspicuous character, in my demonology, was the
Sandman, whom I used to draw in the most grotesque forms with
coal or chalk on the tables, cupboard and walls.

When I was ten years old, ml mother promoted me from the nur-
sery to a little bed-chamber, which lay on the corridor, not far from
my father’s room ; but all of us had still to withdraw exactly at nine
o'clock, whenever the unknown approached. Soon after he entered,
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I used to think that a strange odoriferous va wez spresding

h the house, and my eourage was stim by the strong
desire that I felt to form an acquaintanee with him, in some way or
other. Often did I slip out to the corridor after my mother had re-
tired, but I got nothing for all my watching, as he was always it the
room before I could reach the spot where I might have seen him.
Yielding, at last, to an' irresistible impulse, I determined to conceal
myself in my father’s room and wait for the Sandman.

One evening I saw from my father’s silence and my mother’s dejec-
tion, that the Sandman was expected. Pretending, therefore, to ba
very fatigued, I left the room before nine o'clock, and hid myself in
a corner close beside the door. .

The outer door creaked, and.I heard the sound of slow, heavy foot-
a'm&s advancing towards the stair-case. My mother hurri
with the other children, and softly I opened the door of my father's-
room. He was sitting silent and motionless as usual, and with his
back towards the door, so he did not obeerve me, and in a moment I got
behind the curtain of an open press, in which his clothes hung. Nearer
and nearer came the footsteps—then there was a singular coughing and
scraping and growling on the outside. Bg heart quaked with fear
and suspense. Close before the dolt:r a quick step—it springs rattling

n. Collecting my courage with a t effort, I cautiou
ﬁ of m retrea%. e Sandman is smng before mpoegﬁm- in g
middle of the room, and the light is streaming full on {is face. The
Sandman, the dreadful Sandman is the old advocste Coppelius who
frequently dines with us.

ut no monster could have inspired me with greater horror than

" this Coppelius. Picture to yourself a gigantic, broad-shouldered

man—with a thick, shapeless head-—a skin like ochre—grey, bushy eye-

brows—green, prominent, glittering |'tzes—--a. layge nose drawn far over

his upper lip ;—his mouth was naturally and often worked into 2

malicious grin, and, on these occasions, a dark red spot rose on each
cheek, and a strange hissing sound came through his clenched teeth.

He always appeared in an old fashioned ash-grey coat, a vest and
small clothes of the same colour, black stockings, and shoes with lit-
tle stone buckles. His wig scarcely covered his crown; the pasted
curls bristled high above his huge, red ears; and a broad, clese hair-
bag shot out from his neck, disclosing the silver-buckles that fastened
his cravat. In short, his figure in general was uncouth gnd repul.
sive; but I, as well as the other children, felt particular aversion for
his great, hairy, knotty fists~——so much indeed that we could not en-
dure any thing they had touched. He had noticed this, and when
our worthy mother had secretly deposited a choice piece of cake or
fruit on our A)laus, he would delight to touch it, under some pretext
or other, and then we ceuld mnot taste it; and our eyes would fill
with tears. He used to do the same thing on a holiday, when our father
had treated us with a little glass of sweet wine. In & moment he
would clap his hand upon it, or even lift it to his blue lips, and huﬁh
most diabolically, as we durst only vent our chagrin in low sobs. He
used to honour us with no other name than ¢ the little beasts,” and
every kind of noise was forbidden in his presence; so it may be sup-
posed, that we often execrated the “ rough ill-favoured thing” that
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could eo deliberately mar our simple pleasures. My mother seemed
to hate him no less, for, unprejudiced and ‘cheerful as her nature wes,
be had no sooner entered onse, than she became sullen and me-
lanchely. My father treated him like a superior being, whose disa-

: ities t to be borne with, and who ought by every

Now, when 1 sav this Goppelius, 1 1 ppalli h

ow, W saw this ius, t an a ing conviction that
no, one but bimeelf eoul?iogepeltﬁe Sandman. To n?e, however, the
Sandman. was no longer that nursery bug-bear with his owls’ nest.
Nol—a hideous demon with grief, suffering,—temporal and eternal
destruction in his train. '

I was spell-bound at the risk of being discovered, and, as I had no
doubt of also being severely: punished, I remained standing, and
peering out from the curtain. My father received Coppelius with
solemnity. “ Up! to work{” exclaimed the latter in a hoarse, grat-
ing tone, and threw off his coat: My father gravely and silently took
off his might gown, and both put on long black frocks. I neticed
wohere they got thess. My father opened the leaves of what I had
supposed to be & cu , but I now saw that it was a dark recess
containing a little fire-place. Coppelius went up to it, and a blue
flame began to crackle on the hearth. A variety of singular imple-
ments were scattered around.

When my father was bending over the fire, I almost doubted his
identity. His mild, open countenance seemed to have been distorted -
by some connﬂsivleedpun into the most fierce- and demoniacal e:fpreq-
sion. He resembled Coppelius. The latter brandished a pair of red-
hot tongs, and brought out, from the thick smeke, glittering masses,
which he hammered with great assiduity. [ felt as if I were sur.’
rounded by a chaes of human faces without eyes—deep, unsightl
black holes instead of them. ¢ Eyes here! Eyes here!” ex
Coppelius in a hollow, menacing tone—I shrieked out under a wild
impulee which I could not resist, and rushed out of my hiding-place.

ius seived me. ¢ Little beast! Little beast!” he muttered
with a grin, and lifting me up, he threw me on the hearth, and the
to singe my hair,—* now we have eyes—eyes—a fine
pair of children’s eyes.” ile then took some ot particles from
the fire, intending apparently to put them into my eyes. But m
father lifted up his hands with an imploring look, and exclaimed,
“ Master! Master! Forbear! Oh, forbear!” ¢« Well then!" said
CopE:im with a shrill laugh,  the lad may keep hie eyes and weep
out his quantum in the world; but we must at all events examine
the mechanism of his hands and feet.” With this he me 80
firmly that all my joints cracked, and screwed my hands and feet in
every direction. “ Every thing is right after all! Isit not?” All
about me grew dark and darker ; a sudden cramp shot through my
whole body.—I felt no more—A soft warm breath glided over m
face, and I awoke, as it were from a state of total insensibility, an
aw my mother hanging over me. * Is the Sandman still there?”
stammered I. “No, my dear child, he has been long, long away;
he will do you no harm.” 8o said my mother, and kissed and em-
braced her restored darling.
Why should I weary you, my dear Lothar—why should I dwell so
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long on a-single incident when so much yet remains to be said ! "It
is enough for you to know, that I was detected and roughly handled
by Coppelius, and that my panic had thrown me into a fever, which
lasted for several weeks. “Is the Sandman still there?” were the
first rational words I uttered, and the symptom of returning health.

I must now come to the most fearful epoch in the history of my youth.

« « « « It was said that Coppelius had left the town.

One evening, about a year after this, all of us were sitting, as
usual, at the round table. My father had been very cheerful, and
when be was amusing us with an account of his travels in his youth,
the clock struck nine, and we heard the street-door grate on its
hinges, and the sound of slow and heavysteps on the , and then
on the stair.case. “That is Coppelius,” said my mother turning

e. “Yes! It is Coppelius,” repeated my father with a feeble,

roken voice. Tears from my mother’s ‘eyes. “But my
dear! my dear!” exclaimed she, “must it then be po?” “ For the
last time”—he replied ; « Coppelius shall come no more. Go, go,
with the children. Go—go to Good night !

I felt as if I were squeezed under a cold, heavy stome. My breath
stop and I could not stir. “Come, Nathaniel, come,” said my
mother, taking hold of my arm, and I allowed myself to be led away
and went into my room. “ Be composed—be composed, lie down in
your bed! Sleep, sle;i"—cried my mother after me; but I could
not shut an eyelid. e loathsome Coppelius with his glittering eyes
and his malicious laugh was constantly before my imsgination in spite
of all my efforts.

It might be about midnight when I heard a dreadful sound—like
the report of a cannon. The whole house shook-—something rushed
pest my door—and the house-door was slammed violently. ¢ That
18 Coppelius !’ I exclaimed with horror, and sprang from my bed. A
shriek of the wildest agony succeeded, and I hastened to my father's
room. The door was open, and a suffocating vapour issuing from it,
and the servant-maid was screaming—‘Ah, my master ! my mas-
ter!” Before the smoking hearth lay my father dead—his face
burned black, and horribly distorted. My sisters were shrieking and
moaning around him, and my mother had fallen into a swoon.
“ Coppelius—Satan ! Thou hast murdered my father!” I exclaimed,
and my senses deserted me. Two days after, when my father was
laid in his coffin, his features had regained their native softness and
benignity : and I consoled myself with the thought that his inter-
cvurse with Coppelius could not have subjected him to ever-
lasting wrath.

The explosion had awakened the neighbours, and the circumstance
was 80 much talked of that it reached the ears of the magistrate, and
he wished to call Coppelius to account.
be(i'oppiius, however, had disappeared, and was no where to

foun

CLARA TO NATHANIEL.

« « « « I will now frankly confess to you that, in my opinion,
all the horrors, of which you speak, were principally the effect of
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own imagination. Coppelius may have been disagreeable enough
z(:t“his di-lil:f'tochildren created ru{urrorin you.. g
The Sandman of the nursery was naturally connected in your
mind with the ol:eﬁenﬂem, and, even when you disbelieved
the legend, you continued to regard him as a sort of monster parti-
cularly dangerous to children. He visited your father at night
simply for this reason, that both were alchemists, and wished to per-
form their experiments in secret. Your mother must not have gn
satisfied with this; for much money was, doubtless, unprofitably spent,
and {our father’s mind would be estranged from his family, (as it uni-
formly happens under such circumstances,) by his unfortunate pas-
sion for the occult sciences. Your father's death was certainly occa-
zi,on?d‘by his own imprudence, and Coppelius is not to be Zlamed
r it

———
LONGINGS OF A YOUNG ENTHUSIAST.

BY DELLA CRUSCA.

L

O ror the wing of the wandering bird,

That comes when the voice of Spring is heard
From the isles across the sea, in chase -

Of the flowery Summer’s sunny face !

The blue ether then would become my home,
When I took my flight over ocean’s foam,
And the bow of God in the clouds would be
Like the glorious portal of bliss to me!

O to sport ’neath its arch when it gleams
O’er the emerald sea with its purple beams,—
And to,vail ‘mid the radiance g)right and fair,
Till it melt away in the hueless air!

IL

O for the wing of the wild curlew,

That journeys the waste of old ocean through ;
And explores with her eye of bright disdain
The sounding caves of the haughty main !

When the tempest shouts—and the waters dark

Throw their foam-wreath’d curls o’er the found'ring bark,
She plumes on the billows’ crest her form,—

And careers on the outskirts of the storm }

® The Translator regrets, that his extract begins and terminates so abruptly.
Bat the rest of the tale merely exhibits Nathaniel under a species of the most
jocenceivable hallucination, and in & series of circumstances which throw no

farther light on the character of the Sandman.
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O for a path where ber pinions, berne

On the rushing wind, meet the seas in their scorn,
For the voice of awe and of pow’r can ne‘er

In the dauntless bird wake a throb of fear.

IIL .

O for the wing of the regal bird,

‘Whose cry in the glen is heard,
‘When he cleaves the heav’ns, with his rush of wings—
Scorning the earth and its meaner things !

Above the region of clouds I'd rise,
And shoot away through the boundless skies,
Till the fount of light and its splendours roll'd
Like a lambent stream from a sea of gold !
Then poised in empyreal air I'd raise
%{npv?uh'dhurtmaby-nofprdae,

ile in my cerulean temple none
Should see or hear but the HoLy ONx.

——

-

CONFESSION OF AN INCONSTANT.

1 sPEAK not at present of grey hairs,—let those who are far—far
my juniors, shelter themselves under the privileges of that veserable
emblazonry ; but let eighty years and upwards plead my excuse for
introducing my garrulity upon public notice. More especially do I
claim attention on account of the disinterestedness of my motive ;—
which is, that before I leave the face of this busy thoughtful
world, I may furnish some hints which may poesibly be useful to its
inhabitants—particularly to that tender sex to which I owe so much.
Yes! to my shame be it declared! not one fraction of the deep
debt -I owe to woman has, during the lapse of a period of fourscore
‘years, been even begun to be discharged! But let me to my Con-

ion.
Are all men’s minds constituted alike? To me it seems, that every
man has in him some of what every other man ; and that it

is merely the difference of proportions which constitutes all the
countless varieties of human character. If this be so, then every one,
as he peruses the following Confession, may derive instruction of no
slight value, from witnessing the growtah sf one, a;&rs&:pp;:leng{
trifling, D8ity—] in rapid degrees, ti whole

culties mngtzbs:rbed andgalbt‘yerer in their nature, the mind as-
sumed the singular appearance of one unreasoning and despotic

on.

lmsl:‘lven in my infant days I was distinguished by a restless vivacity,
which hurrieX me from place to place, and from toy to toy with in-
cessant alternation. At school the same tendency manifested itself in
a somewhat different manner. If a new method of play was to be in-
troduced, I undertook to manage its arrangement. If a deed of
daring or folly were thought of, which had never been accemplished,
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or been attended with some disastrous accident, that I instantly at-
tempted, and rarely without complete success. When a new boek
‘was given us, my task was studied with enthusiastic roess, which
speedily subsided into my usual inattention. Every thing, in short,
which possessed the charm of novelty, readily won my admiration,
was vigorously attempted, almost always accomplished, and imme-
diately slighted. and abandoned. ‘Others have frequently owned that
the plyeasure of pursuit is greater than that of enjoyment; with me
the pleasure terminated with the pursuit,—J never could give my-
self the leisure to enjoy. My friends unfortunately rega.x-degl this as
merely the pardonable failing of an ardent temperament, and likely to
disappear as life should advance, and reason assume the reins now
flung loose on the neck of fiery unbitted passion. Would that they
bad been better ekilled in reading ultimate results from early tenden-
cies! But to proceed. '

I had just completed my seventeenth year; and though wild and
impetuous as ever, had begun to regard myself as more of man than

, when, as my destiny willed, I became acquainted with a young
lady, whose influence speedily gave a new bias to mg mind. She was
Jjust a few months younger than myself. Ladies of the present day !
forgive me, should I appear to you unjust in my opinions! An old
man’s eyes may lack the power of true discrimination, dimmed =ay
their vision now is by the mists of age. She of whom I write was
coeval with your grandmothers;—but never have I seen a face so
perfectly enchanting. It was not pale; it was not rosy; but its hue
was of that soft and delicately-blended tinge, which deepens or de-
cays, blooms warm or fades away, with the rise or the subsiding of
every ing emotion, till the eloquent countenance aj)pears working
with thought and coloured from the heart. But why describe charms
which have long since mouldered into dust? Suffice it to say, that
she was to my eyes, heart, soul, most beautiful '—that I felt for her
what man can never feel twice, the new and delightful hopes, fears,
wishes and tremblings of pure Firsr Love! But never had I ven-
tured to s to woman, except as brother to sister, or son to mo-
ther. Indeed it was not till after a considerable time that I discover-
ed the true hame and nature of my new sensations. The heart, how-
ever, has an untaught, an unteachable wisdom of its own. Following
its impulses I strove to render to my lovely Marianne all those sweet
though trifling attentions, which constitute the unspoken languaﬁe
of young and fervent love. I soon'learned what were her chief lik-
ings and antipathies, framing the while, not merely the external ma-
ni ion of my.sentiments into a congeniality with hers, but even
plucking up from my heart all growths of every nature, except such
as she might approve. With an almost intuitive quickness of per-
ception I soon learnt all her hours of walking, so that I seldom failed
to meet her in some unseen and remote of her excursion. True,
I pever spoke of love—I dared not. But as nothing is more ludi-
crously remarkable in the whole phenomena of love, than the lover’s
fancied concealment of what is obvious to all the world,—my passion
was no doubt easily seen. Her parents, however, never checked
my attentions; and for herself, she gave me no means of knowing
what were her feelings. ' When we met, she never expressed-surprise ;

YOL. L K
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and when our interviews chanced to be farther than usual apart, that
circumstance was allowed to pass equally without comment.

In this manner several months stole unheeded over us, with ne
very perceptible alteration in the conduct of either ; except that I
began to flatter myself into the dear belief, that I could perceive om
her expressive cheek, and in her thoughtful eye a represesed yet still
visible brightening of pleasure when we met. At such times m
heart danced, myinin veeled, and my whale being felt intonm"
with delight; yet in her absence I never ven to give fall cre-
dence to the dear surmise. I would have given the world to have
known the true state of her heart. This uncertainty kept me oom-
stant in my passion; for the effort was still uncompleted, and the
suspense still at the height. Once indeed I committed my sentiments
to a Jetter ; but after carrying it & menth in my pocket, without hav.
ing the courage to give or send it, in a fit of despondency I committed
it to the flames. At length an incident occurred, which terminated
my suspense by hastening a crisis.

My fate, which like myself was ever subject to sudden and fitful
exertions, called me away to a distant part of the country, whence an
early return could by no means be anticipated, This was terrible !
To léave my beloved Marianne, without knowing whether I
any share of her affection! I could not endure the thought, that in
my absence some bolder lover might sue and obtain what I myself
might have enjoyed, had I but wooed in time. The very evening

re my departure I sought a private interview. It was not de-
nied. We met in privacy; and for some minutes great was the em-
barrassment on both sides. Very shame at last drove me to the ut-
terance of my feelings. Once begun, the high and up-pent tide of
passion rushed onwards like a torvent:—words of burning fervour
came unsought to my tongue in most impassioned eloquence, while
every word and every thought wae pure as the unsunned enow. She
trembled, but scarcely spoke. 8till I u my snit, and still her re-
lies were broken mz indefinite. But time would not delay; and I
elt myself reluctantly compelled to take my leave. I sighed a meost
sorrowful favewell -——I raised her fair hand and pressed it fervently
to my lips !—8he could resist no longer. She sank weeping on my
arm,—and with the hand which I not yet uitted, raising mine
to her lips, she touched it with a gentle kiss. Instantly I felt as if
the whole current of my blood and thought was ch I started—
shook—muttered another farewell—and rushed gi di'l{ and stagger-
ing away. No sooner had I gained the open air, and got fairly out
of sight and hearing, then I stopped, ed back, drew a long and
most composed breathing, and d scarcely refrain from bursting
into a fit of loud laughter. I now felt assured that I had gained com-
Plete possession of Marianne’s heart. The battle had been fought,
the victon? had been gained; I rejoiced in the triumph, but now
that I bad no cause for exertion, I disregarded the prize.

Next day I departed in perfect tranquillity. I remained absent as
long as possible ; and neither during my abeence nor after my return,
did I in any manner hold communication with her who had so lately
been the sole object of my soul's affection. Shocked at my imcon-
stancy she seemed for a time to be sinking into ill-beaith; but her
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having taken her to a different part of the ceuntry, for change
air and scene, she became acquainted with a man in every t
worthy of her, to whom she was in due time united,andwithm

joyed many years of calm and true felicity. Whilst I—but
in of indulging in reflections, let me proceex with my Confes.

years followed, during which my mind was too busily en-
g3ged to have leisure for love: but a period of relaxation following,
my restless heart wag soon engaged in a fresh pursuit. There was in
the vicinitynyw.nswl:dy of seme famiily.;retenaions, and unrivalled
in the stately splendour of her person, the brilliancy of her man
x and aoeonp‘fshments. 12:; nmneaf d::l dftn Mand she had been
some e reigning ty istrict ; er reign was
e FEL o e
ts, an temper, e
received as merely ber gie tribuﬁl:and treated her numerous admirers
with ungenerous ul:ﬁ-nee. It never entered her mind that a man pays
greatest possible compliment to a woman making her the
ﬁdﬁsmﬂ;ﬂwmmméb&m' it sh dll)ned?!m
great gentleness an icacy. On the contrary, it was her de.
light to play with the affection of hermoctdevotadlzvers, 80 long as
contribute to her amusement; them abruptly rejecting
their suit, make their grief the object of herhoutinganXherseom
Among her lovers was ome young gentleman, George Lennox, of
elegant person and attainments, with a mind of ireat delicacy and refine-
able, property.  Fhen pride. was fiatisred by his homege, and hev
. Her pride was flatte is homage, er
ndislmeupwould not allowpl?er to nﬁn?iah ooy;’air a pro:lg)eect as that
sharing his fortumes; yet true to her coquettish disposition she
Merasiely finging of and romlng, roplling esd sncoursging whil
an s enco , whi
she concerved d him securely in the leash. Such wes Eliza-
beth’s character and circumstances, when leisure allowed and inchi.
nation induced me to form an intimacy with her ; and I at onee re-
solved to avenge the quarrel of my sex, by encountering this proud
besuty in her own mode of warfare, sensible that she had been too
long used to the language of adulation, for it to make any impression
upon ber self-complacent heart. It should be premised that my pro-
mﬁsmmcbunnderedmeatlmthercqud;itmybe owed
my restless disposition had made me man of the world enough
act with coolmess and self-poseession and epirit; and it might
my personal appearance was as might be deemed
unattractive to a lady’s eye—Nay, smile not! I was not always
thus bent and withered. Well, we met ; uently met; and our
EW from public gallantry into the more familiar terms
of cowrtship. I grant the term partakes of the antique,—
but it suits me and my times—She now began to treat me as she
was wont t0 do her lovers; but when she grew cold, I grew colder.
I met her at balls or public parties, and bowed with stiff formality,
then paid warm attentions to some mone{'uvenilebemty. I saw her
pique, and knew my advantage. Apmain I sought her favour ;—a re,
owmcilistion ensued, and our intimécy grew r and more kindly
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than before. Supposing that she had now obtained a sure hold of me,
she again attempted to flirt and domineer; but again I returned
scorn for scorn. During these manceuverings she repeatedly shewed
great kindness to George Lennox, reviving his affections, partly in
order to pain me, partly because she still considered him too good a
match to be at once cast off. -
Nearly two years had elapsed since I commenced this arduous cen-
test ; and though I now began to entertain strong hopes of ultimate
success, yet these hopes were still too distant and indefinite to per-
mit any relaxation of my efforts ; on the contrary they served but to
stimulate me, and to awaken all my art to render them secure. Nor
was Elizabeth less bent on gaining my heart. She had now for the
first time found herself baffled, and all the pride of a woman’s heart
was aroused to make me wear her fetters and own her sovereign
power. Alas! she little knew the secret depths of either my nature
or her own! The more visible that her efforts became to my vigilant
observation, the farther was she from her object: and by a fatality,
to which the female heart is especially liable, the very intensity and
rseverance of her efforts to enslave me, rendered herself my slave.
er continual schemings to ensnare my affections kept my image for
ever in her heart, till ere she was aware, it became impossible for her
to erase its deep impression. Caught in her ewn toils she now began
to struggle, imanifested uneasiness in my presence, lost her gaiety, .
and became fretful and peevish in her carriage to those -who had been
objects of my attention. I saw that the victory was nearly gained ;
and, to render it certain, redoubled my attentions to her, with more
of tenderness than I had ever before assumed. Her pride:had rre.
viously begun to give way ; now all its remaining burwarh yielded
when assailed by the bland assiduities of gentleness, and she could
not refrain frum shewing very evident tokens of the deep satisfaction
with which she listened to my addresses.—Let me hasten to close the
narrative—it is too painful to be dwelt upon. I had accomplished my
object in subduing this haughty beauty; and that without having
committed myself by a single word which could fairly be called a
pledge of marriage. I now became more remiss in my attentions and
visits, and still retained the same ease and gallantry of demeanour
when I did pay them. Her spirit was completely subdued, and she
neither could nor dared resort to her former coquettish mode,—she
dared not risk a quarrel. Tortured in her turn, as she had tortured
others, she began to sink under her anxiety ; and finding that neither
_coldness nor blandishments could draw from me an explicit declaration,
she at length employed her confidante to bring the matter to a con-
clusion. I know not yet how I could be so fiendish. My reply was
cold and almost insulting. I disavowed having ever entertained any
sentiments beyond those of mere gallantry, expressed surprise that
they could ever have been taken seriously by a lady of such a gay and
flirting disposition, and said that I should be very happy to be at her
wedding, though I could not do myself the meme to figure as
Bridegroom. This was more than lvner still proud spirit could en-
dure.  An understanding was speedily effected with George Lennox ;
and in a few weeks I received an invitation to her marriage with him.
I attended the ceremony with perfect composure. She appeared, but
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most unlike a Bride. Pale and emaciated, she no longer displayed
that queen-like dignity by which she had formerl{ been so much dis-
ti Yet the remains of her pride ensbled her to make one
last effort ; and she went through the ceremony with propriety and
apparent composure. Then at its conclusion, when leaning on the
arm of the Bridesman she turned to move away, her eye fell on me
—the hectic flush forsook her countenance, her whole frame shook
with convulsive emotion, her chest heaved with a terrible spasm even
till the lacings of her dress burst, and uttering one wild scream, she
fell into the Bridegroom’s arms, 2 heart-broken—lifeless corpse! I
was horror-struck with the catastrophe. My conscience told me that
I was her murderer. I forsook the country, and wandered for years
on the continent, a prey to remorse.

Strange as it may appear, even that could not change my incon-
stancy and ficklemess of digposition. Wherever I wandered, and
whatever I saw, the same restlessness Eossessed me, and hurried me
from change to change, unsatisfied with the present, in search of no-
velty, desirous of what I had not, and disgusted with what I had.
Friendships I dared not form,—I should say I comld not; for when-
ever I felt inclined to seek the friendship of any man, I either dared
not trust my own fickleness, or if I did, no sooner had I obtained his
intimacy than I ceased to value it. But the very acme of my mise
consisted in love. Naturally of an ardent disposition, I was-exwez
ingly susceptible of impressions from female loveliness; but the mo-
ment a fair face or graceful form attracted my admiration, the
memory of my former inconstancy arose like a warning re, and
drove me to seek by timely flight the only means of guardin
against such guilt and such remorse. Thus did I pass my manhoodg,
a wanderer from clime to clime, uncheered by the sweet ties of friend-
ship and love, yet with a heart by nature strongly capable of them
all. And thus did ‘T incur the dreary doom,—that now in my old
age and decrefzitude, I am a stranger in my native land, with no
friends, no wife, no children, no home—for how can I call mr lonely
dwelling-place a Aome, when it contains none of all those holy affec-
tions wherewith that blessed word is consecrated! I mourn in vain,
what cannot now be remedied; for I must totter to my grave in
lonely misery, like some old time-doddered tree, smitten and blasted
to the core, mouldering in unsightly decay amid the fresh young
scions sproutin aroun§ it from the stems of its departed brethren
of the forest. I must dree my weird,—must bear both the scaith and
the scorn: and it is right that it should be so. But let me warn all
youth, and instructors of youth, against indulging the growth of any
one e:lfrossing ion or tendency, as they would avoid extinguish-
ing the other natural powers, and raising it alone to despotic
sway. It will be the demon evoked by the unwary magician,—at
first his ready and willing servant, but in the end his cruel tyrant
and merciless destroyer.

UmBRA.
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SPRING.

BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

I

GreAT God ! I rejoice in thy beautiful earth,

When the flowers are all in their pride of birth,

. And the leaves look forth, like emerald gems

{3‘; diamonds tipped, from their dewy stems:
hen the spring is young, and the sun is high,

And a flood of music rolls o’er the sky,

As the air aweke from its winter dreams

Is filled with the voice of a thousand hymns,

While the glad birds revel in grateful glee

Till man might grasp the melody !

Yea, the lovely soul of each infant flower,

Like sunbeams struggling through a shower,

Peers forth to hear, and spresds abroad

Its fragrant rminbowed wings to God !

1L
Now the bounding heart and the deathless soul

Feel a flood of life in its s&ring-tide roll ;
And the gush of feelings that stumbered long
Bursts forth at the voice of creation’s song.
;l!‘hen we list and gaze, till'on ear aud eye
xcess of joy grows !

Or lured ythe‘plailmybird of spring
Which with echo has buried its viewless wing,
We seek the lone cliff’s ivyed breast
. Where eternal shadows in coolness rest ;
But there where sunbeam ne’er could stray,
The silken moss and primrose play ;
%:ddeepinthesh edb:'loo]l: m(::;

e trout sports, and the lilies grow—
Yea,g:lan{ther inqs)oun or shade we trode,
There shouts, here whispers rose to God ?

IIL

gl}ordl if this earth be so lovely to-see,

ow transportingly bright must thy paradise be !
Where th:Po song ofyth:sgenph—tbe-yixymn of the blest,
All holy and pure as the star of the west,

And the swift-flying angel with harps on his wing,
Are heard where the flowers of Etem::hy ring—
Where the anthem of joy, rushing forth like a river,
Shall in Hosannas for ever and ever

To Him who hath saved us, and made our abode
’Midst the undying flowers of a visible God !
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A NIGHT WITH THE ETTRICK SHEPHERD.

“ Wha wadna choase to be the chief
"Mang Sootia’s glorious pessantry,
Than be the king, and wear the crown
*Mid perils, pain, and treacheris >’

Onz of the mest general and reasonable kinds of curiosity, is that
of knowing something of the private character of those who have

ined for themselves a name distinguishing them-above their fellows.

eir appearance, manners, nay their very deeds become objects of
temporary interest to all, at one time or other in their lives—they
are desirous to know, how he who routed the superior force of the
enemy adjusts his cravat, and whether the pop author wears
shoe-ties or silver buckles. Whether this curiosity is caused, like the
cholera morbus, by the state of the atmosphere about the great man,
producing the disease and carrying the infection to others, contagious
and infectious at the same time, we cannot just now stop to deter-
mine ; certain, however, it is—the disease exists, and we are about
now. to offer one little pill to the pensive public affected with it. At
some future time we indulge the hope of introducing our friend the
Ettrick Shepberd more fully to our readers; meantime we would
powerfully adjure such of our brother contributors as have any pleas-
ing reminiscences of the great literary characters of the day, to for-
ward them in their best phrases to the office of our infant Periodical
—our infant Hercules, we hope—which will soon crush the hydra of
ignorance 80 long the and disgrace of the Border.

Thirty years ago the Shepherd was “ad unguem factus homo,”
the chief among ten thousand for activity, muscular vigour, and
dexterity in field sports. Wily, wily was the trout that would not
rise to his brown drake wing and black heckle thrown with his own
unerring skill ; lish indeed was the chiel who could rise above him at
the :Iym leap ; and at wearing a camstary ewe, where was the man
in arrow and Ettrick to boot, that could foot him along the
heather hill side? Nor has he lost much of this even in his 60th i::r
His step is not indeed so fleet, but it is as firm as ever; his hand
not so steady, but its cunning has not forsaken him ; his chest is not
now o) in friendly or hostile contention to his brother wrestlers,
but it is as ious as ever, and his heart is in the same place.
Men of B er and Whiteadder! there is many a deadly Liester
hand among ye, and many a bonny stream for the sport is there in

our waters, but let it be stream and stream about between the
isher’s Tryst and the salmon haunted Tweed, and we will wager
the whole of the next twelve numbers of this M ine, that the
Shepherd’s basket makes any two of yours kick the beam.—
Done! Done !

L * * * * * *

“ Come, callants, let's hae the whisky—I'm just perfectly wasting
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my time wi’ this cauldrife wine—Lassie! are ye gaun to bring the
het water P—Never kenn’d ¢’ a lass that couldna keep the men in het
water afore”—cried our jovial chairman, and it was the slogan cry
to an onslaught on Watson’s huge blue bottle of the mountain dew.
We were all staunch admirers of the Shepherd ; he was at our head,
and we were happy.

“The King”—with the anthem, « Willie was a wanton wag!"—

“Mrs. Hogg”—with its appropriate song of «“ When the kye come
hame,” and so forth, commenced the revels of the evening. There
were among us one or two who could serve as able henchmen to the
Shepherd in the song department,—M‘Leod with his original melo-
dies to some of the finest songs of Scotland, and Gilfillan whose
.sweetly touching lyrics have now gone forth to the world, and stand
high in the list of those which place Scotia first as the land of song ;—
others, too, lent their voices at a humble distance; the tale and the
joke intervened ; the night was * driving on wi’ sangs and clatter ;”
when—who should enter our jovial assembly but Montgomery,—the
digine poet, profanely ealled, by scorners by the awful name of
¢ Satan.” .

Never, however, was a name more improperly applied, unless there
may seem to our readers any thing Satanic in a pale-faced, amiable,
but vain looking young man with his black hair shaded on kis head,
sans whiskers, moustaches, or any other hairy. appendage whatever.
His glass was filled, his speech was spoken, his book was conmmended,
and we went on as before. Now we allow with Mrs. Malaprop, that
“ comparisons are oderiferous,” but it was utterly impossible not to
make one between the old and youthful poet. ile the din went
on around us, we leaned pensively back in our chair, and gazed like
Sterne’s Maria first at the one and then at the other. Our com
nions declare that we were then in a state of metaphysical abstractiomx
—rvulgarly, “blind fou,” but this we potently deny, and hope to
prove by these lucubrations that they were lying knaves. The figure
of Montgomery was slighter, more graceful and easy; but then the
Shepherd’s, in spite of a little exuberance which every homest gen-
tleman of his age should possess, seemed more active and vigorous,
as it was in fact much more muscular. And we who have seen Mr.
Hogg's clean-shaped leg doubt much if the young one could have
shown such an understanding. The divine poet wore his hair beau-
tiful and black, in a most becoming manner for a young aristocratic
Poet; but then it wanted the wilgness and imaginative expression
which his of the Queen’s Wake in its wiry and shivered disarrange-
ment ssed. Then again in the eye, the bard of the mountains
beat him of Oxford by chalks. The first was blue, keen, and somewhat
small—the other dark, larger, but without amy traceable expression
except vanity. The Satan man talked much of himself and his books,
the Ettrick (par exceHence) said nothing at all about himself, but
told his tale, and sang his song, and laughed and applauded like the
rest. Finally, the veteran, though under the influence of his fifth
tumbler, was steady and himself, while we could perceive that the
young one, towards the close of his third and last, began to “ babble
of green fields,” and to verge towards a state of excitement.

e have spoken merely of their external appearance, for few in-
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deed, not to mention the poet_laureate of Apollyon, may be mentioned
in the same day as our own Shepherd, in re to the fame and love
which genius procures for its possessor. His is not only the admi-
ration due to lofty thoughts and wild creations, which is confined
principally to cultivated minds, nor does he claim only the cold re-
spect given to genius for its own sake.

Though meriting this admiration and this resract also, in a high
degree, he possesses a yet deeper interest in the hearts of his fellow
men—an interest to which perhaps no other man living can lay
claim so strongly, and which is only shared in an equal 5e ree by
Burns and Tannzhill, and some others among the illustrious dead.

He has sung the loves and the sorrows and joys of his countrymen,
in a feeling which is recognised by every heart; and thus, while his
fame has extended itself immeasurably further than the mere epic
or dramatic poet’s, it is mingled with a yearning love which is better
than admiration, the dearest guerdon of the lyrical bard—the very
breath of his nostrils! There then, where he sits, with his light and
heartsome smile, and his kind blue eye kindling up into a transient—
too- bright to be lasting—beam of genius, as the thought of some
“bonnie bonnie lassie” comes over his mind, where in all broad Scot-
land will you find a man like our Shepherd >—Who has had more dif-
ficulties to struggle with in his uphill scramble to fame? and who
has arrived at a prouder eminence? Has any one met with worldl
misfortunes so frequent and overpowering, and yet kept a cheerful
heart and countenance to the last? Again we must have recourse to
Mrs. Malaprop, and disclaim all wish to make odious comparisons,
but were the “ losses and crosses” that Burns complains of, and many
and sad they were, so overwhelming in their nature, or so disheart-
ening in their frequent occurrence as those which have fallen « quick,
thick and heavy” on the devoted head of the Ettrick Shepherd ?

Unforeseen and unavoidable misfortunes have at different times
s:unged him from comparative independence to poverty—honest in-

t still poverty, and not the less an evil.” Yet how often is
the memory of Burns bedaubed with pity which he would have
spurned, had he experienced it, while any thing but sympathy is
awarded to the living suffering of the poet of Kilmeny, though it has
been proved - by him, of the same nature, and tenfold more painfully ?
Mr. £ —people say—is a vain man ;—so he is, and we thank God
for it. ‘We agree with Dr. Goldsmith in believing that there was
never a or great old man who was not vain. A man who has
st , as the Shepherd has done, for the admiration of his fellow
men, must either be a h ite or a heartless wretch who is not so.
And if ever man upon this earth had a right to be vain, that man
must be the Ettrick Shepherd. The first among his rural competi-
tors in manly sports—acknowledged in his own country to have been
the fleetest of foot for seven years ;—without education or encourage-
ment, but by the sole irresistible force of genius, raising himself to a
level with t{ose in his own age of the most towering talent, and ex-
tending his influence far far beyond what any of them could reach—
received with gratulations in every assembly which he honours with
his presence, and the object of devoted affection and admiration
among the inhabitants of the valley where he dwells—what wonder

VoL. I L
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is it that he should be vain, or rather how wonderful would it have
been, had he not been so?—VYet the charge is made by those who
know not his character, by those who have it * from friends in Edin-
burgh,” or who abstract his peculiarities from the Noctes Ambro-
sianee. Whom has he offended by his vanity >~—Go to the cottars in
Yarrow, and make the charge against him if you will; you will
find yourself much more likely to have your heels tripped up, or be
treated to a ducking in the eg:st pool in the river, than to get a
single soul to agree with you. to those who know him best and
admire him most—for the terms are synonymous—in auld Reekie,
and say that his vanity is disagreeable, and from Professor Wilson
down to the humble inditer of this matter, you will be more likely to
t a sound left handed hit on tie mark than a quiet hearing. There
e sits telling you in a strong, sonorous and not unmusical voice, that
« Love is like a dizziness,” and his honest smile, and soul-lighted eye
are the best refutations of the calumny. He has known eadversity,
and has won fame; and he knows, that for his sake the green hil{s
which mingle their shadows in the lovely lake of St. Mary’s, and the
dee; Is of the Yarrow which the speckled trout loves, will be sa-
crai) or ever and ever to the children of genius, and: that his cottage-
home; rising white on the banks of the river, will be the pilgrim
shrine of many an unborn poet,—the dearest haunt of his memory,—
and the most elotauent theme of his song; yet is the good old man’s
hand as open and his heart as warm, as if his only skill was to tend
his sheep on the heathy hills of his childhood: “Come, Gilfillan,
my man, gie’s one 0’ your ain; there’s aye something original about
E;,ur sangs that I like just verra much,” said the Shepherd to the
ith minstrel, and forthwith we cullected ourself to listen. The Song
that he sung contained the simple eloquence of Nature, in the strain.
which the heart at times vibrates to in a thrilling ecstacy,—the  jo
of grief,” the true «luxury of woe.”—But let him speak for himself :

SONG.

~ Oh! the happy days o’ youth are fast gaun by,
And is cg)ming on, wi’ his bleak mgnater sky,
And :rieere shall we shelter frae his storms when they blaw,
When the gladsome days o’ youth are flown awa’.

They say that wisdom cam wi’ manhood’s riper years,
But naething did they tell o’ its sorrows and tears;
Oh! I'd gie &’ the wit, gin ony wit be mine,

For ae sunny morning o’ bonny lang syne.

Oh ! the bonny waving brdom, where sae aften we wad meet,
Wi’ its yellow flowers that fell like gowd mang our feet !
The birX wad stap its sang, but only for a wee,

As we gaed by its nest, "neath its ain birk tree!

I canna dow but sigh, I canna dow but mourn

For the blythe happy days that never can return,

When love was in tie heart, and joy was on the tongue,
+ And mirth on ilka face, for ilka face was young.
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Oh! the happy days o’ youth, they couldna aye remain,—
There was owre mtynucldeyjoy, and owre little t{;l;n; ’

Sae fareweel happy days! and fareweel youthfu’ glee!
The young may court your smiles, but you're gaen frae me !

When the acclamations which followed this song had subsided, we
began to perceive symptoms of what Blackwood calls « civilation”
among our companions. One was mounted on one leg on his chair
drinking the health of the singer ; another was examining his surtout,
rent from back to collar amise the furious mirth; a third had sunk
down in his chair, with the purpose apparently of exploring with his
feet the geography at the other side of the table, and, with his specta-
cles craned over his forehead, was gliding downwards behind his tum-
bler, like Sol sinking into a sea of cold toddy; while five or six in the
low corner were singing each on a key of his own, « We are na fou.”
Our chairman accordingly left his throne, and we soon after dis-
persed. One went home cursing the bad pavements of Edinburgh
which would not let an honest man walk strait; another flourished
with an umbrella over his head, though it was as clear a moon]igbt
night as ever fairy danced in; and half the watchmen in Lothian
Street and South Bridge were knocked down by two or three uproari-
ous members of our party, whose hats were exhibited next morning
as trophies in the Police Office. On the whole, however, not one of
us but will remember with pleasure our “ Night with the Ettrick
8hepherd.” .

Danier MEersEAUM.

....._;
THE PAST.

O THINK not my heart hath never felt
For others, because it feels not now,
Nor deem that gloom hath always dwelt
* Like a wintry cloud on my sullen brow:
Once I was thoughtless, was bappy as thou;
The tints of sunset once pleased mine eye,
And the summer breeze as it whi b
Was sweet ; and there seemed as I looked around
To be gladness in every sight and sound,
And I loved a world so attractive and fair,
And I dreamt that all was rapture there ;
Ah me! that bitterness should dwell
In a world our nature could love so well.
Onoe I could smile, but sorrow’s dart
Hath rankled long in my aching heart,
And the tear of pity once dimmed mine eye,
It could do so etﬁl—but its fountain is dry,
And melancholy hath overcast
With its clouds the heaven that bloomed in the past.
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"The Past! it hath fled like a feverish dream,
Yet the forms it contained still fitfully gleam
On my heart, like the moon-beams that coldly break
Through darkness and glance on the midnight lake ;
And I love to gaze on them still, although
They tell but of long-endured woe.
. There is an eye of tenderest blue
That still methinks doth flash upon me,
From its silken fringe, like a star-| through
The mist that sleeps on a twilight sea;
And memory sadly reverts to the hour
When it hovered o’er me with magic power.
There is a voice that yet thrills in my ear
Like the music the wanderer loves to kear,

. As borne from afar on the breath of eve

It gently steals o’er the trembling wave ;
Anﬁhﬂe the melody floats around,
He lingers as if upon holy ground,—
As if some angel were sent to convey
Tidings of a land that is far away.—
There is a form of loveliness
On my waking dreams that riseth yet,
And it whispers of long-lost scenes of bliss
Of days ;F rapture whose sun hath set.
I look, and that vision is bright as when first
On my soul in all its glory it burst,
And the smile that dwells upon every glance
Is of mingled beauty and innocence.
I look again, and the hand of decay
Hath seized on Aer lovely form as its prey,
The rose on her cheek hath faded now,
And the cold hangs on her marble brow ;
But yet, though her eye is sickly and chill,
Her fainting form is lovely still.—
I look again, and beauty once more
Lightens up the fuce where it dwelt before,
And o’er it there breathes an etherial air
This world could not have emplanted there ;
And at times her lately languid eye,
As if strains angelic were floating by,
Is illumined with inward ecstacy ;
And oft I can mark a deceitful streak
Of crimson tinge her lilied cheek,
Yet that hectic flush is of loveliest hue,
Like a beam of the heaven she was hastening to.
I look again—and all is o'er—
The image I loved dwells on earth no more,—
On the slow-moving hearse I have seen the plumes wave,
And the weeping cypress droop over her grave,
And the joys of mortality ne’er may incline
To gladness a bosom so cheerless as mine. J. C
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BURKING.

Ar a period, when the mental attainments of mankind are said to
be superior to what they have ever before been—in a country praised
above others for its religious and moral character—where education is
80 widely strewn, that few, very few are wholly ignorant, and
where ings have been po with a profuse hand upon all its
inbabitants,—crimes debasing to human nature, and horrid in them-
sélves, have been committed with greater frequency and more aggra-
vated atroeity, than during the dark ages when the mind was in its
midnight,—when religion was a superstition, morality unknown,
and education consisted in learning to do evil.

Murder stands first and highest in the hateful catalogue, and we
will confine the following remarks to a peculiar species which has of
late sprung up amongst us. “« Burking” is what we allude to, and a
more deteshhge, a more horrible crime does not exist upon earth than
is comprehended in that expressive vocable. ’

The introduction of this word into the English lan, marked a
new eera in the progress of crime, and the use of it was the result of
outrages more cruel and odious than mankind had conceived to be
possible. Derived from the name of a once obscure villain, it has be-
come 8 word of such powerful import, that the association of ideas
and feelings which it excites, are scarcely equalled by any that our
ian can produce.

o take away the life of a fellow being even upon provocation, shews
the evil of our nature, and our distance from that spirit which returns
good for evil : but to murder deliberately and methodically, that a beg-
garly pittance may be obtained for the Ld:u of the victims, implies in
the wretches who thus act—minds saturated with the worst of passions,
and hearts—callous—impervious to the kindlier feelings of human-
ity: yet true it is, murder Aas been committed with no other motive
to instigate to it than the mere gain arising from the sale of the
dead body, and this mot once only, but often! The shouts and
execrations of the assembled thousands who witnessed the death-scene
of a Burkz, and the horror and wrath of a roused nation have failed
t: prevent its repetition. That repetition has been at’;;nded Jitb—
if possible—greater depravity, with improvements in the art of mur-
der. The bodies havep beenydisposed of piece-meal, and a race of
butchers having shambles for the slaying of human-beings has arisen
in our land !

When men first heard of the murders by Burke and Hare, horror
was almost the universal feeling in their breasts: when they thought
a little they comforted themselves with the false hope that such a
crime would never be again heard of, and that those human blood-
hounds were monsters known only once during the existence of a
world. They have been mistaken. It has been well observed, that
“let a man advance any doctrine—however absurd—and he will find
some to sup him,” and it would appear that let a man commit
any crime~however evil—and some will imitate bim. Burke and
Hare set the example ; it has been fearfully followed—and there is no
security that more instances will not arise, 8o long as the schools of
anatomy continue to be supplied with subjects in the illegal and
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private manner which necessity compels them to adopt. The ques-
tion now general is,—Are there no means to prevent this crime? we
answer, yes; and now they must be applied. PYou must destroy the
market of these miscreants b l?ally rmitting dissection, and se-
curing a supply adequate to the emnm{e at little expence ; for render
anatomy legal, reduce the value of anatomical subjects, and there
will be neither inducement nor opportunity to commit these cruel
villanies. Then and then only can we be secure against such assas-
sins.

Many methods have been thought of to accomplish - the above ob-
jects. It has been dposed that the medical profession should leave
their bodies for public dissection ; and again, that the bodies of those
who die without relations or friends should be given for public dissec-
tion, provided interment was guaranteed. To the first of those pro:
posals we have no objections, if the medical gentleinen themselves
are agreed, but we cannot see the justice of making one class of men,
exclusive of every other, undergo a disagreeable process by which
all are to be ben_;:“ted ; for it is not the medical %t;ﬁ?emo re-

uires anatomy,—As. i uire it, and accordi e ies it
3'0 the other gmposnlpzr?u:re? No one knows wl:egn,y where or how
he may die, he may die friendless or he may not, and this uncertainty is
one argument in favour of the proposal, viz. we all run the same chance
that we offer to others. It has been argued that to take the poor and
friendless is unfair, cruel, and derogatory to our best feelings, but “ of
all evils choose the least;” what man is there, who will deny that to
em‘floy those whom none cares for, is better than to permit murder
and robbery to become a trade? And we would ask, whether the
knowledge, that the poor and friendless were made anatomical subjects,
would be more grating to our feelings than the knowledge that mur-
der is employed to destroy not only r and friendless—but those
who have many to mourn for them? We affirm, without fear of con-
tradiction, that the present system of supplying the anatomical schools *
engenders more evil, and produces a worse effect upop our feelings,
than could be the case, were they provided openly and freely by the
public. Give the schools of anatomy these bo«ﬂees which belong to no
one. Put them under the jurisdiction of the magistrates ; let persons
be appointed to overlook these schools, to see that proper respect is
paid to the remains of the dead, and that the rites of sepulture are
not neglected. And let no hireling perform these duties, but let the
magistrates themselves do so: it may be disagreeable to them, but
they are public_servants, and as such must perform their public du-
ties ; however disagreeable these may be, a little management would
render them easy. Let this be done, and a class of men (the resurrec-
tionists) who are fit for the worst of crimes will be annihilated, and
« Burking” will be heard only in the whisper of the fearful winter’s
tale. Let us not hesitate—it concerns ourselves as individuals ; and
collectively, as a nation, we should not suffer laws or customs to exist
which have a direct tendency to lead to crime.

Almost all allow that dissection is necessary in order to make
. either good surgeons or physicians. The course of study required
by the legislature for a surgeon, demands, before he can serve either in
the navy or army, so many months actual dissection, and our most
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approved Colleges make the same requisition, and it must be fulfilled
ere they will grant a Diploma. In thus acting, all men of sense will
allow that they do right, but they must also allow that the legislature
has done wrong by allowing an absurd statute to exist which render-
ed the execution of their own orders impossible or criminal. They
are to blame for the lives which have been lost, and to them must we
look for measures to prevent the recurrence of similar atrocities.

We repeat, that, unless some such measures as have been pointed
out are followed, we have no security that murder will not become a
traffic. The present laws and customs of society make the bodies of
the dead worth a certain value in money, and prevent the anato-
mist from knowing where or how these bodies are obtained. Let us be-
ware ; we know not but ourselves or friends may be the next victims ;
we have the means in our own hands of doing away with the evil, and
if we neglect to use them, who will be to blame should we have again
to deplore the untimely end of our fellow men by means of cruel and
sordid villainy ?

Since writing the above it has been proposed that the bodies of all
those who die in prison should be given over to the anatomists on the
grounds that their friends must care very little about them. A few
words will settle this ; many are in prison%r debt which their friends
cannot liquidate, though the latter may be perfectly willing and able
to take charge of the mortal remains of the unfortunate.

D.

THE LAST OF HIS RACE.

BY DAVID MALLOCK, A. M.

The sun is sinking in the west, up springs the cooling breeze

And the melodies of even-tide are whispering through the trees,—
Hark! "tis the spirits of the dead—they beckon me away ;

Nor longer by the lonely flood do they permit my stay.

And is it.so—and are a.lf gone—the noble and the free ?

And are the thousands of my tribe concentred now in me !
. Oh withering thought! beat loud my heart—and haughty as at first,
Beat—till the purple springs of life in agony shall burst !

Away to yonder rugged steep—say what salutes thee now ;—
Unth’;n thine eye—and wipe away the cold drops from thy brow.

Down through the forest’s deepening shade, amid the sacred gloom
Of meeting boughs, mine eyes behold the consecrated tomb !—
Dust of my fathers! holy still through the long lapse of years,
Receive my last sad offering—the tribute of my tears.

Woe to the hour when first ye met, in all your wild array,

The Stranger on your rushing streams, and beckon’d him to stay.
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Poor children of the untrodden wild !—'twas nature taught you so,
The wanderer and the exil’d one ye never found a foe.

Alas! alas! the faxlt was yours, "twas his alone the crime

Which like the mouldering ruin grows dark mid the roll of time :
Yes; ‘tis the mighty spirit speaks. Fast comes the avenging hour
‘When Justice shall uiver'’d walk the palaces of power—

The tyrant and the despot then before her mailed brow

8hall quail with fear, and idly, too, bewail as thou dost now !

Wake, o:xirit, wake ! nor longer rest ; tis thine to avenge the just ;
The blood of slaughter’'d innocence invokes thee from the dust !

Gaze from this rugged steep—alas! “tis solitude alone

That marks the dwellings of my tribe and claims them as its own.
Where are the patriarchs of our race—the quiver’d and the bold,
Who used to stem the battle tide as onwu& still it roll’d ;

And mid the shouts of victory, from the verd field,
Upbore the dying warrior upon his bloody shield ?>—

Go ask the foam emerging swift from the river’s rushing sweep,

Or the bubble on the ﬂilmg wave—ifast sinking in the deep ;—
These be the emblems of our race—the Stranger came—they Ess’d
8Swift from their forest-halls, as flees the storm-cloud in the blast.

Look at the bright and mirror'd lake—how beautiful—how still
It sleeps beneath the deepening shade of yonder evening hill !
Nought ruffles now with curling swell the azure of its breast,
Bat like a slumbering babe it lies, enfolded in its rest !

The bounding wild deer in its chase of freedom, in amaze
Stands on the margin of the flood upon its form to inze,
And wonders whence the stillness comes, which lingers round and

round
Unbroken now by human li r war-shell’s hollow sound.
Away she flies—the startled deer—what made her speed so fast?
It was the sere leaf from the tree—that rustled as it past!

L * L * » *

Alas! how chang’'d !—beat loud my heart—and haughty as at first,
Beat—till the purple springs of life in agony shall burst !

*Tis o'er,—the clay-cold damps of death are on the warrior’s brow,
And the burning pulse no longer beats in exultation now :—
Prone by his fathers’ dust he lies—the last of all his race ;

And soon the gently dropping leaves will form his hiding-place !

London, Dec. Jth, 1831.



CRITICAL NOTICES.

1. Reasons for the Hope that is in us. By Robert Ainslie, W. 8.
Constable—Edinburgh. '

WE bave always been favourable to the religious and moral culture
of youth. It is perhaps no exaggeration to affirm that the period of
youth is the most important era of human existence. It is then that
the mind is most ductile and susceptible—that good or bad im-
pressions are easiest made—that the cgancter is easiest formed—and
that a good or bad education is sure to have the best or the worst in-
fluence. Youth has been compared to the bending willow, which is
ready to yield on the slightest impulse, or the melted wax, on which
any impression may be made by the slightest touch of the seal.. If
that important period is abandoned to neglect—if youthful irregula-
rities are not checked—if the mind is not directed in the pursuit of
virtue—if right principles are not instilled into the heart—and if the
young are not taught to venerate the principles of religion and Yirtue,
1t is easy to predict the consequences that are likely to follow. But
if our youth are early instructed in the knowledge of religion—if
they are taught to respect truth, and in every situation of life to con-
duct them:eﬁves with propriety and honour—their character is cer-
tain of commending respect; and in that honourable period to which
o few attain, they will be pointed out as examples to others.

In order to promote this we know not a better help than Mr. Ain-
slie’s little volume, which we have just perused with unmingled plea-
sure. The young may be considered as men in miniature, ms are
as capable of being reasoned with, provided the subject be reduced to
their capacity, as men whose minds are accustomed to the habit of ra-
tiocination ; and it is surely of the last importance in the outset of
their religious career, to be able to give a reason of the hope that is
in them—without which their religion is only a religion of implicit
faith, grounded on no data whatever. Most earnestly, therefore,
would we recommend to nts and guardians of the young to put
into their hands the worﬁready named. It is full oiy pious senti-
ment—breathes the purest and most affectionate spirit, and is, in our
opinion, calculated, Ey God’s blessing, to do infinite good.

But while we recommend it to the young, we are far from affirm.
inf that it may not be read with advantage by the aged: on the
other hand, men at any period of life may peruse it with benefit. Let
the young read it, and he will acquire virtuous principles—let the
Christian read it, and it will confirm him in the E)ve of what is ex-
cellent—let the philosopher read it, and it will increase his stock of
knowledge—and let the man who reads for the sole pu of amuse-
ment read it, and his trouble will be amply rewarded. Had it not
been owing to our limits, we intended to have given a lengthen-
ed analysis of the work before us, besides several specimens of
what we consider its most beautiful and eloquent passages—but on

VOL. 1. M
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these, for the present, we cannot enter. We may notice generally,
however, that Mr. Ainslie’s work consists of five essays—the first is
occupied with the Evidences in favour of Natural Religion—the se-
cond with the Evidences in favour of Revealed Religion—the third
is on the Immortality of the Soul—the fourth contains the su
Reflections of an en¥igbtened heathen living at the time of Christ,
and accompanying him in his mission—and the last on the Ad

which have resulted to mankind from the Introduction of Christianity.
The fourth Essay, we are told, has been considered the most original,
but we confess we are more pleased with the one on the Immortality
of the Soul. The rest of the book consists of Select Scripture Read-
ings from the Old and New Testament-—with Classification of Texts
on Doctrinal and Moral subjects. In the accomplishment of his plan
Mr. Ainslie has been singularly felicitous. He gives evidence of a
mind accustomed to think, and versed in habits of close investigation.
His style is simple, beautiful and perspicuous; and throughout his
book there are many pas remarkable for force and sublimity.
The aim of the author is modest and unambitious, but here and there,
when_touching on the foundations of the Christian hope, he
rises into glowing fervidity. What a source of comfort it must be to
the vgnerable author of the «“ Hope that is in us,” now descending
into ::ie vale of years, to think tha:nl:{v his exertions he is now sow-
ing far and wide the seeds of virtue piety into the youthful heart,
and that long after he is laid into the narrow house his memory will
be blessed by thousands of unborn posterity.

2. Tales of my Landlord. Fourth and last Series. 4 vols. Conm-
taining Count Robert of Paris, and Castle Dangerous.—Cadell—

Edinburgh. Whittaker—London.

Wao does not hail with hearty welcome “the wizard of the
north ?” Lives there a man in all “braid” Scotland, throughout the
entire length.and breadth of merry England, or within the circam-
ference of rocks that begirds the Emerald isle, who has never heard
of, read, and been delighted with the productions of the Author of
Waverly? Lives the man, in short, in a habitable latitude of the
earth to whom such ignorance can be imputed ? He must either be-
long to the Hottentots or the untameable savages of the wilderness,
or, if shone u by the light of knowledﬁe and civilization, the pe-
riod is undougot:dl_v long ago when he should have been trans-
ported beyond seas as a spendthrift of his time and a despiser of in-
tellectual enjoyment. We have taken up these volumes with a plea-
sure never before equalled on previous occasions of a like nature, and
yet not unmixed with feelings of melancholy and sorrow. That won-
derful being, who for many years has continued to excite the admira~
tion of the world by the instrumentality of an unparalleled number
of publications—the produce of one mind, which is apparently inex-
haustible—and all, with very few exceptions, of equal merit,—he, the
mighty magician, oppressed by the burdens of age, is now seeking in
a foreign and milder clime relief from pain, where perhaps he will
find a stranger’s grave. In all human probability, these Tales of my
Landlord are not ouly the last. of the series, but the finale of the
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whele. But on a point 8o mournful we shall allow our suthor to speak
for himself:—

“The gentle reader is acquainted, that these are, in all probability,
the last tales which it will be the lot of the Author to sugmit to the
public. He is now on the eve of visiting foreign parts; a ship of
war is commissioned by its Royal Master to carry the Author of Wa-
verly to climates in which he may possibly obtain such a restoration
of health as may serve him to spin his thread to an end in his own
country. Had he continued to prosecute his usual literary labours,
it seems indeed probable, that at the term of years he has already at-
tained, the bowl, to use the pathetic lan e of Scripture, would
have been broken at the fountain ; and little can one, who has enjoy-
ed on the whole an uncommon share of the most inestimable of wor.
blessings, be entitled to complain, that life, advancing to its period,
lhould% attended with its usual proportions of shadows and storms.
They have affected him at least in no more painful manner than is
in e from the discharge of this part of the debt of humanity.
of , wheee relation to him in the ranks of life might have insured
him their sympathy under indisposition, many are now no more ; and
thoee, who may yet follow in his wake, are entitled to expect, in bear.
‘i:&inevitable evils, an example of firmness and patience, more espe-

ally on the part of one who has enjoyed no good fortune dur-
ing the course of his pilgrimage.

“The ic have &ns on his gratitude, for which the Author of
Waverly has no adequate means of expression; but he may be per-
mitted to hope, that the powers of his mind, such as they are, may
not have a different date from those of his body; and that he may
:gni.n meet his patronizing friends, if not exactly in his old fashion

literature, at least in some branch which may not call forth the
remark, that—

% Superfluous lags the veteram on the stage.

« Abboteford, September, 1831.”

To introduce the work on our table to the reading public, it were
enough to say, that it exists; but as considerable time may elapse
ere it can be extensively circulated through the usual mediums, we
give the following—by no means the best specimen—in which an Ou-
rang-outang is an acter. It may be called an

EXTRAORDINARY COMBAT.
«In a short time the warder's patience was exhausted, and de-

spairing of the sylvan’s voluntary return, he resolved to descend in
quest of him. Down the ladder he came, a bundle of keys in one
band, the other assisting his descent, and a sort of dark lantern,
whose bottom was so fasﬁioned that he could wear it upon his head
like a hat. He had scarce stept on the floor, when he was surround-
ed by the nervous arms of the Count of Paris. At first the warder’s
idea was, that he was seized by the recusant Sylvan.

‘How now, villain! he said; ‘let me go, or thou shalt die

the death.’



92 CRITICAL NOTICES.

‘Tbyndiestthaolf,’ said the Count, who, between the surprise
and his own skill in wrestling, felt fully his advantage in the
e.

‘Treason ! treagon !’ cried the warder, hearing by the voice that
a stranger had mingled in the contest; <help, ho! above there!
belp, Hereward—Varangian !—Anglo-Saxon, or whatever accursed
name thou callest thyself I’

While he spoke thus, the irresistible grasp of Count Rebert seized
his throat, and choked his utterance. They fell hearily, the jailer
undermost. upon the floor of the dungeon, and Robert of Paris, the
necessity of whose case excused the action, plunged his dagger in the
throat of the unfortunate. Just as he did so, a noise of armour was
heard, and, rattling down the ladder, our uaintance Hereward
stood on the floor of the dungeon. The light, which had rolled from -
the head of the warder, continued to show him streaming with blood,
and in the death-grasp of a stranger. Hereward hesitated not to fly
to his assistance, and, seizing upon the Count of Paris at the same
advantage which that knight had gained over his own adversary a
mon;:ant before, held him forcibly down with his face to the
earth,

Count Robert was one of the strongest men of that military age ;
but then so was the Varangian ; and save that the latter had obtained,
a decided advantage by having his antagonist beneath him, it could
not certainly have been conjectured which way the combat was to go.

‘Yield! as your own jargon goes, rescue or no rescue,” said
Varangian, ¢or die on the point of my dagger!

‘A %!rench Count pever yields,” answered Robert, who began, to
conjecture with what sort of person he was engaged, < above all, to
a vagabond slave like thee !’ ith this he made an effort to rise, so
sudden, so strong, so powerful, that he had almost freed himself
from the Varangian’s grasp, had not Hereward, by a violent exertion
of his t strength, preserved the advantage he had gained, and
raised Eir:aponiard to end the strife for ever; but a loud chuckling
laugh of an unearthly sound was at this instant heard. The Varan-
giau's extended arm was seized with vigour, while a rough arm, em-
bracing his throat, turned him over on his back, and gave the
French Count an opportunity of springing up. .

‘Death to thee, wretch! said the Varangian, scarce knowing
whom he threatened ; but the man of the woods apgrent;lg had an
awful recollection of the prowess of human beings. He fled, there-
fore, swiftly up the ladder, and left Hereward and his deliverer to
fight it out with what success chance might determine between them.

The circumstances seemed to argue a desperate combat ; both were
tall, strong, and courageous, both had defensive armour, and the
fatal and desperate poniard was their only offensive weapons. They
paused facing each other, and examined eagerly into their respective
means of defence before hazarding a blow, which, if it 'missed, its at-
taint would certainly be fatally requited. During this deadly pause,
a gleam shone from the trap-door above, as the wild and alarmed
visage of the man of the woods was seen peering down by the light of
a newly kindled torch which he held as low into the dungeon as
he well could.
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-~ *Fight bravely, comrade,” said Count Robert of Paris, ¢for we no
Yonger battle in private ; this respectable person having chosen to
constitute himself judge of the field.”

Hasardous as his situation was, the Varangian looked up, and was
80 struck with the wild and terrified expression which the creature
had assumed, and the strife between curiosity and terror which ite
g:otesque features exhibited, that he could not help bursting into a

of laughter.

¢ Sylvan is among those,’ said Hereward, ¢ who would rather hold
the candle to a dance so formidable than join in it himself’ .

¢ Is there, then,’ said Count Robert, ‘any absolute necessity that
thou and I perform this dance at all ?*

* None but our own pleasure,” answered Hereward, for I suspect
there is not between us any legitimate cause of quarrel demanding to
be fought out in such a place, and before such a spectator. Thou art,
if I mistake not, the bold Frank, who was yesternight imprisoned in
shis place with a tiger, chained within no distant spring of his bed ?*
. ‘I am,” answered the Count.

¢ And where is the animal who was opposed to thee ?’

‘He lies yonder,” answered the Count, ‘never again to be the
object of more terror than the deer whom he may have Ere ed on in
his day’ He pointed to the body of the tifer, which Hereward
examined by the light of the dark-lantern mentioned.

Sa‘xAnd this, then, was thy handiwork?’ said the wondering Anglo-
on.

“8ooth to say it was'— answered the Count, with indifference.

£ And thou hast slain my comrade of this strange watch ?’ said the
Varangian.

 Mortally wounded him at the least,’ said Count Robert.

‘With your patience, I will be beholden to you for a moment's
truce, while I examine his wound,” said Here .

¢ Assuredly,’ answered the Count; ¢blighted be the arm which
strikes a foul blow at an open antagonist !"”

Without committing otirselves by a promise of future extracts, we
meanwhile assure our readers that they will not be disappointed in a
rich mental repast; which, though perhaps not so excellent as what
they have heretofore received, yet contains that which they may look
for elsewhere in vain, and that is rather a recommendation
when we consider that this is the time when there are good
things in plenty.

. 8. Adventures of a Dramatist. 2 vols.—London—Groombridge.

TaE only merit discoverable in this work, or rather in the adver-
tisement connected with it, is the announcement of the Author that
“he would not attempt to promote the eale of his publication by
puffs, direct or indirect.” In such forbearance conmsists the entire
praise-worthy feature, intimating, as it does, a degree of policy and
prudence, which we could hardly have conceived to be constituent
portions in the mental frame of him who would palm two volumes of
the merest trash upon the public. “ By puffs!” quoth he—'twas well
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the adventurer said s0:-—he must have known that no Journal, ‘bow-
ever much given to falsify for filthy lucre, would have staked its very
existence by publishing the most villanous untruths, and that the
eulogistic system must have some foundation to reston. No—not if all
the periodicals of the day were to unite, and fill their sheets simulta.
meously with the awra loudativa, could they save so leaky and
lumbrous a vessel from sinking into the depths of oblivion.

4. Blackwood' s Magazine, for December, 1831,

ConTaINs many choice political papers of the rank Tory principle.
They are written with great vigour and mervousness, but as we are
inclined to dispute their premises, we cannot acquiesce in the con-
clusions at which they arrive. The “Song to be sung by all True
Whigs” is, to say the least, mean and scurrilous, and unworthy of a
, Place in those pages where the bright genius of Christopher North—
appropriating all that is beautiful in creation and lovely in the world
o?mind—discharges itself in copious streams of pure wit and pellucid
fancy, which carry gladness to hearts that can feel the force of genuine
sentiment, and can appreciate the rare gems of a high-toned and richly
cultivated intellect.

LITERARY GOSSIP AND VARIETIES.

A new play, under the title of Henry the Third, by Lord F. Leve-
son Gower, has been brought out at Covent Garden. The plot re-
lates to the events of those singular times, the Duke and Duchess of
Guise, Catherine de Medici, 8t. Megrin being the principal cha-
racters. The English is a pretty close translation of the French
piece of the same name by Dumas, who gained for his work a large
measure of Parisian applause.

Among what are called the Larpent MSS. a Comedy has been dis-
covered, which John Philip Kemble wrote so late as 1806. It is
reckoned the best of the t actor's productions, notwithstanding
which it was condemned, when acted under the name of The Romantic
Lover, or Lost and Found. In Larpent’s list it is intituled, The
Legacy, or A Thousand Pounds Reward.

It was stated some time ago, that Henry Johnston was enfxged at
Drury Lane. The report ?sgomntradicw? by some of the Journals,
which inform us, that the negociations commenced for the purpose
were not carried into effect. :

A cheap edition, in English and French, of the Duchess of Abrantes”
Memoirs will shortly make its appearance. ~

Such is the unpopularity of the muse in these degenerate times,
that Mra. Hemans' poetry scarcely covers the expenses of printing ;
Wordsworth’s is not marketable; and Murray has in hands a poem
of Crabbe’s which he cannot venture to publish.

L. E. L. the fair suthoress of «“ The Improvisatrice,” *“The Vene-
tian Bracelet,” and other beautiful poems, has betaken herself to
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prose e::ro-'tion, and has produced a fiction under the title of « Ro-
mance Realit{.” If her prose equal her poetry, she will take s
place among novelists of the highest order.

The Rev. Mr. Stewart’s narrative of his visit to the South Seas in
the United States Ship Vincennes, in 1829 and 1830, will be pub-
lished immediately. The work will comprise scenes in Brasil, Peru,
Manilla, the Cape of Good Hope, 8t. }Il(:lena, the South Sea Islands,
&ec., and will contain the most recent accounts yet published of the
Christian Missions to those remote but highly interesting portions of
the Globe.

Dr. Abercrombie’s able work on the Intellectual Powers and the
Investigation of Truth has reached a second edition. We may con-
fidently ex that in a few years, it will be as commonly read and
quoted as the philosophy of Reid, Stewart, and Brown.

Scotland seems determined to make up for lost time in the Annual
department. Despising the trifles that Edinburgh has attempted,
the Glasgow Press invites attention to « The Chameleon”—a bona fide
Forget-me-not, with gilt edges, gold titles, and variegated cloth.

" Washington Irving is busied in writing a Legendary History of
Mahomet.

The illustrious Geethe, now the father of European literature,
has lately published a work ‘on a subject which few would imagine
within the objects or accomplishments of a poet and an idealist ;
namely, “ An Essay on the Metamorphoses of Plants.”

Miss Shirreff, who made such a successful debui a few nights ago
at Covent Garden Theatre, is said to be the daughter of a Tailor in
the vicinity of Brunswick-square, and she has a brother an officer in
the Navy, who has greatly distinﬁuished himself. On each night
that she draws houses equally full as the present, she will clear
£1086, and thus soon furnish herself a handsome portion.

«The Bravo,” by Cooper, the American Novelist, has at length

“found its way to the Libraries. The rness with which it is
perused, is fully equal to the expectations that were entertained pre-
vious to its publication.

To Readers and Correspondents.

When Tyro shall have seen a little service, we may be induced
to admit him to our ranks. At present he exhibits too much of the
freshman. .

PHIL. M\GLAMORER, “ the charmer,” has not charms enough for us.

On perusing thecontents of our present Number, C. will un-
derstand our sentiments. .

We have received, through our Printer, Two and Thirty verses,
addressed to the Pier Light House, transcribed in a large and stout
hand, and bearing strong marks of confirmed Authorship. They were
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accompanied by a joem, 80 lines in length and in breadth,
having the follzwing curious heading : Sooo Ju g

“The Peniel Heugh,
Now Monumented by great Waterloo,
Reared by the Marquis Lothian,
In honour of his King and Country too.”

We have not had leisure to wade through this extraordinary produc~
tion, but we beg to assure the writer, that we will do so at our best
convenience. The composition entitled « The Light House,” is, from
top to bottom, original and marvellous. Never in the whole course of
our reading, have we met with any thing like it. The Author’s style,
images, figures, allusions, and arrangement, are all—all new ! would
that he had taken fewer liberties, in his departure from the backneyed
common-place of the mere doer of doggrel, with the King’s good old
English. His versification, too, is often slovenly and inharmonious——
this we can tolerate when it indicates original thought struggling for
utterance. In the present case the character of the writer’s imagery
is frequently strained, repulsive, and ludicrous. Asa tproof of it, we
give a couple of verses taken verbatim from the body of the piece.

« This shall not be, cries Neptune in a passion,
I'll shape thee as it pleases my own fashion,
Daring, determined, come with mighty bolt,
At the first onset does create the colt—"

¢« Another slap, the colt quick gets a tale,
And over her the hoary main prevail,
While flying spray bewilder Spittal Point,
Her every bone is quick put out of joint.—"

But we will probably lay the composition more fully before our
readers in a future number, and, in the meantime, we would recom-
mend to the author the cultivation of the science joyeuse.

We fear that Ringan Teugh and Stieve, who transmitted to us the
rhymes, entitled ““Sant Andro’s Denner,” is not possessed of genius
of the right stamp. His long web seems to be woven with coarse and
rotten threads. If he has any remnants by him, we will gladly ok
them over. :

We shall endeavour to satisfy our Mathematical friends by subse-
quent arrangements.

Several excellent pieces have come to hand, and others have been
lying over for want of room. We beg that none will attribute our
silence to neglect.

Our readers, of course, would understand, that in announcing a
History of Berwick we had no communication with the reputed au-
thor, but merely drew the intelligence from public rumour.

A word more—young gentlemen and younger writers, be pleased to
post-pay your favours.

The Register of Births, &c. has been unavoidably exvcluded, owing
o other more pressing demands.
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SONG-WRITING.—GILFILLAN *.

A @ReaT poet of the present day has written only one song—if we.
may believe a statement to that effect in Blackwood’s Magazine—and
he counsiders it a failure. This is the more remarkable, as he posses-

- s, in a high degree, every talent which this ies of composition

might be sapposed a priori to require. For and active feel-
ng,~—for stngngth and brilliancy of thought,—for guse and variety of
expression, and particularly for a knowledge of Scottish life in all its
peculiar interests, he is perhaps more eminent, taking him * all in all,”
than any of his contemporaries except Scott. This anomaly cannot
be accounted for, in our humble opinion, on any priaciples of metaphy-
sical analysis. So we shall content ourselves with allowing our read-
ers to form their own theories on the subject. But, though we can-
not discover any reason for such a failure with such a combination of
talents, and though we mention it merely to illustrate the difficulty
of the undertaking, what,’ it may, at least be asked, ¢constitutes
the great charm of our best songs?” We think it is reducible to
this,—natural feeling naturally expressed, under circumstances where
al can sympathize.

“ Gie me a spark o’ nature’s fire .
That’s a’ the learning I desire,
Then though I trudge through dub and mire
At pleugh or cart, :
My muse, though hamely in attire,
May touch the heart.”

We do not say, that poetry in some of its other forms does not
owe its effect to the same quzties. But we think, that our remark
applies emphatically to Son, Feelings that a warm fancy may lead
us to refine upon, till they have almost lost the appearance of nature,
must be conveyed simply and purely as they rise up. A Song, in
short, is addressed di y to the heart ; and upon subjects where it is
deeply interested, mere subtleties, however brilliant, will not satisfy
it. The only eloquence to which it yields is the eloquence of sin-
cerity.

* Original Songs, by Robert Gilfillan, 12mo. pp 152. Edin.—Jobn Anderson.
Londen—Whittaker. Leith——James Burnet. 1831,

YOL. 1. N
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We may observe, too, that—generally i e intensest pas-
gions are expressed in the plainest wo Bruce in his travels
through Abyssinia gives a beautiful descrigr;:)n of a miserable Bish-
areen woman pleading for the life of her husband, and he remarks, that
till then he never knew that the Arabic (the most figurative of lan-
Wes)'eould furnish expressions at once so forcible and so simple.

e great characteristic of Scottish lyrics, in particular, is simplicity ;
—and what passion, however involved it may seem in some of 1its
combinations, have they not developed ?

Having thus attempted to point out the essential qualities of a Song,
we may now say, that the claims of the volume before us, esti
by the s which we have laid down, are of a high order.
Indeed they require no praise from us, for greater authorities have
already done them justice. But we are so deeply indebted to the
author for the way in which he has both excited and expressed some
of our best feelings, that we think it right to thank him as well as
we can.

The Songs are justly entitled «Original.” By this we must not
be understood to mean, that many of the sentiments are not familiar.
But there is something characteristic in the whole of them. The an-
thor, as Sir Philip Sydney’s muse advises, “ lookes into his own hearte
and writes,”—and this is no slight praise in an age like the present
when it is so difficult for a poet to prevent himself from falling into the
beaten routine. There is a caln earnestness about Mr. Gil that
no one can assume when he is speaking by rote. Indeed we have
seldom seen the deeper feelings exp: more concisely, and at the
same time more distinctly dnd completely. You ‘must be convinced
that he has felt,—and that he says nothing more than what he has
felt. .

We may remark too, the singular union of boldness and simplicity
in his descriptions of external nature. In this we ma
afirm with confidence, that he very closely resembles Tannahil
Interesting little objects which only strike the eye of a poet,—but
which we recognize with pleasure when pointed out,—are frequently
touched on with singular beauty and pathos. Some of these fine
images are original in every sense of the word, as we do not believe
that they are to be found in the works of any other poet.

From the strain of our retlnarks, ’1; r:glg be seen, that we admire
the serious poems in icular. ,” a3 poor Hazlitt says,
« is better ti’l?:n Comel:la;";} But there is ayvein of quiet humouryin
others, that may perhaps be no less delightful to some of our readers.

We shall now p to give one or two extracts in support of the
opinions which we have presumed to express; and the first we have
fixed upon is a SonE which we heard the Ettrick Shepherd say, with
that liberality which always distinguishes a man of genius, « was the
best Song he knew.” is song is entitled Tke Happy days o
Youth, and was given in a “Night with the Ettrick Shepherd,” in
the preceding Number.]

We may remark in ing that the Airs, to which the Songs are
set, harmznise most beapal’xs:lﬁily with the words. &

The next piece isalso one of our greatest favourites :om
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Tuna—« Cowdenknores.”
O! THOU broom, thou bonnie bush o’ broom
I leave that land and thee,

Where freedom and thou hae flourished lang—
’ Where freemen still are free.

The Indian vales are rich and fair,
And bright is the flow’ret’s bloom,

But what are the flowers and the myrtle bowers,
If I miss my native broom ?

Iﬁj:dwiltthuco?, @smmybudo'hom,
grow on a Foreign
That I may think, when I look on thee,

I'm still in faiy Scotland !

Thy branches green might wave at een,
t morn thLﬂowen might blaw,
But it wadna be on
Nor yet by Ettrick shavw.

O! thou broom, thou bornie bush o’ broom,
Treaat ot ooy P Booe st
m s are gane
%Im%swm

My native land ca’s forth a sigh,
And thou, sweet broom, a tear,

For I canna tak thee fras the draes
To which thow'st lang dear.

O! thou broom, thou bonnie bush o’ broom
I leave that land and thee,

Where freedom and thou hae flourished lang—
‘Where freemen still are free.

There is still another which we cannot refrain from giving at
fall length.

.

TuNeg—* Gude nickt an’ joy.”—(Old set.)

THoU weary morn, when wilt thou dawn ?

And yet nae 1ess comes wi’ day ;
But day an’ night I mourning sigh

For lov'd hours fled an’ joys away.
My laddie was the kindest swain,

An’ sought my heart wi’ 2’ his akill,
An’ yet I've tint that lad sae true

1’ woman’s pride an’ woman’s will.

It wasna but I lo'ed him weal,
It wasna but I thought him kind,
But just that silly pride o' heart
Iiallovercdmddnamrmind.
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He tauld me that my heart was proud,
Ax’ what he said was maybe true,
But little does my laddie ken
How humbled Km that heart is now.

At kirk, 1 keekit aff my beuk
To see if he would look at me,
But ncer a blink gat I frae him,
h the tear stood in my ee.
An’ when the preachin-time was done
11k lassie had her lover gay,
While I gaed dowie hame alane
Ar’, O! it was » weary way !
But the lav'rick sings high ¢ the lj
Although Iu’sae:t‘sdﬁ 3 mg&;
Sae, though my withered hopes are low,
They maybe yet will rise again !
The sun behind the cloud does shine,
Although his face we dinna see ;
Sae my dear lad may yet prove kind,
Although it a’ seems dark to me!

We wish that our limits would allow us to make ampler extracts.
We have only room for the following, which we think are in
Goldsmith’s finest vein.

YET musing on what might have been
I dream my time away ; |

' Tis idle as my early dreams
But ah! 'tis not so gay.

When she, all lovely as she’s still,
. Blushed when I called her fair,
And, if she never bade me hope,
She ne'er bade me despair.

Farewell a world, whose gayest scenes
No pleasure bring to me,

I'd hate its smile, did I not think
It may give joy to thee.

Whether or not we are wrong in the o{»inion which we have ex.
pressed as to these poems, we think at least, that we have given
specimens sufficient to enable our readers to judge for themselves.
We cannot conclude without alluding to one very interesting cir-
cumstance,—that these Songs have not been written “in the soft
obscurities of retirement or under the shelter of academic bowers,”
but in the intervals of relaxation from employments not favourable in
any way to poetic feeling. Lord Craig says that he never passed
Michael Bruce’s cottage without wishing he were a great man,
and the poet were alive; and we may say with sincerity that we
ln;everbepuss Mr. Gilfillan’s door without wishing that the world knew
im better.
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THE SEASON'!

BY DELLA CRUSCA.

O nusH'D be the voice of song !—
It is not an hour for mirth .

When the old year sinks in th:tgnve of time,
And the new year has its birth.

‘What has the young year brought,
That a tide of rapture wells

From the depths of the light and joyous heart,
At the chime of the pas.ing bells?

Have the ills, that bestrew life’s path,
Fled away with the vanish’d year,

That the laugh of youth and the smile of age—
Hold gladsome revel here ?

Let memory’s moonlight lead
To the solemn past again,

For what has the old year left—to cause
Such joy o’er the earth to reign.

There were graceful heads uprais'd
From the pillow which they prest,

‘When the year, that has hurried by, was hailed
’Mid the hush of the dreamer’s rest.

There were eyes where laughter lay,
While gladness swa; e tongue,

And their lustre bright was around us shed
When the buried year was young.

But the stone is gathering moss,
Where they’re gone in silence down,
For the dust is strewn on the sunny brow
That was deck’d with the festal crown.

Then what has the young year brought ?
Let the aged make reply,—

Ye smile,—but alas! ye have fewer steps
To the grave where your fathers lie.

It has brought gray hairs to some,
And many a yearning heart

Hath felt the barb, and the wrench that tore
Affection’s links apart.

It has brought recollections sad
And hearts less green to all,

And we sigh for the simple pleasure gone,
Which we may not again recall !
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O hush’d be the voice of mirth !—
For the years, as they journey past,
Have a voice that speaks of a worl‘:sto come
And the tomb te which we haste.

——

THE STROLL.—A STORY.

Now every fleld, now every tree is green;
Now genial nature’s fairest face s seen.

ELPHINSTONE.

AFTER the chill blasts and almost suffocating fogs of an English
winter, there is nothing, in my opinion, more exhilarating to him who
has been for months pent up in a smoky city than the appear-
ance of an opening spring-day. I do not believe that the approach
of this season of buds mﬁ sunshine is hailed with such unequivocal
marks of satisfaction in any country, as it is in England. The signs
of resuscitation in the vegetable world, and the merry carols of the
feathered choristers, which throw life and animation over the face of
nature, convey not half that intensity of joyous feeling to the heart,
as does the placid serenity and innate satisfaction, which are so
strongly pictured in the countenance of every Englishman.

The glow of universal benevolence beams in every feature and
lights up every eye; and, as in the house of {er every distinction
of rank and society is lost and all hearts are blended and commingled,
80, methinks, at this season, the same electric feeling takes ion
of almost every bosom, and extends its kindly influence throughout
a reviving world. Then, indeed, is the Deity worshipped in temples
not made with hands:—earth is the temple of his worshippers, and
the blue of heaven their canopy.

It was on one of these mornings of clouds and sunshine, which are
80 frequent in the months of spring, that I left the din and bustle of
a great city to enjoy for a limited dperiod the pleasures of the oount:z_
and the company of one of my dearest friends. After a full h
hour’s jostling over stony streets and squares nearly innumerable, we
at last got upon smoother ground, and, in a short time left the Me-
tm’Folis in the distance. ;

he sun, which had qgeared shrouded in a thick haze, now look-
ed through and smiled.” His beams, however, were but partial ;—they
fell only upon us :—an impenetrable mist hung lowering above the city,
so that, while we were breathing in a pure atmosphere, millions of
living beings seemed inhaling the vapours of stench and corruption.—
So much for elegance and refinement.

In my way to H I was so much pleased with the appearance
of the country, which to a stranger looks for many miles like a well-
cultivated garden, that, before we arrived at the end of the first stﬁe,
I had resolved to have a few hours rambling among the green shades
of Twittenham, and indulge those feelings of pleasing melancholy,
that would be naturally excited by contemplating the scenes, among
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vhich the auther of «“ Windser Forest” spent the eveming of his
life.

The grey mists of morning lingering on the distant uplands, and
the hedges of birch and eglantine bespangled with dew-drops, in-
timated that day was not far advanced, when a sudden pulling-up of
tl.he Inr:;ins somevéﬂat discom 3:; ‘;:ld;n l)rokeoft.hehorevel'iei i;z f: ich

been in ing. in, rses, I left the
Stage-coach, and, l?eesless wri):her 1 mdg:es, found myself ere long
on the bridge of Richmond. Having recalled my scattered senses,
I then experienced—I confess for the first time—that desolate kind of
feeling, which none but a wanderer far from the scenes of his infancy
has ever truly known. Those ideas of independence and of home,
which X bad attached to the travelling vehicle, were now vanished :—
for, immediately subsequent on leaving it, I beheld it disappearing
among the trees; and, as I heard the sound of the lash faintly echo-
ing through the stillness of the morning, it seemed to me like a tone
that told the happiness of by-gone years!

After admiring the beauty of the prospect which is here luxu-
riantly arrayed in all the charms of softer rural beauty, and beholding
“the Parent of Rivers” flow, like Lethe, through a second Elysium,
in I;tajeatic stillness, I crossed the bridge and ascended Richmond
Hill. * Here the scene was doubly endearing—I was treading upon
ballowed ground,—for it was here that one of Scotland’s brightest
ornaments had lived and died. Every tree, methought, was his me-
morial, and every wild flower the embalmer of his song !

With feelings of no common intensity I entered the Church-yard,
in which are deposited the remains of the Author of ¢« The Seasons.”
There I perceived «the spot where they laid him,” and the children
of spring, wet with nature’s tear-drops, blooming over his grave! I
sauntered awhile through groves of elm, and then traversing several
green fields, I arrived shortly in front of a small cottage, which I did
not discern, till within a short distance, owing to its being closely
embowered among beach-trees. It was one of those neat little
cabins which are so peculiar to England : and from the well-trimmed
flower-pot, the nicely-trained honeysuckle, the white washed walls
and gothic windows, a stranger might easily have guessed that the
possessor was not devoid of that native elegance, which is ever the
characteristic of the higher class of the try of this country.

As I approached the threshold of this lonely mansion, I observed
sitting in-a sort of alcove on one side the door, an individual a
rently about sixty years of age ; and, from his locks of silver and the
deep furrows that marked his brow, I think he might then be trem-
bling on the verge of his thirteenth lustrum—in other words he
E’ét be nearly five years older—He seemed in deep meditation,

ding in one hand a velume, which from its appearance I conjec-
tured to be a common prayer:bgok—and in the other his spectacles,
in such a position as shewed he had just finished his devotions.

Upon observing me, he rose up ard opened a small wicket that en-
closed the garden from the park, and in a friendly manner desired me
to walk in—adding, that if I had lost my path, I should be conduct-
ed to the main road. I explained the gmman which had led
me to his cottage, and he kindly invited me to spend an hour with him.
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We had not been long seated in the little room which he termed
his parlour, when he called out “ Lou ! is Lou abroad ?”—Immediatel
the door opened and a female, apparently about eighteen entere«i'
There is not perhatps a greater a.ncgorite in existence than I am ;}—
yet I flatter myself I can judge pretty correctly of beauty, when it
comes under my inspection, though possibly with a feeling some-
what like that which inspires the sculptor when gazing on sta-
tues of a Venus de Medici or an Apollo Belvidere.

Louisa (for that was the name of this fair creature) was one of
those flowers of beauty, that are seen to bud and blossom in the love-
liness of the forest and the wild, but which, if transplanted into a
richer, though less congenial soil, would perhaps fade and die. She
might be ranked rather below than above the stature of ideal beauty,
yet her form was elegant and graceful. Could it have admitted of
improvement, its symmetry would have been perfect by somewhat
of the “en bon point” being added to a shape so slender. The blush
of health, heightened by the bracing air of the morning (for she had
been already abroad), glowed upon her cheeks. Her large blue eyes,
beaming with filial affection, spoke unutterable things. Her lip, wet
with the dew of youth, might compare—nor lose by the comparison—
with the brightest ruby in the mine, or the ripest cherry on the tree.
Her fair ringlets, playing in nature’s wildest mood over her neck and
shoulders, gave such a fairyness to her form as made her seem, to
fancy at least, the spirit of her solitude. .

Tie old man, whom we shall designate by the name of Bloomfield,
ordered his daughter to prepare our repast; during which I was so
much pleased with the conversation of the father, that without much
entreaty I was persuaded to spend the day with him, as in the
evening a stage-coach would pass, which could convey me to H.
and save me the trouble of taking horse from the next village.

Mr. Bloomfield informed me that he had spent the early part of his
life in ————shire ; that his friends, being in easy circumstances
and having somewhat respectable connexions, had determined that he
should be brought up for the .bar ;—but th#t' unfortunately he lost
their good will by marrying a female whom, thetigh possessed of uncom-
mon accomplishments, mental as well as personal, they considered his
inferior. Upon this he had been forced to leave his native place, and
coming to L——— had been lucky enough to be appointed Inspector
of Works at K. , but that, being, by an at of fever, render-
ed unfit for his situation, his patron had granted him leave to retire,
giving him an annuity sufficient for his wants, together with the cot-

. He told me, that two children were the fruit of his marriage ;
bug that his Charlotte had died shortly after the birth of his daughter,
who was now the comforter of his olyt’l age. “I had,” continued the
old man—sobbing—“I had a son, but it was doomed that he should
be taken from me. This day,” added he, “is the anniversary of
my sorrow. It was on the first morn of April that my Charlotte
died, and on it too that Henry, r Henry left us.”

Henry had been sent to Loudon, where he was articled with an
Attorney. At first he behaved in such a manner, as to gain the
good-will of his master. But, alas! what one among a thousand can
withstand. the allurements of vice, backed by the example of intimate
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tompanions. Henry was hurried into the vortex of dissipation, and,
notwithstanding the remonstrances of his friends, continued in his rui-
nous career, until at length, spurned from his employer, he grew
desperate—enlisted in a regiment of foot, which was shortly after
ordered to the continent ; and, as no tidings of him had ever reached
his friends, was supposed to have fallen in the field.

The day was now beginning to decline, and I was speedily to bid
adieu to my hospitable entertainer and his lovely daughter. We had
for some hours previously been talking of the occurrences, which con-
tinually fall out in the ever-changing urn of human existence ; and
as the father would relate how, in all his afflictions, he had found the
safest shelter under the shade of the Rock of ages, the child would
gaze upon his countenance, beaming with tenderness, and listen to
his I:vords with pious reverence, while the tear-drop of love glistened
in her eye.

The eoly;nd of a horn, apparently at no great distance, warned me
to depart ; the signal told the approach of &ree stage-coach.

In one moment a stranger burst into the room ;—and in another
Bloomfield clasped in his arms the child of his affections—his long
lost Henry !— -

It would be folly to attempt a description of this affecting inter-
view ; I shall therefore pass it over in silence.

Henry, burning at his own ingratitude to the best of parents and
of friends, had; upon his arrival on the continent, resolved to wi
away the stain by distinguishing himself in the field, or end an exis-
tence, now completely miserable, on the battle-plain. He was not
without success—his conduct was marked—he was taken from the
ranks—and, in the capacity of ensign, he had now come to make an
atonement for his crimes in the bosom of his father!

It may easily be conceived, I prolonged my stay—happy in the
thought, that the evening of a day, whose morn had been hailed as
the anniversary of sorrow, should thus have been turned into unmin-
gled joy !—

D. M.

——
STENOGRAPHY.

Nor oft thy name hath waked a Poet’s fire,
And bade him sweep for thee the sounding Lyre ;
Albeit the muse no niggard of her praise,
g‘pendtbrift in rhyme, and prodigal of lays,

o themes less noble far attunes her song
And pours the rapid tide of verse along.
Yet still not quite unsung nor new to fame,
There are whose numbers sweet enshrine thy name,
And once again in Truth’s ingenuous line '
Thy just deserts, unrivall'd Art! shall shine.—

Say,—when are met in Freedom’s ancient hall
Our Country’s leaders at their Monarch’s call ;
VOL. I. o
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When trembling nations on their Counsels wait

In dread suspense as on the nod of Fate,

And anxious millions burn at home to lmow

Whom they may deem their Country’s friend or foe—
Oh! then, what Art to fleeting sound may give

A life beyond what utterance bids it live ?

Where dwells the power can waft it o'er sublime

On ocean’s waves to many a distant clime ?

*Tis thou, blest Science! thou alone can’st save

The transient honors from Oblivion’s grave.

Hark ! from some patriot’s bosom—bursting round
The thunders of his eloquence resound ;
His thrilling tones each breast with rapture fill,
Subdue the soul and mould it to his will.
He lifts his lofty brow and speaks of War—

ination bears the curse afar ;—

He breathes of Peace—the clash of arms is o’er
In fancy’s ear, and vengeance reigns no more.
Oh! now to thee alone hath heaven assigned
A hand to grasp the lightning of his mind,—
A spell to bind its spirit and 1ts power,
And bid them live to time’s remotest hour.

Nor less Religion’s than the Senate’s friend,
Thy constant steps on both alike attend—
As wand'ring seeds, whose downy pinions bear
Their embryo treasures thro’ the noontide air,
Descend on earth—their sunny ramblings o’er—
And glad some spot perchance unblest before.
8o thine it is to scatter o’er the land,
From ocean shore again to ocean strand,
Those truths sublime with noblest feeling fraught,
And sudden light from Inspiration caught ;
Which from some lip endued with hallowed fire
Go forth to soothe—encourage and inspire ;
And which, alighting oft on cultur'd ground,
Grow up and shed their heavenly fruits around.—

And in those halls where Justice holds her seat,
And fluent tongues in subtle conflict meet ;
There, too, thy pen pursues its swift career,

Each word recording, as it ts thine ear,
Soon in new form to grace the learned page
And shine as land-marks to a future age.—

Like yon fleet cloud that gathers as it sails
‘Whate’er the sun’s resplendent beam exhales ;
And bears within its treasure-teeming breast
The spirit—essence—elements comprest—

Of myriad vanish’d things that had their birth
Amonft the bright and eloquent of earth ;
And which ere long consigns its stores again
In grateful showers o'er the thirsty plain :—
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8o doth thy hand, triumphant Art! enshrine
Within the precincts of thy divine,
Those evanescent beauties of the hour
That bloom when Eloquence awakes her pow’r,—
Those wi words that, unredeem’d by thee,
Would and die like meteors o’er the sea—
And which at thy command again arise
Bright as in life to bless our wond’ring eyes.—

Although we doubt not who the will bear,—
Yet which shall Science justly hold most dear?
Him—who with angel tongue and soul of flame
The bhardest heart can melt, the fiercest tame?

Or him—beneath whose talismanic power

A transient, blooms a never dying, flower,

Who wins, ere yet they melt in empty sound,

The thousand spells that Genius breathes around ;
Presents the gifts with pious hand to Fame

And bids her wreathe them round some rising name,
Or frame a diadem for aye to glow

With heavenly lustre o’er the patriot’s brow ;

And thus to charms that in their birth would die
Affix the seal of Immortality ?

MancRester. T. DewnvunsT.
-

THE GRAVE-STONE.
( Translated from the German.)

A parTY of young men had been long carousing together one even-
ing, and, amongst many other freaks which they thought of and put
in execution, they determmed to have their fortunes told. Axm-
drinking up all the wine which remained on the table, in order to

their resolution, they sallied forth about midnight, arm
in arm, wild with their revelry.

The woman whom they resolved to consult lived without the city
gates, in a small house ; and, for the purpose of her prophecies, she
used a mirror, in which the inquirer might behold whatever scene of
his future life he desired to have revealed. Many a story was relat.

ed, in which it was asserted that her revelations had come to pass..

She had, however, been positively interdicted from continuing her
dangerous occupation, and only carried it on now very secretly.

As the noisy party approached her house, she observed, by their de.
meanour, that they were elevated with wine, and she steadily refused
to accede to their request. No promises, no money that they could
offer—caused her to waver in her resolution ; and, at length, most of
the young men believed her assurances that she had finally renounced
the craft, and, leaving her house, agreed to parade the streets: one
only, Leopold, who had drunk the least, but in whose character there

’
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was great natural enthusiasm, separated himself privately from his
companions, went back to the fortune-teller, and renewed Igs solicita,
tions under the most solemn assurances that whatever he might see
should be kept secret. By gold and fair promises he succeeded at
length in overcoming the scruples of the old woman, who, silently mo-
tioning, lighted him up a small staircase into a room in which there
was a large mirror placed against the wall, with a curtain before it.
She set the glass on the table, hid the lamp in the oven, and then ask-
ed her visitor what he wished to see.

He reflected awhile, and debated in his mind whether he should
ask to behold his future bride, his future residence, or whatever else
curiosity dictated. Whilst he was thus pondering, he heard the call
of the watchman. The wine he had drunk and his midnight excur-
gion had a singular influence on his mind: he looked up, and asked to
see his grave. .

In manifest alarm, and, moreover, with a certain sort of kindliness
in her manner, the beldam endeavoured to divert him from this, re.
minding him how often foreknowledge causes accomg:'shment—but in
vain; he persisted in his wish, and, after many s, the curtain
was withdrawn from the glass.

* In the dusky twilight which seemed to be retained in the glass,
and not to extend witiout it, there appeared a long n quadrangle
surrounded by a wall. Within it stood many oak anm trees, above
which appeared the roof of a building resembling a cloister. In the
back ground there were seen many hillocks, raised above the sod, with
crosses and grave-stones: on one of these, not far from the wall, he,
at first with astonishment, and with constantly increasing horror,
plainly read his own name.

He sat still and in silence before the glass until the curtain was
again let down, and the old woman had taken the lamp from out of
the oven, to light him to the door. He went home sunk in thought ;
every trace of his revelling had disappeared, but the image of his
gzav_e was impressed upon his mind in indelible characters: many

s and weeks passed on.

i’n order to divert his mind, he now determined to go himself upon
a journey, which, on account of some disagreeable affairs, he had pre-
viously Xetaermined to leave to another. He rightly considered that a
total change of scenes, places, and sensations, would have a beneficial
influence. Visiting on horseback many charming, and, to him,
hitherto unknown spots, his mind not only regained its former tone,
but he became even more lively than the natural gravity of his cha-
racter had hitherto allowed him to be.

Whilst travelling one day he was overtaken by a storm that con-

tantly increased. He was already many miles distant from the place
he had left, and had about as fartogoﬁeforehecouldnacb the one
to which he was journeying. He soon became dripping wet, and,
spurring his horse, he took a by-path, in hopes of reaching some vil-
lage, of which he saw that the main road offered no prospect: but the
whole neighbourhood seemed alike solitary and deserted by men.

At length, however, he came in sight of a farm-yard, partly sur-
rounded with trees, and enclosed within a pretty high wall. He per-
geived that he should be forced to alight and tie up his horse, as he
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eould only find a narrow foot-path ; and this he resolved upon, though
the pity he felt for his steed made him for some time debate with him-
self as to the propriety of seeking another road. At length, however,
he advanced. He came to a church-yard. He stood still with affright.
The form of the spot, the trees, the roof which appeared above them,
seemed to remind him of a well-known spot; and, pondering a few
moments, the recollection flashed across his mind that this was pre-
cisely the spot he had beheld portrayed in the magic glass. He look-
ed again at the wall; the spot was empty; but close by were seen
the newly-made graves.

Horror rendered him for a time speechless, and immoveably rooted
to the spot. Alternate fits of shivering and of burning fever suc-
ceeded. Hastening back, he sprang upon his horse ; spurring with-
eut intermission, he soon regained the highway; and, disregarding
the business on which he had come, he took the direct road home-
wards. On the third day he reached his native town, which he had
left ten days before. His excellent steed died from fatigue, and he
himself was seized with a violent fever, during which, to the horror
of those who attended him, he dwelt continually upon the frightful
images that had taken possession of his mind. It was long be-
fore he recovered from the debility this malady brought upon him.

At length, however, he became convalescent; but every trace of
his original gaiety seemed to have been rooted out by his illness, and
he appeared in the circle of his friends the shadow of his former self—
his youthful manly beauty gone. His eyes no longer beamed with
that innocent confidence, which, in spite of all faults and weak-
nesses, 80 long remains when neither enormous sins nor an odious
narrow-mindedness impair the graces of youth.

Unable to regain his wonted cheerfulness, he ually became more
and more an object of indifference to his friends: this wounded him,
and caused him to reflect with greater earnestness upon the sad
images that had taken possession of his mind. He shortly afterwards
realized all his fortune, for he felt that he abode too near his burying-
place, and that he was attached, as it were by an invisible chain, to
the and silent spot which lay within the cloister-wall. Amply
provided with money, he left the town by a road directly opposite to
the one he had formerly taken; and, after several days’ joume{, he
stopped in a small Catholic town, where an agreeable neighbourhood,
pleasant companions, and, more than all, a removal from all his former
connexions, seemed to promise that oblivion of the past of which he
was in search. He succeeded, in fact, in repressing the appalling
images which had filled his mind; and, feeling himself better, he
sought to perfect his cure by habitually taking part in every sort of
amusement,—in balls, fetes, and drinking parties. His wealth caused
him to become the centre of a circle of gay young men, who drank
deeply of the cup of pleasure, and, by mockery and laughter, drove
away from him and from each other every serious thought. He was
now looked upon as an exaggerated specimen of a gallant, gay, and
reckless man of pleasure ; and the elder citizens of the town privatel
warned the young of the sin of such thoughtless dissipation, an
against the seduction of bad examples.

Leopold often heard of these cautions, of which he made a jest:
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not that his heart was co but he felt within him a stern ne-
cessity for acting as he did: he could not hide from himself how im-
poseible it was for him to revert to a life of quiet and moderation, and
that he must cuntinue his wild career in order to escape from the
horrid, the maddening ideas which he could not overcome. It was
in such a mood that he was one day looking on at a procession: he
discovered, by the angry looks which both men and wossen directed
towards him, how displeased they were at his presence; but for this
be cared little, and therefore continued to wa.ﬁ( up and dowr with
one of his friends. o ridens the

Amongst the train g maidens there appeared ome, of a slen-
der makeg,' clad in a gra m, her heaving bosom confined by a white
kerchief. Slowly walking along, she bent her pale face over a h
book, just as we see St. Cecilia or St. Elizabeth desngnedmohr;:
tures. From the moment he saw her, Leopold’s indifference was at
an end. He gazed on the lofty, yet pious, cast of her features—her
bright eyes, which indicated an ingenuous and elevated faith—that
faint glow, like as of the morning, which seemed to beam from out
her heart through her tran t skin: he saw how compassionately
she looked upon him. At that moment he felt again the of in-
fancy, so long, so very long, a stranger ; and, unheeding the questions
of his companion, ze ran from s;lr:: to street before the procession,
and beheld her with increasing ure, as, ing by, blushed
at his gaze. When the priest, by giving his mg, ad ended the
ceremony, and she was in a moment lost to Leopold’s view, he was
amazed at finding how completely the memory of the like a mo-
ment of inebriation, had yielded to the sentiment, hitherto unkmown,
which now possessed his soul.

Man only learns the worth, the importance, and the bliss of life,
when he loves; but we are incredulous until this highest miracle of
the mind is no stranger to us. All that bhad hitherto engaged Leo-

ld’s mind was now unheeded. He was at first occupied exclusively
1n finding out the name and residence of the fair unknown ; and, hav-
ing succeeded in devising measures for again and again seeing and
hearing her, he by this means occupied his mind and filled his
with admiration of her loveliness.

The parents of the maid, already advanced in life, and whose minds
had never been highly cultivated, were well known and esteemed in
the town for the scrupulous exactness with which they observed the
forms of their religion: they saw, with displeasure, the visits of the
young man to their house, without, however, venturing to disoblige
the distinguished stranger by any marked incivility, although, as they
wer; bigotedly scrupulous, they secretly, but c{osely, watched his
conduct.

He, on the other hand, made use of all the amiability which was na-
tural to him, and the polished manners which he lmdy uired in his
early intercourse with society, to inspire them with confidence. He
came oftener, spoke to his beloved more and for a longer time, now
and then even without witnesses; and, observing all those attentions
which are agreeable to.the fair, he at length saw that his assiduous
courtship had caused a tender partiality to spring up in his favour.

For a few weeks only was his happiness eoneealetr from the watch-
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ful eyes of the parents. They had already learnt much as to his re-
ligion and former conduct. The growing inclination of their beloved
child to the Protestant was as apparent as it was di le to
them ; and, their suspicions being confirmed, they resolved upon tak.
ing a decisive step. A short time afterwards Leopold paid them
many visits without ever finding the daughter at home: he inquired
anxiously whether she was unwell or had gone on a journey: the pa-
rents seemed dejected, and returned an evasive answer. Tormented
by doubts and the loss of her society, he waited a month longer ; but
his angel came back no more.

nwearied by his disaprointment, he now redoubled his researches
in private, and, at length, learnt that she had been sent by her ts
to a distant religious establishment, the name and situation of which
no one could tell him. He offered his domestics large rewards, if they
could procure more positive intelligence: but this was for a long time

One evening, however, his valet came to him with a cheerful and
confident look, and said that he had learnt, from an old servant of
the young lady, the name of the driver of the coach in which she had
been taken away. With a joyful cry Leopold sprang up, threw him
a handful of money, and hastened to the house that had been pointed
out.

The driver made a great many difficulties, and declared that he
bad been obliged to take an oath that he would keep the road to the
place a secret ; but by dint of constantly increasing offers, Leopold
overcame his scruples. He then avowed all: he did not know
the name of the spot; but, if the gentleman wished, he would, for
the sum romisedl:o conduct him thither, provided he would travel
alone, and engage not to stop in any town of im ce. Leopold
promised every thing, and impatiently required that they should set
off the same mght. The driver got ready, and within two hours they
were in a carriage, travelling rapidly along by the light of the bright
barvest moon: the journey lasted several ans, and at night they al.
ways slept in obscure villages.

'i"be old man related that the young lady was accompanied by her
father ; that she had, throughout, n excessively dejected, had we‘n
very much, and, at last, quite exhausted, had appeared to be very ill.
The sanguine feelings of the young man inclined him to interpret
this in bhis own favour; and, with the wild enthusiasm to which he
bad lately been subject, he determined to make her his in spite of
rents, religion, or fate. The coachman, who had been well paid in
advance, was now anxious as to the strength of his horses, and endea-
voured to soothe the perturbed feelings of his companion by relating
over and over the circumstances of his late journey. One day, about
noon, they halted at a small village on the borders of what appeared
to be a very extensive forest. The old coachman requested id
to alight, telling him that they had arrived at the inn where he had
before stopped. He could conduct him no further ; all that he knew
was that the travellers he lately brought went thence into the wood,
and that towards evening the father returned alone.

Leopold went into the inn in order to get further information,
and to receive from the landlord a confirmation of what he had just
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heard. Enjoining the driver to secrecy, he permitted him, if he
thought proper, to return alone; and then, without taking any
refreshment, he procured a boy to be his gnide, and sallied into
the wood.

After walking for about a hundred and fifty yards through a very
narrow path, they found the trees less thickly planted, and came in
sight of a castle which appeared to have been converted either into a
farm-house or a cloister. Leopold hastened towards it, and knocked
at the gate with a beating heart.

A sour old man with a shaven crown opened it to him, and asked,
in a mistrustful tone of voice, what had brought him thither after
sunset. He wanted to speak to the Prior of the establishment. The
priest remarked that the building was a cloister, and therefore under
the direction of an abbess. Leopold begged more humbly for the
favour of an interview. The chaplain went into the house, and, re-
turning some time after, conducws him into the parlour, and request-
ed him to wait there patiently until vespers were done.

Leopold’s soul was so distracted by the variety of thoughts which
altérnately passed through his mind, that he became every minute
more agitated. He now felt great exhaustion, which, however, there
was nothing in the room to relieve, ‘and he feared to leave it lest he
should lose the opportunity of seeing the abbess.

She came at gast—-an elderly lady, but who still retained great
softness of manners. She looked at bim with an enquiring eye, and
asked his name and the object of his visit. He uﬂd both, and his
anguish was greatly augmented as he observed how the countenance
of the abbess was overcast with melancholy as he proceeded in his
narrative. He had ended : he waited eagerly for her reply. <« Yom:ﬁ
man,” said she, deliberately speaking, you must arm yourself wi
Christian fortitude : already eight gays ago the novice went to her
home”—meaning that she was dead. Leopold sank into a deep swoon »
when he reviveg many others of the nuns were present assisting, as
also the priest who had to perform the religious service of the cloister.
On the return of recollection, his first request was that they would
eonduct him to the grave of his beloved. The abbess consented,
hoping that tears would assuage the convulsive anguish of his heart.
At her request the priest preceded with a light: she followed, with
the eldest of the sisters, both supporting Leopold’s faltering steps.

The small door was opened : fgeir way led over graves. At
length the father, having nearly approached a wall, stood still, and
held the light over the newest-made grave. Leopold looked up: his
face became alternately flushed and deadly pale: a mortal anguish
possessed his whole frame. In the imperfect light he beheld again
the still green long quadrangle, surrounded by the wall, which he sor
well knew. Overcome by the horror of the destiny which now burst
upon him, he cried out, “ Oh-God ! my gnn I” and fell senseless on:
the ground, thus sinking into the lap of death and doom.

A few days afterwards his grave-stone stood on the wall. His con--
fession was not known, and they therefore buried him on the spot
where he expired.
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DISJOINTED FRAGMENTS.

L

WaEN from the world was lost that light sublime
Which Greece shed o’er it in the olden time,—
When mental darkness like a film o’erspread

All lands, and wisdom with the wise was dead,—
When Sense and Reason from their thrones were hurled
And made a moral desert of the world,—

Some pious Monarch built a holy fane

Where pure devotion as a Queen might reign—
Where in the mountain’s bosom laid to rest,

Were stilled the waves of the o’erlaboured breast—
‘Where timid Sorrow’s fluttering wings were furled
Safe from the tumults that convulsed the world.

IL

‘These were the blest retreats where Peace might dwell
Sweetly sequestered in Devotion’s cell ;

And while the lust of conquest or of crime

Was raging wild o'er each unhappy clime,

Here could the virtuous and the wise retire

And light their taper at the vestal fire

Where knowledge faintly burned,—and, there enshrined,
Preserve the precious life-blood of the mind ;}—

Such were these temples, ere fanatic rage

Destroyed by grandeur left untouched by age ;

But now their massive relics but declare—

The tide of life hath ebbed for ever there.

1IL

It was the hour when dying day-light throws
A parting smile of kindness on the world,
When the fair sun, his race of buauty o'er,
Is in his robes of shadowy splendour furled—
Reflection reached the senith of her pow'r
And silence was the Queen of that soft hour.
The wanderer walked abroad—his soul serene
Drank the deep beauty of that parting scene.
Sweet is the tone of music, when it flings
Baek on the heart the memory of thin
Buried for many a year in that lone 05?,
Where long—Ilong absent forms of beauty dwell ;
Sweet is the voice of friendship, when its tone
Soothes on the bed of death the sick man’s groan;
YOL. I. P
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And when from wandering over shores afar

We turn our footsteps homeward—then how sweet
A sister’s first kind words of welcome are

Which fly—the wanderer on his way to greet.
Aye! sweet are these :—but sweeter far to hear
Devotion’s whispered incense meet the ear,—
To hear the spirit’s first faint accents rise
To meet its great Creator in the skies—
The stranger prayed.— . .

IV.

When distant worlds appear arrayed on high
And measure out the gemm'd expanse of sky,—
When through the ivy of that aged pile
The dim-seen stars just twinkle thro’ the aisle,—
Oft would the murmur of the half-breathed prayer
Float on the stillness of the midnight air,—
Oft would the wanderer sit absorbed in thought,
Till the first twilight rays of morning brough
Remembrance of the world ; oft would he trace
Thro’ night's long hours the calm unconscious race
Of the cold moon, as tow’rds the beamy west
She journeyed onward to her home of rest ;
Oft at the window of his latticed celt
He watched the dying sunbeams as they fell
Upon those aged walls—and till again

ey rose in splendour, he would there remain.
The moon still shines upon that ivied cell,—
But where is he who loved her beams so well ?
Free as the dead—his soul unfettered roams
Where mightiest spirits find their destined homes,—

 Where there is treasured, in a purer state,

A bright reversion for the good and great: —
O’er his lone tomb no cypress branches wave,
But all is dark and silent as the grave.

V.

Far to the East, where Syrin’s desert sands
Unbroken [ie, one stately pillar stands,—
Columns and Temples ruined round it lie

In the bright gloom of fallen majesty.

This was ialmyn,—and where once the song
Of Virgin sweetness from the festal throng
Forth 1ssued, borne upon the listening air,—
The owl and raven only gather there.—

And in those halls where erst Longinus stood
And poured upon the Queen a melting flood
Of pure, sublime and simple tenderness,

Such as we listen to in dreams of bliss,—
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There glides the serpent, solitary, slow,
Monarch of all the ;gesert cantl:sy@w —

And fearful sounds the stranger’s soul appal
As twilight darkens o’er the mouldering wall.

* * » » »

How like Palmyra now that desert shrine
Where late I viewed the dying sunbeams shine,~
Gilding the ruins with that ghastly smile
We trace at eve along the cloistered aisle !
1t sleeps in grandeur. Time’s undying sway
Hath reared a fearful Temple to decay,
Where death is lovely—a bright monument
Snatched from the wreck of ages—where shall toll
The knell of time, when nature shall be rent,
And earth shall vanish as a shrivelled scroll.

W.R G

A FLORA OF BERWICK.-ON.TWEED.*

WE conceive it impossible for any one to look around him, and
view the improvements which have of late years been effected in most
of the sciences, without astonishment. Many of these were, till very
lately, envel in such obscurity, and encumbered with such a load
of technicalities, that the student frequently turned from them in
disgust ; or, if he happened to possess a cient share of patience
to attain, after years of labour spent in poring over the writings of
some fifty or sixty old authors, an acquaintance with the mere ele-
ments,—he had, even then, no more pretensions to the title of a Philo-
sopher, or, in other words, no scientific attainments which qualified
him to claim that rank, than might be acquired in as many months
by a person of moderate abilities at the present day. Far indeed are
we from wishing to depreciate the merits of our worthy forefathers,
who with exemplary assiduity, now rarely to be met with, manfully
encountered the serious obstacles opposed to their progress in know-
ledge ; and still farther are we from meaning to insinuate that, had
these difficulties stood in the way of the philosophical student of the
nineteenth century, they would no sooner have met his « gifted eye”
than, like a flake of snow under a sun-beam, they would have speenﬁly
dissolved. Such, however, is not our meaning, for we find in the su.
perstition and bigotry which prevailed during the early ages,—in the
circumstance, that Ke sciences were, in a manner, monopolized by a
class of men who found it their interest to shut them up from the
world at large,—in the two frequent, though unintentional, substitu-
tion of theory for fact,—in the want of proper instruments for pro-

® A Flora of Berwick-en-Tweed, by George Johnston, M.D. F.R.8.E. 8
vols 120, Loogman aud Co—Loudon. Carfrae aud Son—Edinburgh,
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secuting discoveries,—and in many other particulars which thwarted
their advancement—quite enough to account satisfactorily for the
slow progress of intellectual improvement, without impeaching the
talents of the ancients in order to vindicate modern pre-eminence.
The implicit adherence, which was over blindly paid to the dogmata
of their predecessors, is especially worthy of notice ; as by thus sup-
pressing the sallies of original genius, and confining its investigations
to one beaten track, an effectual barrier was erected against future
movements. At last the human mind, too long enthralled, awoke
from its apathy; and science, hitherto stern and forbidding, now at-
tired herself in the simple robe of truth. Hence Botany, which had
participated in the common gloom, assumed under the powerful hand
of Linnseus a prominent place among its noble and delectable kindred.
But though d‘:e ver{ formidable obstacles, with which the Botanical
student had previously to contend, have been in a great measure dis-
sipated by the ‘discovery of the Linnzan system of olassification, and
by the numerous subsequent improvements in vegetable physiology,
yet it was reserved for the nineteenth century to impart to Botany
such an agreeable and polished form as to attract even the Jadies to
the number of her votaries! - -

By no means do we consider the character of a Botanist estimable
by tﬁe number and rarity of the plants he has examined ; on the con-
trary, we dre of opinion that, before any one can arrive at those cor-
rect and philosophical views of the vegetable world essential to the
formation of a good Botsnist, a previous minute and careful exami-
nation of the structure and peculiarities of numerous species as they
affect different soils and elevations, and occupy different places in the
arrangement of Linneus and Jussieu, is totally indispensable. For
the purpose, therefore, of facilitating the progress of individuals en-
gaged in this pursuit, and not altogether with a view of satisfying
curiosity, various works have suecessivelz:ppeared—exhibiting the
number of genera and species supposed to be indigenous to a particu-
lar district, containing the characters by which they may be -
nized, and recording the places where they have been fY)und. %y
adverting to one of these the Botanist, who is anxious to examine
the plants of a neighbourhood, is spared great labour, and is likewise
enabled to traverse a much wider extent of ground than he could
possibly overtake by his own unaided exertions. Of this kind is the
work before us; which, in addition to the usual contents of such
publications, contains a vast fund of other interesting matter.

Annexed to the preface at the beginning of the first volume is a
very excellent sketch of the geology of Berwickshire, written by a
friend of the author, and the first attempt, as we are told, yet made
. to investi the structure of the county. Our limits prevent us from
laying before our readers more than a few brief extracts illustrative
of the style of the essay, the value of which is only diminished by
the absence of an enquiry into the stratification of the coast, as the
author himself remarks,  with any thing like minute attention.”

81. ABBs.

« Few parts of the kingdom can exhibit a finer and more splendid
piece of coast-scenery than 8t, Abbs,—to him especially who surveys
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§t from the sea beneath, whether it be in the summer season when in
calmness and security he sails over the peaceful and pellucid waters,
amid gloomy caverns, rocky archways, and majestic cliffs—half_shat-
tered by the storm and lightning, and shooting up aloft their giant
to the skies; or whether he visit it when the myriads of
sea_fowl are clothing the lofty cliffs or darkening with their multi-
tudes the noon-day sum, or filling all the surrounding echoes with
their dissonant voices; or whether when the elements of sea and sky
are mingled together, and the waves lashed up to foam, he sits se-
curely on its mountain-top and eyes the maddening strife.”
<« But it is not for its mere natural scenery that St. Abbs is so in-
teresting—it is, if possible, still more so in a geological point of view.
‘In a sketch of this description it may be sufficient to describe St. Abbs
asa h insulated map of trap-rocks, of which the principal are
mr;t:g amygdaloid and felspar porphyry. In the first of these
there is generally a basis of clay with imbedded portions of ba-
salt, amygdaloid and porphyry. In the second rock there is also a
distinct basis or ground, generally of a greenish coloured clay, con-
taining amygdaloidal.shaped cavities filled with calcareous spar, zeo-
lites, quartz nodules, and agates. In the last rock, the basis is gene-
rally felspar with imbedded chrystals of the same. When these rocks
occur in the manner and with the characters now described, it is
usual to consider them as subordinate to the old red sandstone; but
where no formation of this kind is observable, and where the rocks
within a few yards are evidently graywacke, as they are in the situa-
tion now before us, there seems no other way of describing the trap-
rocks of St. Abbs but as subordinate to the transition graywacke and
graywacke slate. We have described St. Abbs as an insulated moun-
tain mass, it being completely cut off from the wide extent of high
ground on the west by a deep valley, in the centre of which is a marsh
of considerable botanical interest.”
¢ There are probably few places where the contrast, both in exter-
nal t and 1n botanical phenomena, as well as in structure, is so
rem:mle as between the two sides of the valley, especially at the
little inlet termed Pettycurwick. Standing by the sea-side at this
small creek, and looking westward, we perceive, for many miles along
the lofty coast, the most splendid displays of stratification, the strata
being of all forms and in all positions, curved, zigzag, vertical, hori-
zontal, &c.; but the outline both of the summits and the slope of
the precipices we observe, in general, to be smooth and unbroken, and
more like a vast sloping wall or mural defence, than a natural piece
of rock scenery. Looking towards the east again, which consists of
the high ground of St. Abbs, the outline is rugged, broken and highly
pict ue, the sea in that direction beinf ranged with beetling crags
and overhanging cliffs,—in one place hollowed out into magnificent
caves and natural arches, and in another broken into wild and insu-
lated pinnacles. In the botany of the two sides of the valley we have
also mentioned that there is a difference, and this sufficient to attract
the notice even of the most superficial observer. For instance, the
Arenaria verna grows among the unstratified trap-rocks of « the head”
in the most beautiful luxuriance, while on the opposite side of the
valley, though the distance in one place be not more than a few yards,
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not a specimen is to be seen. The Hypericum humifusum, again, we
observe in considerable abundance on the stratified side, whmn the
other we do not meet with it, and the same remark I have made in
similar situations elsewhere. It may be curious also to obeerve that
the Primula elatior (rather a variety of Primula vulgaris) as well
as the common cowslip, though abundant among the rocks on the
graywacke side, are not met with among those of the opposite side—
a remark which holds good in other parts of the district comprehend-
ed in the following Flora.”

“Two additional remarks shall conclude our notice of St. Abba.
To the most trivial observer it must be evident that originally St.
Abbs head has been an island of the sea, similar to the Bass in the
Frith of Forth or to the Rock of Ailsa in the Frith of Clyde, it be-
ing quite clear that the sea at one time has flowed thmughthe nar-
row valley, but has gradually been excluded by the debris falling from
each side, which has thus elevated its bottom at either eﬁ, and
united at length St. Abbs to the mainland.”

“The other remark relates to the probable origin of that great mass
of trap-rocks, which forms this lofty promontory. It is impossible, we
conceive, for any man who knows any thing about rocks at all to re-
mark the singular position of the graywacke at the little inlet alread
mentioned, where the two sides of the valley approach nearest the hn({
almost without taking into account any of the other appearances
equally conclusive, (although not quite so evident), without coming at
once to the conclusion, that some prodigious violence must have been
necessary to cause the present very singular and distorted aspect of
these strata,—that this violence must have proceeded from beneath,—
that these rocks in this manner must have been projected in a liquid
form, as lavas,—and that thus St. Abbs is neither more nor less 3...;
an extinct volcano.”

The number of Phenogamous plants, included in the present Flora,
is far from contemptible, inasmuch as there have been found, within
the prescribed limits, 680 distinct species, exclusive of a considerable
number which have become naturalized in Berwickshire and North
Durham. Mr. Thompson, in his « Catalogue of Plants growing in the
vicinity of Berwick” published in 1807, has enumerated 466 species
including a few varieties—just 214 less than are included in the pre-
sent work. Now, even taking into consideration the facts that Mr. T.
was almost the only Botanist in the neighbourhood at the time—and
that the catalogue was summed up by his own unaided exertions, and
moreover allowing that a few of those omitted are so minute as almost
to elude the most vigilant research—we still cannot help think-
ing that Mr. Thompson’s examination of the district had been
neither so varied nor so careful as to have warranted him to
publish a catalogue. of its vegetable productions. But Fedia olitaria,
Secabiosa  columbaria, Lamium incisum, Pedicularis sylvatica,
Hieracium sylvaticum and paludosum, Senecio viscosus, Orchis con-
opsea and maculata, and some of the Salices are among the most glar-
ing of his omissions, as most of them grow within half a mile of the
town in considerable profusion.

In the class Cryptogamia, in the second volume, there are described
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6 species of Equisetacez, 19 Ferns, 4 Lycopodinesz, 129 Mosses, 30
Liverworts, 81 Lichens, 338 Fungi and 133 Alge, making in all 737
Cryptogamic Species.

After giving the character by which the plant is known, and the
places where it grows, the Doctor has in most instances introduced
some appropriate remarks, either on its peculiarities in structure, or
its use in medicine, agriculture and the arts. We subjoin the follow-
ing

On Menyanthes Trifoliata, page 56, vol. L.

¢« This is perhaps the most beautiful of our native plants—equal,”
in the opinion of Mr. Curtis, *“to the Kalmias, the Rhododendrons
and the Ericas of Foreign climates which are purchased at an extra-
vagant price, and kept up with much pains and expense, while this
d:fi::tc native which might be procured without any expepse, and
cultivated without any trouble, blossoms unseen, and wastes its beaut
on the desert air.” An infusion of the root and leaves is much
by the common people in this neighbourhood in dyspeptic complaints.

ormerly its virtues were highly extolled by many medical practi-
titioners, and though now little used, it is apanently fully equal in
strength to other bitters, and may hereafter lessen our dependance
on foreign drugs. In West Bothland, in times of scarcity, the roots
are ground and mixed with the corn to make bread, « qui admodum
est amarus et detestabilis,” while in other districts of Lapland and
Norway they are given to domestic cattle which devour them fresh,
notwithstanding their bitterness.”

On Trifolium Pratense, page 163, vol. L.

“The ¢Cow grass’ of Farmers—who seem very unwilling to allow
that their “Purple Clover” can be a variety produced by cultivation,
as is generally supposed by Botanists, seeing that the former is per-
ennial while the latter is biennial only, and their agricultural proper-
ties are very different. This however is very good“%or cattle and very
noisome to witches. And in the days when there were witches in
the land, the leaf was worn by knight and peasant as a potent charm

inst their wiles; and we can even trace this belief in its magic
virtue in some not unobserved customs. Hast thou never sought and
deemed thyself fortunate in finding a four-leaved clover ?”

¢ But woe to the wight who meets the green knight,
Except on his fuulchion arm
Spell-proof he bear, like the brave St. Clair,
The BROLY TREPOIL’S charm ; :
For then shall fly his gifted eye
Delusions fulse and dim,
And each unbless’d shade shall stand pourtrayed
In ghostly form and limb.”

On Hypnum Commutatum, page 32. vol. II.
¢ In the Muscologia Britannica the leaves are described and delineat-
ed us rather strongly serrated. They appear to me to be entire or
nearly 80, as Smith says they are. Itisa E:autiful species and grows
in large matted tufts of a very dark green on the surface, but always
stained underneath with a dusky-yellow. The petrified moss so abun-
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dant in this neighbourhood is & tuft of H. Commulatum incrusted and
solidified by a deposition of lime from the water in which it grows
It delights to hang over the precipitous point of dripping rocks or of
small cascades, whose waters strain themselves through the dense and
plumy foliage as through a sponge. Leyden must have had it in
view when he wrote of the «listless shepherd”—

¢ His is the lulling music of the rills,
‘Where drop by drop the scanty current spills
Its waters o'er the shelves that wind acroes,
Or filters through the YELLOW HAIRY MOss.”

The few extracts which we have just given, though perhaps not
the best that might have been selecwti, are sufficient to shew the in-
teresting and, in many instances, highly spirited obeervations which
diversify and lighten the volumes, and which, if glanced at while the
plant is under examination, will serve to impress its form and structure
on the memory much better than any lengthy descriptive detail. The

from the poets often connected with these, in their variety
and applicability, display an acquaintance with our bards not un-
worthy of the poet-laureate himself. But while we thus withhold

‘not our mite of praise and publicly express our admiration of the
man who, engaged in the arduous duties of a laborious profession,
has contributed so much to the illustration of the Botany of Berwick-
shire, our duty as an impartial reviewer compels us to notice one
passage wherein the purity of a sentence is somewhat wantonly
sacrificed to his partiality for the Muse.

We allude to that which concludes the introduction where « Na-
ture’s works,” instead of - comprehending the wide and extensive
range of creation which they usually and properly embrace, imply
here only a portion by no means the most important, and “ which,” says
the Doctor, “when I see them spread out in my Herbarium, what
are they but proofs

“ That man immared in cities still retains
His inborn, inextinguishable thirst
For rural seenes, compensating his loss
By supplemental shifts, the best he ay.”

There is here an evident straining to secure the aid of the Poesy
by hook or by crook, and certainly we have no desire to be. extra-fas-
tidious, seeing that every mortal has his Aobby.—While discharging a
smal] measure of innocuous bile, we may add, that several grammati-
cal errors occur in the Latin extract from Symeon of Durham. The
extract in question relates to the state of the Fern Island, previously
to the settlement of St. Cuthbert on its bleak and barren surface, and
may be found in a note a]}pended to the 325th page of ‘the second
volume. We make this reference, merely because we are at a loss
whether to attribute the mistakes to the pious monk himself, or to
the source whence our Author derives the quotation, or to the typo-
grapher of the publication.

s Primside h in Berwickshire, or is it within the prescribed
limits of the Flora? We believe not ; and if so, the addition of the
Cicula Virosa in the Appendix is hardly warrantable.
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In the first volume of the Flora, the Fragopogom pratense is dex
seribed with the ealycine segments considerably longer than the co-
rolla. Bt has been smace ascertained by Dr. Hooker, whose attention
was first directed to the plamt |2Mr. Thomson of Eceles, to be the
Tragopogon major of Jacquin’s Flora Austriaca. It has long been
suspected to be a species distinct from the 7. pratense, and in-
deed it seems probable that this last plant is far from being so com:
mon in Britain as has been imagined, having been mistaken for the
T. major. We mention not this to detract from the merit of its
discoverer, but rather to caution Botanists against considering every
one to be the same species as that to which it is nearest allied among
the British plunts.

At the conclusion of the Fungi, Dr. Johnston has described a pro.
duetion whieh, whether a veseegle or not, seems to deserve notice on
account of its beauty and sngularity. It was found growing on de-
cayed branches of hazel, and at least 20 specimens were procured all
precisely efmilar. ¢ Originating under the bark, and escaping by some
fissure in it, the slender stalk rises for about half an inch, and sup.

rts & proportionally large head which is like a glass bead or an egg
n miniature. The stalk when fully exposed is about 14 inch in
length, filiform, smooth and hollow, more or less flexuose at the root,
and white or brownish. The head or capeule is ivory-white, some-.
times tinged with pink, cernuous, ovate, smooth and glossz, tipped
with a jet black lid or operculum, and so hard and compact that it al-
most rings when dropped on the table. It is densely cellular and
contnins in the centre a green oval vesicle which ap?n to be
formed by a continuation and extension of the stalk. The vesicle
is membranous and may with ease be entirely removed from the
white bed in which it lies. It has no connection with the persistent
lid, nor did it contain any fluid or foreign body. It has been
suggested by an eminent naturalist that this production may

rove to be the nidus of an insect ; while another is of opinion that it
18 a diseased state of Brywm capillare. The latter conjecture is in-
genious, but not umattended with difficulties.”

There is given a description of the Veronica filiformis which was
discovered by the Doctor growing in the shrubbery at Whiterigg, the
second place where it has been observed in Britain, and an interesting
addition to the Scottish Flora. - Thisis illustrated by a very accurate
coloured drawing, supposed to be the work of Mrs. Johnston, by whom
there are also delineations of the Lathrea squamaria, Luciola sude-
tica, &c.

The very interesting  Sketch of the Botany of North Durham
and Berwickshire from the earliest period to the present time” is
excellent, when we consider the difficulties to be encountered in the
investigation of the subject. The sources from which information is
to be derived are so scanty, and in many cases 8o imperfect, that the
Botany of Berwickshire through a great many centuries is involved
in the greatest obscurity. But these difficulties, instead of diminish-
ing the value of the essay, serve only to impress us with a greater
resxect for Dr. Johnston as a Botanical Antiquarian.

s the author of a work illustrative of the natural history of a
part of Britain, he justly merits the thanks of all the friends of
VOL. L. Q
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science, and while such a man is within her walls, Berwick may well
be oned a strain of exultation. Though we do not designate this
;u ication a complete catalogue of the C ic, or even the
henogamous plants of the district, we nevertheless fully con-
fident, that seldom has a work on any subject been written by a per-
son better qualified for the task than our author, whose profound
knowledge of the science and indefatigable research are only
ed by his extreme modesty and candour. We cannot take leave of
his excellent volumes without submitting to our readers the following
additional extract from page 132, Vol. II.

“Sprengel, in his Systema Vegetabilium, has described 360 species
of this genus (Spheerie); and Fries, a later author, is said to have
made them upwards of 500. The fact affords a very striking illustra-
tion of that variety in his works which the Creator of all has every
where indulged in. All the Spheerie apparently serve the same end
in the economy of nature, viz., of hastening the reduction of vegetable
matter to its original dust ; and that purpose, we may suppose, might
have been effected as easily by an increase in the numbers of one, as
by the creation of a multitude of species. It has, however, seemed
ﬁood that it should be otherwise, and it is very probable that those

ttle, but permanent, differences, which characterize the species, are
accompanied with variations in the operation of the plants, important
in their results, although to us unapparent. In the present instance
we can scarcely look on this t variety as uuxiliax to the beauty
of the earth’s surface, for, with scarcely an exception, the Spherise are
so diminutive as to require the practised eye of the botanist for their
detection. He finds in the examination of their structure a pleasing
and agreeable spectacle and so much curious design and constancy
as are quite subversive of hypotheses implying spontaneous gene-
rations or formative i)owers of nature as necessary to account for
their production. If I may judge from my own experience, it is, in
fact, in these ‘minims of nature’ that we are most strongly impres-
sed with the conviction of the existence of a First Great Intelligent
Cause, and are most ready to admit that his works are wonderful and
made in wisdom.” X

———

THE
POINTER-DOG, THE RABBIT, & THE WARRENER.
A Fable.

BY NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE.
( Translated from the French*.) .

CxsAR, a pointer-dog high rated—
But with his merit too inflated,
Besieg'd a helpless Rabbit near

Her burrow formed, half dead with fear.

® The original of this Fable may be sought for in No. 319 ef the Literary Ga-
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< Arouse |” he cried,—* to me surrender !”
With voice as loud as any thunder,

That, distant far, might fearful make

The inmates of the forests quake,—

“ I'm Ceesar, learn, for deeza high fam’d ;
My prowess through the world’s proclaim’d.”
At tﬁis great name poor Jannette shook,
And, ere she to the Aero spoke,
Commended her stain’d soul to heaven,
For all its sins to be forgiven,

Then thus replied—* Dread Sir, pray say,
If I your summons stern obey,

’Wfrha::h then wi'lll‘ b:ehmly destiny ?'I’ o

«To die !"—To die!—suppose P—
 Your life’s the forfeit certainl .”-{

“To me,” then said the tyme-fed brute,

¢ In either case, if death’s the fruit,

You'll pardon me, illustrious Sir,

If Idmy limbs shall d;re bt:;tir,

And my best strength, and speed exert,
The thzeaten'd evilgtto avert.”

Then fast she o’er the warren flew ;

As fast did Cesar her pursue.—

Stern Cato scarce, perhaps, might laud her ;
For my part much do I ;épplau her:

For seon the chase the Keeper eyed,

And to bis gun as soon applied,

With which he took his aim so well,

That instant dead great Ceesar fell.

What would La Fontaine now have said ?—

“ Be forward aye yourself to aid ;

Ere long, kind Heav'n the means will bless,

To shield the guiltless in distress.”

This moral’s good—for man design’d,

And meets th’ approval of my mind. J.T.

——

GROANS!
Ezxtracted from the Journal of an Ezquisite,

: Edinburgh, June 14th, 1828,

T'welve o’clock, A. m~—Was sorry 1 had been awakened from my
comfortable nap ;—thought I should have died of enmui ;—presented
with a dose of morality by my landlady—found it indigestible—was

zette, but with no translation ;—the Editor bas, however, introduced it with the
following remark : — N

¢ This Fable was the composition of Buonaparte when only fifteen or sixteen
years of age, it bearing date of the year 1783,——and it bas been considered not
only a favourable indieation of talent, but a proof of the active, decisive, and in-
dependent character by which the fature life of the school-boy was to be se emi-
nently distinguished.” . e
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satisfied my moral and religious principles were of a peculiarly

and graceful character ;—-thong}nt of devoting myself to the high:x
honourable task of preachi e doctrines of Chesterfield ;—tumbled
the « Castle of Indolence” down stairs—turned the ¢ Course of Time”
after it—waded through the “Road to Elegance and Fashion”—sigh-
ed for the ¢« Means of Purifying a Tainted Breath ;"—tried to write a
distich to the memory of the immortal Brummel whe invented the
stiffened neckcloth—headed it ¢8tarch is the Man'—failed in m
attempt—gave up the glorious idea to Horace Bayley, doer of doggrel,
who has lately written himself out—believe it will create a prodigious
sensation in the deas monde ;-—yawned ;—drank half a glass of Jem-
onade ;—tasked my memory to the committal of two capital jokes—
threw my brain into a fever-excitement with the great mental exer-
tion—dished completely—determined to study no more.—

Three o'clock, p. m—Supported nature on a fruit pie ;—went to the
mirror—pulled a chair in front of it, and sat down—placed my elbow
on the tagle, and leaned my head upon my hand ;—iilled ﬁfvty.nine
minutes and a half in the cultivation of an interesting look ;—was
convinced the thrusting out of the two forefingers and thumb insin-
uated condescension—thought the shrewd shrug quite vul was in
love with my significant shake of the head ;~got up and paced my
room—piqued myself on the erectness of my carriage—thought my-
self the idol of ton and taste.

Four o'clock, . u—Was bored by my landlady—thought of knock-
ing her down with the boot-jack—began to be apprehensive of a scene—
forced to talk a great deal smaller than a gentleman ought to
do-—told a few bouncers full of the cock-and-bull—got credi-
tably established in her good opinion ;—moved to the window—
threw up the sash and looked out—inhaled the fragrance of the
mignionette which grew in a long green box upon its sole ;—perceived
Miss Biddy Templeton nearing my lodgings in company with Pompey
her lap-dog—waved my hand—was recognised ;—sweet soul !—never
saw hair more tastefully dressed—decided beauty—unparalleled im-
palpability of waist—sighed to have a téte-§-téte ;—whistled to Pom-
pey—knew me instantly—wagged his tail and barked—appeared glad
to see me—knowing creature—great favourite of mine ;—breasted over
the window, and pitched him a crust—felt the buttons on my dress
coat entangled witﬁ the box—placed my hands upon the inner side of
it, and endeavoured to throw myself into the room per force—struck
the back of my head a terrible blow against the framing—knocked
out twelve panes of glass—brought the window down upon my
neck—nidged completely—; recipital:ed the mignionette garden, box
and all, down a height of fifty feet upon the back of the dear little
Pompey—Dbeheld him sprawling on the street in the last death-throes.
—could render him no assistance—felt I was a gone man—rescued
from my perilous situation by the washerwoman, after groaning under
a mortifying blow inflicted on the most honourable part of my person—
could have eaten my heart from shame and vexation—got a soberer
from Mrs. MNab—reminded of the damage she had sustained at my
handa--unfeeling wretch !—shall not forgive her till the day of my death.

September 16th, 1830.

Nine o'clock, A. m~Sprang from my bed and hurried on my in-
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expressibles ;—robbed my teeth with salt till the blood welled from
my gums in mouthfuls ;—was sorry I had not sixpence left to pro-
cure & twist fram Bill Oliver the barber—hit upon a capital ex-
Fedient—soa my mth the. wuh.ballsed bl -—hair tll:mbwnkinto the
appiest confusion 1maginable :—practi wing in the broken glass
—started when I discovered the vyhite{.brown complexion of my dgicky
—was tempted to seize Mrs. M‘Nab’s dress cap—pinned it inside
!:anew vest in lieu of a frill—admired my ingenuity—thought my-
very taking ;—contrived to while away the forenoon ;—-po‘) into
Ambrose’s—sipped a gill of half-and-half—blew up the boy like dust
for his inattention—paid my shot, and left the rascal trembling in all
the shabby agonies of dirty terror.

Two o'clock. p. m.—Went by myself to the Meadows—did not relish
my walk :—met Tem Patten and his two sisters—looked glum—-—was
aware they assumed a delicacy which they never felt, and grace which
they never possessed—passed—overheard Miss Frances ejaculate,
“La! what a vulgar fellow! of course, he is the glass of fashion”—
took mo notice of it, but charitably wished all three at the devil.
(Mem. will not fail to acquaint Miss ins, that Miss Patten had
three ribs of her corset fractured at Mrs. Wilkinson’s last party,
while indulging in a sob. Might tell for whom she sighed too—but
no mattel:;z)d‘

Four o’ P. m. Hurried off to dine with Mrs. Scroggins and family
—found a large merry party—never was in such spirits—knew I was
the very cynosure of attraction ; ate voraciously—had scarce time to
admire Miss Scroggins—helped her largely to potatoes and gravy;
~drank two bumpers and a half of light wine after dinner—could not
be tipsy—fired off some fine things which were received with loud
peals of laughter. Tea ushered—did justice to the marmalade ;—in-
terchanged glances with. Miss 8.;—found her dark eyes perfectly
irresistible—felt new life run tingling through my veins—saw at once
i;u the worshipped star of her heart—fancied myself in the third

vens.

Eight o'clock. ». m. Was alarmed to hesr Mrs. Miller reading Mrs. 8.
a lecture on the doing up of linen ;—felt my heart beat irregularly—
was sorry they had broached such a subject ;—heard Dick Jardine
complimented on the exquisite plaiting of his shirt—fulsome crea-
tures—never felt so sheepish—seized unbreeched Scroggins, and seat-
ed him on my knee ;—was afraid the chincough or measles might
Jurk beneath his wrapper—began to sneege fully agitated—
could not drive the cfubby urchin from his quarters—contrived to
amuse myself with his innocent prattle ;—started to hear one of the
ladies exclaim, « O! for Cruikshank !”—was perfectly shocked at their
giggling—wondered how they could give way to such frivolity—
thought there was something mysteriousin their laughter. A fearful
sensation stole over me ;—I turned to the child—it was too late—the
cap dangled at my breast—his audacious fingers had already torn it
from my vest;—I felt an eternity of suffering eomgressed into one
minute’s duration. My brain whirled. I sought refuge in madness
—bolted from the room—scoured down the street—heard the cry of
“Stop Thief!” booming after me in full chorus—was knocked down by
a watchman—Iay all night groaning in the police-office, where I dreamt
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that I was standing on the top of Nelson’s monument, crowned with
the stolen cap of my landlady, while the poisoned arrows of scandal,
and malice, and envy, were unsparingly directed against a heart leap-
ing in the very insanity of misery !

December 13th, 1831.

Seven o'clock, A. m.—Intensely cold—could not lie in bed ;—rum-
maged my chest—discovered I {ad failed with a full suit ;—wept to
see the buttons on my threadbare coat, beginning to show something
like new moons at one side ;—compelled to put on a pair of nankeen
trowsers ;—paired my shoe soles with my penknife,—afg:'d of a patch;
—rubbed my hat with Warren’s Blacking—was sure it had a melan-
choly appearance ;—thought of Prince’s Street and sighed ;—took a
short stroll down the Cow-Gate—saw, to my utter horror and con-
sternation, my old friend Tom Patten approaching—tried to get away
unobserved—was overtaken at the door of my wretched lodgings ;—
found bim inquisitive—was informed the coldness of the weather was
in bad keeping with my nankeens—told him it was my faste ;—was
asked how I was getting on—replied I was going out to Berbice in
the West Indies as overseer to an extensive sugar plantation, with
capital prospects :—thought that I heard him mutter the expressive
vocable ¢ Fudge”—was told I looked as pale and gaunt as if I had
eaten nothing but mine own empty words daring the whole course of
my existence ;—felt inclined to co{h.r him for his cold-blooded imper-
tinence. Did not stay longer with him.

Siz o’clock, p. M—Gazed on the moon through my broken window—
beheld her, 'inrﬂy obscured by clouds and smoke, shedding a melancholy
light over the black buildings in front of my Attic ;—ruminated on
the heartless apathy of seeming friends ;—brooded over the emptiness
of hope, and ﬂl:: worthlessness of fruition ;—felt a sudden gloom fall
upon life ;—found myself degenerating into a misanthropist ;—groaned
over my darkly evolved destiny ;—was conscious that my heart was ren-
dered 1ncapable of again experiencing any pulse of joy or gladness;
—cared not for the prolongation of a weary and miserable existence ;
flung myself down, in an agony of despair, upon my bed, where I
shortly fell asleep, and dreamt of being visited by Tom Patten and
his two sisters, while confined in a cell in BEpram!

—

SWEETS OF EVENING.
BY DELLA CRUSCA.

But some in more etherial mould are cast,
‘Who from the imagery of Nature cull
Fair meanings, and magnificent delights ;
Extracting glory from whate’er they view.
RoBERT MONTGOMERY.

L

"T1s sweet to at the fall of eve "
On the ruddy streaks that lie,
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Like the curtain-folds of an angel’s couch,
Round the skirts of the western sky :

I've look’d in joy on the autumn wood,
Till the lingering blush of light,

That smil'd through the yellow forest leaves,
Was veil'd by the clow{ of night ;—

And oft I've thought, as the twilight stole
Adown to its calm abode,

That the trees, on the far horizon’s verge,
Were engrav'd on the hills of God !

II.

*Tis sweet to on the waveless stream,
When the shadowy tints of even

Are mirrord there, with the crystal lamps
That burn in the vault of heaven!

For down in the silent under-world,
The raptur'd eye will view

A thousand shapes, like domes and towers
Which the star-light flickers through !

IIL.

T’'ve sat me down on the hoary cliff,—
Where the minstrel loves to be,——

Till the moon’s red disk clove the sombre clouds,
That dip in the rocking sea ;-—

And I've seen her ride up the starry east
And peer in the welkin’s blue,

Till the smallest wave that the night wind kiss'd
Was rob’d in her holy hue!

IV.

Yet O 'tis dearer—sweeter far,
On the flowing tide to gaze,

‘When the moonlight sleeps on its heaving breast,
Or deep in the eddy plays,—

For then thine eyes will behold its sheen
Far down in the waters clear, .

As it sparkles bright on the whirling wave,
Like a gorgeous chandelier—.

With a thousand lamps of fluid gold
Lit up round a jasper throne—

Which a poet’s fancy well might paint
For the Nymph of the river’s own !

127
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SKETCHES OF BRITISH POETS.
No. L.PROFESSOR WILSON.
BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

PoETs have sprung up in the present century like mushrooms, all
tolerably pleasant to the te, but most of them as devoid of sta-
mina, w{en subjected to the grasp, as the feeblest of the fungus tribe.
They were beautiful and delicate creatures, hovering about like sum-
mer birds, displaying every variety of elegant plumage; and their
notes not being disagreeable, people in the absence of music became
charmed with their twittering. The force, the majesty, the fire,
and the living soul of poetry, appeared buried in the graves of depart-
ed ages. Wordsworth disguisecl)e half of his godlike imagination i
the beggarly garb of silliness; and suffered simplicity to dwindle into
conceit.—Coleridge enveloped his angelic fancy in a mist, and-obscur-
ed his head among the clouds of metaphysics. ile groped about, like a
blind man in the halls of eternity, elutching to feel light in an infi-
nitude of darkness! In Madoc and Roderic, Southey exhibited great
genius, but showed himself a reader rather than a poet. Campbell
wrote the Pleasures of Hope—and the Pleasures o%ope will live
with the English lan ey called up the hopes of a hundred
{:rs, but more than thirty years are past, and those hopes have not

n realized.—Moore is a clever man,—and a witty man,—but he
never wrote a line which indicates the man of MinND and of eENIUS.
For popularity, he is solely indebted to his subject, an exuberant
fancy, and the redolent melody of his numbers. For a time, Sir
Walter Scott bounded onward smoothly and rapidly as an Arabian
pony bearing a lady over a velvet lawn, and from all competitors bore
the palm alone! Still, it was only beautiful,—easy,—running,—mo-
notonous—versification. It had scarce a higher claim to the name of
POETRY, than'colours have to beauty in the absenee of light. I speak,
however, only of his metrical works; for in so far as s the
Poetry in his Proge, it would be difficult to place any name this coun-
try has produced by his side, except that of Shakspeare. Few of
them felt, or were capable of feeling, poetry burning and bursting
from their bosoms; stealing out their very soul in ecstacy, as it
longed to mingle in breathless sympathy with the glorious universe,
that glowed and rolled around them—a mass of breathing beauty—
a panorama of Poetry! Nine-tenths of them were merely poets of
reading and memory; and they thought themselves wonderful clever
fellows, when they did violence to what they miscalled a song, or
committed murder upon a harmless sonnet ! I would scarcely give him
credit for being a merely clever man, who could not in a week produce
a larger and better volume of rhyme, than two-thirds of those pub-
lisheﬁe within the last twenty years, and falsely called poetry. ith
a few exceptions, versification was running through the land, lixe
gentle rivulets, and murmuring rivers; with here and there, a mo-
tionless lake, adding its dull sameness as variety to the scene, when
the Third Canto of Childe Harold burst like the thunders of Niagara
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in the midst of them ; sweeping awsy the soul upon. the bowoin of
its torrent,—astounding with. thge thunders of its massy foxm,~and
blinding with the lel::%our of its eternal rainbows. :

W h, idge, Professor Wilson, and Pe\-hpc Southey;
are the only British Authors of general celebrity living, whe are en<
dowed by Nature with powers capable of bearing them, if put forth,
down to posterity as GrEAT PorTs. Of these, Wilson has infinitely
the greater ramon of pure within himself.—He is almost the
only writer I bave met with, who thoroughly understands and feels
what poetry is. It appears like an unfathomable fountain springin
up in his heart, welling and gushing forth from his every word
his every action ; and the greater the waste, the deeper the reservoir;
and the sweeter the waters! Whether we ' view him in the Isle of
Palms, bridling his luxuriant imagination into the most chaste poem
of which the English language has to boast, or scattering it monthly in
prodigal profusion as Christopher North, in his inimitable Noctes,—thd
‘greatest of our modern poets dwindle in the contrast.

The Professor is a native of Paisley, where his father, who was s
m)echble soap-boiler in that town, died, I believe, before our poet

completed his sixth year—Here he was for some time a pupil of
a venerable old man, named Mr. Peddie, who then was, and still is,
teacher of the parochial school ; and who alse, if I remember rightly,
was connected with the early formation of the attainmeunts of his
gifted townsman and namesake, Alexander Wilson, the poet and or<
i ist. How long he remained in the place of his nativity, I am
uncertain; but I know that he still retains all the frankness and
kindliness of soul for which the Pdcﬁ/badia are deaervmon.
:{icnoua.h The qualities of his heart, indeed, can only be eq by

of his ‘ v

While a very young man, he purchased the estate which he still
holds, called Ellerly, in Westmoreland. In 1812 or 13 he went to
Edinburgh, where one of his earliest acquaintances was Sir Wal.
ter Scott, then basking in the full blaze of poetical favour. Shortly
afterwards, appeared his “ Isle of Palms” and « City of the Plague,”
claiming for their Author the highest meed of exalted genius! And
if his fame did not like Byron's burst as a rocket upon the world,
blazing,—expanding,—and echoing as it flew,—it arose frem its being,
like his own mumgul visions, too splendid for the noise of the multi-
tude! The establishment of Blackwood’'s Magazine formed a new
field for the exercise of his varied talents. And of the Chaldee ma-
nuscript, which first gave celebrity to that publication, he was some-
what more than the %dieor. This popular article was first written
by Hogg, and, falling into the haads of Wilson, was published with-
out the consent of the Shepherd ; who was justly unable to distinguish
it, in its present garb, as the jeu d” esprit written by himself; for,
without in any way detracting from Ho‘ﬁs exquisite genius, I may
say, that it abounds with passages, equally impossible for him to
write, as it would be for him to utter the glowing and glorious poetry
put into his lips in the Noctes. Although the Professor is the Chris-
topher North of Blackwood,—he is to be regarded rather as its
sheet anchor and principal contributor, than its conductor; for a)-
though the publisier may occasionally consult the poet upon the in-

VOL. 1. R
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sertion of a sirange Article, yet conmscious of his own shrewdness, he
is virtual and ostensible Editzr himself.

In person, Professor Wilson is the very lnet'ifode- of the muling and
milliner-made tribe of poets, whose bedizened exterior is slender and
fragile as their own sonnets—the reverse of every thing that looks
like an Album poetling or a lady’s verse spinner! Were you to en-
deavour to embody the free—masculine—unfette nervous
poetry of his Noctes, it would form an ides of Wilson's character and

ce. In stature, he is about six feet,—strong, sinewy, robust,
athletic: emanly, but negligent in his ﬁ-esa ; with light
hair, a fair aud once florid complexion, and a quick restless eye,
which, although not generally vivid, gives you an idea of the gorgeous
visions for ever flitting before it in its own “chambers of imagery.”
He is now about forty years of age,

As an Author, in his earliest productions, his faults were the
faults of the Lake School; and in aiming at simplicity in his blank
verse, it sometimes gave the appearance of carelessness and want of
harmony ; and from the same reason, in his metrical compositions,
there was a multiplying of undefined ideas in a sentence, that made
simplicity become mystified. Wilson is a poet in his writings,—in
his actions,—in every thing ; we have no Author whose imnﬂnstion
is eo rich, chaste, and varied ; less than a tithe of the gems which he
scatters monthly, has purchased immortality for some who rank
among the poets of Britain. Of living poets he is indisputably at the
head; and such is the situation posterity will a him among
the Authors of the present eentur{.

As an example of the quiet and lovely tone of beauty, which steals
through Wilson's verses, I shall give an extract of a single sonnet
teeming with poetical thoughts; and sonnets are generally things
that a thotight would shiver to pieces:—

THE EVENING CLOUD.

A croup lay cradled near the setting sun,

A gleam of crimeon tinged its braided snow :
Long had I watched the glory moving on

O’er the still radiance of the lake below :
Tranquil its spirit seemed, and floated slow !
Even in its very motion there was rest:

While every breath of eve, that chanced to blow,
Wafted the traveller to the beauteous west.
Emblem, methought, of the departed soul ;

To whose white robe the gleam of bliss is given :
And by the breath of mercy made to roll,

Right onward to the golden gates of heaven,
Where, to the eye of faith, it peaceful lies,

And tells to man his glorious destinies.
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SCOTT!SH BALLAD.
BY DELLA CRUSCA.

PART L

On! dinna speak o’ death, Jeanie,
Unless ye wadna break

The heart that wad pour out, Jeanie,
It’s life-bluid for your sake !

Oh! wae's me, what a blank, Jeanie,
This warld wad be, I trow,

Gin ye were sleepin’ your last sleep
Upon yon cauld green knowe.

I canna thole the thoucht, Jeanie,
Nor maun ye breathe it mair,

.Fo{ weel yekenth:aml.lemie,
s stronger

I'm wae to see your white, white cheek,
Sae bonnie red lang syne ;

Baut joy will soon woo back its bloom,
Gin ye will press’t to mine!

1 like to bring to mind, Jeanie,
The times that’s past awa,
When we twa soucht the loanin’ green
Ay at the gloamin’s fa’ ;—
The sternie in the lift, Jeanie,
That twinkles a’ its lane,
‘Wad never shut its angel ee
Till you an’ I were gane !

We've look’d on Nature’s face, Jeanie,
In haly joy for hours,
Ayont the wimplin burn, Jeanie,
at laves the simmer flowers.
An’ there the mavis slept, Jeanie,
That welcomes in the spring,
Upon the trystin’ tree, Jeanie,
1’ its head below its wing.

I ken that on our bliss, Jeanie,
A darkeome clud has come,
But Hope, the Iris o’ the soul !
8till bends out ower the gloom :
An’ fate will be mair kind, Jeanie,
Anr’ haply there will dawn,
Anither morn o’ joy, Jeanie,
When grief sall be withdrawn !
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SCOTTISH BALLAD.

PART IL
Oh! the past was unco bricht, Willie,
But it gies me muckle pain
To think thae gladsom days, Willie,
Can ne’er come back again !
Sax years we've been acquent, Willie,
Ax’ little did we dree,

That we should ¢’er hae met, Willie,
Wi’ sic a destinie,

I'm wearin’ aff my feet, Willie,—
I’ll leave this warld soon,
But oh ! its hard to dee, Willie,
I’ the sunny month o’ June!
Joy’s breathin’ ower the earth, Willie,
An’ it costs mve bitter tears,
To think I ne’er can feel again
The hopes o’ happier years!

I’'ve ne’er luvad ane but thee, Willie, -
Sae let me greet my fil ;

I feel the leal o’ faith, Willie,
Nae power, but death, can chill.

It's vain to comfort me, Willie,
Or tak o bliss to come ;

Ye canna tene my feelins mair—

For a’ their music’s dumb.

I grieve to find my thouchts, Willie,
Sge mixt wi’ folly’s leaven; . . . .

For still they're tied to earth, Willie,
Instead o’ eeekin’ heaven !

I'm selfish to the last, Willie,
For I wad like to wear,

The lockit roun’ my neck in death
That halds your braid ¢’ hair.

An’ when aneath the elm, Willie,
At eventide ye sit,

Oh! mind that it was there, Willie,
Where our first tryst was set—

Ar’ gin ye fauld anither’s heart
To yours wi’ fond regard,

Oh ! think on her wha then sall lie
Hapt up in yon kirk-yard.
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TaE little cot which stands at the head of St. Mamake.
among the wild hills at the western extremity of the shire of Selkirk,
is well known to the anglers of Edinburgh, and many a brother of
the “ gentle craft” besides. The best of loch fishing,—trout, pike
and perch,—lies at the very door; and Yarrow, one of the finest
fishing rivers in Scotland, rows down among its pastoral hills within
two or three miles distance. And, after a flood, the M and
Douglas burn positively swarm with the big black yellow-bellied fel-
lows, as snany a tired sportsman, retracing his steps to Tibby Shiel’s
cottage, with his creel strap cutting his shoulder, Eu testified. And
the briefless lawyers and unfeed physicians, who know more of Isaac
Walton than of Coke or Cullen,—~who know better how to toodle a
sullen trout, than a refractory witness or an obscure disease,—-are as
well acquainted with the active, good-natured mistress of the hum-
ble mansion we have spoken of, as with the best stream-tAroats in the
Yarrow, or the days of cloud and wind which suit so well for the
hrown drake wing over 8t. Mary’s—Well, there is many an angler
in Auld Reekie and scattered over wide Scotland who knows the
Pplace, and so I will not describe further.

Of -all places in this earth,—if St. Mary’s loch is the most plea-
sant for an angler, lover of nature, botanist or mineralogist to spend
the day,~—Tibby Shiel’s is the most forlorn and miserable for any of
the abore gentlemen to spend the uncompanioned night—No books, no
music, no conversation to solace the wearied sportsman ;—he has no-
thing to do after he hasdevoured his fried trouts, or dozen and a half
of eggs~—but to put his cigar between his teeth, and perching him-
self on the to] oF a gate, watch pensively the shadows deepen over
the bosom of the lake until the whole of the mirrored mountains seem
to close and embrace each other beneath the dark mantle of night.—
One evening, when I had exhausted all possible means of amusement,
—sorted my flies,—mended my reel, and put my minnow-tackle in
order, I applied to Tibby in perfect despair for a book.—

“Ou aye, Sir, beuks eneuch; re’s the Shepherd’s—that's
Mr. Hogg’s sangs, Sir, and John Bunyan, and Harve{‘s Meditations,
and the Gentle Shepherd, and Robie Burns, mair by token maist

Elrt o’ thems roven out, an—an Mr. Hogg’s sangs, as I said afore,
ir.”—But none of these would do; so I retreated to my crib, with
the intention of taking my glass of toddy, and, as I had done every
night, beating the devil’s tattoo on the hearth for an hour, and then
try to coax myself to sleep.—But, in pursuance of this intention, I
had not gt through above half a dozen bars of the tune, when Tibby
entered the room with a monstrous black creel to which hung a stra;
of undreesed leather.— Od, Sir,” said Tibby, * ye're no like the fec
v’ the memen that stay here, for whan they’ve won hame, and had
their r an’ their tflm o’ toddy, or maybe twa—an’ what for no?
—they just gang’ quietly till their {eds, and sleep sound while break-
fast time the morn’s mornin’. But ye maun hae readin’,—an’ nae doubt
eall be pleasurd, if I can do it, Sir, sae, since ye say ye hae a’ Mr.
s sangs aff by heart, and downa chuse the ither beuks, I've
brought ye a muckle creel fou o’ papers, that neither my callants, nor
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Watty Anderson can make head or tail 0’; here they are, Sir,—I
showed them till Mr. H when he was up ae day, but he Ieus-h,
and eaid he had aneuch to do wi’ papers, an’ he wadna spoil his fishin®
wi’ lookin’ at thae.” And here my landlady left me with a desire to
“ca’ if I wanted ony thing, for the bell had ne’er been mendid since
some wild advocate callants frae Edinbro'—the verra lads that left the
muckle creel—had pu'd it down in their daffin.” I found the creel
contained many pieces in verse and prose, which seemed to have been
written to divert the ennui which I had myself so much felt from the
loneliness of the place.—As they served to amuse me during the re-
mainder of my stay at St. Mary’s, ﬁrhaps they may have the same
effect on the readers of the  Border Magazine ;”—1I shall therefore oc-
casionally present one of the budget to them~—Here is the first in
place.

THE FISHING CRIB.—A Drasaric SkeTCH.

Sceng 1.— Shiel's door.—The Ettrick Shepherd, Author of
the Death Wake, iel Mershaum, and others adjusting their fishing
rods for the night. .

SHEPHERD.

Weel callants, we’ve gotten ourselves tired, if we’ve no got mony
fish,—yon awfu’ moss hags and steep heather braes among the Chapel
Hope hills, though I could hae sprung o’er them like a roe when I
was a young man, dinna suit sae weel wi’ the trembling limbs o’ three-
score.

Oxnns.
Trembling! ha! ha! ha!

MERSHAUM.

Hark to the echo from the dens of Borehope! The spirits of th
mountains, who know your prowess, are gnzewing, my dear Sir, at-
the idea ;—for they know that you are yet as strong and steady, as
you will be immortal, like themselves.

SHEPHERD.

Verra weel said, but like mony ither fine things, no true. Death’s
just like auld Watty o’ Peebles wi’ a muckle backit twelve poand
salmon on his rod,—he draws and draws and draws him closer till the

whiles gien him a brattle out into the deep water—and then
the poor beast thinks, just like man when he finds himeell strong an®
hale and hearty—that wheugh! he’s free and unharmed ;—but the
unerring line o’ time is wound up slowly and secureli, until he comes
till the shoals—whilk is auld age and f'xebleness, ye ken ; and at lang
last he lies upon the white gravel, and, alake! and alas! a’ his
strength gane, and the twisting energy o’ his muscles vanished—for
he has been felled by Death in the shape o’ auld Watty, wi’ a muckle
stane instead o’ a scythe. Sae there’s what we ca’d hunting down a
metaphor to ye, in my younger days.—But oh ! 8irs, it wad
sport, to hae sic a salmon as this I was speakin’ o', on this rod 0"

hin’s verra best manufacture !—



TIBBY SHIEL'S CREEL. 1356

- AurHor or THE DratE WAKE.

Death! ho! ho! ho!—who speaks of Death? There is not such
a thing in life, as an Irishman would say.—Why, if you mean by
death the mere state of the body, which induces putrefaction, I un-
derstand you ; but if you mean a destructible agent ucing effects
which sAould be remarkable, then I am certainly in the dark.—

SHEPHERD.

You certainly are, my mon.—

AvuTtHOR OF THE DEATR WaAKE.

‘What is Death ? The cessation of life :—very well, but what is Life ?
The Physiologists say, it consists in a succession of Qbenomena, to
which we give the term.—Phenomena are events; life is a succession
of events therefore. Now I see nothing more sin in this suc-
cession of events being stopped, or rather altered, (for the vital prin-
ciple continues) than I would on finding my appetite gone.—

SHEPHERD.

My certie! that wad be singular indeed !

AvuTHOR oF THE DEATH WAKE.
Or my reasoning faculties becoming less powerful.
) SHEPHERD.

Tuts man ! that’s impossible—But ye see, I haena time to talk me.
tapheesics the noo, for my tail flee,—it's a Professor Wilson,—has got
ravelled somegate wi' the line ;—I wuss ye wad come an’ pit it richt
for me, Philips, my mon.—Noo, be carefu’—it’s ane o’ a score that Sir
Walter sent me afore he gae’d to the Continent,—heaven watch ower
him while he’s awa’, and send him safe and hale back to the country
where his glory has grown and flourished like “a tree planted by a
river I The only big ane I hae, raise at this flee, close by the Eag{e’s
Island, and sair manceuvering I had among the rocks or I got him out,
~—he gae me ten minutes as fine play as I could wuss to hae,—he’ll
be twa pound and a half, I'se warrant.

MERsHAUNM.
Two and a quarter only, for a mutchkin of toddy.

: SHEPHERD. -

Done wi’ you. Ye've lost this time, Daniel, my fine fallow; we
dinna weigh fish like rhubarb, an’ ye're thinking o’ drachms and
s:ains while I'm thinkin o’ the stilyard—he’s the finest fish taen the

Y»

at ony rate.
PriL1ps.
He is not, for a mutchkin—Come, say done.
SHEPHERD.

Done, done,—odd! I’ve won ane frae Daniel, I maun lose ane to
keep him in good humour—Tibbie! bring out the stilyard, and let’s
hae thae wagers deceeded.
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TIBBIE, (emerging from the cotiage.)
Here are, Mr. Hogg. But will ye no let me weigh them, and
gang int;:znelh, an’ get some 0’ the Irish stew that’s reekin’ on the
table to ye. Ye maun be hungry, weel I wat.

SaErFHERD.

That is excessivel ! Hungry! why Tibbie, I dinna ken what
keeps me frae uﬁnzg:geup yoursel, bodiy, bit no that I'll no
anither sic a wifie in a° Yarrow—Sirs! my trout is twa pund nine
unces and a half fair fisher's weight—sae, [ want a mutchkin o’ toddy
of you, Mr. Mershaum. An’ whew! yours is only a sax unce abune
the twa pund, sae, I will want anither mutchkin o’ you, Philips.

Bora.
The devil '—

SHEPRERD. .
Dinna swear, callants,—fishers sud never swear ;—but come awa’
ben, like gude lads, and see whether the air o’ Loch Shene isna a
better sauce than Harvey’s Incomparable.—
(Exeunt Omnes.)

SceNE IL—TRe Fishers seen seated, in a very small room, accom-
modated with a small table, on whick smokes a Ruge dish of « Irisk
Avutnor oF THE Dot Wak=.

Philosophers take a pleasure in painting in scenic representation,
as it were, the actions of the abstract powers of the mind—the admira-
tion of virtue unconnected with individual agents—the love of benevo-
lence as a principle divested of its connection with man——and this
they have mrled the divine drama of intellect. Look at that Irish stew,
and the drama becomes a farce—a mere tomime, where intellect
is the Puck, the philosopher the owl, n.nr:e (the admirers of such
views of man andp his nature,) but the unfledged children let loose
from the nursery to laugh at the mimic representation—to admire
the great gorgeous lie of philosophy, as though the splendour, which
it wears, was the undying light of Truth ! . :

~MERsSHAUM.

Was the love of virtue or benevolence ever so strong in the hearts
of the most Quixotic of its admirers, as the real, material, strong
devotion which we feel for that savoury mess, reeking to the ceifing
in clouds of divine fragrance, and diffusing life and vigour to the
dying energies of the soul, and the weakened powers of the body 2

SuEPHERD.
Daniel sellin’ his birth-right for a mess o’ Irish stew!

AuTtHOR OF THE DEaTh WaAKE.

Roast pig and Irish stew are peculiarly dishes of Pad'lc'!z's invention,
It was at the Battle of the Boyne, when William the Third beat the
boys of Killarney, that a cook in one of the Irish regiments put an
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unruly ram into one of the mess kettles to “kape him quate and
cool,” until he was wanted. Unfortunately he forgot the poor beast,
and shovelled in his usual load of potatoes to boil over the top of him,
and thus was concocted the first dish of Irish stew. Roast pig again,
was first discovered by Teddy O’ Leary of Ballynahinch, when his pig
house was burnt over the swate innocent shaccy pigs by that thafe o’
the world Morrice Flanagan in revenge for going home sober from his
mother’s wake—

SHEPHERD.
Mr. Stoddart, I maun say that your imagination seems to be a
stronger fawculty than your memory.—
AvutHoRr oF THE DA™ WAKE.

Ah! you flatter me, Mr. Hogg. But sir, the remark used to be
made by my friends before I was a year old, when I first conceived
the idea of my Death Wake.—

. SHEPHERD.

A verra quick conception to sic a late delivery, I maun:say—Sirs!

there’s a pun. .

MEersaaun.
Take thy long body back a bit, Tom, and let us feel the fire; you're
a beastly gnd conductor of heat, as Reid would say. )
SaBPHERD.
He seems te have a great capawcity for it, though—
MERsHAUN.
The only thing he has a capacity for, I fear—
SEEPHERD.

That's clear to the meanest capawcity —Anither! and a trump-
But here comes Tibbie wi’ the bilin’ water, ai’ she’s a good con-
ductor o’ best I think. Tak awa’ the dishes, Tibbie.

MEeRsHAUM. )
What a beautiful specimen of elective attraction—since our talk
is chemical—is that between whisky and boiling water.—They seem
made for each other.

~ SHEPHERD.
What is elective attraction, Mr. Daniel ?

MERsHAUM,

Dr. John Mason Good defines it to be the attraction which peculiar
bodies have for each other—For instance—

SHEPHERD.

The attraction between the Author o’ the Death Wake an’ you
maun be eleetive, then, for I'm sure ye're baith verra peewliar bodses !
~—Come, come, callants, this 'l never do, gaun joking on at this rate
~—We'll be blinded wi’ excess o’ light. I wull sing a sang— .

VOL. I 8
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OMNESs.
Hurrah !—a canty sang!

SHEPHERD. (singing.) °

A BoNNIE wee cloud flew up the lift
Wi’ a lightsome, glancin’ motion,—
As pure and as white as the snow in the drift
Or the spray on the moonlit ocean,—
A’ peopled wi’ spirits frae earth set free
And happy as sinless spirits can be!

Their robes were a’ o’ the dazzling sheen,
As they sped on their joyful mission ;
Such robes were never before, I ween,
Display’d to mortal vision ;—
They were wove by the Fairy Queen in her bower
Frae the snow-drop’s leaves in a sunny shower !

Between the moon and the mountain ridge
They row'd on their blissful path ;
Till they rose to the realms abune the starns
Unkenn’d to sorrow and death |—
And sinking away.frae my straining sight—
Burst forth a troop o’ angels bright !

I arose frae the side o’ Borehope wan
In its Autumn mantle clad,
And a wish through my moody musings ean,
That my grass-green grave were spread !
That I might share abune the skies,
In the undying joys of Paradise !— *

. MERSHAUM. .

O my dear Sir, Mr. Hogg, but I love you dearly! I sometimes
think, when feeling that unspeakable pleasure which some of your
songs give me, that I could lay down m{' life for your sake.—How
often in the golden hours of my boyhood have I stolen away to the
quiet river side, or to the edge of the wood just bursting into the
leafy verdure of spring, or to the hoary ruin, and there beneath the sha-
dow of a thousand years wondered and wept over the loss of “bonny
Kilmeny ;” and then—when ¢grief grew calm, and hope was -
for that she was never more to appear on this earth—turned to the
wild chronicle of Queen Hynde, or read how the wilful and doomed
M¢Gregor was carried away from that lonely lake couched black
among the scowling mountains, till my very heart was bursting with
emotion, and I feared that from the mouldering walls of the ruined
stronghold some unearthly being would steal forth, and act over upon
me the fearful tragedy!—But it was a momentary terror, for I and
turned over a few pag:,—-and like the colours of the kaleidescope ever
changing, but ever dazzling and glorious, another view absorbed my
entranced spirit—I was smiling through sweet tears at the gentle
affection of the ¢« Larkis sang” or learning what was the < dearest
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bliss that the tongue o’ man can name” in this world ; while now and

then the book would sink from my sight, as my fancy struggled to

form some semblance of the mighty magician who had thus got the

master key to my feelings.—
. SHEPHERD.

Noo, that is the criticism o’ the heart,—the best of a’ criticism.—
And, Daniel, I am prooder o’ the admiration (as ye ca’d& o’ that cal-
lant sittin’ under the shadow o’ the auld castle wa's, in the just wak-
in’ energies o' his young heart, than o’ the clamorous compliments o’
numerous assemblies, or the hackneyed and cauldrife praise o' the
haill periodical press. ‘

MEeRrsuAUM.

Pure, disinterested admiration it indeed was, and never did I ex-
pect in this world to have any nearer or dearer feeling for you. But
when after many “hopes, and fears that kindle hope,” I had at last
got one of the dearest wishes of my heart—a pilgrimage to the shrine -
of Burns—fulfilled, and when I had traced every hill and glen that
he had loved and sung, and every “ bosky bourne from side to side,”
and when I had walked from his monument on the banks of the Doon
to Mount Benger knowe on the Yarrow,—from the shrine of the
dead to the dwelling-place of the living poetic genius of Caledonia !-—
then indeed my sensations respecting you underwent a change—a
modification which was the more grateful, inasmuch as it was not
anticipated—A stranger in a strange land,—and wearied with wan-
dering—wearied even with enjoying the recollections which swarm
about the banks of Clyde and Tweed, I came to your cottage, ex
ing but to see, for a brief period, the lineaments of him who had
one of the best benefactors of my boyhood ;—to give, as it were, “a
local habitation and a name” to the floating and shadowy fancies
which I was wont to form of you, and then to pass on my way in
peace, blessed even beyond the fondest aspirations of my boyhood.

SHEPHERD.

What! without seein’ whether we could leister a saumon an’ kip-

r him, or shoot a muirfow]l an’ eat him, or no? Fie for shame,
Eniel !—what wad hae become o’ the hospitality o’ Mount Benger,
an that had been the case? But gie’s your hand, my mon, I ken fine

e love the auld Shepherd,—him and his,—frae the mistress hersell
oon to the verra sonsy servant lass ;—no forgettin’ wee Ettie.
MERrsHAUM.

God bless them ! Jamie, Jessy, Maggy, “wee Ettie” with the
fleecy flakes of flaxen hair floating across her starg neck,~—Mary
Gray—and the whole of them—God bless them all! Sweet flowers of
the Forest are they, and like the flowers round Burns’ Jean, blest to
catch the glances o’ your e'e !

SHEPHERD.

Odd sirs! the callant's gaun wud—Come, gie’s a sang o’ your ain,

Daniel ;—ye speak o’ Burns in the right feeling in prose ;—perhaps
-ye may hae some sang about him.

OuNES.
Propound—declare—discuss !
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MEersuauvn.
Evoe! - Corraccio !

Song for Burns' Asniversary.
, THis night there’s mony a glance o’ ’Pride—g
There’s mony a streamin’ tear shall fa’
O’er Scotia’s hills, an’ vallies wide—
For him—the Bard that’s far awa’.
And weel our cheek wi’ pride may glow,
Thonugh gemm’d wi’ pity’s saftest tear—
As o'er our hearts the mem’ries grow
O’ Burns, to us, to a’ sae dear !

. O! wha like him could touch the heart,
Or paint the lover’s saft desire,— '
Could cause the pitying tear to start,
Or kindling, rouse the patriot’s fire ?
As winds, that o'er Eolian chords
Sweep forth their music far and free,
Frae 1lka heart his magic words
Hae drawn its eweetest melody !

What's 8’ the joy that lear can gie ?
What's a’ the treasures o’ a king?
Compar'd wi’ that sweet witchery

The Poet to our hearts can bring?

We wadna gie the humblest flow'r

That Burns has sung on Scotia’s waste—
For scholar’s lear, nor monarch’s power,
Nor &’ the treasures o’ the East!

It's no for me his fame to tell, .
It’s rung frae mountain glen and plain !

By bonnie lass an’ canty chiel,  °

In mony a sad an’ cheery strain ;

By ilka lad that yields his life

To guard his native land frae wrang,

And croons amid the deadly strife

The gallant Bruce’s battle sang !

We winna think it worth our while
The malice o’ his foes to hear;

For a’ their hate we hae a smile,—
For a’ his woes we hae a tear. '

If ever honest, manly worth—

If ever truth and honour gave

A claim on heaven to cliild o’ earth—
Then Burns is there amang the lave!

SHEPHERD.
Give me your hand, Daniel. Sae he is, my man,—he is there
« amang the lave” o’ a’ Scotia’s glorious and good men—o’ a° the be-
.nefactors o’ his race,—in spite o’ grinning infamy, an’ carkin’ malice,
an’ fause leein’ narrow-minded sophistry.
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Mersmavm.

Some of those, whose opinions I highly value, have wished me to
expunge the sentiment contained in the last verse ;—rather than
with the hope contained in it, I would give up my own “longings
after immortality.”—What ! was the mighty genius which could wield
the passions of assembled multitudes, could inspire them with the

lofty chivalrous courage which made ¢ their bosoms one, though their -~ °

swords were ten thousand,” or melt them into tears at some tale of
sorrow touched by his magic hand,—was his genius and his eloquence
created but to plunge its possessor into everlasting misery? Ohl
man! man! how often, clothing thyself in the garb of sanctity, dost
thou go about to blacken with the Z)ulest stains that religion which
thou pretendest to serve; and to hold forth as the justice of the Crea-
tor to his creatures judgments which could emanate only from the
most savage tyrant '—How often in the dim twilight of your souls—

AvurHOR oF THE DeaTH WaKER.
Come now, I hate plagiarisms.—Put down the poker, Daniel, I am
quite a Sampeon since the entrance of the toddy.

SHEPHERD.

Ap’ be intends to slay you wi' his .} w bane !—sae put down the
poker, and let’s hear his observe, Daniel.

AvutrHOR OF THE DEATH WAKE.

Why, he was plagiarizing Sterne in his style, and all he wanted to
say was just what Sterne has said, viz. that he has got a bet-
ter opi of his Maker than other why, they call him an
Infidel. Moreover, I opine that Mr. Mershaum treads on dangerous

und. It is a serious matter to bring down the attributes of the
g:ity—and especially his purposes—to the standard of human judg-
ment. Very little dnvinit{, methinks, might prove his sentiments
the opposite to orthodox. If a man be naturally endowed with splen-
did talents, more is expected from him than from the bulk of ordinary
minds, and the more he will have to answer for, should he neglect to
improve them aright. Shall we assert, that the magnificence of ge-
nius will hide the enormities of guilt, and that——

SHEPHERD.

Gentlemen,—Tibbie’s callants hae to be at the hill head by daylicht
the morn’s mornin’, sae we maun just hae anither tumbler and then.
—An’ therefore, if ye will sing a sang, Mr. Stoddart, I sall be prood
till hear ye, Sir; if no, I maun ca’ on Philips, for time’s precious.

AUTHOR oF THE DEATH WAKE.

My voice was never raised in the festive song, nor were my facul-
ties ever prostituted to the composing thereof. Among the dead
bones and the mouldering relics of men has my imagination wandered,
and with the dull-eyed ghosts, whose punishment is to watch and suf-
fer over the putrif} stench of their own wasting carcases, have I
talked in the spirit. t the man Philips, therefore, bellow,—haply
I may breathe out the fancies of the moment thereafter.
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OunEs.
Bravo! high priest of the charnel-house! Away, Philips {
PrivLrps.

As our sport is, so shall my song be. (Sings)
The Old Fishér’s Song.
L
THE merry morn is waking to the throstle’s roundelay,
Upon the bosom of the lake, the fresh’ning breezes play ;
A night of showers hag steep’d the flowers, in the jolly angler’s path,
" As cﬁeerily he wends his way, by greenwood hill and strath !
II.
Hurrah! the streams are up, and from their mountain holds so green,
Come rapid down, in foamy falls, with black'ning pools between, [neath,,
The breeze sweeps through the alder’s bough, and curls the wave be-
Where the sullen trout leaps fiercely out, and plunges on his death !
IIL
The brown drake wing my foremost fly, the heckled deadly black,
The hare’s ear grey to sweep the stream, the blae wing on his back ;
Then oh! for Scotland’s fairest stream, in the merry month of May,
And the heaviest hand with any man, "tween Teviotdale and Tay!
IV.
Let others toil for power and fame, or crouch to rank and wealth,
Give me the angler's gentle sport, the angler’s ruddy health,
To meet the sun upon the lake, with a bosom light and free,
And sink to rest when the glowing west drops down the distant sea !
SHEPHERD.
Hurrah! hurrah ! my jolly boys, this is the sport for me!
AvuTHOR OF THE DEATH WAKE.
A capital fishing song! till now a desideratum ‘in the lyric depart-
ment, for old Izaac's are unsingable. Now listen to m{,nand draw
your wet fingers over the rims of your tumblers. (Sings.)

Song of the Cholera.
)

Tue foulest ghost from the charnel house
That glimmers in the pale moonshine |
Hath the flesh rotting dry, from his hollow eye,
With a fairer face than mine !
In my blasting breath, disease and death
Do revel like toads, in their slimy path !
1I.
O’er the awe-stricken earth, from the south to the north,
I have sent forth my death-dealing brood ;
And T will not spare the strong or the fair,
Till the grave is drunk with blood !
Nor yield to the want of sinner or saint
One moment of grace to pause or repent !
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IIL

T love to smite hot Lust in his might,
As'the wanton’s poison he sips! .
And to slay the man of a thousand crimes
When the curse is on his lips !
And to dull the brightness of Beauty’s eye,
When hope is strong and bliss is nigh!

OmMNESs.
Horrible! horrible! horrible !

SHEPHERD.

O dreadfu’! Mr. Stoddart, ye hae spiled my sleep this nicht, I
fear—Come, gang away to bed, like gude callants, and pray that this
horrible fiend may never enter our beloved Scotland to ravage its
beautifu’ and brave—Gude nicht, gude nicht !—( Omnes exeunt.)

8ceNE IIL— The kitchen— Time Two o'clock in the morning~By
the dim light of the “ kindling peat,” the four younger Fishers are
seen stowed away in two box beds, sound asleep. The Ettrick Shep-
herd standing on the floor, having come in search of water—( speaks.)

Weel might Sancho exclaim—¢ Heaven’s blessing on the man who
first invented sleep, it wraps one all round like a blanket.” Blest
omnipresence! thou canst extend thy sway from the frozen regions
of the north to the land where fruits and blossoms succeed ane
anither in pever ceasing round beneath the genial influence o’ an
eternal summer !—and thou canst give thy sweet gifts to the sma'est

o’ this vast space ;—thou canst wrap thy downey mantle o’er half
the world, and concentrate the whole o’ thy benignant influence on the
weary traveller who lieth down by the road side wi’ his scanty bundle
for a pillow, an’ naething but the eemage o’ the dying mother, whose
eyes he hopes to close, watching o'er his slumbers! Even frae the
faces o’ thae callants, a kind o’ calm quietude seemeth to sink into my
spirit,—a moral tranquillity,—a sacred stillness.—

AUTHOR OF THE DEATH WAKE. (dreaming.)

Oh! horrible! horrible! the grave earth chokes me! the lizard
crawls through my hollow ribs! Terrible death! Oh! horror !—hor-
ror! (Ais voice sinks away in inarticulate murmurs.)

SHEPHERD. : ‘

Blessed Heaven! Who art thou?

AvuTtHoR oF THE DeaTH Wake. (still sleeping.)

I am Thomas Todd Stoddart, Author of the Death Wake, a Ne-
cromaunt, in three Chimeras: and now, fiend, begone!

SHEPHERD.

Imagination i8 an awfu’ being, when pamper'd and blown into bloat-
ed and loathsome life like this! But where is Tibbie's water pitcher,
I wonder ?—

AvuTHoR oF THE DEATH WAKE.

Oh! horrible! horrible!
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SHEPHERD.

The puir callant’s no gotten hydrophobia, I hope—I maun wauken
him at a events—Mr. gvtoddart !—he's dead  sound.—Themas Todd
Stoddart, Author o' the Death Wake, a Necromaunt, in three Chi-
meras,—awake ! arise |

AvrHoR oF THE DEATH WAKE.

Begone ! evil spirit—what seekest thou ?

SHEPHERD. .
The water pitcher, Mr. Stoddart.—Odd Sirs!
AvutHOR oF THE DEATE WAKE.

Bless me! Mr. Hogg is this you? Such horrid dreams as I have’
had! I thought I was dead, buried and rotting in dry mould, the
which dropped down into my open throat and choaked me, and for all
my prayers the foul grave reptile would not trail its slimy I
down my parched gullet, to give me the only sensation of coolness
which could be procured in that horrid place.

SHEPHERD.
It's @’ that confounded saut Irish stew—I'm fit to moulder down
mysel wi’ verra thirst.—Where can the pitcher be?
MEeRrsHAUM.
Hollo! Tibbie,—bring the loch here! we're all choking !
PaivLips.

Hene is the pitcher in the pantry.—Angels and ministers! The
enemy is among us!—Some hairy beast brushed tlg::gh
leg-s just now—(Mer:hamn and the Author of the

down together struggling furiously ; at Iuyth Mershaum dayycrc
hamg choked the followaf'i::'f Shelly.) Q’t
MERsHAUM.

Wbat in the name of horror was that? Some dreadful being over-
threw us;—I tboufht I was closing in the death grapple with same
evil spirit, and lo! I have squeezed the throttle of Mr. rt « ad
deliquium.” .

SHEPHERD.

He's comin’ about. Burn some brown I})aper aneath his nose, while
I dismiss this spirit, if s nt he be. ony mani’ braid Scotland
can warsle wi’ an unyearthly cretur an’ gie him a cross buttock, I'm
the man.—Whisht !

By the red rowan berries

The witch-glen adown
The foe o’ the fairies—

Bless us! what’s that awa® through the window !
MEersHAUM.
Ha, ha, ha! it's the advocate’s pointer off with the cold roast shoul-
der of mutton! and-now what sK:ll we do for breakfast to-morrow ?
SHEPHERD.

" The mter' odd! wha ever heard o’ a pinter bemg taen for a spi-
rit afore ?—Come, to bed, to bed, and he’s the best man that brings
in a gude dish o’ fish to breakfast the morn. (AU tumble in again.)
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THOUGHTS OF AN ABSENT ONE.

BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

My early home! my early home! that cradled life and love,

To thee my heart returneth, as the deluge-mission’d dove ;

"Tis true, as once I sigh’d for thee I cannot sigh again,

For her cheek smiles on my bosom now, that pined within thee then.

Yet oft across our tide of joy a thought of thee will come,—
An evening shadow of the past,—a whispering of home!

For nowhere is the earth so green,—the sky so bright and blue,
As where, upon a mother’s neck, we wept our first adieu.

Has chang ﬂus'd o'er the holy spot, where dropp’d our parting tear?
Or have the hearts forgotten us whose friendship erst was dear?
Some o'er the earth are scatter'd now,—yea, Death has been abroad,
And lips, that once glow'd warm, lie blanch’d beneath the freezing sod.

O’er bosoms that beat gladly to a measure with our own,

The midnight tempest waileth with a harsh and sullen tone ;

O’er hands we grasp'd, o'er lips we pledg’d, the silent nettle waves,
And fancy leaves the scenes of home to sigh amidst its graves.

Now by the brae where sings the Tweed, the beach where shouts the
e wand'rers there at gloamin hour are strangers all to me;  [sea,

Or could I in a lonely few—remember'd features trace,

I should but read how care had chased young gladness from their face.

My early home is a dream of joy, from which with a sigh I wake,—

It steals through my heart with a melting tone, like a harp on a
moonlit lake,—

Its face may change and its friends depart, but its sea and its glo-
rious river

Will wait, and will welcome the exile’s sight—the same, and the
same for ever !

LITERARY GOSSIP AND VARIETIES.

The opera of Robert le Diable has been brought out at Paris with a
splendour and success that form an epoch in the annals of the French
stage. Nearly a year was spent in preparation, and the cost of its
production was little short of 200,000 francs. The scenery is said by
the French critics to be wonderful, even in the world of wonders, the
Opera. It su s the magic effects of the famous Aladdin.

Mr. Leigh Hunt’s forthcoming novel of ¢ Sir Ralph Esher” is
written in the form of Memoirs of a Gentleman of Charles the Se.
cond’s reign, so as to form a kind of ¢ Pelham” of that period.

The Rev. Mr. Stewart’s account of a visit to the islands of the Pa-
cific is now before the public. His object in undertaking a voyage to
Polynesia was chiefly to assist in the dissemination of Christianity.

VOL. 1. T
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For this he lived among the natives, and endeavoured to win
their Mr. S’s narrative is, therefore, more than usually
interesting in its details. .

Mr. Murray, the kingly bookseller of London, has issned a pro-

and specimen of the first com and uniform edition of By-

ron’s works, including the letters Jjourmals, together with the life
of the author, by Thomas Moore, Esq. - This splendid publication
will appear in fourteen monthly volumes, corres ing In size and
price with the Waverly Novels. The Letter-press Embellish-
ments are executed in the finest style. The copy-right alone cost the
irited and enterprising publisher no less 2 sum than Twenty-five

usand pounds.

Dutch literature bas sustained an irreparable loss by the death of
the celebrated poet Bilderdyk. He was buried on the 23d ult,, with
great pomp, in the principal church of Haarlem.

Two individuals, of the names of Colthurst and Tyrwhitt, gentle-
men by birth and education, are on the eve of departure from this
country to explore the interior of Africa They set out at their own
expence, proceeding from Benin on the western coast, through to
Egypt, their object being to solve the hitherto intricate problem of
the Nile. Their hazardous undertaking is fraught with the deepest
interest to the literary and scientific world.

Mr. Melrose has in the press « Considerations on the Moral Causes,
Objects, and Preventives of Pestilence:” to which are appended, from

proved documents, < Directions for the Prevention and Treatnfent
of Spasmodic Cholera.” By the Rev. P. Macindoe, A. M. Chirnside.

——

Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.

BIRTHS. :

At Hutton Mill, on the 23d Nov., Mrs. John Hastie, of a son.

At Belford, on the 3d ult, the wife of William Brooks, Esq. of
Moory Spot, in the county of Durbam, of a son and heir.

Here, on the 5th ult., Mrs. James Purves, of a son.

On the 12th ult., the wife of Mr. Thomas Chartres, jun. ironmon-
ger, High-street, of a son.

MARRIAGES.

On the 19th Nov. at Coldstream, Mr. George Murrey, only son of
Mr. John Murrey, of Hebburn, to Miss Sarah Riddle, eldest daugh-
ter of Mr. Andrew Riddle, of West Newton.

In Berwick Church, on the 23d Nov., Lieut. James Sim , R.N.
to Jane, 3d daughter of Mr. Robert Carr, druggist, High-street.

On the 25th Nov., Mr. George Herbert, Comptroller of his
Majesty’s Customs of this port, to Miss Sarah Gibbens, daughter of
Mr. William Gibbens, Cannon-street Road, London.

At Edinburgh, on the 29th Nov., the Rev. Henry Riddell, minister

~ of Longformacus, to Elizabeth, youngest daughter of the late Jobn
Horne, Esq., of Stirkoke.
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On the 16th ult., at Berwick, Mr. Jobn James, linen-draper, Great
Bouthampton-street, London, to Agnes, eldest daughter of Mr. George
Scott, tailor, Church-street.

In Berwick Church, on the 26th ult, Mr. John Adamson,
teachey, Custlegate, to Janet, daughter of Capt. Scott, Scott’s Place.

At Montrose, on the 2d.inst., the Rev. John Craig of Brechin, to Ca-
therine Holm, eldest daughter of the Rev. John Thomson, of Belford.

DEATHS.

On the 14th Nov. in this town, Mrs. Smith, midwife, aged 95. A
journal, which Mrs. S. regularly kept, shews her to have been present
at the birth of 5,512 children. ”

At Craster Hall, near Alnwick, on the 19th Nov. much and de.
servedly lamented, Isabella, wife of Shafto Craster, Esq., aged 72.

At Edinburgh, on the 20th Nov. Mrs. Christison, widow of Alex-
ander Christison, Professor of Humanity in the University of Edin.
burgh, and mother of the Rev. A. Christison, Foulden. ]

In this town, Nov. 28th, George F. Orde, of Lungridge, Esq., one
of his Majesty's Justices of the peace for the borough, aged 49.

At Haggerston House, Dec. 3d, Sir Carnaby %laggerston, Bart.,

76.
ag:)dn the 5th ult, at London, William Alexander, Esq., Solicitor,
aged 40.

Here, on Sunday, Dec. 11th., Miss Turnbull, aged 80.

At Buccleuch Place, Edinburgh, on the 19th ult., John, son of
the late Captain M<Laren, of Highlaws, near Eyemouth.

?dn the 28th ult., Mr. John Cockburn, merchant, High-street,
aged 56.

At Edinburgh, on the 30th ult., James, third son of the late Rev.
James Baird, minister of Swinton:

At Berwick, on the lst inst., the infant son of Mr. T. Chartres,
jun., ironmonger.

On the 5th inst.,, Mr. John Waugh, cornfactor, third son of. the
deceased Alex. Waugh, D. D., late of Well-street chapel, Oxford-
street, London. ’

On the 9th inst, Ann, infant daughter of Mr. D. Cameron,
printer, uﬁed 164 months.

On the 11th inst., George Landles, second son of Mr. Wm. Paulin,
Western Lane, aged 3 years.

At Berwick, on the 14th inst., Margaret, wife of the Rev. James
Thompson, missionary at Quilon, East Indies, and daughter of the
late Mr. Johnson, dyer, of the former place, aged 31. She had lately
returned home from her husband’s station for the benefit of her health.

——

To Readers and Correspondents.

W& have t pleasure in announcing, that in all likelihood we
shall be enabled, through the valuable services of a much esteemed
friend, to lay before our readers in next Number an interesting Paper
on the Antiquities, chiefly Monastic, of Berwick, in the different
periods from its probable origin'as mTown to the accession of James
the Sixth of Scotland to the British throne. The promise, however,
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on the part of our friend, is conditional ; nor in truth could it be
otherwise, owing to the unsettled state of his general health. At the
same time, we are well assured, that no other obstacle will stand in
the way of his accomplishing the object of our solicitation. We have
been favoured with a sight of the materials, which have been collected
with great pains, and which promise to communicate an immense deal
of information hitherto unknown except by a few.

 No. IV. will also be graced with a Poem from the pen of the Rev.
James Everett.—We expect, at the same time, to publish an article
entitled “ The Berwickshire Conservative Dissected” from an able pen,
in which the writer hurls the club of argument and the shaft of sarcasm
at the heads of the Greenlaw orators, in a way that will not readily
:.Ll:‘;v the proceedings of that meeting to die in the recollection of our

ers.

Our Mathematical article, which we had prepared for No. IIL., is
unavoidably postponed. .

There is a deal of sweetness in the « Christinas Kose,” and an
amiable mind speaks out in the verses; they are, however, deficient in
pathos and harmony. Will Ariquis favour us with his name ?

N. P. has had a dash of the mens divinior; he writes like a man
of good muscle.

Lawrence Fraser shall bave a hearing.

Our rhyming correspondents multiply upon us, and though many
of them have sent us the most ineffable nonsense that was ever pen-
ned, yet we see no reason, provided they can write no better, why we
should lift up our hand amf smite the poor creatures to the ground.
On the contrary, so long as we continue in our vein of good-humour,
we will allow them to approach us with their maudlin effervescence,
without the slightest annoyance, as we have no wish to detain their
JSugitive pieces on their way to oblivion.

Various contributions have been received and are under consider-
ation. The merits and defects of the inadmissibles shall be brought
forth ere long in an Editorial delivery. :

Persons wishing Births, Marriages or Deaths recorded in the Bor-
der Magazine are requested to forward the same at an early period of
the month.

Owing to a superabundance of matter, and with every wish to meet
a liberal patronage, we have this month presented our friends with
four additional pages.

ERRraTa.

At top of page 127, for «Sketches of British Poets,” read
« Sweets of Evening.”
At top of pages f34-5.6, Jor «Tibby Shiel's Creel,” read « The
Fishing Crib.”
- At page 142, in Song of the Cholera, for the third and fourth lines
as printed, read
With the flesh rotting dry, from his hollow eye,
Hath a fairer face than mine !

-
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ANNALS OF BERWICK *.

InTRODUCTORY NoOTICE.

Tae following description is principally composed from sun
notices and extracts taken by the Authgﬂ yin the course of his re':d‘z
ings, out of various historic and topographical researches, a list of
which will be appended at the close of these papers; yet so brief
have the writers been in whatever related to Berwick in their works,
that much has been left to their followers for surmise,—nor has the
xresent Author been at all scrupulous of conjectural remarks, but

atters himself they will appear to be grounded on no loose results.
He will not say this attempt of his promises an immense deal of ori-
ginal information to his readers, particularly to those resident in Ber-
wick ; at the same time he is persuaded it will introduce them to a field
of investigation, and to objects of antit]uity hitherto shut up except to
a select f:w. Any further preamble he thinks unnecessary, and
shall therefore proceed to the accomplishment of his purpose; and
‘which should he be fortunate enough to pursue to its enJ, satisfac-
tory in any de to the {leneral readers of the Border Magazine,

his feelings and ambition will be not a little gratified.

“ THE town of Berwick upon Tweed, we dare to opine, had no ex-
istence during the Roman sway in our Island, nor even during the
earliest years of that of the Saxons,—since its situation is in no way
marked out in the plans of Britannia Romana or Britannia Saxonica
which have been published by any of our learned Antiquaries either
in olden or recent times; whereas in the latter plan, both Bambo-
rough and Coldingham are particularly distinguished, the former
baving had its rise in the sixth century, and the latter, at the very
commencement of the seventh,—both falling within the reign of Ida
the first Anglo-saxon king.

® By a series of papers under this head the Aathor intends to furnish a descrip-
tion of Berwick chiefly regarding its origin, its Monastic Antiquities, and the
earliest erection of its fortifications, as well as the subsequent changes they under-
went, from the probable date of its commencement as a Town to the aceession of
James V1. of Scotland to the British Throne.
VOL. 1. . U
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At the first invasion of the Romans, the country between the
Tweed and the town now called Dunkeld, on the Tay, was peopled
by a race of men called Picti, said by some authors to have been a
colony from ancient Scythia, thus giving them the same origin as the
Scots; and of this opinion it seems was Claudian, one of our most
ancient learned historians, but in this surmise he has had hitherto
few followers. It is rather supposed, and we are not inclined to
dissent therefrom, that they were a portion of the Britons, who at
some period—at what exact one it has never been suggested, if indeed
ever known—previous to the Roman invasion, had been forced north-
ward by the Belgic Gauls, and here settled themselves, being joined
afterwards by others, their own countrymen, in great numbers driven
bither by their invaders. Their manper of life, and all their customs,
Snrt.icularly that of painting their bodies, from which they had the

esignation Picti, so entirely correspond with Cesar's description of
the Southern Britons, that it is in no small degree a support to our
opinion in this matter, and must be our a};::: for presuming to
urge it in opposition, we acknowledge, to that of several authors of
great reputation for learning, and of great research into antiquity.

No historic records of sufficient evidence have come under our re-
view of any inroads of these people on their neighbours the Britons
in this quarter while the Romans remained in our island, though we
know the latter became apprehensive of Pictish valour, and the di
sition betrayed by these people for invasion; to guard themselves
against which, they erected the extraordinary barrier called the
Picts Wall from the Solway to the Tyne, of which such visible re-
mains are recognisable at the present day ; and also the Wall of Anto-
ninus between the Clyde and Forth, the course of which is still
discernible. No sooner, however, had the Romans found it policy to
quit Britain, which was in the year 426, than these barriers became
of no avail to the security of the Britons thus left to themselves ; for
the Picts, now uniting with the Scots, made themselves a
through many parts of them, and quickly inundated the country of
the unfortunate Britons with their legions from the Tweed to the
Humber in Yorkshire; and this too, twenty-two years before the
first division of the Saxons, called in by Vortigern, entered Britain,
which was in the year 452. When, however, their treacherous allies
had beceme completely masters of Southern Britain, they began to
drive back the Picts and Scots into their own country, never ceasi
their pursuit until they had driven them beyond the Forth; mﬁ
thus for the first time the Saxons became possessed of all the Lothians,
known, at this early period of time, under the name of Loida, and in
the 12th century umreer both that of Lona and Lohkers, comprehend-
ing what are now the Shires of Berwick—Lithgow—Edinburgh—and
Haddington ; and also a };‘art of Tiviotdale and of the Eastern dis-
trict of Roxburghshire. This event happened about the close of the
fifth century, and from that date until the reign of Kenneth the IL
of Scotland, comprising a series of more than two hundred years,
we know of no interruption to the Saxons in their new ions
either by the Picts or Scots. But in the year 829, Kenneth—having
slain Drusken, the Pictish king, and destroyed the independency of
their nation; and also availing himself of the discord that at this
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time had arisen among the princes of the Heptarchy, Egbert being
now sole king of En, Imd,—tﬁougbt fit to cross l:.he Fgrth E:fl possess
himself of the Lothians, thus making the Tweed, for the first time,
the boundary between England and Scotland ; and it is at this pe.
riod, and certainly not earlier, we fix the wra of the rise of Berwick
supon Tweed to any thing resembling a town *: and its situation we
scruple not to consider as sufficiently decisive of the etymology of its
name (Berwick), notwithstanding the fanciful surmises of a Chal-
mers, a Joknstoneg and even of a much higher name than either—a
Camden, its prefix being no other than a corruption of Bauwr, signify-
ing in the ancient British language, an accumulation of soil or sand,
occasioned by the meeting of the tides of the ocean with the currents
of rivers at their mouths; and of Wie, implying in the Saxon tongue,
a town or village, and hence have we Baurwick, now Berwick—the
Baur toton, or the town near the Baur, at this day pronounced Bar.
It is curious, yet not difficult certainly, to conjecture, what could have
been the conception of the inventor of the armorial bearings of the Cor-
Koration of this ancient town, displayed on the fronton of their Town-

all, as to the etymology in question, who has made a dear the chief
cognisance in the shield, and bdears solacing themselves under trees
its supporters;—may we not suppose he had conceived the prefix
Ber to be a corruption of Bear—and hence have we Bear town ? {et
is this definition of the etymology of Berwick not near so fanciful as
many we have seen given. But to return to our history—within ten
years after Kenneth had been so successful as to possess himself of
the Lothians, and in the reign of Osbert, one of the last kings of
Northumberland, Berwick was esteemed a town of great strength,
vet was it doomed in a few years after to submit to a new race of in-
vaders ; for the piratical Danes, sometimes denominated Normans, en-
couraged, like Kenneth, by the discord, already noticed, among the

rinces of the Heptarchy, now first thought of and meditated the

esign of an invasion of Britain, which they did not hesitate long to
put in execution. They quickly indeed made their appearance on the
coasts of England, landed on many parts thereof, and ravaged all be-
fore them, and at length in the year 866 shewed themselves in the
North, under the command of Inquar and Hubba, and were driven by
stress of weather into the mouth of the Tweed, on the shores of
which they made a landing and soon settled themselves. Nor were
they long ere’ they drew the Northumbrian Saxons into an alliance
vntz them, and, thus aided, cleared the Lothians of both Scots and
Picts, and sate themselves down as masters of Berwick, and continued
so for six years, when they were driven by Gregory the Great to their
ships, and the town became again subject to Scotland; and so re.
mamed for more than 220 years, when it was next bestowed by Ed-
gar, in honour of saint Cuthbert, on the See of Durham. This was

® Of this opinion we know Ridpath to bave expressed himaself in his Border his-
tory, and he hath given hia reasons for it largely ; but as the reasons are not in our
memory, and having not the Volume before us, we cannot transcribe them, and are
therefore under the necessity of referring such of our readers, asare curions to he-
come acquainted with themn, to the work itself; and if our recollection does not
fail us, we think all these particulars will be fouud in sowme of its very earliest pages.
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during the prelacy of Carilepho; but the donation was resumed in
his successor, Ralph Flambard’s time, who died A. D. 1128, and
Berwick Town now became, with a part of Lothian, the appanage of
David, the brother of Alexander I., and was so possessed, until he
himself ascended the throne of Scotland, which was in the year 1124,
and when the Scoto-S8axon government had been at an end for now
fifty-eight years. David found it an exceeding populous and thriv-
ing town, and indeed, what might, at that period of time, have been
considered a very splendid town, having within its boundary a Pasish
Church, and three Monastic foundations, of which we shall have to
give some account in a more advanced stage of our history; and so
attached had this prince become to Berwick, that he made it his chief
residence, and by many and -various improvements, so added to its
splendour and consequence, that when he became king, it had acquir-
ed the appellation of Nobilis Vicus; that is to say—a Noble Town.
And now—fourteen years after his accession to the crown, at which
he arrived in the year 1124, this valiant, wise, and pious prince,—for
he had virtues justly to be thus characterized, very particularly by
the first term, from the service he rendered at the battle of the Standard
to his niece, the empress Maud, in her competition with king Stephen
for the English crown,—added an extraordinary importance to gkr.
wick, by making it the head or chief of the first four Royal hs
he constituted in Scotland (the other three being Roxburgh—Edin-
burgh—and Stirling) after the fashion of those made by Louis the
Great in France at the sdme peried. He next founded another mo-
nastery in the immediate vicinage of the town,—and then beﬁm the
erection of the first Castle ever erected in the town—such at least is
our conjecture, and we know no historic evidence of weight to weaken
its validity. That there might have been castellated mansions long be-
fore we can readily admit, and David himself, while he held the town
" in appanage, we think could hardly have been without one for his re-
sidence, but no fortress: the monarch’s intention by this great work
was doubtless to guard against and repress the lawless borderers of
England now become formidable from their numbers, and the valour
and enterprising characters of their leaders, the most of them Nor-
mans ; nor less, probably, to thwart the aggressive designs of his near
neighbour, the ambitious and warlike Flambard, Bishop of Durham,
who had but a short time before erected a Fortress, i. e. a castle of
great strenxth at Norham. Whether David before his death, which
took place A. D. 1153, had completely finished this great work we
cannot speak to; but that Henry IL of England, when it was deli-
vered into his hands by William the Lyon, greatly enlarged it, there
can, we believe, be no reasonable doubt.
The remains of this castle at the present day left for us to contem-
late, though they can hardly raise the imagination to what may have
n its pristine splendour, yet they are sufficient to satisfy our minds
of its once great magnitude and strength as a fortress, and also that
it was constructed after the Norman plans of such buildinﬁ; which
had then so generally obtained, particularly in England. e state
to which it is reduced we believe to be chiefly, if not entirely, the ef-
fect of the ravages of time, and the pilfering, by individuals in the
neighbourhood, of its materials for their private uses, since the period
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that James VI. caused, on account of his mounting the Enih'sh
throne, all the fortresses on the Borders to be dismantled, for we have
nothing related in history of its having been materially, if at all, in-
jured by any siege or assault it had at any time sustained.

(To be continued.)
——
. TRADITION.

BY JAMES EVERETT.

Coug, tell me, TRADITION, enchanter of song!
So pleasing, terrific, and wild ;

Come, tell me to whom thy beginnings belong—
Thy home, when thou wast but a child ?

For on the proud rock, if I look, thou art placed
In hues and in forms of thine own ;

And down with the cataract’s foam thou art traced,
To depths thou hast fathomed alone :

Alternately shifting from mountain to dell,
From caverns to plains in the sun,

From forest to abbey, from castle to cell,
From places to deeds that are done ;

Assuming the sceptre, the shield, or the hood,
The er and shepherd’s array ;

Appearing the lover, the murdered in blood,
'F;: demon, the sad, and the gay.

How simple and pure was the tale which was told,
- When infancy bloomed on thy cheek !
What mysteries soever thou hadst to unfold,
Our credence thou soon couldst bespeak :—
Bes) with a grace, in the boyhood of time,
re life was cut down to a span,
When cent’ries roll'd on, before life was in prime,
And thou wert coeval with man.

Methuselah, so famed, in the morn of his days,
With Adam in converse might live ;
To Noah, at eve, ‘midst his sun-setting rays,
The hand of firm friendship could give:
While Shem, in his person, connected his sire
With Abram, the friend of his God :
And few were the links that the chain might require,
Till Moses appeared with his rod. *

® ONE MAN was only necessary between Adam and Noah—a period of 1656

and Methuselab lived to see them both. In like manner Shem connected

Neoah and Abraham, having conversed with each. Isaas, in a similar way, stoed

between Abraham and Joseph, with both of whem he had communication: and
Awmram, contemporary with Joseph, might talk with Moses,
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TRADITION.

These—these were thy days—with thy dwellings among
An artless and patriarch race,
When social connexions were close, and were long,
Thy lineage for ages could trace:
8o beauteous, 8o healthy——preserved by each head,
And loved by the child for his sake :—
An heir-loom to all, and as dear as the dead,
Whose names were in thee kept awake.

Necessity claimed an existence for thee,
Ere letters appeared to the eye ;

While letters made Mem’ry—frail Mem’ry—a plea,
Why thou, sweet Tradition! shouldst die:

But thou hast survived, and art destined to move
With time and with man in their course,

Compelling proud lore—for e’en letters must prove
The truth which thou hast for thy source.

* But healthy, and blooming, and strong as might seem

The frame of thy juvenile days,

When life became short, that it fled like a dream,
So vanished thy heart-cheering rays:

Decrepit and wrinkled, and monstrous and rude,
Infirmity only aj ;

Our faith 1s invited, but seeks to exclude
Thy form, as the fable of years.

Fair Fancy, unfettered, stepped forth to thine aid,—
Full o’er thee her garniture threw ;

Proud Reason, to slay thee, unsheath’d his bright blade,
When dackward, as wont, was thy view:

As Reason’s supporter, grave Learning was brought,
Still backward and laughing thy route,

~ And flying, and fighting, pitch’d battles were fought,

Thine, thine was the conqueror’s shout.

Again and again was the contest resumed,
Some minor advan gained ;
The drapery so fine, with which Fancy had plumed,
No longer its station retained :
8o deftly uplifted by Learning’s sage hand
From whom thou hadst hoped to be screfned ;
‘Who saw, he declared, what short time thou didst stand,
The dark cloven foot of a fiend.

Though bared and though beaten, as oft thou wert seen,
Thy friends are the mass of mankind :

And eyeless and hoary, as long thou hast been,
With death standing dimly behind,

We love; while on travel, thy presence to meet,—
A thousand enquiries propose :

And thou, with thine answers, the querist will greet,
From knowledge that endlessly flows.
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Where'er we may go, and with whom we may talk,
Thy presence is never remote ;

At home and abroad, on the flood, in the walk,
Thy musings are always afloat,

With t and prince, and with friend and with foe,
With age, and with childhood, and youth,

Extending thy presence to all things below,
Professor—asperser of Truth!

While dark Superstition its bodings receives,
And Faith in the Spirit implies ;

‘While Idols suppose in the man that believes—
Belief in the (R)OOd of the skies:

So weeds "midst the richest of flowers have their birth,
As Error from Truth will proceed 3

And Satan’s proud temples will spread o’er the earth,
Where temples of Truth lift the head.

The light of Improvement and Science, which dawned,
In smiles, on the works thou hast reared,

‘Was destined, at length, to destroy in each land
The errors with which they ap, :

As o'er the glad earth, when the morning, in smiles,
Its beautiful tinting employs,

And gilds the cold frost-work, whose feathers and piles
The heat of its noon-tide destroys.

But Science in all her migrations is slow,
Nor readily tracked on the road ;
While Fiction, that travels on still lighter toe,
Will scatter her seedlings abroad ;—
Will scatter them quickly through nature’s wide round,
‘Where clusters of wild-flowers now rise,
In regions remote, where the same will be found,
Like kindred who meet by surprise.

From Noah to Janus the transit might move,
From Samson to Hercules run,
Arnd upward, with awe, from Jehovah to Jove,
The threadings of Fiction are spun ;
Whence all may be traced, like the stream to its source,—
The stalk to its nourishing root :
But woe to the waters—all foul in their course !
The tree—for its poisonous fruit !

Then Aear me, TRADITION, enchanter of song !
So changed since the days of thy youth !

To thee the Aurelia state mugt belong,
The midway "twixt Fictiorr and Truth—

The forthcoming insect, just ready for flight,
Bestirring its wing in its shell,

Preparing to gaze on the sun in his might,

nclosed in the darkness of hell.
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ON THE CAUSES OF THE DECLINE AND CORRUPTION
OF TASTE.

It is a remarkable circumstance in the history of the human mind,
that taste as yet has never continued in a state of perfection in any
country. Many years perhaps may have passed away before it has
attained its climax, but no sooner has it reached that point than it
begins to sink into decay. This is a melancholy truth, but it is one
for which we have the sure evidence of experience. What country
was more famous for its taste and the cultivation of the arts, sciences,
and literature than Greece—and yet its glory was but the prelude to
its decline? In its day of splendour it could boast of a Sophocles, an
Euripides, a Pindar, a Xenophon, a Plato,—could display its taste in
the eyes of the world by the manner in which they estimated the
merits of the great supporters of its scientific and literary fame ; but
the meridian of its power was scarce passed when taste to de-
cline, and the thunders of the eloquence of Demosthenes seemed but
the forerunners of its total overthrow. Greece sunk beneath the
ambition of Philip and the arms of Alexander, taste continued on
the wane, and at last transferred its abode to the land of Greece’s
second conquerors—the Romans. Nor was it permanent in Rome
either. No sooner had the Augustan ®ra passed, than it gradually
became perverted ; and though now and then men of genius sprang
up under the emperors, they were only like the last rays of the set-
ting sun—beautiful in themselves, but marking the total disappear-
ance of the great luminary. In course of time the papal authority
gained the ascendancy, taste was soon buried beneath the supersti-
tions of the Romish church, and those emphatically named the
dark, began to revolve. For centuries did this gloom of ignorance
Ervade urope, but at length the dawn of the geformation broke,

tokening the approach of a brighter day.

In this mamer has taste been in a state of perpetual fluctuation,
ever, I may say, since the world began. It has risen in one country
to perfection, then decayed, and on its ruins another was soon destined
to rise, which in its turn was to be supplanted by a third. One con-
stellation was no sooner blotted out from the horizon, than another ap-
seand in its stead, and in a short while became the lord of the ascen-

ant. Nor are we to regard as less remarkable—the manner in which
taste has fluctuated in eack of these countries. Invariably in them
all has it followed the march of civilization, has risen gradually to
perfection, flourished for a while, and then by degrees begun to retro-
grade. What Lord Bacon has said of learning may with propriety be
said of taste ;—it  hath its infancy, when it is but beginning and
almost childish; then its yeuth, when it is luxuriant and juvenile ;
then its strength of years, when it is solid and reduced; and lastly
its old-age, when it waxeth dr- and exbaust.” Such is the course of
nature and such would appea. to be the destiny of man. The hu-
man race at present have no doubt arrived at a high degree of civili-
gation and mental culture, knowledge is extending wider and more per-
fectly than it ever did before, but, taking past experience to direct us
in judging of what is to come, have we reason for supposing that
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taste will again decline? Such is the question which I propose to my-
self now, but it is one which, as I have occasion to revert to it after-
wards, I shall not at present answer. Besides, in this discussion it is
taken for granted that taste may decline, and going upon this sup-
position, I shall now endeavour to state the causes which appear to
me the most effective in bringing about such a melancholy event.

It is a curious circumstance in the human mind, that what is best
calculated for its improvement may not unfrequently be productive of
a contrary effect. Such is the insatiable desire of man for perpetual
change—the continual hankering after novelty. He cannot rest satis.
fied with what he has already attained, he is always aspiring after
what remains unknown ; and to such lengths may this desire for va-
riety carry him, that even perfection itself may become tastless’and
destitute of attractions. That'the mind should always be actively
employed is necessary to its health and well-being, and to its desire
for novelty is to be attributed nearly the perfection to which taste
and knowledge can ever attain. Besides, the happiness of man seems
to be bound up in the exertion of his mventive faculties, and that
these should be gratified is therefore not only proreer but necessary.
8trange, that this trait in our character which can be productive of so
much good, in improving taste, and in adding to the happiness of man,
should also be one of the chief causes of his return to barbarism.
Provided the objects upon which his mind is actively engaged be al.
waxs varying, it makes little difference whether they be good or bad,
and for the sake of change he is just as liable to adopt the latter as
the former. As long as the former predominate, true taste will go on
o improve, but when by any accident men are led to acquire a relish
for any thing unworthy, taste must suffer a corresponding depression.
Novelty therefore may really produce evil effects: in some cases it is
certainly a gratification, but like all other gratifications, if carried to
too great an extent, it may prove hurtful.

I lplaee novelty at the head of the corrupters of taste, because men
are less on their guard against it, and therefore it is most efficacious.
There is a pleasure, I have already hinted, in novelty, and men are
too captivated by it to perceive the evils resulting from the free indul-
gence. It comes to them in the habit of friendship—alluring and at-
tractive, gains at once their confidence, and so pleases them, that they
see not they are turning into the paths of error, that their feelings are
becoming more and more enervated, and that the purity of their taste
is gradually disappearing.

This desire of novelty operates in two different ways, in corrupting
taste,—first, upon the minds of those who administer to the taste of
the nation ; and, second, upon the minds of the nation at large. On
each of these I shall endeavour to make some remarks.

1. When any one has a desire to become a candidate for reputation
in science, literature-or the fine arts, it certainly should be one of his
chief objects—to be as original as possible. Without this, all his en-
deavours will be fruitless. Who, for example, would think a book
worth the reading which contained nothing but what had already
been fully and muately explained? On the other hand, there can
be nothing more truly contemptible than that which bears along with
it no other recommendation tﬁm that of mere originality. Yet how

VOL. I x
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often will we find the person, whom I have mentioned, on this account
preferring the flimsy to the solid, the turgid to the pure; how often
see him sacrificing good taste to the comparatively frivolous desire of
producing novelty. Looking back upon those that preceded him, he
perceives, or thinks he Peroeives, every avenue to fame already trod,
and he cannot bring his mind to enter the same path as any before
him, D:Firing of being able to discover one as yet unentered and
unexplored, he at last strikes out a way for himself, and it may hap-
n to be in violation of the principles of pure taste, and of his better
Judgment. If he fails in this manner, is it to be wondered at if evil
consequences follow? The path is destitute in itself of real beauty,
and he finds himself called upon to adorn it with all the strength of
his genius; so that no flower blooms in it but what is planted by his
own hand,—not a prospect unfolds itself, but what owes its existence
to his imagination. In short, an unworthy or insignificant subject is
tricked out in all the finery which can render it attractive—it be-
comes so—and the pillars of true taste being thus undermined, the
whole superstructure is overthrown. In this way has sound taste
been too often sacrificed to the vain desire for originality, and a truly
powerful genius been perverted by expending its strength in an im-
wper manner. Such in some degree is the case with our two poets
ordsworth and Coleridge. No one can peruse the writings of these au-
thors without perceiving marks of a lofty imagination, and a trr:l‘{y poeti-
cal genius, but how must we lament to see these powers obscured by the
continual aspiring, for it can be nothing else, at appearing original.
The first mentioned poet, conceiving from the beginning, that true
poetry consists in simplicity alone, has followed that with unabating
ardour. To him, however, it has proved but an ignis fatuus, has
seduced him from the true road by which he might have arisen to
rfection, and has led him into ridiculous sensibility and silly pueri-
ities. At the commencement of his literary life, he saw, or fancied
he saw, a road to poetical eminence as yet unentered ; and, delighted
by its novelty, he proceeded in it with unceasing activity. The at-
tempt was novel, and in consequence he obtained not a few admirers.
All the while, however, he was grasping merely at a shadow, was as-
piring at a new species of sublimity, but at the same time verifying
the French proverb— Du sublime au ridicule il n’y a q’'un pas.” He
has been extensively read, but it is well for the taste of the country
that he has had few, if any, imitators. Had it indeed been otherwise,
taste would certainly have been corrupted, and the manliness and
;lifour of English would have been lost in a torrent of sensi-
ility on a withered leaf, or in a foolish attempt to celebrate the

bols of a kitten. I speak thus of Wordsworthb—not that I think
lightly of him as a poet. Amid all the dull morality of the « Excur-
sion” there are passages of the most unaffected grandeur and finest

try, and in his minor Poems,—the “ Lines written while saili

1o a Boat at Evening” are worth half the volume besides, and eq
to any thing in the language. With Coleridge the case is different.
In his poems we may trace the breathings of a lofty mind, and a rich
vein of heavenly poetry, yet we cannot but regret that with this
there is not unfreqﬁendy conjoined much that offends against the
purity of taste. aving an evident predilection for the German
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school, and being the avowed disciple of Kant, he has too often trans.
ferred into his own writings the ravings of a distempered imagina-
tion—the characteristic of the sect he admired. Nor is he free from
the childish prettinesses of Wordsworth.

“ We have so much to talk about,
8o many sad things to lef owt,
8o many tears in our eye-corners
Sitting like little Jacky Horners :
In short, as soon as it is day,
Do go, dear Rain, do go away.”

Who could have sl‘l;posed that such Yuerility could have proceeded
from a mind capable of producing the following noble lines ?—

“The ,—ne’er to meet again !
Butilmther found anoth:fm
To free the hollow heart from paining—
They stood aloof the sears remaining,
Like cliffs which have been rent asunder;
A dreary sea now flows between,
But neither heat, nor frost, nor thunder,
Shall wholly do away, I ween, *
The marks of that which once hath been.”

Such are the effects which a desire for novelty can produce on the
minds of the candidates for fame in literature or the fine arts, and on
minds too, I have shewn, of no inferior order. An author should cer-
tainly be as original as possible, but that originality ought to consist
in the matter rather than the manner. Let him by all means lay be-
fore the public whatever is new, provided it be really so, but let him
not attempt to disguise the poverty of his subject beneath quaintness
or turgidity of style, or endeavour to corrupt the taste of his country
by introducing the practice of giving weight to trifles, or of changin,
freedﬂm and ioldneso of expression for foolish ornament or aﬁ‘ecwi
simplicity. .

21.) Nt{velt , however, produces a corresponding evil effect upon
the taste of the nation at large. It isin this point of view, properly
speaking, that the principle which we have been considering is reall
hurtful. No author, for example, Erovided he was possessed of u'uz
ficient judgment, would ever think it particularly necessary to be
strictly original, were he not in the first instance, in a manner, im-
pelled to it by the prevailing opinion of the nation. He knows that
the t body of the reading public are accustomed to look upon
noveftrya with the greatest respect, and regard the contrary with con.
tempt ; and accordingly he must suit himself to circumstances. That
this opinion of the worﬁi is sometimes of advantage I have already ad-
mitted, but it is also one of the most effective agents in the deteriora-
tion of taste. Novelty is every thing ; and when that is abundantly
furnished, men seldom care about any thing else. The consequences
resulting from this may easily be conjectured. That which has
merely the advantage of being new, though it has no other solid merit,
will acquire the highest approbation, while men, willing at any ex-
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pense to purchase a new pleasure, will be disposed to cast into the
shade what really deserves commendation, but which has not the fortune
to be dressed in the garb of strict and striking originality. Butlet us
enquire a little more particularly into the evils resulting to the taste of
a nation from indulging too much the desire of novelty.

First, then, the desire for novelty leads to the admiration of false
and meretricious ornament. True excellence is of such a.nature that
it admits of no very extensive variety, and those who aspire after
novelty will often find it expedient, in order to gain their end, to
transgress not a little against the  modesty of Nature,” and surround
her with splendours that do not exist. To say that this is inimical to
true taste, is to assert a thing almost self-evident. Nature is beauti-
ful enough of herself—she needs not the assistance of foreign and gor-
geous ornament to shew off her excellences. The man of a pure and
refined mind sees her to most advantage when clothed in simple and
unassuming attire, and can perceive no real beauty in the tinsel and
splendour with which vitiated taste desires to invest her. The great
painters of the Italian school depend for their celebrity upon the ac-
curacy of their delineations without the intervention o ﬁﬁudy colour-
ing; and Sir Joshua Reynolds relates, that when first he saw their
works, the prevailing feeling in his mind was that of disappointment.
The cause of this is obvious. His taste was vitiated by the study of
the English paintings of his day, which, however well they were
executed, were decked out with the most gorgeous and glaring colour-
ing, and it was not until he got the better of his prejudices towards
these, that he felt and perceived the beauties of the great painters of
Italy. It is indeed witll:ethe mental as with the physical palate—both,
when in a healthy state, prefer the simplest viands. When the ap-
petite is cloyed with abundance, and the sickening taste is pleased
with nothing but variety, the simple food which was formerly agree-
able becomes disgusting, and is only tolerated when garnished with
high-seasoned stimulants and other new appurtenances. This very cir-
cumstance, however, proves that the faculty is in no sound state, for
it is only when taste is squeamish and unhealthy that such things be-
come requisite. In like manner the mental taste, when pure and
perfect, 1135 little relish for high-seasoned dainties, and it is only
when its vigour is blunted by excess, and it is in an unhealthy
condition that it wishes to add to the simplicity of nature.

But, farther, the inordinate desire for novelty leads to a delight
in ornament instead of in that which is useful, and to the preference
of tinsel and show to more substantial though less ﬁaudy beauties.
When overwrought splendour of any kind becomes pleasing, it soon
attracts the chieg attention, and real merit which is inconsistent with
such a state of things is thrown completely aside and neglected. The
truth of this assertion may easily be shewn by the rage for novelty at
present existing in our dramatic establishments. Lord Byron tells us
that at Drury Lane theatre the ¢« School for Scandal,” certainly one of
the finest comedies in the language, has always been among the least
attractive, and it is notorious with how great applause the public hail
every new melo-drama or opera, provided it has a sufficient quantity
of show and gaudy splendour. The divine aspirations of the dramatic
muse of Shakspeare are next to being banished from the stage, and the

|
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legitimate tnﬁetly and true comedy must give place to some gilded

mass of insipidity, some tissue of vulgarity and execrable punning in

the shape of a “Life in London,” some ¢ Der Freyschiits” teeming

with romantic foolery and absurd horror. It is not sufficient to im-

prove upon nature and surround her with a glitter she does mot
,—the bounds of reason and probability must alike be

in order to gratify the insatiable desire of the million for novelty.

The principle of which we are speaking leads also to the admira-
tion of whatever is quaint and Eossessed of affected singularity. This
is a practice which the unthinking public are disposed to encourage
to the greatest extent, and into which the highest minds may often
be led. The mincing quaintness of Seneca was popular in his day,
and so was the style of Lucan, although in the words of 1
ger, “he rather barked than sung.” Sallust, by raking up from the
ruins of time obsolete words and antiquated expressions, gave to his
works a naiveté grateful to the public for whom he wrote. Nor is the
taste of our own day so distinguished for purity as to reject every at-
tempt of a similar kind. The “tu whits tu whoos” of Coleridge are
not without admirers, and Leigh Hunt's writings are by many read
with pleasure, notwithstanding the strange romantic turn of his style,
his uncouth phrases, and odd expressions, which, to use an epithet of
hig own, he scatters about with a ¢ how-do-you-do-pretty-well-1-thank-
you sort of freedom.” That this can have no good effect upon taste
does not admit of a doubt. There may be some phrases of this kind
which in certain situations are more expressive than those in common
use, but by far the greater number of them are clumsy and uncouth,
and are permitted only from an inward sort of low admiration at
their singularity and conceit—in short on account of their being no-
vel. The practice, however, is highly reprehensible, tending to bar-
barize the language, and at the same time, by implication, to blunt
the edge of the :e%iesh for true excellence possessed by every mind of
cultivated and pure taste.

Such are several of the evils resulting to the taste of a country
from the unrestrained indulgence in novelty. Perhaps it would not
be difficult to swell the list to a greater extent, but I shall now pass
to other circumstances which are no less effective in corrupting the
taste of a nation.

The principal causes which exert an influence over the taste of a’

country, are, in my opinion, chiefly these—vis. its political sitnation—
the state of its religion and morals—and the several pursuits in which
it is principally engaged. These, according to circumstances, may be
either favourable or productive of evil effects, but that their influence
is extensive may be shewn both by theory and by an appeal to actual
facts. :

1. If we look back into the history of those nations which have been
famous in the world for the refinement of their taste, we will always
find that their mental improvement has followed their progress to po-
litical eminence. The taste of Greece was not matured till in arms
she shone unrivalled, and Roman science and literature had not at-
tained their zenith, till the empire of the Eternal city extended from
sea to sea, till the whole known world was comprehended within her
domipions. Arms must first raise the state to superior power, and
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In the streams through which knowledge may flow into it from
alr moﬂd besides, and soon it will shine ins:cien{:e as unrivalled as
it did in the arts of war. Let us ask ourselves by what means such
politial eminence is attained, and we will find it to be the result of
independent feelings and a noble spirit. -As long as these continue
umimpaired, will it maintain the power it has acquired, and will its
taste flourish in all éts pristine refinement. But if, by contemplating
its own greatness, it is lulled into a semse of self-security, and be-
comes listless or inattentive to its national honour and 'anileges,
when the lofty independence of mind, which raised it to the glory it
gese-es,ia lost, the road is open to mental as well as national degra-
tion. Pure taste, while it leads a man through the creation and
teaches him to admire all that is beautiful and excellent in it, ex-
pands and sublimes his mind, while it turns his eye upon himself and
points out to his view the wondrous and fearful conformation both
of his body and his soul, it elevates his mind with noble sentiments,
it inspires him with noble daring as it marks out for his admiration
and imitation those worthies of antiquity who remain embalmed in a
mation's history. In a word, true taste and independence of spirit are
coeval with and dependant upon each other—as the one declines, the
bthBer sinfks into dt;eay. of a 1
ut, further, the taste of a country is, in a great degree, deter-
mined by the state of the vernntgxt, and the manner in which
its laws are administered. If the government is framed according
to the genius of the people, and the laws are formed on principles
of strict equity—there 13 no doubt but that taste will kecfp pace
with the increasing internal happiness of the country ; but if on the
contrary there is any dereliction in their administration, while the
le are distracted, taste must also suffer. A free government is
rhaps the most favourable for the improvement of science and the
ne arts, and accordingly we will find that in all cases knowledge has
under such a constitation arrived at the greatest perfection. It is
on? when the “mind’s ethereal spring” is uncurbed by foreign power
or domestic despotism, when it has unrestrained scope for exertion, that
the soul of man will rise upon the wings of freedom, and display all
the energies of its might. It is then only that taste can flourish, that
man can enjoy and relish the beauties of nature and the real excel-
lences of art. The causes are various which may overthrow such a
state of affairs. The nation may lose that spirit of freedom, of which
I have spoken above, and quur{ may infuse its contaminating influ-
ence into the minds of the people. en this takes place, the con-
stitution will soon be materially changed ; and if it is not overturned
by a foreign power, it will at last sink under the iron hand of d ism
and tyraony. Ina despotic government it is certainly ible that
taste in some degree may occasionally be found to exist, but it never
can continue for any length of time in perfection, or even in compara-
tive refinement. “ Knowledge,” says the proverb, *is power,” and
men that are possessed of it are natarally objects of fear to every
despot, who for his own sake is desirous of keeping the people in a
state of contented ignorance.
As taste, then, is corrupted by the loss of free and independent sen-
timents, 80 it declines and finally is destroyed beneath a despotism.

Vs
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But there is another circumgtance which. tends to the overthrow of
true taste, and that is, the mal-administration of the laws of the,
country. i

If the rod of justice is wielded with care, firmness and impartiality,,
the effect upon the country at large will be of the most beneficial kind.
The good will be encouraged and fprotected, the depraved and the de-
signing will find no opportunity of carrying on their schemes against
the commonweal, and taste will share in the general prosperity. The
administrators of justice are conscientious in the dl':scharge of their
duties; by their exertions, virtue is held up to the admiration of
the country ; and what is more likely to follow from this than an uni-
versal desire to cultivate those arts which humanize the mind and
ennoble our nature? Let us however. reverse the picture, and suppose
that. justice is dealt out with a sparig and a feeble hand, and what
will be the consequence ? Propriety of conduct no longer meets with its
reward, and vice is at least tacitly encouraged. While fraud and cor-
ruption are almost openly practised, what else are we to expect than
a corruption of taste, than the blunting of the finer feelings which
adorn humanity ?

2. Having d!us as shortly as possible endeavoured to point out the
evils resulting to taste from defects of a political and civil nature, I
may now advert to the effects produced upon the mental refinement of a
country by the state of its religion and morals. Religion, from its very
nature, exerts great influence over the mind of man. It tells him
that he is a responsible being, it informs him of a superior essence
under whose agency he exists, it points out to him the awful truth
of a futurity. Such circumstances as these are of great moment to
man, are frequently, if not perpetually, impressed upon his thoughts,
and is it t‘:le wondered at, it they excite an interest in his bosom,
give a tone to his feelings, and influence his mind? But although
almost all religions concur in the points I have just stated, yet no-
thing is more certain, than that they may be in very different degrees
of perfection. Some religions may be pure, others corrupt; some
may breathe in all their institutions the Janguage of pity and benevo-
lence ; some may delight in cruelty and blood ; some may be lax and
permit great licence, others may be austere and ascetic. The
taste also of the communities which are regulated by these must of
course be different. That religion, which exists in purity and in the
heart, must encourage a corresponding purity of taste ; that which
permits of depravity, or is but a form, can have no good effect upon
the finer feelings of our nature. That religion which encourages the
extension of knowledge is friendly to taste, but the contrary is the
case with regard to that which Xelights in the ignorance of all that
live under it. Mahometunism, besides permitting or at least winking.
at great laxity of morals, is decidedly inimical to the diffusion of ge-
neral knowledge, and what nation of that persuasion was ever famous
for the purity of its taste? Catholicism is, or at least was not ve
favourable to the cause of the dissemination of knowledge thro
a country, and mental darkness brooded over Europe when it was in
its glory. If, then, true religion is capable of corruption, and its
tenets of being perverted, the taste of the nation in which it exists is
subject to a corresponding decline, and as men depart from purity in
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the one, in the other they become more and more vitiated and
depraved.

On the state of the morals of aconnt;y however, and these are
closely connected with its religion, chiefly depends the condition of its
taste. If the morals of the country are pare, taste must exist in cor-
wding perfection ; but with immorality true taste is inconsistent.

en depravity of life and morals pervades a nation, it has sunk to
its lowest point, and true taste there cannot exist. When a man is
accustomed to give way to the worst feelings of his nature, when
every thing that is wicked and depraved is welcome to his breast, can
he judge with protriety of what is excellent in genius, can his feel.
ings be awake to what is truly beautiful, graud, or pleasing in nature ?
He has put himself upon a level with the beasts of the field, and like
them his desires are all of a grovelling nature, all the pleasures he
can feel are confined to sense, and to him intellectual enjoyments are
tasteless. This state of complete immorality comes not however all
at once—it is the result of various causes operating by degrees.
When taste is at its highest in a nation, it wilralnys be enjoying
a high state of politicaf })ower. With this however comes wealth,
and luxury is its never failing attendant. Of the evils resulting
from luxury I need bardly speak. It may indeed be named the
spring from whence flow all the evils which can fall upon a nation,
—it is equally fatal to its political greatness and to the purity of its
taste. As soon as bodily gratifications become the- chief concern,
every thing else is disregarded or but partially attended to. The
high spirit of independence, which wont to regulate their motions
and appear in all their actions, begins to decay, and body and
soul are alike enervated. The way, of course, is laid open for foreign
innovation, or for the success of intriguing men within itself, and at
the same time the relish for all that is pleasing in literature and the
fine arts totally disappears.

When a nation is thus on the retrograde, there is contracted an in-
clination for low vices, and a disposition to take pleasure in them. If
this state of affairs prevails among the lower orders, they are, from
their situation, prevented from exerting any great influence upon the
taste of the nation; it is only when it is to be found among the higher
clagses that it is attended with pernicious effects. Such was the case
in the reign of Charles the Second. - At that period every thing like
virtue and morality was banished from society, and dissolute manners
prevailed among tZose whose situation in life enabled them to exert
the greatest influence over the pursuits of the nation at la
Hence the depravity of taste which characterises that reign, hence the
licentiousness of the dramas of that period, when every thing profli-

te was hailed with pleasure by a dissolute audience. Taste is
indeed the attendant upon virtue, and when vice becomes agreeable, it
becomes corrupted and its purity is no longer visible.

3. Nothing perhaps has a greater influence over the taste of a
country than the various pursuits in which its inhabitants are engag.
ed. If these are of a martial kind, and prompt the people to the
extension of their empire or };:litiul power, the only good effect pro-
duced upon taste will be the laying open sources of knowledge wgich
cannot otherwise be accomplished, and so conducing indirectly to its
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ement. Again, if the nation be princi and deeply en

i ommerco—that, T fea, must b regardod as pontribatiy s o
mental refinement. Commerce is evidently regulated by a pﬁ%
of selfishness—and with that feeling true taste is incompatible.
expects to find, in the heart where the desire of gain is the paramount
concern, a love for the fine arts, and purity of taste in estimating the
beauties of nature and the excellences of genius? Bounds certainly
may be placed to the feelings of which I am spedking, and selfishness
may in some cases give place toa better ruling principle, but how

om is that to be ex})ecﬁed! Let us, look into the characters of
those who are extensively involved in commercial affairs, and scarce
one in a hundred will be found capable of appreciating intellectual ex-
cellence, or possessed of a soul that raises him above *the world,” as
Leigh Hunt expresses it, « of brick and mortar and money-getting.”
With the t body of commercialists, to be rich is to be every
thing, and 5&?}' will consider the time mis-spent which is employed in
cultivating taste instead of in searching out the means of acquiring
wealth. But commercial pursuits are not only hurtful to the taste of
those who are immediately concerned in them—they extend their
deteriorating influence to those also who furnish the articles of
merchandise. Commerce, if extensive, must be ke&t up by the over-
strained Iabour of the lower and even of the middling classes—and
that laborious exertion is inimical to taste may be shewn by adverting
to the experience of all those nations which are remarkable for exces.
sive industry. The Dutch are quite xroverbial for the deprayity or
rather for the entire want of taste—and to what can this be attributed
but to that laborious industry, and plodding application to traffick, for
which they have been so long famous? No book published in Holland
can e;xﬁupect even a temporary popularity which rises above the every-
day affairs of that phlegmatic race, and their painters would never
have attracted a moment's attention had they not, like Teniers, con-
descended to celebrate boorish revels, or like Rubens represented gods
and goddesses as “hillocks of flesh,” in order to please the perverted
taste of the country. Even in their dramatic representations a similar
deficiency of taste prevails, and nothing is brought upon the stage but
what is level to the capacities of ignorant and stupid understandings
~—nothing but what is monstrous and absurd. To a similar cause we
may trace the want of taste among the mechanics of Great Britain.
These by their employers are kept in a state of perpetual drudgery,
the time which is not entirely devoted to labour being occupied in
meals and sleep, 50 as to fit them for the prosecution of their employ-
ment. When from twelve to sixteen hours out of the twenty-four are
taken up in hard work, what time is there left for mental relaxation ?
But the evil does not stop here. Being from their very situation
barred from intellectual enjoyment, all the leisure moments they have
are spent in pleasures of a sensual kind, in the indulgence of their
animal appetites. Wearied with excessive labour, and oppressed with
the drudgery of their situation, they seek a temporary relief and
oblivion all their cares in the most di ] practice of in.
¢briation ; so that their faculties being stupified and their perceptions
deadened, all that is beautiful and excellent passes before their minds
without exciting a corresponding emotion. Such are the effects pro.

VOL. I Y
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duced by excessive and continued labour, and if the case is as I have
represented it, nothing is more powerful in the eorrupﬁns of taste.

Such are, in my opinion, the various causes which tend to produce
a perversion and corruption of taste in a country. The over-strained
desire for novelty, we have seen, exerts no power ; the loss of a

irit of independence, the-corruption of the religious institutions of

e country, and the indulgence in vice, selfish pursuits, and exces.
sive labour, are followed by deteriorating effects. It is singular how-
ever as well as fortunate that the evils resplting from the above-
mentioned causes can take place only with the concurrence of the
nation at large. It is-within the power of man to be on his guard
against these, and as long as he does 8o, will taste flourish. Accord-
ing to Lord Byron,

Self-abasement paves the way
To villain bonds and despot sway.

And in like manner taste can become corrupted only, as it were,
by a voluntary act. It maz indeed be asserted that the taste of a
country may be overturned dy a foreign invasion, but however likely
this may be in theory, I am disposed to think that in reality it cannot
be the case. Pure taste enco s sentiments of virtue and courage,
and is in fact one of the best rds of the nation; and as long
as it remains unvitiated, there is little reason for expecting an over-
throw by foreign invasion. Greece would never have s heneath
the power of Philip, had her taste been as perfect in the days of
Demosthenes as it was in the time of Themistocles ; and the incursion
of the Goths upon the Roman empire would either have never taken
place, or have been any thing else but successful, had the taste of the
Augustan age continued in all its purit{.

Let me now return to the question I proposed in the beginning—
have we reason for sl?posing that modern taste will continue to de-
cline? That it may decline is certainly possible, but that it will ac-
tually do so seems to be cquntenanced by no solid reasoning. On the
other hand, the arguments for a contrary opinion are strong. Men
are not now in the same condition as they were when Greece and
Rome successively arose and shone in their turn in the horizon of
taste. With a better feeling knowl seems to bave gone abroad
through the world, and all mankind alike are partaking of her bene-
fits. ile among the ancients only one nation at a time became
conspicuous for its taste, which country of the modern world can
we point out as in this respect excelling another? All are making
wide and rapid strides in ever‘y walk of literature and the fine arts;
by all are the universally allowed standards of perfection studied,
relished, and understood ; and each can point to some mighty soul in
its own community which has raised its fame among the nations and
cast a lustre of glory around its name. Addto this, that there never
was a period, at which the nations of the world were more united
among themselves than they are at present. The language of one
country is well known in another, an extensive intercourse is esta-
blished between them, and every thing in one, which is calculated to
improve the taste of another, is transmitted with the utmost rapidity.
Inventions are no sooner made on the Continent than they are known
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among us, and every thing more excellent than another, which British
nius can produce, travels with speed through the rest of Europe.
ﬁt us look to our own country alone, and we will find ourselves at a
loss to tell what period in her history is to be regarded as the exact
era of its taste. Shall we say that it was the end of the six-
teenth and beginning of the seventeenth century, and bring forward
the names of dpedre and Milton to prove our assertion? Shall we
say that it was the age of Queen Anne and the first George, and in-
stance the great names of D and Pope? Or are the great spirits
that adorn our own age sufliciently powerful to confer upon it the
epithet of the mra of taste? In ru{ity the present may stand a com-
parison with any preceding age. Few poets of a former da
the powers displayed by Byron. Scott and Campbell have added never-
dying laurels t6 their cbnnt.r{s fame, and the wondets of the Bard
Avor have nifh been equalled by the gigantic powers of the Scot-
tish Novelist. In the improvement of all ranks in the community,
the present age has never. been equalled. Know! is extending
her l{tllnaful influence over the land, and ignorance is flying before her
The peasant, the artisan, that a few years ago knew of nothing
existing beyond the immediate sphere of his vision, is now led into
the mysteries of nature and art, rvelishes their beauties, and becomes
acquainted with the peformances of the feninsof his country. Let
ys cast our eyes upon the state of the world at large, and the p:
is truly cheering and delightful. What chianges for the better have a
few years been able to bring about! The sound of the true religion is
heard amid the wilds of America and on the plains of Hindostan, and
the small islands of the Southern ocean, not long since immersed in
savage barbarism, are now advancing fast in the career of civilization,
in moral and religious improvement. Man indeed seems to be rapidly
spproaching to a state cfp universal knowledge and culture, and in-
stead of thfnkin& that taste will decline, we have every reason for the
supposition that it will go on to improve. Nature besides is not spar-
ing in her gifts, and though mankind may rise to a state of cultivation
which we cannot anticipate, she is yet able to furnish scope for further
exertion, while réligion, diffusing a purer morality than the ancients
knew, shall secure taste from corruption, and prevent the relish for all
that is besutiful in nature and the fine arts from decaying. s.C

————
LINES,

uggested appearance Sea- which hovered, during
8 ﬁm%‘f,em weﬁddgh:v ﬁe%mpbugm

Bizd of the ocean! why lingerest-thou here,

‘Where the rush of the waves may not reach thine ear?
Art thou come my friend and companion to be,

When friends are departed, sweet bird of the sea?

Thou hast left thy mate, thou hast left thy home—
On the white <:l|ﬁy lashed by the spray and the foam,
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And forsaken the Solway’s sounding strand,
For the calm repose of our mountain-land.

Of thy feathered tribe hast thou suffered the scorn?

With the strife of the wind and the waves art thou borne ?
Meek Pilgrim ! ‘in this abode of peace,

No fear shall annoy thee—thy sorrows shall cease.

1, too, have been torn by Adversity’s blast,—

My sky of hope hath been overcast,—

I have with life’s billows unpitied, unknown,
A mariner weary and woe-begone. )

And I have withdrawn from the warring crowd,

From the jest of the gay,—from the sneer of the proud,
And solace sought at the midnight hour

In lowly glen or in woodland bower.

Bird of the ocean ! still linger here,

Nor return to the rock, where the sea-waves career,
More meet companion art thou for me,

Than man with his boasted dignity.

The above is from the pen of WiLLiAM PaARk, farm-servant to the
Rev. Dr. BRowN of Eskdale Muir. Though in the humble sphere
of a Scottish t, he has evinced considerable poetic talent, and
only requires the fostering hand of the liberal and enlightened to give

ublicity to a volume replete with piety, purity and energetic feeling.
Ee has contributed to several lite riodicals,—among others to
Blackwood’'s Magazine, and to the Edinburgh Christian Instructor,
by the late talented Editor of which he was esteemed as well for his
mental powers as for his unblemished integrity.

ALex. THOMSON.
Edinburgh, 18tk Jan. 1832.

——

SAYINGS AND DOINGS
OF THE
BORDER LITERARY AND POLITICAL CLUB. NO,L

REPORTED BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

SceNeg.—A4 Tagxramc Coffee House, within our ancient, sober, and
sell-beloved town Berwick-upon- Tweed. Newspapers, Magazines, and
cups filled with coffee upon the table.—Present My, Andrew Feuar, a
Berwickshire farmer, residing not ten miles from the town aforesaid ;
~Mr. Roger Bell, another cultivator of the soil, and residing on the
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English side of the Tweod, at a distance not exvoeding half an hour's
ﬁ!ﬂ@ﬁmd&rmﬂa rendezvous ;— Thomas Neptune,

. merchant and shi; Eda;r r. J% W?V’ Jormerly :T.
press printer, and whi itor of a evospaper erry
Jib, a skipper of the Port in better days ;— Mr. David Dalton, a gentle-

with ,—dagni' his mother for a preacher, but
xb'm'ugu herpo“le;yacy;— .Ab:lon, apkycic{':l;mdl?mm':
Classum, Esq. a young solicitor ;—all inhabitants of the said good
town.— Time,—Seven in the evening.

Mr. Fxuar—Did ye see Bon lang_leggit Adverteesment in the
Newspapers the ither day, Doctor, about Patent French Bran-
?

Dr. Avyron—I did, Mr. Feuar.

Mr. FEuar—And what thocht ye o’ it?—My certes! yon was
shaking the nieve o’ intemperance in the face o* the increasing so-
briety o’ the country wi’ a vengeance !

Dr. Avyron—DBrandy is a good medicine in the hands of a skilful
physician ; but as a common beverage, it is swallowing sixpences at
every mouthful, and purchasing disease and death at the highest

rice. If people are fond of suicide, whisky will accomplish their ob-
Ject at one-third of the cost. A man may murder himself very com-
fortably with three shillings’ worth of whisky,—brandy would scarce
stand him less than nine, and the unnecessary six would contribute
considerably towards putting him decently in the dust.

Mr. FEuar—Od ye're a queer neegor, Doctor,—ye’re as dry as
the edge 0" ane 0’ Packwood’s razors. But ne’er a boddle care I for
neither their brandy nor their whisky. My wife says to me,—An-
drew, says she, ye're just another man a’ thegither since ye joined the
Temperance Society—there’s nae sitting up to four o’ the Sabbath
morning waiting on ye now,—nae galloping hame like a madman,—
nae fears o’ broken legs, or broken n nae horses coming hame
without ye now,—I'll declare I'm just the happiest woman on the face
o the earth!—Oh, had we had rance Societies twenty years
sine,—there wad been some riding their ain horse th’ day that are
breaking stanes by the road side; an’ some hale and canty that the
worms hae made their last meal on.

Mr. BELrL—Drat! .that's just what my Susan tells mye. An’
as this sugaree or chicaree, or what d'ye ca’ it, gies wur coffee such a
flavour here, that I think it worth a’ the smuggled gin that ¢’er came
out o’ Budale, I just ca’ed down at the Tea-office for a pund on't.

Mr. Davip Davrron—Well, Gentlemen, as I must deprecate the
drinking habits of Society as well as the intozicating habits,—let the
cups be removed, and proceed with the business of the evening. Mr.
Timpin, have you any subject to propose? [A4 bell rings, servant en-
ters and removes the cups, &c.]

Mr. TimpIiN—Gentlemen, the deep interest we all take in every
matter which involves the welfare of our country,—and of our own
beautiful borders in particular, renders it impossible that we can pass
over the recent Anti-Reform meeting held at Greenlaw ;—you are all
acquainted with its details,—and I propose that our conversation this
evening be headed— '
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THE BERWIOKSHIRE CONSERVATIVE DISSBOYED !

O:NEB...Agreed! agreed !—The Berwickshire Conservative Dis-
sected.

Mr. TimpiN—Gentlemen,—this meeting in question,—this mighty
meeting,—this meeting in a village on the mid%le of the moor,—this
meeting which arrogates for its object the salvation of our own, our
beautiful land,—this Berwickshire meeting—this meeting, on which,
in the eloquent language of David Milne, Esq. younger of Milne
Graden, “the ark of the state has at length found a solid resting
Klwe, "—this meeting, ntlemen, was attended by no less than one

undyred and fifty individuals, comprising the inhabitants of the ham.
let. Of the talents of William ay, . of Dunse Castle, (their
chairman,) I am as ignorant as I am incapable of giving what he calls
the view Aalloo, and my lungs have been used to some purpoee in their
day and generation. -
r. Feuvap—S8ave us a’! Mr. Timpin, do ye no ken what the
view Aalloo is P—T'll let ye hear it if ye like.

Mr. TimpiN—I know it does not mean music for a room, and will
dispense with it. However, the antiquity of Mr. Hay's family justly
entitles him to a first place among our resident gentry. But, gentle-
men, I loathe, I abominate the dishonest, the cuckoo strain, which
six out of every ten men use, on being called to preside over a meet-
ing, about their own inability, and wishing the chair had been filled
by an abler person—while you can see pride, self-complacency and
satisfaction szoting little glances across their eyes, like a fish
twittering in a glass bottle, and each with all his humility thinks
himself the ablest man in the assembly.

Mr. BeLL—Well, Mr. Timpin, I dint knaw whether tm mean
what they say or not, but I knaw, that chairmen without ability are
as common as stubble after harvest.

Mr. TiMpIN—Any gentleman taking such an office, and confessing,
and conscious of his'own insufficiency, is insulting the meeting over
which he undertakes to preside. Mr. Hay is one of those, who c
out respecting lack of talent. With what ability he discharged his
duty, deponent sayeth not ; judging from the reading of his speech, I
should suppose creditably. And in that speech, gentlemen, the sneer-
ing, depreciating insinuation, which he casts upon the talents of our
honest, unpretending, sound-headed Chancellor of the Exchequer,
Lord Althorp, demands our reprobation. It is true, Lord Althorp did
keep fox-hounds, as he informs us, but I to inform him in return,
that there is not a member in the House of Commons, whose speeches
produce a deeper impression upon the *collective wisdom,” than
those of Lord Althorp. His exalted rank—as the eldest son of the
venerable, learned, and patriotic Earl Spencer, commands respect ;—
and his strong g sense and experience make every sentence he
utters be received as a maxim. I have heard him speak in the house.
He is no orator, but a deliberate, calm and enlightened statesman,—
with more solid knowledge and fitness for office; than a thousand
Goulburns. His Lordship is not young, and has been an upright
and indefatigable member of parliament from his earliest manhood.
Have you,gentl:men, forgotten him,—has the country forgotten,—orhas
Mr. Hay of Dunse Castle forgotten,—the unwearied—the bofd—th
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manly resistance, which Viscount Althorp made against the abomi-
nable, the horrible laws, which some years ago threatened to render the
phrase—Fres bors Brilon synonymous with—Bage born slave!—I
ask you, gentlemen, if ye have forgotten the debt of ob]_iﬂntion and gra-
titude which we owe to his wise, his resolute, his noble opposition to
those disgraceful measures?—Yet this is the statesman, whom Mr,
Hay of %unae Castle, profaning the language of the immortal Shak-
speare, conipares to a little wanton boy switoming on a bladder |—He
tells us, t]!)aatmif the Reform Bill pass, confidence will be shaken
throughout the country, and the poor consequently unemployed !—
Heaven and earth! gentlemen !—mre has the proprietor of Dru-
melzier been for the last six years >—Does be say confidence will be—
will be—will be shaken ? Does he not know,—has he not discovered,—
has he ot felt, that confidence was—not only skaken, but broken down
throughout the country about the close of the year 1825? Does he
not know, that the bubbles which then burst—exploded it into frag-
ments >—And does he not know, that for six years, those fragments
have been crumbling into atoms? Has he to learn that every dealer
looks upon his buyer with suspicion while he knows his honesty ? Has
he to be informed, that commercial confidence was a phrase which our
fathers once understood, but which the present blessed system of bles-
sings and privileges renders their sons unable to comprehend | —What
is the language of our merchants ?>—what is the language of our ma-
nufacturers P—what is the language of our farmers—of our ship-owners
—of our tradesmen ?—Do they not all declare, that they look forward
eagerly to the passing of the Reform Bill and the following up of
its principles—as to a measure, which will Restore Public Confidence,
that has long been lost. Such, gentlemen, while I was absent from
Berwick—such, within these few weeks, is the language I have heard
ublicly used, by the greatest merchants—the greatest manufacturers
in the world,—and judge ye whether the or%Villiam Hay, Eeq. of
Dunse Castle should kirow most about puilic confidence. And does
he say the poor will be consequently unemployed ?—When were
ib;eufmor employed? I will not bid you look at Manchester—at
s—or at Paisley, with their starving thousands. He- perha
meant only the {aamt poor—the agricuftural poor. Then I would
ask him what lighted the recent torches of the incendiary?—
And who will not answer—Hunger!—torturing hunger |—mad-
dening hunger |—Hunger ing over and devouring the
mished, the shivering, the despairing, the death-stricken children of
the soil | But, gentlemen, I need not go to manufacturing, nor to large
agricultural districts, to produce examples of the wretched and un-
employed poor we already have. Look down from the bridge of this
town upon the Quay, where, we all remember, Commerce once went
merry as a marriage-bell, and busy as a Carnival—and what do
you behold now ? I will not tell you to look at a few dead vessels—a
very few—and those few a dead weight to their owners—filling the
shores with invaluable Ballast |—Ballast ! —Ballast !—But I would
bid you look upon those half frozen groups of ill-clad men, with their
hands thrust in their bosoms—wandering to and fro over a little
space, that their benumbed limbs, cold with the season and colder
with bunger, sink not under them. And these men have families—
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they have human hearts, they have fathers’ feelings—and their chdl-
dren are gnashing their teeth for food. These men were once estters
or labourers on the grounds of those who met at Greenlaw, ‘till utter
want of field and eountt? employment,—or the total inadequacy of
their miserable pi seven or eight shillings a week to support
themselves and family, drove them to this town, where they now—
starve |—These things are—these things Aave dees for years,—yet
Mr. Hay tells us, the poor will only then be unemgoyed {—True, the
mere passing of the Reform Bill will not give employment,—
but the measures which will and must be adopted by a free, reformed
parliament of the l~¥eo¥-lle, will find them employment—So much for
the arguments of Mr. Hay.

Mr. FEvar—Famous !—As sure as death, that’s capital, Mr. Tim-
{)Iiln.ﬁdlg’e]l hae my breath out in a little, but I see the Doctor’s upon

e ts. )

Dr. AyToNn—Gentlemen, considering the weakness of the Reform
cause,—considering that it has nothing upon its side—but the King
~—the Commons—a considerable portion of the Lords—and the whole
people of England, Scotland, and Ireland,—I say considering this
poor, weak, ill-supported cause, we have reason to rejoice, that alf
the landed proprietors of Berwickshire were not at this immense and
all_powerful, nation-saving meeting. Bat if even all the property had
been there,- this consolation would have been left,—there was none of
the talent—for almost every orator confessed, and was very sorry, be
had no abilities. The first resolution was moved by Lord Dunglass ;
now, as to whether his lordship be young or old,—dark or fair,—tall
or short—married or a bachelor,—a widower or a wooer,—I am
unable to enlighten yonr understanding; but his lordship delivered
one of those clever, ready-made speeches, which was delivered at a
Tory meeting with applause,—might have been delivered at a Whi
one with cheers,—and by a radical multitude been encored. He n:g
it was the duty of every one at this moment to come forward and range
himself under the banners of saving his country. So say we Reform-
ers—so0 say insatiable radicals. He said he was sure every one pre-
sent loved the king. So do we Reformers,—so do Radicals—the
whole nation is a prayer of—Long live King William and God bless
him! He said we had a glorious constitution, but it had defects.
80 say we,—so say radicals. This w(a;s what I{:ﬁu a i:gleverly, well

. concetved, most convenient speech. George Baillie, . younger
of Jerviswoode, after saying that his Lordship aftc:qlua clever
speech had left nothing for him to say—eaid—he was sure the
Ppresent system in England had contributed greatly to the wealeA and
W of the country—this would be admitted on all sides."—

tless it will be admitted,—I admit—you admit—all the world
admits, that the present perfect system has crushed us beneath an
onerous load of debt, amounting nearly to a thousand millions ' —A
very Eretty sum, gentlemen, to swagger with in sovereigns in your
breeches’ pocket !—I hope you all it, that debt is the only and
infallible criterion of real wealth and prosperity. If any proofs be
wanting to establish the fact of our wealth a.nI rity—as Mr.
Baillie did not bring forward those proofs—I will. s not our seil
rich? Is not our climate adapted to that soil? Do they not rear the
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fruits of the earth in generous abundaace. Are not the people of
Britain, the most vering—the most industrious—the most pa-
tient—the most ardently devoted to their country of any people on
the earth ?—And with this perseverance, industry, patience and de-
votion,—do we not see, from the one end of the island to the other,
brown industry ashamed of its rags? Are not our merchants the -
most intelligent—the most sagacious—and the most enterprising tra-
ders on the glebe? And does not Bankruptcy—suspicious, paralysing,
devouring bankruptcy,—sit upon their bosoms like an eternal night-
mare,—benumbing the faculties, weighing down exertion, and filling
the soul with horror? Are not these proofs of our wealth,—are not
these proofs of our prosperity, under our present thrice blessed sys-
tem ? Are other proofs wanting? Is not the sinecurist, and the tax.
eater, fed like a glutton and clothed like a singing bird, while the
mechanic, and the craftsman, who feeds them, and who clothes them,
labours like a beast of burden from before the rising of the sun un.-
til after the going down of the same, that after having clothed them,
and fed them,—he may save a fraction wherewith to obtain a coarse
scanty meal for himself and for his children? Is not this an indica-
tion of our wealth—a sure evidence of our prosperity? Did not this
perfect system, which Mr. Baillie admires, hurl us into an unjust and
unnatural war with what were our American colonies; and after bre-
thren bhad spilled the blood of thousands of their brethren, and the
spirit of Freedom and the arms of France had torn those colonies
from us, and rendered them a separate and rival nation; was not
Britain compelled to submit to a humiliati:f treaty, after expending
millions on millions in support of the absurd tyranny of our prosper.
ous system ;—and are not these accumulating millions left to us asa
legacy—as 2 token and a demonstration of our wealth and prosperity ?
Was not Britain the mistress of the wide seas,—did not lfer pendant
sweep over them—the Queen of natiena? Was not her right of
curci upon the ocean admitted by every land,—did she not enforce it
in every treaty? Did not all acknowledge this right? Were they
not compelled to submit to this homage due to her naval supremacy ?
~-Is it not necessarv for the existence of which ever shall be the first
commercial nation on the earth? And in the treaty after the last
American war, did the present all-perfect and powerful system en-
force this right? No! Britain dared not,—and its omission ::rned
in silence. And what was the language of the present President of
the States, at his last opening of Congress, relative to this invaluable
right of Britain? In plain English he tells us that unless we yield it
up, he will league against us, to effect our overthrow and humiliation ?
l}:’w it may be answered eil ltc;mw not. But are n:)it theseth proofs of
our increasin er, W and prosperity? Did not the preseat
pure system mﬁhin hundreds and hundtryedl of millions of money,
—and thousands and tens of thousands of brave lives, to place upon the
throne of France—the despotic family of a despotic : Caput,
whom the French people have hurled again to our shores? Is any
other proof wanting of its wisdom.—of the wealth and the p rity it
has purchased us? Read it in the terrible signs of the times, which cry
in a voice that the grave may hear,—that unless the load of oppres.
sion be removed from the oppressed—and that speedily~—they will turn

YOL. I. 1
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upon their oppressors, and trample them in the dust—1I hope, gentle.
men, 1 have established the assertion of Mr. Baillie to your perfect
conviction.

F. CLassum, Esq—Well, gentlemen, as the Doctor seems to have
exhausted his breath and his irony, I shall take up the next speakers,
who moved and seconded the resolution, relating to the suppression
of Political unions. John Spottiswoode, Esq., of Spottiswoode, says
that a declaration bas gene forth and remains uncontradicted, that
the Birmingbam Political Union has 150,000 members. True, it is
not contradicted—~because it is true,~and short of the truth. It is not
contradicted, because broad facts cannot be concealed ;—because it is an
omnipotent demonstration of the unanimity that prevails throughout
the British empire, to be entitled to the privileges of men,—and to over-
turn the unconstitutional usurpation of the Boroughmonger, and the
more unconstitutional meanness of the Peer, who dare in opposition to
the principles of that constitution, whose name he dishonours, to traffic
with the sacred rights of his countrymen. Speaking of this Union,
Mr. Spottiswoode adds,— It was quite natural that those who have
nothing, should wish to share with those who have something.”
With what self-congratulatory feelings the laird of Spottiswoode gives
birth to this moonlight sarcasm of his brain, I know not; but I do
know, that to that Union belongs Attwood the Banker, one of the
most wealthy and influential men in Britain; and another mem-
ber of that Union, I believe, is Sir Francis Burdett, one of the
largest landed proprietors in the kingdom—two men from amongst
this union of men who Aave nothing, gt‘))ssessing more riches (if there
be any merit in riches) than all the 150 saviours of their country in
Greenlaw then assembled. He thanks his Majesty for his firmness
in dissolving these unions,—but they are not dissolved,—a mere pro-
clamation is not a law, and in itself does not possess the power of sup-
s::saing and dissolving. For the annibilation of all treasonable or

gerous societies, the executive, by our existing laws, is armed
with full power. But neither our laws nor the proclamation in
question have power over or refer to such societies as the Birming-
ham Political Union, which is one vast conservative against the con-
temptible rabble societies and their mad national-guard scheme,
which the proclamation was intended to strangle in its birth ; and of
which, even before the proclamation came forth, every man of common
sense was prepared to crush the insane instigators beneath his heel.
The speaker gravely trusted, that the Berwickshire one kundred and
would root up and extirpate the Birmingham and all such
Unions |—I know not whether this reminds me of Samson himself ;—
but verily it would be a fulfilling of the text—<One man shall chase
a thousand " And I would recommend to the “ Conservative” the
Rev. Edward Irving as a Chaplain, and let this be the subject of his
first oration, for as%le out-preaches preaching, this assuredly would
be out-Thermopyl®ing Thermopylee! The next speaker was David
Milne, Esq., the younger of Milne Graden.

Mr. BELL—I say, whaes he? I never heard o' that chap. Is
there tow an them?

F. Crassun, Esq.—A son of the Admiral,——an advocate waiting
for practice,~—and the Author of a Prize-essay on Coniets.
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Dr. AyroN—Which accounts for his present erratic course of seek-
ing practice or preferment, in the wake of a party who have bestowed
their last gift.

F. CLassum, Esq.—He asks, “is not the country in a state of high
popular excitement ?”—True it is—in a state of terrible excitement,
—in a state of excitement that, if longer trifled with, irritated, and
mocked, will whelm in one common ruin,——our constitution, our na-
tional faith, and humanity itself. But he has the ignorant audacity
to affirm, that this excitement has been produced by a corrupt and
venal Press.

Mr. TrupIiN—Pardon me, Mr. Classum,—but my blood burns at
the assertion. It is an assertion that does not contain one word-—
one syllable of truth. I will place a mountain against a molehill ;
against the declamation of a stripling, I will place the opinion and
experience of BRoucHAM. Shortly before his elevation to the woolsack,
he made use of these words—¢ There never was a period in which our
periodical press has been less disgraced by slander and abuse, nor in
which newspapers have been purer and more vehicles of

ic opinion.” Between the statements of David Milne, Esq., young-
er of Milne Graden, and Lord Brougham, choose ye. 'f‘ae Public
Press is the tongue of a nation’s Freedom ; and while it breathes the
language of Liberty, whois to corrupt it—who is to render it mer-
‘cenary ? The People! Doubtless, they who denounce the corruption
of a nation’s sentiments, of which the present liberal Press is but an
echo, will worship the purity of the hireling lick-spittles, avowedly
established and paid, to support your Wellingtons, your Peels, your
Newcastles and your Lonsges ;80 pure are tAey indeed, that the
Tory hﬁf““ are now sending them round the country gratis :—and
as nobody will buy, their prayer is—read, in meroy read ! — -

F. CLassux, lgsq._-T e young gentleman goes on to ask,—* if
it be a proper time -1n this state of excitement to discuss a great and
momentous Txestiou ?” And I ask,—is it not the importance of the

uestion itself that produces this excitement? And the longer its set-

ement is delayed, and the longer the goaded feelings of the nation are
tantalized, the more fierce and terrible will that excitement become.
Are men blocks, stones or horses, that during the discussion of a
momentous measure, which involves not only their rights and their
liberties, and those of their children, but the very food they eat, and
the raiment they put on,—are they, I say, when such a measure is
discussed, and their enemies are in” a state of ferment, and opposing
them with cunning and deadly hatred,—are they like dumb dogs to
remain silent and inactive '—Why, many noble lords cried out, there
was %o excitement,—no desire for Reform, as a colouring for their op-
position, and young master Milne cries out there is excitement, as a
covering for his. ‘A house divided against itself cannot stand.’

T. Neprung, Esq—To my personal knowledge, the argument of
Mr. Milne is half a century old. About forty years ago, gentlemen, I
was confidential clerk to a house in the city. I was n%:ver of our
constitution,—and therefore I was a member of the society of the
‘Friends of the People/—so was Earl Grey. Debates in the
House of Commons were worth listening to in those days,—and
I embraced every opportunity of being present. The time.I speak
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of, was before General Grey was raised to an earidom,  and
his son, our present premier, was then only Mr. Grey; I was
present, when he was supporting a Petition from onr society in
the House; and I will state to you the exact words, which he
-who is now at the head of our government then used. The silly
argument of Mr. Milne recalls them vividly to my memory.
Reform was the subject under discussion—< I well know,” said Mr.
Grey, “that the chief difficulty to be encountered, will be the
ment as to the danger of the times. This is indeed a never-failing
argument, equally in times of prosperity and adversity, in times of
war and of peace. If our situation happens to be prosperous, it is
then asked, whether we can be more than happy, or more than free?
In the season of adversity, on the other hand, all reform or innovation
is deprecated, from the pretended risk of increasing the evil and pres-
sure of our situation. From all this it appears that the time for re-
formr never yet has come, and never will come. By ments such
as these has reform been hitherto combasted ; and by like, I be-
lieve, it will ever be attacked, until some dreadful convulsion takes
which may threaten even the constitution itself with annihila-
tion.” These words have often occurred to me as prophetic ; and
they sufficiently show, that the baby argument set up by Mr. Milune,
has not even dgo r merit of originality. -

F. CLassum, Esq.—There is one assertion made in the gentle.
man’s speech we are speaking of, in which its utter want of truth
can only be equalled by its fool-hardiness. He says  the present go-
vernment came into power by agitation, and on agitation their poli-
tical existence depends.” The people of Britain will with one voice
c::{ Falsehood, in reply to this deaterate assertion,—no milder word
will express their indignation. The present government came into

wer, one sentence,—one insulting sentence, which fell from the
:#' of a great general, but a most despotic and illiberal politician.

hen Wellington dared to declare, that ;;lk u:nuld concede to no Re-

!—that no reform was "’—the m arbi declara-

'fi’::ﬂew throu rqrthe land mning,—u if aymeuo?yporundi
woe, had through the midst of it,—or the destroying angel l:x
visibly bared bis arm to begin his work of destruction ;—consterna-
tion fell upon the breasts of all men,—wrath gathered upon cvery
brow,—a ,—a foreboding groan rang to the extremities of the
island ;—the awthors of the agitation, under fear for themselves,
dared not permit the king to enter the city. The Commons, for once
faithfal, in compliance with the voice of the despised nation, withheld
the supplies,—and to prevent revolution, to the verge of which their
predecessors had driven the nation, the present government were ap.
pointed,—this only is the agitation they have used. He ch
ministers with hurrying the measure, in order to conceal its mvsu.
tionary charaeter, -by not allowing time for reflection ; of a verity,
gentlemen, the measure of reform has been hurried |—For its
ereates in my mind the picture of a snail flying at full speed m
reach of a falling house —For more than fifty years, its necessity has
been apparent, and demanded; and for the last twelvemonths, in
every society, its discuesion has swalowed up every other subject.
Yet he tells us, the people have not time for reflection, when, disgust-
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¢d with the temporizing delay, they will no longer think on what
they have considered until weary, but if longer thwarted are ready
fearfully to act. He says “even the bishops were attacked by the
pdmur unions.” Now, gentlemen. without entering into a considera-
tion of the propriety or non.propriety of the connexion of Church
and State, allow me to say—the recent vote of the bisho,

Mr. Feuar—I tell ye what it is, sirs—(I beg your pardon for in-
terrupting ye, Mr. Classum,) but I am saying, my great-grandfaither
wss & Scotch covenanter, and it is just as meikle as I can mind o
hearing him say, and the way that I mind it is, he headed every sub-
ject he began wi’ it!—and my faither often used to repeat the words
after baith him an’ my ither were dead and: gane,—“Bairns,”
he n:.l: to say,— lmix-nstiI to the lﬁ:tg::rln :; our lbi;u n;ver ﬂfoﬁ
get en saying o’ the great ish lo eterborough—thirs
t‘be words,—he umgto say,—.and take netice o’ them,—7 wisk a par-
liamentary king—and a_parliamentary yowml—bﬂ no a parlia-
mentary god—nor a parliamentary religion. .

F. Crasevn, Esq.—The quotation of your forefather, Mr. Feuar, is
more than a compensation for any remarks that I could have offered. -

Mr. NzrrunNe.—Mr. Milne brings forward the authority of William
Litt against Reform, whom he designates “the pilot who steered the
vessel of the state through the storms with which she was surrounded.”
—QGentlemen, when I hear Mr. Pitt called * the pilot who weathered
the storm,”—I say he was. When I hear him aﬁed « the saviour of
bis country,” I say he was. But I say also that when be entered the
vessel, there was & smooth sea to his right hand, and a stormy sea
afar off to his left ; that he disregarded wishes of the crew to re:
main on our own smooth shores, and steered headlong into the stormy
sea. In some measure he brought the vessel through the dangers,
but so many of the crew were lost, and so great was edamageszne
to her, that the owners were all but ruined in repairing her. It is
tre he saved his country, but be also placed it in the state of peril
that made salvation necessary. He reminds me of the officer who,
some years ago, foolishly or wantonly cast down the wonderful
stone near Falmouth, and after immense labour succeeded in replacing
it im its original rocking position. Should our friend Dr. Ayton in.
flict wilfully a dangerous wound upon my body, I do not conceive he
would be entitled to any particular expression of my gretitude for
healing me by his skill. g: is it with the nation and the late Rt.
Hon. % Pitt. Bat as his authority is unquestionably high, and as
Mr. Milne has brought it forward against Reform, I will bring for-
ward the sentiments of an equally high authority in favour of Reform.
—It is exactly fifty years ago, since the lugm'iee: shall quote was
used,—and if such was the state of corruption , as to call forth
the ion of such semtiments, how must it have increased since
that tt:nd’ when the same corrupt system has remained uncleansed:
Gentlemen, Britain never produced a more popular character, than
he who promounced these words,—never one whose name -will live
longer on the of history. They are these—< The beautiful frame
of government which has made us the envy and admiration of mankind,
in which the are entitled to hold so distinguished a shove, is
SO FAR D DLED AND DEPARTED FROM ITS ORIGE-
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NAL PURITY, THAT THE REPRESENTATIVES CEASE,
IN A GREAT DEGREE, TO BE CONNECTED WITH THE
PEOPLE. It is the ESSENCE of the CONSTITUTION that the
people should have a share in government by means of representation ;
and its excellence and permanency is calculated to consist in this vepre-
sentation having been designed to be EQUAL, easy, practicable, and
complete. When it ceases to be so, when the representative ceases to
have connexion with the constituent, and is either DEPENDENT o=
the CROWN or the ARISTOCRACY, there is a DEFECT in the
Jrame of representation, and it IS NOT INNOVATION, BUT RE-
COVERY OF THE CONSTITUTION, TO REPAIR IT.” I
would go on to quote from this illustrious statesman, and bring for-
ward his arguments in bebalf of Reform, every one of which would
fall like a voice from heaven on the ears of his opponents; but I shall
only bring forward another sentence. “ I am afraid,” he adds, «é&kat
the reverence and enthusiasm which Englishmen entertain for the CON-
STITUTION, will, if not suddenly prevented, be the means of DE-
STROYING it; for such is their enthusiasm, they will not even
remove its defects, for fear of touching its beauty!” Similar language
rding Reform, gentlemen, has been used by the immortal Locke,
by the highest of authorities Blackstone, by Sir George Sackville,
by the Earl of Chatham, by Charles Fox,—by almost every name of
which England is proud,—but the language I have quoted, was used
by one not less distinguished than any of these, by one whose autho-
rity should be conclusive; the lan I have quoted, tlemen,
was used in favour of Reform by the R@E HON. ILLIA%\'?l PITT,
second son of the Earl of Chatham ! So Mr. Milne and I are quits.

Mr. BeL—Capital ! drat that's a famisher —a right gud turn.
about—as ever I heard. Yur a funny awd chap, Mr. Neptune.

Mr. Davip DaLroNn—Politics are a subject entirely out of my
sphere. They are a subject for which I have no love. The muse
(dear maid !) has been my earliest, almost only care; and politics and
poetry are wider than the poles asunder. But the present times have
made even poets politicians. Poets, it is true, have been so before.
Addison was engaged in politics. Congreve was in a degree connected
with them ; so were Phillips, Gay, and Prior. Montague became a
lord and a great man of government, and Parnell turned a Tory.
Tickell also dabbled in politics: and the magnificent Dorset was im-
mersed in them. Even in our own times,af:rd Byron took part in
such matters. William Wordsworth wrote a political pamphlet with
a title as long as your arm ;—Southey is associated with them ;—
Montgomery lived by writing on politics for his newspaper ; Professor
Wilson is a Tory, and Moore is a Whig; so that we see extremes
sometimes meet. But as the subject is uncongenial to me, I will only
notice, in two or three words, the silliest and most absurd speech that
was made at the meeting. It came from the lips of a man of talent,
—John Hall, Esq. younger of Dunglass, the son of Sir James Hall,
a chemist and a critic of a high order; and brother of our able voya-
ger and author, Captain Basil Hall. This gentleman says— Taxes
are absolutely beneficial, and especially to the poor !—because the
taxes come in a higher ratio on the rich than they do on the poor!
~Thus their object is to put down the rich and to raise the poor!”
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—gentlemen, Cowper says e ' I

‘ “ The lunatic, the lover, and the poet
Are of imagination all compact ;”

but no lunatic, lover, or poet out of Bedlam, ever uttered such mon-
strous idiocy as this. To prove the contrary of this is to prove that
black is not white. When an absurdity beyond the reach of reason is
asgerted, he who undertakes to refute it by reason and argument un-
dertakes a fool’s task. If I tell you, gentlemen, there is no bridge
over the Tweed at Berwick, how will you prove that there is?
—Will you tell me you have seen it—that you have walked across it ?
~—1I repeat there is no bridge,—that there never was a bridge over
the Tweed. And how will you prove what I have said to be false P—
Would you argue against my ridiculous assertions? or would any ar-
gument be availing when every it s, would be answered it is not.
The assertion of Mr. Hall, that taxes are beneficial to the poor, is of
this description : you all know it to be false, and the opposite is too self-
evident to admit of ratiocination. You know that two and two make
four, but the fact is so evident and incontrovertible that to him who
absolutely denies it, you can give but a woman’s answer—they do!
Such preposterous affirmations will only admit of a practical, not a
verbal contradiction. He says, the taxes fall heavier and in greater
proportion upon the rich than on the poor. Now the first and heavi-
est tax, or rather curse, upon this country, is the Corn Laws ; these
taxes come exclusively from the pockets of the middle and poorer
classes, and go into the pockets of the rich. If any thing more be
wanting to prove the folly of the assertion—do we not all know that
if we purchase by pennyworths, we pay from a hundred and fifty per
cent. more, than if we were able to purchase by the pound. A Koor
man buys a penny candle, eight of which weigh a pound,—I purchase
a pound, and get the eight for sixpence,—but Mr\Hall buys a box at
once, which only costs him four-pence halfpenny’ per pound,—thus,
for a quantity of candles, which cost Mr. Hall on Y two pounds, 1 pay
two pounds ten shillings, but the poorer man again, pays two pounds,
nireteen shillings and sizpence. And on almost every other necessary
of life, taxes fall in a similar undue proportion upon the poor; they,
from whom the rich purchase, are generally those who supply the
retailer, with whom the poor are compelled to deal, and that retailer
must be kept, his family must be kept, and his shop paid, from the
difference in the price, between the articles bought by the poor man,
and those bouﬁlbt by the rich man. His next assertion, that taxes
tend to raise the poor and bring down the rich, is too ridiculous for
observation. If this be their object they have been a wearisome time
in accomplishing it, or of exhibiting any indication of doing so. In
one sense this may be true, for a people borne to the earth by grievous
taxation, and crying in vain for redress, might turn upon their tax-
m asters, and begin the work of spoliation,—~which heaven forbid !

. Mr. Tiapin—I trust I may be excused in saying that I did not
think our poet was capable of speaking so much solid prose, witheut
taking an aerial flight as a breathing space. The next speaker at the
meeting was David Anderson, Esq. of Rowchester, who made a blaz-
ing speech about fire and blood ; and was followed by J. Bonar, Esq.
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who delivered a good, little sensible address, something. after the cha-
racter of that spoken by Lord Dunglass. Neither claim attention.
John Wilson, Esq. of Cnmlod;e, wisely said, it required more wisdom
to take advice than to give it. Then arose the hero of Algiers to
fire a broadside at a nation’s rights.

Mr. J. Jis—Vast there mate l—blow me, vast there ! —I'm blis-
tered if I hear a word spoken against the ould Admiral !

- Mr. Traprn—Ha! ha! ha! You know 8ir David Milne then?
«~Well, Mr. Jibb, as I do not know much concerning him, if youn wilt
favour us with a sketch of the Admiral’s history, f promise for my
part to be silent on the subject of his speech.

Mr. J. J1p—Why,—it an't much that I know. His father s

shop,—a silk shop, I think, in Hunter Square, Edinburgh.
z:::g Davy wasn’t made for leaping over a counter or measuring rib-
8o he wasn’t much more than a boy when he entered the navy.

It was somewhere about the year 1778 I think, that he first set foot
on board. He was master’s mate during the first Yankee war ;—was
reckoned onme of the best seamen in the service ; and was present in
almost every action. By the gimlets |-—I'm bound to say, that ould
Davy will remember, come the 12th of April, that day fifty years ;—
why,—blister it!—he was the very devil for daring;—and the
Jonathans, if any of the oulduns be living from that day, will say it's
true that I'm saying—I know. Then the lazy peace came ;—but
bless your soul and body, the ould boy was active as a lamp.lighter
in those days ;—he couldn’t stop ashore,—not he for the life of him.
So being paid off,—slap he goes into an East Ingeeman. But Davy
was no tea and sugar lad ;—so when we gave France a box on the
wreng ear, in 1793,—my rum commodore leaps aboard the Blanche
frigate, and was made second Luff. So they had a lion for a Luff,

a dozen tygers for a commander, for love ye!—the gallant

Faulkner ‘would have ate fire and water like a conjuror —And when
a shot from the La Pique sent the brave fellow’s body on deck, and
his soul aloft I hope ;—why shiver it! after carrying every thing
before him, Davy leaped overboard like a seal,—swam: to the French
ship, and sword in hand took possession of her. So you kmow, as

vernment couldn’t do less, they made him a post captain and gave
im the command of the La Pique. He had riddled her pretty tightly,
I am after thinking, before he took her. Anyhow, when he was trying
to bring her to close quarters with the La Seine,—down the French.
built sinner went, like a broken crutch, or a Dutch bumbeat, in the turn
of a handspike ! I suppobse she would'nt fight against her own buwild !

Howsever, ship or no ship, he took the La Seine too, andwas made com-
mander of her next. Well, as I say, I'm saying, Davy went with her to
the West Ingees. And there, after peppering away for an hour and a
balf at a ship as big again as his own a’most, he took the Ven 3
the prettiest French frigate that ever douced colours toa British Jack.
Well, the humbug peace—the Amen peace, or what d’ye call it came ;
and my hearty was cooped up on the Leith station. t that was a
fonny peace, and a short one,—60 my tonghun kept firing away, all
the rest of the war. I think it was in 1814, when promotion was the
order of the day, he was made a rear admiral of the blue. And blew
me |—all the world knows he was next in command:to Lord Exmonth
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at the battle of Algiers in August 1816. Why—heads and limbs !—
the Dey thought his shlism(the Impregnable) was a sea devil | —Blow
it! d’'ye see, she was a dosen volcanoes built into one. Twe
hundred and ten poor fellows lost lives and fins on board of her alone
—double the loss of any-ship in the squadron. Splice me!—but X
eay the ould Admiral's a downright un. He came home with
the news,—and what did the city of London do,—but came and
thanked the ould boy, and gave him a sword worth a hundred guineas.
And then the Prince Regent made him a Rear Admiral of the White,
—and he off to sea again, to take the command on the Halifax sta-
tion. He was made a K. C. B. or something of that sort before he
went ;—but since he came home, they have made him a Baronet.
And you all know bow he took for a second wife, an amiable creature,
~—a neighbour of our own;—and bought Carsfield ;—and stood for

this bomtmd—ahiverme, I say the ould Admiral may be no po-
litidm:“f, t I'm blowed if I hear a word spoken against him,—and
that's all. . .

Mr. Trerin—Thank you, Mr. Jib—quite a graphic sketch upon
my honour.

r. CLassUuM—I regret that so respected a veteran,—so brave a
ma:,e mmllenet a seamannh R zla;uld t:mlelivered Eeu:lh ;entimentl
ashee at Greenlaw. r ing a t of nonsense
about levelling the constitution to the dust, E:l‘evidently showing
that he mistakes the defects of the constitution for the constitution
iteelf ; he says—* What was the remedy pro ? Why that the
man possessing £20,000 a-year should be reduced to the same level
with a man renting a bouse worth ten pounds. Where was the uti-
lity of committing the privi of legislation to individuals renting
ten-pound houses. Would it be right, then, to bestow the elective
franchise upon swch men #”—Such, tg:l':tlemen, was the language used
by 8ir David Milne ;—language, which, none more insulting
was ever offered to the intelligence and rights of the middle classes
of Britain. If he is afraid,—or ashamed of being placed upon a level
with the respectable ten-pound householder,—does mot his very soul
blush that he already is upon a level with the lowest and most de-
graded slave of slaves, who in the most rotten of rotten boroughs, in
common with him, enjoys the privilege he would hold from the ten-
pound householder ? heavens |—Does Admiral Milne mean,
-that &8 man is a part and & parcel of his grounds—aof his house—or of
hie five—his ten—or his twenty thousand a-year | —Why, gentlemen,
is it for this a man should have a vote—because he keeps his hounds,
his horses and his carriages ' —Why, a fool may do all this. No, gen-
tlemen, it is not enjoying and possessing the wealth of a nation that
entitles a man to a vote ;—but it is the man who labours to Produoe
that wealth,—it is the man who creates that wealth, yea it is every
man who pays taxes, that is entitled to a vote.—It is not horses,
hounds, acres of earth that have a right to be represented in
parliament,—but mes, gentlemen,—high-minded, honest, intelligent
men. He raised a ery, that should the Reform bill pass, the landed
intevest will be unrepresented. There are a hundred reformers in the
country, who possess twenty acres for Admiral Milne’s one,—who have
had ten times his political experience, and have none of his ;;Iitiul

VOL. I A
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fears. But, gentlemen, hndedintcmtupmh:;uud commeieinl
interest representatives, county tatives town representa.
ﬁvesareuneomti;uﬁomltem ethvhoiselemdwad‘beinth
Tepresentation of his country, is not the representative of an
or of any one interest,—if he considers himself such, and ayeu ac.
ingly, he is unfit for, and false to the office which he holds,—he
is a traitor to his country. When he takes the oath and his seat, he
is no longer the representative of any one city, county, or interest,
nor is he a representative of England,—of Scotland,—or of Ireland ;
—anor of Scotland, England, and Ireland united,—but he is the sworm
representative, and a watch set over the difficult and complicated in-
terests, of the whole immense Britich empire—He talks of the injus-
tice the Bill will do to the Scotch paper voters. There is mockery in
the very term. He calls pa‘rer voting a property, and talks of the
rigbt being sold with the land ; ntlemen, no elective franchise con-
stitutes a property,—even whe;ggally obtained, it is only a trust,——
and the nation can take up that trust when it will, without injustice
to the parties, to whom the trust was originally commi He
wishes a recompence to be made to the paper voters. For what?—-
Gentlemen, if tthm a deed in any of your hands, during nygla.
sure, and from the holding of whic{ you receive a benefit, am I in.
debted to you, or called upon to make any restitution to you, when I
find it n to take the deed into my own possession, and that
too from the evil use which you have an of it—S8uch is the case
of the Admiral’s paper voters.

Dr. Ayron—I admire bis objection to the ten- householders,
because they will be easily bribed by the Agent of some rich man, as
he affirms. Now, gentlemen, gon‘ all know that under the t
system, bribery is impossible. Such a thing never was heard The
wealthy and respectable constituency now throughout the country,
particularly in our boroughs, never knew the meaning of a bribe.
And under the present system the Treating Act never caused a gen-
tleman to lose his seat! But a beggarly fellow who only pays tea
pounds ayear for his house might be bought and sold for a quart of
ale !— Verbum sat. sapienti.

Mr. Neprune—The mover of the next motion was George Buchan,
E?. of Kelloe; and I do not mean to speak slightingly of the virtues
and abilities of the other gentlemen present, for so far as I know, they
are all honourable, well-intentioned men,—when I say that the presence
of Mr. Buchan gave 2 moral elevation to the meeting.

Mr. Feuar—Mr. Buchan is a sincere good christian ;—an orna-
ment to relision, a pattern to the rich, and an honour to his country. .
My certes, if our Tories were a’ like Buchan there weuld be L
need fo;') Reform.

*Mr. DarroNn—He is a man of high virtues and exemplary piety,
benevolent, and beloved by every omgh

Mr. J1p—And a hardy tar into the bargain. Why blow me, I'm
saying, a sight at a mile off, of the half that Buchan has gone
throtigh, would serve a whole harbour full of fresh water lubbers for
victuals and for seven years,—for I'm capsized if they weould
ever need either the one or the other again.

Mr. NepTunE—As a christian I revere him,—I admire-his vin.
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- eateem him as & man, but I detest and deplore his politica.

Mn Buchan’s speech was a flourish of trumpets,—a volume of sound
q-,cgnmg nething ; and his Janguage in one instange—the language
of an i ed and intolerant bigot. He boldly said that ¢ no punish-
meat could be devised severe enpugh to punish any one, who would
advise a creation of peers!” I will not comment upon this language
<~it carries its.own character. But I will advert tg the subject for a
moment. When Pitt—the landowners’ Alpha and Omega—wished
to add a hundred members to the Counties, and failed,—to what
messure did he resort to obtain the corrupt, and dangerous influence
of the crewn in which bhe had been thwarted?>—HE RAISED.
THIRTY OF HIS TOOLS TO THE PEERAGE! And those
thixty new Jords returned FORTY MEMBERS to the House of.
Commons. But for these thirty Pitt tools, and the last Bill
wonld have passed, with the approbation of all the old nobility
of the countty. And if Pitt created thirty lords to oppress the
mation—has pot the nation—the government—our good old king,
::. undioubted right to create thirty more, to destroy the yoke of Pitt's

ity

They ask us if we understand the duty and importauce of the
House of Peers?—I think both may be summed up in a few words,—
they are to stand betareen the king and the people, to prevent oppres-
sion on the one hand, and democratic phrensy on other. But
they are not to stand against the king, the government and the peo~
Ple.  There is a difference betwixt standing on the hreach, and taun.
-tingly springing upon the wall. Their duty is to reconcile both, not
to oppose both. They are as the face of the king to the nation. And
every mixed government must be in a continual state of improvement,
Revolution is the burden of Mr. Buchan’s speech, and he tells us
that concession was the ruin of Louis XVL. Was concession the
ruin of his brother Charles?—It wus not concession that brought
Louis to the scaffold. Louis was a weak addle-headed, well-meaning
fool. To-day he was the friend of the people,—to-morrow he was go-
werned by his unfortunate, but prejudiced and bigotted wife ; and the
next day by whoever happened to be minister. After making some
concessions, had he not in 1789, when the States-general became em-
bodied in the National Assembly, wished to destroy the assembly by,
military power, and crush the people of Paris by putting them & the
&word, he or his family had still reigned. The knowledge of this ne.
ocessarily exasperated the citizens; and then did the patriotic and im-
mortal La Fayette carry a measure in the teeth of him and his mini.
sters, that they should be responsible for every attack upon the rights
and liberties of the nation. Still all would have been tranquil, had
his, or rather Ais gueew’s sentiments, not been imbibed by his body
, who were edious to the people,—and who insultingly offered
mdiguities to the people’s symbol of Freedom. Then the already in-
flamed nation was aroused ; and then indeed did Louis begin the
trade of yielding-when the infuriated multitude had entered his very
pelace, and stained it with the blood of those who surrounded him.
And then he found too late, Royalty was only a name. But for the
best account of those facts, which bas been laid before the world,
and which made the Revolution popular in Britain,—I refer you
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to the pages of our own eloquent and enlightened Huren Mania
WiLL1AMS.

Mr. DaLtroN—What do you mean by saying owr ows, Mr. Nxr.
TUNE ?

Mr. Neprune—Simply, that the elegant translator of < Paul and
Virginia”—the Authoress of < Letters from France, in the summer of
l#’—oﬁenﬂl of the most eloguent political works in our language,
and of much exquisite poetry, resided in our good town of Berwick
upon Tweed, until she was eighteen years of age.

Mr. CLassuu—What ! have we the honour of calling the most ac-
oonﬂ)lished female writer of the age owr townswoman.

r. NepruNe-—~We have—and more hereafter. Mr. Buchan
admits the system of representation in Scotland is “ exolusively
aristocratic!” If we have this barefaced confession, how, in the name
of common-sense, how can the representatives be the representatives
of the people,—when even he admits that it is a subject in which they
who are concerned have no voice—no shave. And according to him
they have no right to have either. Why even thc Toriest of Torv

nL_ iffe—thought the Seotl:.:lﬁm 80 odiously bad, that
the Reform proﬁed by the last Bill would meet with no opposition.
And the great Lord C{aneellor Thurlow said *the Scotch represen-
tation was a downright MOCKERY of the name of tation.”
Scotland is a mere nest of rotten boroughs. The chief fear expressed
by Mr. Buchan and the others is, that Reform will enable us to
shake off those opes irritamenta malorum—the Corn Laws. These,
gentlemen, are a mill-stone around the neck of our commerce and
manufactures. British power Lies in two thi said Burke—
in our Constitution and Commerce. Now, gen , these laws, by
raiging the necessaries of life, make the price of labour such, that in
every market we must of necessity be shortly cut out by the manufac-
turers of other countries. But l)r these laws, and we could produce
corn and manufactures cheaper than any country,—but these laws
render us unable to sell. They are a disgrace to our statute book. If
;;;Puk of the fetters imposed u!on our commerce by the American
ifi—the American points the finger of scorn at our Corn Laws—
saying, bebold the cause!—and we blush in confusion. Is it mot
l%::st the just law of nations—as it is against the law of nature, that
wheat should be consuming in the granaries of the people of Poland,
while they are in want of the manufactures of our country to clothe
them, and we are in need of their wasting corn to feed us. At pre-
sent, gentlemen, we have not time to enter upon the subject; and X
therefore proj that the CORN LAWS and the principles of
FREE TKAB)E form the subject of conversation on mo&er meeting.

Mr. DaLToN—Gentlemen, I protest against—

Mr. NepTUNE—Gentlemen, finsist—

Mr. FeuaAr—Weel, Birs, as it is getting lats, I've only this
to say, I will then gie ye my views upon the subject as a practi-
cal er. And in the meantime, I'll just gie ye a bit sang upon
the subject o’ Reform, by way o saying « gude nicht and joy be

»

wi’ ye a’.
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Cuaonvs—~Reform i-mﬁngtbm a’! them a’!

Auld Bi . di ‘u'lls fleed
s an’ s fleeing,
An’nl:ﬁty'fs skonhngmg" hurmnm!
L

O! vz are the wale o’ kings, Willie—
Ogmthewﬂeo’kingal—

Glad ,—when a chicld sae teugh,
Gae Slavery’s laws the fling, Willie !
IL

We're owre wise now for slaves, Willie—
" We're owre wise now for slaves !—
A nation’s word—is a mighty sword !—
It shouts like a thousand waves, Willie !

ImL. -
Folk say that might is right, Willie—
Folk say that might is right l—
If this be true—I wat it is now -
When country an’ king unite, Willie !
Iv.

And wha before us stand, Willie?
An wha before us stand ?

But men o’ straw,—at the best are 2’
Corruption’s feckless band, Willie !

V.

‘We've souls within our breasts, Willie !
We've souls within our breasts |-—

We'll no be slaves, to poor lordly kna
Nor yet to owre-fed priests, i

YL
We felt oppression’s heel, Willie !
We felt oppression’s heel !
We felt it gon,—md we patient bore,
A yoke o’ gilded steel, Willie !

VIL

Buat now we'll hae Rurory, Willie !
But now we'll hae Ryronrx !
A fig for foes }—can shadows
wrath o’ an ocean storm, Willie !

KExeunt Omnes—IN FULL CHORUS!
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THE HEBREW MOTHER.

BY BEELA CRUSCA.

If theu wouldst stay, ¢’en as thou xxt,
- All cold and all serepe—
I still might press thy silent beart,

And where thy smiles have been!
‘While e’en thy ehill, bleak corse I have,
Thou seemest still miné own;
Baut there I lay thee in thy grave—

And I am now aloge!
: Rxv. CaazLes WoLre,

My baby! m r dying one ! it is a rending thing,
Te hang o'er {ﬁm anfan , and see it witherin,

In deep and silent anguish, like a pale and early flower

That has met the tempest in its might, in a cold and wintry hour.

It is not well for thee, my babe, when thine own mother’s breast,—
That holiest home of all the earth,—can’t lull thee o'er to rest ;,

And yet, perhaps, my sorrowing has dimm’d thy bright young brow,
And zrought the hand of sickness down upon my first-born now.

I do repent me of my grief, for though the spoiler’s sword

Hath si’:in thy hono{{gt?sire, and slfote th:l::(l)lonen of the Lord,

I know my deep maternity could well have borne their chain,

Had thy smile shed its seothing o’er the mind and body’s pain.

Oh! had my impious murmuring—my hours of dark despair
Been spent with M, the Comforter, in confidence of inycr,

I might have lean’d apon mis staff, when crush’d with human ill,
And seen the Everlasting Arms emércling Judah still |—

But we are like a scatter'd flock, without a shelt’ring fold,

And our Almighty Shepherd's vaice is silent as of old

When Israel served the Hivites’ gods, and bow'd a willing knee
To Baalim and the groves, and.did despite, O God, ta THEE.

Our harps that on the willows hang have lost their buoyant tone,
And our crush’d spirits have forgot the music once their own ;
And yet the Gentile asks for mirth who did us captive bring,

As if the exil'd Hebrew could the songs of Zion sing!

Jerusalem ! Jerusalem ! thou city of our God !

My thoughts will ever linger where my soul hath its abode ;—
And from thy hallowed temple they never shall depart
Tillpenitcncenndtenrssubﬁnetbehﬂdmdntonyheut.
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The rivers of proud Babylon are not fike Jordan’s tide,.

For there the palm and olive grow in all their summer pride ;
And yet forsaken Israel must wéep tiy Babel’s streams,

And only hail their father-land in slumber’s broken dreams.

Thou wak’st my babe, thy mother’s voice, thou seem’st to know once

more,
Or dost thou take a farewell look, ere life’s last struggle’s o'er,
Woe! for thy vineclad home! that thou from-Judah’s land art thrust,
When thy young heart, my fatherless ! is gather'd to the dust!

Oh ! when in Sharon’s plain ye smil'd on thy young mother’s knee,

And when those hands the rose-buds wove in rich long wreathes for
thee ;

She little thought that hour would wane, when she must sit and wail

In widow’d solitude to find life’s fairest promise fail !

Thou’lt leave my fostering breast to make thy cradle in the grave,—
And take thy quiet rest where now yon weeping willows wave ;

But pure as dew of Hermon shall my tear-drops fall to ste?l

The flowers that deck the spot where he, my undefil'd, shall sleep,

Thy gentle grasp is on me now, yet ah! it but reveals,

The f::n, and heart-consuming pain thy heaving bosom feels,—
And now there’s nothing in that gaze—the light—the life is fled—
Bupport me, O thou Rock of Strength ! my beautiful is dead !

el

THE ALPINE HORN.
From the German of Reichard.

Tae Alpine Horn has in the high-lands of Switzerland, besides
the tuning of the cow-call, another religious and solemn use. When
the sun has set in the vale, and the heavenly light gleams only on the
summit of the snowy mountains, then the shepherd, who lives on the
highest of the Alps, takes his horn, and exclaims through this speak-
ing-trumpet—Praise Goo THE Lorp! All the shepherds in the
neighbourhood, as soon as they hear the sound, issue from their huts,
take their horns, and repeat the same words. This frequently lasts
for the space of a quarter of an hour, and from the mountains and
the sides of the rocks, the echo is heard to articulate the name of God.
At length a solemn stillness succeeds. All pray, ing, and with
uncovered head. In the mean time; it is become pe y darls
Goop Nigmr! mow aguincries the ‘higheét inhabitant through his
8Sprackrokr *; Goop Nierr! reverberates from every mountain,
from the horns of the shepherds and the clefts of the rocks. Here,
upon, each liys himeelf down to rest.

’

¢. Spaaiking-trumpet.
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THE CURSE OF BABYLON.

BY DAVID MALLOCK, A. M.

Wazzs, oh where is Babylon ?
An'la;h:hem" i:f off her brow;
Ci In1fh t palaces
Is duohttnydn novw
Where, oh where is Bsabylon,
. The Queen of Cities where?
The night-bird haunts her silent tombs,
And the wild beast’s cry is there !

Where, oh where is Babylon,
The scepter’d City where?

The desert robber spreads his tent,
And feeds his camels there !

Where, oh where is Babylon,
The home of golden towers ?

The serpent hisses in her halls,
Andrtr:dngonin her bowers !

Where, oh where is Babylon ?
The bittern’s hollow cry

Re-echoes round the reedy marsh
Where the broken columns liet

Where, oh where is Babylon ?
The deep pool mantles o’er,

With its sﬂent robe, her gorgeous domes,
And Babylon is no more !

Where, oh where is Babylon ?
The crown is off her brow ;

And the City of bright palaces
Is desolation now !

et

DEATH AND SLEEP.
Translated from the Germasn. .

FRATERNALLY embracing each other, the angel of and the
angel of Death traversed the earth. It was evening. y laid
themselves down on a hill not far from the dwellings of men. A me.
lancholy silence prevailed round about, and the eveaning-bell ceased in
the distant hamlets.

8till and mute, as is their way, sat the two beneficent Genii of the
human race in a confidential affection, and already night approached.

Then rdde ‘the: angel of Sleep from s moes-grown couch, and
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strewed with 8 wary hand the invisible grains of siumber. The night-
breeses bore them to the quiet habitation of the tired country man.
Now sweet sleep enveloped the inmates of the rural cottages, from
the h veteran, who leans upon a staff, to the suckling, in the
cradle. The sick forgot his pains, the mourner his grief, poverty its
cares. All eyes were cl ) '

Now, business being finished, the beneficent angel of Sleep lay down
again by his sterner brother. When the murning red awoke, he ex-
claimed in joyful innocence,—* Then men praise me as their friend
and benefactor! O what joy to do good unseen and secretly! How
happy are we the invisible messengers of the good spirit! How beau- -
ﬁﬁr our calm vocation I’ _

8o spake the friendly angel of Sleep.

The angel of Death regarded him with silent sadness, and a tear,
as the immortals weep, entered into his large dark eye. ¢ Ab,” said
be, ¢that I cannot, like thee, enjoy the cheerful thanks. The earth
calls me its foe and the spoiler of its pleasures '—< Oh my brother,’
reﬁied the angel of Sleep, ¢ will not also the good man, on awakening,

owledge his friend and benefactor, and gratefully bless thee ?
Are we not brethren ;n‘(; m:;songendof tlloenc Df:‘ther 7

Thus e he,— e o tll.anfnl kled, and

the hteﬁﬂenii embraced other more tenderly. L

et

THE SPIRIT'S DREAM.
BY THE RBV. W. Ho HBTHIBINGTON, Ao uo

REecAL me not to this mortal life,
Recal me not—oh | recal me not!
Away let me speed, till this scene of strife,
sin and sorrow be all forgot.

Away: Jet me soar—away, away-—
Borne on melody’s airy wing,—
Away to the home of eternal day,
ere grief no more my being may wring.

Let me glide with sister-seraphs along
Thro' bowers and meads of immortal bloom,
Where viewless harps, with their heavenly song,
May banish all records of earthly gloom.

Let me mingle with those that have before—
The loved, the lost in life’s young day,—
Mingle—to no more, no mdfe !
1 come, bright Spirits! oh! lead the way

I come! I come! for I feel your call,
Like the touch of hope oa the thrilling heart :—
VOL. L. 2
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Alas! I ween by that lessening fall
And that passing tone, that ye will depart!

Oh! I long for the land of souls in vain,
. For mine earthly dwelling entombs me yet :
But come, sweet voices ! come oft again,
. That my dreams of bliss I may never forget !

———

THE SICK WIDOW.
From the Italian of Soave.

WaILE a person of high rank was sassing early one morning, in-
cognito and alone, by the suburbs of Vienna, he saw a youth about
twelve years old approach him, and who, with downcast and tearful
eye, and with timid and desponding voice, began to ask him for some
relief. The youth's genteel air, his composed behaviour, the blush
which overspread his countenance, the tears which bedewed his eye-
lids, and his tremulous, faultering and broken voice, made a deep im-
{ression on this stranger’s mind— You do not seem,” said he teo

im, “to have been born to ask alms: what is it that reduces you to
this extremity ?”

With the deepest feeling of sorrow, the youth replied, « Alas! cer-
tainly I was not born in this miserable condition. The misfortunes
of my father, and the unhappy state in which my mother is at pre-
sent, oblige me to apply to the charitable for support. My father was
a merchant, had gained considerable credit, and was bﬁinning to make
a fortune. The failure of one of his partners ruined him- entirely.
And to add to our misfortunes, unable to survive his disaster, and in
consequence of it, he died a month after, of a broken heart. M
mother, a younger brother and I were left in extreme distress. {
found an asylum with one of my father's friends. My mather, by her
industry, supported, till now, herself and my ¥ounger brother. But
to.nifht, she was suddenly seized with a violent distemper, and I
fear for her life. I am destitute of every thing, have no money, and
know not how to bring her relief. Not accustomed to beg, I want
confidence to present myself to any who knows me. Sir, you seemed
to be a stranger, and therefore I attempted, at first sight, to overcome
before you the bashfulness which I feel, Alas! have pity on my un-
happy mother! give me the means to relieve her !” Saying thus, he
burst into tears, and the stranger was much affected.

Does your mother live far from this?” said the stranger, earnestly.

“Not far: at the end of this street, in the last house on the left
hand—on the third floor.” -

« Has any physician visited her yet?”

“I was going to seek ege; but I know neither how to reward him,
nor how to provide what he shall prescribe for her.”

The stranger pulled a few florins out of his purse, and offering
them to him, said, “Go call a physician to your mother, and bring
her all the relief in your power.”
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The youth, having kindly thanked his benefactor, with expressions
simple indeed, but full of heart-felt .gratitude, departed instantly.
‘When he had gone out of sight, the stranger instantly determined
to visit the unhappy widow. He ascended the stair, and entered
into a small chamber, in which he saw two or three rush-bottomed
chairs, a few kitchen utensils, a rude and ill-constructed table, an old
chest of drawers, and a bed upon which the invalid was lying. She
was very sick, and her little son was sobbing at the foot of her bed.
She tried to comfort him, but she herself had most need of comfort.

The tender-hearted stranger addressed her, and having comforted
her a little, began as a physician to interrogate her respecting her
disease. In a correct manner she told him the symptoms of it ; then
said with sighs and tears: “ Ah ! Sir, my disease springs from a cause
too deep, and medicine cannot remedy it. I am the mother—the un-
happy mother of two very wretched children. Their misfortunes and
my own have struck too deep into this heart. PDeath alone can ter-
minate my woes; and it makes me tremble for the desolation in
which m');)lpoor childreri shall be left.” With this, her tears increas-
ed ; she told her misfortunes, which the supposed physician already
knew, and which drew fresh tears to his eyes.

He said to her at length ; « Take courage, do not despair yet,
Heaven will not leave you in forgetfulness. I compassionate your
misfortunes ; Providence is bountiful ; you shall not be abandoned.
In the meantime, be careful to preserve a life, which is so very pre-
cious for your two children. Have you any writing Eper »” ’

She tore a blank leaf from a book, on which the boy at the foot of
the bed was reading. The stranger, after having written, said, « This
remedy will yield ou some relief: in a little we shall apply more
effective medicine, be careful, and you shall shortly be well again.”
He left the note, which he had written, upon the table, and departed.

The elder son returned a few minutes after. ¢« My dear mother,”
said he, “keep up your spirits: Heaven has pity upon us. See the
money which a gentleman has ve? generously given me this morn-
ing ; it shall support us for a few days. I have gone for a physician,
and he will be here in a little. Quiet your grief and be comforted.”

“Ah! Son !” the astonished mother replied—¢ Come that I may em-
brace you! Heaven assists your innocence. Yes! Providence shall al-
ways protect us. A physician, with whom I am unacquainted, left meé
Jjust now ; his recipe is upon the table; go, bring me what he préscribes.”

Her son took up the note: perused it with great astonishment ; he ex-
amined it, he reas it again, then exclaimed, “ O mother ! What is this

The mother, astonished and perplexed, took the paper and read it
with impatience—* Oh heaven ! —The Emperor!!”"— Saying this,
the paper fell from her hand, and she swooned away. The note was
an order from Augustus II, in which he assigned her a livelihood
from his private treasury. The physician came in time to recover
the mother from the swoon into which surprise had cast her. .

The widow soon recovered her former health, as the principal cause
of her affliction had been distress of mind. The generous monarch,
loaded with praises and blessings, experienced the pleasure of having re-
stored health and life, and of having rendered again comfortable and hap-
Py, an horiest family, bronght to misery by the sad reverses of fortune
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CRITICAL NOTICES.

1. The Young Man's Worka Companion. The Physician :—L

olera.

. Tais is another of the valuable publications under the superinten.
dence of the « Society for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge.” No-
thing could be more appropriate at this season of contagion and alarm.
Byna\e assistance here furnished, the working classes, who are much

to infectious distempers, will be enabled to resist the malig-
nant attacks of the pestilence. Recognizing the leadin‘ga;;rinciple of
the Temperance Societies—that i¢ is easier to to cure—
¢ The Physician” communicates abundance of the best advice at the
cheapest rate.

2. The of Drunkenness. By Robert Macnish, Author of
“ The Philosophy of Sleep.”—M‘Phun—Glasgow.
*MI Have the members of the Temperance Societies pos-

emselves of this admirable volume? If not, it is full time
they shonld. A better friend or a stauncher and abler advocate of their
cause than Mr. Macnish does not exist. He is 2 man of science, and
Jis book,—unlike the fry of pamphlets and duodecimos ever and anon
sent down upon us from the shallow waters whose source is traceable
to the caovethes scribendi,—has all the freshness and plumpness of an
inhabitant of the deep and vigorous streams of professional Lowledge.
A sound and searching sense, an erudite application of scientific pri
ciples, clear and nervous argument are characteristics the
Anatomy of Drunkenness. -

8. Considerations on the Moral Causes, Objeots, and Preventives of
Pestilence ; to which are appended, from documents, * Direc-
tions for the Prevention and Treatment of Spasmodic Chelera.”” By
the Rev, P. Macindoe, A. M. Chirnside.~T. Melrose—Berwick.

Mr. Macindoe is, without doubt, a person of wonderful industry and

m How he contrives to perform the laborious duties of the

office and appear #0 often in the ity of author at the same

time, he himeelf best knows. He mums master of some super-

eminent recipe for Ausbanding time. Be tZat as it may, he his writ-
ten a great deal, and a great deal to the purpose.

We confess to baving sat down to the perusal of the little work be-
side us with a d of prejudice, ariging, in the first instance, from
a sight of the title-page, which seemed to include a branch of enquiry
beyond a cler 's province, and which immediately suggested to
our mind the Latin proverb—ne swior wultra crepidam ; and in the
second, from a glance at the opening of the discourse, where we find
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an assertion neither true in the letter nor in the spirit. A portion of
our dislike disappeared on observing that the ix consisted
merely of a few extracts from the reports of the London and Edin.
burgh Boards of Health, which we would recommend te the Berwick
committee. Not so with the remainder. When Mr. Macindoe affirms,
that the cholera “ weakens the mental faculties,” and und: i
him in the spirit of the expression, he affirms the opposite to the
truth, for all medical men agree in reporting an unimpaired correct-
ness of ideas and an unaltered consciousness as a prominent feature of
the disease—even to its last , when mort.igution pervades the
whole body and the beating of the pulse becomes imperceptible.
Equally wide of the truth is he by supposing at all, that the mental
facultiés are weakened. This is a doctrine which, we are confident,
the reverend gentleman does not preach, although on common occa-
sions he may be led astray by an erroneous vulgarism. Does not he
‘and his brethren frequently tell us, that the soul or the mind is an
indestructible agent, that it cannot be affected in its essence by death
or disease, and that, on the contrary, its faculties—s0 to denominate
the various mental operations—are always moving in a forward state
of improvement or deterioration, as the case may be, in time, and
will continue to advance to higher degrees of virtue and happiness or
of wickedness and woe throughout eternity? Remembering this and
that i is founded in érutA—in observation and experience, is it not ab-
surd to say, “the mental faculties are weakened 7’ One word more of
:;f;ing, and we have done. Let Mr. Macindoe repair to some repu-

lexicon and learn the difference between the words depositary and

m a;;uel is of a more tleasing description. We finished the
reading of the neat little book before us with a regret that it ended
80 soon. ~The author is evidently a searcher of the scriptures, his

hts are manly and consonant, and he is just poetialp enough to
lend a charm to the otherwise grave and sober complexion of his
Pprose :—not that his diction is ordinary or his exhortations austere,—
we rather mean that the one harmonizes with the subject and the other
breathes a spirit of s path{, of solemnity and of earnestness. The
i ions produced on us by the serious and well-timed voice from
Chirnside are of a kind to demand from us a warm and unqualified
eulogium on its useful and beneficial tendency. And while we would
persuade every grade of a pestilence-stricken public to exchange a few
nce for these seventy-eight valuable pl?es, our sincere desire and
rm hope is, that like ourselves, they will feel themselves delighted,
instructed and edified. We could add much, and diversify our re-
amarks with several quotations. In conclusion, however, author
himself shall speak ’or us—* I have thus finished the doctrinal re-
marks respecting pestilence which providence seémed to require at the
present crisis. I have endeavoured, neither to excite undue alarm,
per to hull you in unbecoming security, but to .illustrate sound princi-
that cannot be disputed, and urge seasonable warnings that
should Bot be rejected.” .

REENERY
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' - MATHEMATICS. ’ :

Wk intend, by way of experiment, to devote a very limited space
to the Mathematical department. Our printer being in possession of
neither diagrams nor algebraical characters, and unwilling at present
to swell his expenses, scientific correspondents are requested to plad
their questions and solutions accordingly. In future, it is ex
that communications connected with the subject will be the bona
Jide original productions of the writers, whose names are attached to
the notes or may be published along with the articles. At all events,
the solutions must be so. We grant unto our thinking friends a period
of three weeks to answer the following

QUESTIONS.

1. A person at a tavern borrowed as much money as he had about
him, and out of the whole spent ls.; he went to a second tavern
where he also borrowed as much as he had then about him, and out of
the whole spent 1s. ; and going on in this manner to a third and fourth
tavern, he found, after spending his shilling at the latter, that he had
nothing left ;—how much money had he at first ?

2. Divide 48 into two numbers, so that 48 being divided by these
numbers separately, the sum of the quotients may be 5 §.—

3. A gentleman dying left a circular estate (the rent of which at
20s. per acre, would exactly surround it in shillings allowing an inch
to each shilling) to be d.iviged amongst four sons, four daugiten, and
a grand-daughter in the following manner ; each of the sons to have a
circle inscribed in a quarter of the great circle; each of the daughters
to have the land inclosed between the circumference of the great circle
and two of the small circles; and the grand-daughter-to bave the land
in the centre of the great circle inclosed by the four small circles.. It
is required without diagram or algebraical characters to determine
how many acres belonged to each ?

LITERARY GOSSIP AND VARIETIES.

FuLrarToN and Co., Glasgow, have in the Press A History of the
Highlands and of the Highland Clans, by James Browne, Esq.,
LL. D., Advocate. The author intends to divide his work into two
parts, viz. «first, a general history of the Highlands from the earliest
to the present times; and, secondly, a detailed account, partly
genealogical and partly historical, of each sept or clan into which the
aboriginal population was divided, interspersed with such notices of
local traditions, u peculiarities, and other circumstances, as are
necessarily e'xcludﬁ from a general history, yet serve to illustrate
those varieties of character and feeling observable amongst the different
tribes of a people long subject to a species of government partly feudal

“W triarchal.”

r. William Tait, of 78, Prince’s Street, Edinburgh, has secured
a David to the gigantic and terror-striking frame of Black-
wood’s Goliath. The warrior of the sling is to throw his first pebble
in April ; and if his aim be only almost as well taken and his stone as
well guided as that of the conquering Israelite, he of Gath will stag-
ger tremendously and leave the stripling candidate for fame all but
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master of the field. We need hardly notify, that Tarr's Macazma
will be the fearless and uneompromising advocate of Reform.

Nichols and Son, Parliament Street, London, have advertised,
handsomely printed in folio, Vol. IIL of the History and Antiquities
of the County Palatine of Durham, by Robert Surtees, of Mainsforth,
Esq. F. S. A.; and also, in folio, the first portion or half of the His.
tory- of North Durbem, by the Rev. James Raine, M. A. &c., accom-

ied with engravings of the Priory of Holy Island, of Norham
hurch, &ec., and intended to render complete the former work. The
second and concluding part is ex to be ready in eighteen
months. It will contain the Border History of the Eastern Marches,
compiled primﬁpa]]l?'l from sources hitherto unexplored, the remainder
of the Parochial History of the three districts, together with the
History of Berwick upon Tweed, and the religious establishments of
Farne and Coldingham.

The tidings will be received with satisfaction'that Mr. J. M. Wilson
will deliveri'is popular « Biographical and Critical Lectures on the
Poets of Britain” in this his native town, in the course of the ensuing
8pring. It will be recollected that it was here, before an audience of
his townsmen, that Mr. W. began his career as a Lecturer, and here
be intends bringing it to a close. "'How much the Lectures have
added to his reputation may be known by the panegyrics bestowed on
him by the Press in evewrt of England and Secotland. The
Biofnpbical- and Critical ures are entirely distinct from those
he formerly delivered in Berwick.—From some of the Journals now
before us, we perceive that the Manchester Chronicle saye— As a
Lecturer he is decidedly without an equal,” snd adds that his
manner and intonation strikingly resemble those of Lord Chancellor
Brougham. And the Times states that his complete mastery over
and delineation of every passion, to the perfect command of every
movement of his finger and every glance of his eye, can only be
equalled by our greatest dramatic performers, &c.

——
Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

O the 22d ult., at Dunse Castle, the Lady of William Hay, Esq.,
of a daughter.

At Langton Manse, Berwickshire, on the 14th ult, Mrs. Dr.
Brown of a daughter. :
. On the 9th instant, the Lady of Thomas Gilchrist, Esq., Union.

street, of a daughter.
MARRIAGES.

ON the 18th ult, at Hutton, Mr. Alexander Taylor, tenant of
Paxton North Mains, to Miss Stephenson. .
. At Reston, on the 18th ult., by the Rev. Mr. Stark of Ayton, Mr.
Hendrie, cabinet-maker, Edinburgh, te Agnes, third daughter of
Mr. David Neebit, Reston. N .

At 8t. George’s Church, Hanover Square, Londen, on the 224 ult.
Mr. John Scott, cabinet-maker, to Issbella, eldest daughter of Mr.
J. Newcomb, Union.street, Berwick. . .
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DEATHS.

Here, on the 22d ult., aged 64, Mr. John Fox. He was upwards
of thirty years snrv:zox of works under the auspices of the late John
Rennie, E ., and the present Sir John Rennie.

On the 27th ult. John, only son of Mr. John M‘Lemen, Hard.
ware merchant, High-street, aged 12.

At Long Newton House, on the 10th ult,, Mr. Thomas Carmichael,
late corn-merchant in’ this town.

At Scremerston, on the 24th ult., the infant daughter of R. John-
son, Esq., of Byker.

At %est Barns, East Lothian, on the 23d ult., Mr. Thomas
Graham, parochial schoolmaster, 54, much re{retwd.

On the 31st ult., Mr. Patrick Hogg, tailor, High-greens, aged 73.

At Lindsay Cottage, Cheltenham, on the 28th January, aged 80,
Dr. Bell, author of the celebrated system of education, which
his name, and the munificent donor to various national mstitations of
sums amounting to £120,000. ]

Here, on the 3d inst., aged 76, Alice, widow of Mr. James Crow,
of Tweedmouth.

At Hutton, on the 26th ult., Elizabeth Smith, wife of Mr. Jobn
Whitlaw, 56.

On the inst., at the Rectory, Trowbridge, the Rev. George
Crabbe, ‘L. L. B., the celebrated in his 78th year.

On the 10th inst., at Longridge Manse, the Rev. John Brown,
eldest son of the late Rev. J. Brown, D. D. Haddington.

e

To Readers and Correspondents.

IN consequence of the length of the articles for this month, which
could not be delayed, many excellent pieces are postponed; but alk
shall appear in due time.

In the report of the Border Literary and Political Club, we could
find itin our heart to qualify some expressions and oppose certain
doctrines. For example, when it is asserted, that every man paying
taxes is entitled to vote, we would observe—that the power sbould be
proportioned to the amount of interest to be represented. On this
principle we approve of the Bill now pending in Parliament, which
confers on persons of property more than ome vote, when such pro=
perty is so situated as to admit of increased suffrages. In like man-
ner, we think the ten-pound clause expresses in general a {‘x:: ave!
of the representative rights of the o})eople—the great’ body of
tax-paying population. The idea of universsl suffrage we abhor:
We abetain, hkowever, from applying the instrument of correction,
lest we should injure the spirit of the production in question.

‘The M8S. of our friends are all in safe keeping.

The Lines to the Lady of Pasture Hill are inadmissible. The lan-
gliahing swain, who indites them, had better content himaself with

e garb of plain prose, seeing that the rich folds of poesy ill assort
with the poverty of his thoughts.

-NThe admirable sketch by the Author of « Perkin Warbeck” in next

umber. .
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ANNALS OF BERWICK.
Continued from page 158.

Davip was succeeded by his grandson, Malcolm IV., designated
‘The Maiden. He came. at a very early to the ion of the
Scottich throne, not having reached beyond his twelfth year, and took
the first ity in his pewer, after he had taken the government
of his kin into his own hands, (in doing which he had been much
delayed by the turbulency of his chieftains, who had forced him for
his security into a close connexion with Henry IL, of England,) te
extend the fortifications of Berwick, which his grandfather began by
the erecting of the castle. He therefore set about encompassing thé
town with a wall six feet in height, and of a thickness, as is visible
frem the remains to be seen at this day, not of greater proportion
than was necessary to sustain it; and for ite defence he caused, on its
eastern side, three forts or vedoubts to be raised, of the first of which,
that is at the north-east angle, there are yet some remains: the
seoond, of which nothing but its site is now distinguishable, stood at
about two furlongs directly east of one of the entrancesinto the-town,
now known by the name of the Cowgate, between which and the fort
there was a eovered way, evident enough yet to every observer: the
site of the third is covered by the King’s hastion. Besides the Cowa
gate we have just noticed, there wendwthmotbrmofms
mto the town,—one from the north, where now is the Toll-heuse;
originally called Saint Mary’s Gate ; another entering from the south, -
at the foot of what, at the present day, is calied the ill, at which
the old bri from Tweedmouth terminated; the thisd was the

te, situation of which, we are disposed to conjecture, has
m changed since the erection of the ancient walls,—which
walls, we must further add, comprehended within their area the
different portions of the town, as we behold them at this day, to.wit,
whnat is contained within the present fast dilapidating fortifications,
the C; , and the Greenses. ]
The Fower, of which 8o much is yet standing, now bespeaks
our attention. That it was an exp ome to apprive the garri-
sons of the castie and town of the ap) of an enemy, can searcely
be doubted,—uor that the signal having been given by a Bdl,ﬂdid nat
VOL. 1. c
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give it the name it still retains; yet, that its existence is coeval with
the finishing of the castle, as we know many persons are di to
imagine, we think is very disputable. Its construction, and the style
of its architecture which is somewhat elaborate, certainly confirm it
of alater date, but of how much later we know of no historic evi-
dence to guide us even to a surmise. It may be r, however, to
notice, that there was a fower of the same kind, visible from the cas-
tle, standing on Hide hill, so far down as to the middle of the six-
teenth century ; and that in the year 1460 there were in Northum-
berland eighty-seven such towers, no town in that county of any con-
sequence being without one. To enter, however, into, or to indulge
in any surmises for what purposes they were raised, would be digres-
sing farther from the history we are princirlly engaged in, than
would be prudent. Perhaps the Border feuds might have induced
the necessity of them for the protection of the inhabitants of the
towns.

To advert again to the walls:—they remained in the state
Malcolm left them at his death, until king Robert Bruce added four
feet to their height, and planted some towers around them, and this
he saw the necessity of for the future defence of the town, after two
or three violent assaults on it, in which he failed, by Edward II.
They were again l:ipaired, and some additional defence devised and
executed by the order of James III., about the year 1480, only two
years before Edward IV. made himself master of the town, and after
-which it never could be recovered from England by a Scottish mo.
narch. Still further were these walls strengthened, at the expence of
between five and six thousand pounds, by some bulwarks, in the short
reign of Mary of England ; but what these bulwarks were, and where
placed, we can give no account, though we have not been indolent in
our research to inform ourselves. One circumstance more, of histo-
ric fact, is only left us to relate rding these walls, which is, that
the first cannon fired by the English in warfare was pointed against
them, and this happened in the reign of Henry IV. of England and
Robert III. of Scotland, and no doubt sufficiently convinced both mo-
narchs of the necessity of other more effectual defence to towns, than
walls ten feet high. rwick had enjoyed perfect tranquillity during
the whole reign of Malcolm, who died A. D. 1165, having governed
his kingdom with justice and mildness for thirteen years, leaving his
throne to his brother William, designated, for his valour, the
His valour, however, it is more than probable, had better been wanti:g
in him, as he failed in prudence and a due regard to the quiet
P rity of his kingdom in the use he made of it. For no sooner
was he seated on his throne, than he thought proper to urge claims
to Northumberland as a portion of his inheritance, which not being
listened to by Henry II. who was then sovereign of England, he hesi-
tated not at an immediate invasion of it, and of Cumberland as well ;
and at a second invasion of the former county, (for he had failed in a

revious one) he was surprised and taken prisoner at Alnwick, which
had been labouring for some days to blockade, by a party of Eug-
lish. To get himself freed from this disgraceful dilemma he instantly
made over his kingdom to Henry, and now it was that the town of
Berwick-upon-Tweed, destined to become, as it were, the shuttlecoc)
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of contention between the kingdoms of England and Scotland for fu-
ture centuries, first fell under the sway of a monarch of the former.
‘This teok place A. D. 1174, Fifteen years after—when Henry II. was
in his grave—Richard Cceur de Liyon who succeeded to his crown, to
provide himself with the means of indulging his passion for a cru-
eade he had been long meditating against gnlesﬁne, released William
of ‘the vassalage of Scotland, and put the fortress of Berwick into his

ion for the paltry sum of ten thousand merks. England
Eaving, at Richard’s demise, fallen under the government and regal
sway of his brother John, this monarch attempted a serious annoy-
ance to Berwick, by beginning an erection of a castle in Tweedmout{,
from which, after two or three unavailing efforts to accomplish the
task, he was finally obliged by William the Lyon to desist.

William lived not long after this; he died A.D. 1214, having
reigned forty-nine years, and left his kingdom to his son, Alexander
11., when John took it into his head, nor staid long ere he resolved, to
-lay claim to the paramountry of Scotland, notwithstanding the re-
cent renouncement of it by his brother Richard. Being resisted in
his extravagant demand by Alexander, he determined on invading the
kingdom, which he did by way of Carlisle, and entered Berwick ; but-
"soon finding from the efforts of Alexander, of which he had quick
intelligence, to oust him, that he should not be able to retain it for
any le:ft_h of time, he caused it to be set fire to, and much of the
town fell a prey to the flames, but not before, consonant to the bruta-
lity of his disposition, of which he had given antecedent proofs on his
-way from Carlisle by laying waste all the country before him, he had
caused numbers of the inhabitants of both sexes—sparing neither old
nor young, no—not even children,—to be put to dut{n his monster
dying A: D. 1216, after a reign of twenty {urs, Alexander recovered
the possession of tha town Henry III, and immediately set
about rebuilding the habitations that were then laying in ashes, which
he did in a style far superior to that of the former ones ; and the more
to embellish town, or ibly in gmtitude to heaven on its being
restored to him, fonndes two additional monasteries, and as these
were the last monasteries with which Berwick was embellished, we
think we cannot do better now, than to proceed to give what account
we have been able to collect in our researches of all of them, as well
as of the churches standing therein, and in its immediate vicinage, at
the death of Alexander II. which took place A. D. 1249,

MONASTERIES, &c.

THE first monastery upon record, said to have been at the period of
Alexander’s death, in existence in Berwick, was founded, butg; whom
. we are without information, « pre ministro et Fratribus Sanctee Trini-
tatis,” for so runs its dedication. Its brotherhood were denominated
Red, and sometimes Rented Friars, from their being endowed with
several mortifications. They followed the rule of St. Augustin, and
had a church, called the chapel of Ravendale, appropriated to their
service ; the brethren of the house, in the reign, we think, of Edward
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The next monastery we have to notice was a house of Frewciseans,
or Friars, a mendicant order, and founded by Sir John Grey,
A. D. 1219. It was one of the convents of the custedy of Newcastle,
and Edward IIL by charter the 13th of his reign, coafirmed to it aa
allowance of twenty merks yearly, settled on the Friars by the kings
of Scotland. This menastery—we know net that it had a church—
was situated, we bave reasom to conjecture, m Western Lane, and
part of its site is now covered by the Advertiser Office.

We now come to the mri)oftbeDo-im'mu,u Black Friars,
a mendicaot order, founded A.D. 1230, being but nine years after
the first house in England was founded at Oxford. It had a large
church appropriated to its service, which became famed, by havi
the first parliament assembled in it called hy Edward L. of E nﬁ
to decide on the claims of Baliol and Bruce to the crown of Scotland ;
the three other parliaments called by Edward in Berwick for the like
purpose, assembled in the great hall of the castle. The situation of
this monastery was near the castle, but within the walls of the town.
The brotherhood were removed to the house of the Friars of the
Holy Trinity near the bridge, when the latter, as has been already
noticed, were exiled by Edward I11.

The next menastery, and the last founded in Berwick, was that of
the Carmelites, or WaRhite Friars, who were, like those of the
Dominicans, of the mendicant or begging order, and had their origin
from Mount Carmel in Syria, renowpned for the dwelling place of
Elias and Elisha the prophets, who were their first founders, or at
least they were always pretended to be so by the brotherhoods
Albertus, patriarch of Jz:euulen, gave them rules A. D. 1205.
When the{o:ere first seated in Berwick we can give no account.
* Weknow, ever. they were removed to the bouse of the Dominicans,
when the latter, as we have already had occasion to relate, took
session of that of the Brethren of the Holy Trinity at the
Those two monasteries were those we have already mentioned, and
were founded by Alexander II.

The churches, or, as they were properly called, the chapels, at-
tached to the preceding monastic houses and hospitals, having been all
noticed, we are called to give what account we are able of the earliest
Parish Church of this town, which stood, surrounded by its cemetery,
on the spot now a garden, immediately behind the town reservoir in
Castlegate. It was dedicated to Saint Lawrence, founded and liberally
endowed by one Robert Fitawilliams, by some historians
in the Scoto-Saxon period. But from the name of the founder,
which is certainly of Norman extraction, this suppesition is, in our
mind, very doubtful—we should rather fix the first foundation of it
at the ®ra of the Conquest of England, when the aprmage of Ber-
wick was in David Earl of Huntington, a progenitor of David I.

The church, with all its endowments, was bestowed by the saintly
David on, the abbey he had founded at Selkirk, and afterwards re-
moved to Kelso; nor did this gift go unaccompanied by others from

-
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him out of the town, of lands—houses—fisheries—mills—and yearly
money-payments out of its Customs; which gifts were confirmed by
the charter of Malcolm IV., David’s , the original of which,
it is said, is in existence in the archives of the Duke of Roxburgh
at Fleurs.

Tbe church made way for one more splendid, and of larger size,
erected at the charge of Anthony Beck, biskop of Durham, in the
reign of Edward I., dedicated to the Holy Trinity., Its situation
in the town was on the ground now covered by the Cumberland
bastion.

With all the preceding religious and monastic edifices, we re-

at again, was tﬁis town of Berwick-upon-Tweed embellished
in that wise and —for so has he been in history characterized
—prince’s reige, Alexander IL., who died A. D. 1249.

At the aforesaid period of time, after a long succession of years of
disastrous events, not unfrequently attepded with direful inflictions
on its uneffending inbabitants, the cheering rays of tranquillity, pros-
perity and, of course, happiness began to dawn upon Berwick. Is it
asken{ whence arose this promised change, and what were its signs?
need there a more rational and explicit answer? Alexander III. was
seated on the throne of Scotland: he was only eight years of age
when he ascended it, but his mind was precocious, and as his years
increased, it became an eminently enlightened one, so that, when he at-
tained to his majority, he had become esteemed for all the virtues and

ualities mecessary to reign and reflect lustre on the diadem that en-
arcled his brow, .

He found the bordering districts of his kingdom in perfect peace,—
his father, not more than three months previous to his death, havin,
given his assent to a meeting of Commissioners, among whom he h
nominated a Robert Bernham, Mayor of Berwick, on marshes, to
ascertain the bounds and laws thereof, which settled every dispute
between the contending parties that might have had a tendency to
endanger that blessing.

When therefore the young Alexander had provided for the due ad-
ministration of the laws in the northern parts of his kingdom, he
hastened to Berwick, and on entering it found the inbabitants revel-
ling, if we may be allowed thus to express ourselves, in the enjoyment
of tranquillity ; he found it renovated by the provident care of his
late father from its ashes, and that too in a of splendour, it
had never before attained ; he found its streets densely planted with
habitations, and pouring therefrom a population beyond all precedent
in the most prosperous of -its earlier days. For these advantages, and
we may add blessings, Alexander’s breast became imbued with a re-
verence for his father's memory that never quitted him ; and as an
early proof of the sincerity of his feelings, he thonght he could not
do better than endeavour to add further consequence, in the eyes of the
English nation, to a town that had been so much the object of his
care ; and delayed not to improve the trade, and widely to extend the
commerce of Berwick. He called into it a colony of Flemings, for
whom he caused to be built a large and splendid hall, denominated
the Red hall, for their residence, and thus made Berwick-upon-Tweed,
at this period, the greatest staple for wool of any other town, not ex.



204 ANNALS OF BERWICK.

cepting London, in our island ; for the woel sacks were not yet in the
House of Lords at Westminster for the Judges to loumge or muse on,
as they might be most inclined. It was not until about the middle of
Edward L.’s reign that these elegant Ottomans were fivst introduecd
into the chief assembly of the nation. The purpose of this was, ac
cording to some antiquaries’ opiwions;, to perpetuate the zra when
wool first became the great staple and support of the kingdom ; and

farther, to put the sovereign and his peers, wﬁentbeymetegdner, ‘
'ward

in constant mimd thereof, for not only had the Lords, but also
himself been charged with being too igent of the encouragement
of the woollen manufiictures of the ki ’

But to resume our history. We must here notice that the Red
hall had doubtless been situated on the space now occupied by the
street known at the present day under the name of the Wool-market ;
and, in all probability, with the first circumstance origt the g
lation-of the present street, particularly as the Red hall, at the period
of its erection, was the mart in the town of Berwick for the
-article of wool.

And now as a proof that every other branch of trade and com-
merce must have Eeen in the same- flourishing state in this port as
was the comonerce in wool, it need only be observed, that the chroni-
cle of Lanercost, a chronicle of reputation for truth, records its cus-
toms to have been nearly equal in amount to one-half of that of all
the  other ports, save London, in England ; and hence Berwick gained
the distinguishing title of a «“ Second Alexandria ;™ nor did the town
experience a‘decline in its consequence afterwards in sny way. Alex-
ander left it, when he died, in the same prosperous an state,
to which he had at any period of his paternal reign, raised it.

His death was a melancholy one: it happened by a fall from his
horse at Kinghorn in 1283, when returning home after his second
marriage. To say how great was his loss to Berwick, more need not
" be said, than that 1t was irremediable ; and how greatly the whole king-
dom of Scotland had valued his wise, equitable and paternal rule,
and how deeply it lamented his death, let the following lines, revived
into notice by Sir Walter Scott in his Border minstrelsy, and said to
be the most ancient Scottish song known, tell ;—

¢« Quen Alysander our kyng was dede,
That Scotland led in luve and le,
Awa wass::;ofaled?dbrede, i g
e wax, of gamyn and gle,
Oure ;.71'3 was changy'd inwy,llede,
Cryst, borne into virgynte,
Succour Scotland and remede,
That stad is in perplexyte.”

(To be continued.)
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THE SENTIMENTS
Of a warm-hearted patriot Scotchman of the middle of the 18tk century.

[The following lines have fallen accidentally into our hands. They
were written a few years ago by a gentleman of Scotland, and have
never, so far as we know, been transmitted to the public through the
Press. In the absence of more definite information respecting the
Author, let the intrinsic merits of the piece be its - recommendation.
Our own impression is,. that the composition will be generally accept-
able, nor can fail to awaken recollections and revive feelings, more
than agreeable, in the breasts of some.—Ep.—] '

Troven rugged and rough be the land of my birth,
To the eye of my heart "tis the Eden of earth ;

Far, far have I sought, but no land could I see
Half so fair as the land of my fathers to me.

. And what though the days of her greatness be o’er,
Though her nobles be few, and her kings are no more,—
Not a hope from her thraldom that time may deliver,—
Though the sun of her glory has left her for ever,—

Though dark be the shadows that com her round,
Even yet ‘mid those glooms may a rn«ﬁ::sce be found,
As the blush through the clouds of the evening is seen
To tell what the blaze of the noon-tide had been.— -

With a proud swelling heart I will dwell on her story,—
I will tc"l to my children the tale of her glory,—

How nations contended her friendship to know,

How tyrants were trembling to find her their foe! -

Let him read of that story, and where is the Scot

Whose heart will not swell when he thinks of her lot ?
Swell with pride for her power, in the times that are o’er,
And with grief, that the days of her might are no more ?

Unmanned be his heart, and be speechless his tongue,
Who forgets how she foufht, who forgets how she sung !
Ere her blood, through black treason, was swelling her rills,
Ere the voice of the stranger was heard on her hills!

How base his ambition, how poor is his pride,

Who would lay the high name of a Scotchman aside !
‘Would whisper his country with shame and with fear,
Lest the Southrons should hear it, and taunt as they hear!

Go tell them, thou fool ! that the time erst hath been,

When the Southrons had blenched, if a Scot had been seen,—
When to keep and to castle in terror they fled,

As the loud Border echo resounded his tread.

VOL. I. 2p
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Moust thy name, O my Country ! no longer be heard—
The boast of the hero, the theme of the bard ?

Alas! how the days of thy greatness are gone,

For the name of proud En, is echoed alone |

What a to my heart, how my soul is on flame!
When I hear that vain rival in arrogance claim,

As the meed of her own, what thy children had won,—
Their deeds pass for deeds, which Aer children had done!

Accurst be the man that would sweep from the earth
The land of my fathers ! the land of my birth !

No more 'mid the nations her place to be seen!

Not her name left to tell where her glory hath been !

1 sooner would see thee, my dear native land !

As bare’ as the rocks that encircle thy strand,

Than the wealth of a world that thy children should boast,
And thy heart-thrilling name in thy rival’s be lost !

O Scotia! my Country, thou land of my birth !

Thou home of my fathers! thou Eden of earth !

Through the world have I looked, but no land could I see
Half so fair as thy heaths and thy mountains to me.

—

SCENE IN IRELAND IN 1798.
BY ALEXANDER CAMPBELL.

As the following Shetch may not be fully intelligible to the reader
without ks having some previous acquaintance with its dramatis per-
sone, and with the circumstances in whick they appear, we beg to say
MF‘zlm'Kamaymcamrumdbigomdc/cvamm. Father Mul-
ligan the very ite ; generous and kind-hearted. Seymour Comway
MTMMWMM&:M#@MJM ortune ;
the latter a frank, thoughtless, but noble-mg Ira'chmfdeb-u
Milesian breed. Serjeant Shannon, an old Artilleryman on Ralf-pay.
All of them were connected with the rebellion of 1798, and it is in the
very midst of that unhappy period that our Scene is laid. The meet-
tng described was a secret meeting of rebel leaders—Mrs. Mallony's
cottage having been selected for that purpose for its retired and sechuded
situation, and was indeed considered as a sort of head quarters, whilst
the rebel forces were mustering in that part of the counisy.

ON the approach of Seymour and' his party, the centinel who was
on guard in front of Mrs. Mallony's cottage tapped gently at the
door—a proceeding which he followed up by whispering two or three
words through the key-hole. The effect of this secret communica-
tion was instantaneous. Several bolts and bars were withdrawn, the
door flew open, and Mrs. Mallony sallied forth to receive her guests.
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The kind-hearted hostess of the « Half-meon and Wheelbarrew,” the
sign of Mrs. Mallony’s hostelrie, was a widow tolerably well to do in
the world, cleanly and trig in her person, and largely gifted with the
loveliness of disposition and ness of manner peculiar to her
country-women, and which they have the happy art of associating
with utmost purity of sentiment and the strictest propriety of
demeanour.

Mrs. Mallony had, for a year or two previous to the occasion of
which we are ing, been looking about her for some suitable per-
sobage to supply the gl:;e of her n«fw de; husband, Lauchlane
Mallony, and her eye at Jength rested with something like an ex-
pression of decided predilection on the manly form of Serjeant Shan-
non, a preference which the gallant Serjeant, himself a widower and
a man of much experience in the world, bad quickly percejved, and
by very frequent visits and many little kind services and, 4ssiduities
bad converted into a regular matrimonial process which promised
sooner or later to terminate satisfactorily for both parties. Such, then,
was the footing on which Mrs. Mallony and Serjeant Shannon stood
with regard to each other at this particular juncture of our story.

. 1t’s yourself that's late stirring, Serjeant ?”"—for the Serjeant was
one of the y alluded w—-sid%lrs.%iallonly} curtseying generally
to the whole party, though addressing herself to the former only.

“An that’s true for you, Mrs. Mallony,~—halt! dress!” exclaimed
the Serjeant, his. notions of military punectilio intruding on the con-
siderations of mere courtesy, and addressing the latter words to his
escort, whom he wished to draw up in military order in front of the
cottage. “Can’t you keep in line, O’Reilly, and not be after stand-
ing out there like a mile stone? Back! Dennis, back! Och, the
devil confound you ! not so far back as that.neither :—do ye think now
I wanted ye to go to Dublin backwards? -you couldn’t stop half way,
couldn’t you? no, by St. Patrick, no more could ye than the pendu-
Jum of a time-piece any where but the middle. I say, Tim Rooney,
what's the use of blowing your nose on parade—can’t you let it alone
or ask leave to go to the rear ?” Having at length succeeded, though
with no small difficulty, in dgetting every man into his place, Serjeant
Shannon stepped to one end of the line in order to cast Eis eye alongst
the whole. ¢ There ye are now,”. he exclaimed in a tone of despera-
tion, mortified at the grievous irregularity which this experiment
exhibited to him, notwithstanding all the trouble he had been at, ¢« as
crooked, by heavens! as a flash of lightning and only a poor dozen of
ye, in place of being as straight as a foot rule or fifty yards of iron
railing as ye ought to be.” This defect also, however, the perseve.
rance of Serjeant Shannon at length overeame; by thrusting one
back, d ing another farward, and squeesing a third to the front,
he s\we:gslmg forming his men into a tolerably straight line. This
done, he retired a pace or two and contemplated his awkward squad
with a look, after all, of something like satisfaction, if not pride—a
feeling which in this particular case could have been excited onl
where the most rooted huabits of military controul previously existu{,
and where the pleasure of commanding was unexpectedly resumed
after a long interval of desuetude ; for such another « garde du corps”
as that which was on this occasion drawn up before Mrs. Mallony’s
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door, has not probably been seen since the days of Falstaff"s ragged
recruits. The hats and trusties® of the party were the most premi.
nent articles of their equipment, few of the former retaining more than
a segment of the rim, and many of the latter hung together on the
of their owners evidently with a feeling of great reluctance—
portions mnﬂ:’d entertaining a strong propensity to com-

pang with the main g v o prt

y the time Serjeant Shannon had completed the disposition of his
men, Mrs. Mallony, who had been employed for the last ten minutes
in ushering Seymour and Terence into the council room, and in pro-
viding seats for their accommodation and doing some other little
services connected therewith, returned to see what was become of her
swain. “Anditsa t could ‘Il be after catching, Serjeant™—
she said as she novm in they;:or_nyof ber little domicile— if
stay any longer out in the night air; can't you into the
iwhenya Inyt and take a taste of sometbing a!ﬂtr';:-?r walk »”
“Thank you for that same, Mrs. Mallony"—replied her inamorato,
advancing with as gallant an air as he could assume towards her while
he spoke— and its myself that’ll accept a trifle of your kindness now
with all the pleasure in the world : but every ande commander,
Mrs. Mallony”—he added—* will see that his men are provided for
before he thinks of either bit or sup for himself, Mrs. Mallony. So
with your swate lave, I should like to see the men there get a small
matter of whisky amongst them to warm their mouths a bit after
their march.” “Och, and what else think ye, Serjeant”—said the
hostess of the Half-moon and Wheelbarrow—<is little Felix doing
now but filling a noggin by Mr. Cvnway’s orders to give to the men?
8o just step ye in, Serjeant, and have no care at all at all about the
matter.” Batisfied on this head the veteran stepped into the house,
Mrs. Mallony led the way into the kitchen, and in a few minutes
Serjeant Shannon was ensconced in Mrs. Mallony's own particular
chair with a bottle of whisky before him, and which was soon after-
wards ably supported by a dish of fried bacon, ham and eggs. These
savoury articles discussed—Mrs. Mallony insisted on the Serjeant's
making a jug of hot whisky toddy, a request which, with an air of
the most deferential gallantry, he immediately complied with. The
materials being instantly furnished, Serjeant Shannon proceeded to
brew, and whilst in the act of stirring about the jug for the last
time, he politely solicited the favour of Mrs. Mallony’s “sitting down
beside him a bit and giving him all her news since he had last the fe-

licity of seeing her.” The eolicitation was much too tfull
made to be denied, and accordingly Mts. Mallony, with a slight blusg
and a slight but audible simper of modest confusion, placed herself be-
side her gallant inamorato. « Then here's to ye, Mrs. Mallony,” said
the Serjeant raising his own glass to his lip with one hand, whilst he
gently shoved Mrs. Mallony's before her with the other. ¢ Then
here’s to ye, Mrs. Mallony, and a short life to the name, and a long
one to yourself, Mrs. Mallony,” he added with a significant leer, which
greatly increased the delicate confusion of his fair companion. «Qch

® A well-known garment somewhat resembling a great coat, unmiversally worn
by the lower orders of Irish.
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the devil’s in you now, Serjeant, for a downright botheration,” replied
Mrs. Mallony raising her glass modestly, and at the same time throw-
ing a laughing side-long look at her gallant. “ Can’t ye be after
spaiking like a sinsible man and not be plaguing people with your
nonsense, Mr. Shannon.” < By the honour ofa soldier, Mrs. Mallony,
and that’s a thing not to be questioned by any man that ever stood
on two legs,” replied the Serjeant again filling up his glass, “an its
yourselfeg:at’s tEe greatest botheration of the two ; the never a wink
of sleep have I gotten this fortnight for thinking of you and
them Jittle ish eyes of yours.” Mrs. Mallony’s modesty could
stand this no longer; she struck the Serjeant a pretty violent blow
on the shoulder and threatened to leave the table, if he persevered in
ing her with his blarney. Artillery Tom, however,—a soubri-
quet by which the Serjeant was much better known than by his more
legitimate title—was too old a soldier to raise the siege for so triflin
a show of resistance as this; he saw, moreover, as he himself woul
have said, that Mrs. Mallony’s displeasure was “all in his eye,” a
truth which a much greater novice in the art of love.making than
the Serjeant would have instantly detected in the laughing leering
eye of the fair hostess of the Half-moon and Wheelbarrow. ¢ Come,
en, Kitty,” said Serjeant Shannon, taking hold of her gown and
gent]y dragging ber down into her seat, from which in her affected
ispleasure she had risen, “sit ye down and I'll spaik to ye like a
rational man and one who knows a little of the world, Mrs. Mallony.
In the first place, my good landlady,” continued the Serjeant raising
his glass to his lips as he spoke, « {'ll give you the three Ps of Tip-
Eenry—Pi Poultry Potatoes.” Saying this, the Serjeant
rained off his glass, and having prevailed on Mrs. Mallony to follow
his example, he again, but in a more serious manner, returned to the
storming her affections, and so successfully, that in a very short time
the conversation between the lovers began to assume a very grave cha-
racter. The word marriage frequently escaped the Serjeant, and ap-
peared to excite no very greatalarm in the bosom of his charming com-
panion. Indeed we have been told—and the information came from a
quarter of too great respectability to doubt fora moment its truth—
it wus on this very evening that the marriage, which soon afterwards
took place between Thomas Shannon, late Serjeant in his M;jesty’s
Corps of Royal Artillery, and Mrs. Kitty Mallony, widow of
Lauchlane Mallony, in the County of ——, was finally fixed upon,
the whole preliminaries having been settled over the second jug, and
ratified by a tender shake of the fair hand of the fair party to this
serious and important treaty. ' '
Leaving the Serjeant to the enjoyment of all that felicity which the
society of the mistress of his affections and a jug of hot whisky toddy
could confer, we shall now proceed to the more immediate subject of
our story. On the arrival or the party already alluded to at the door
of Mrs. Mallony’s cottage, both Seymour and Terence instantly pro-
ceeded into the house, without waiting the result of Serjeant Shan-
non’s drill as described some pages or two back.
Requesting their hostess to shew them into the apartment occupied
by father Kenney and his party, they were speedily ushered into the
presence of that reverend person and his colleagues in council. The
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two gentlemen were received on their entrance with a shout of wel-
come and other noisy demoustrations of satisfaction—beigh pro-
bably by the circumstance of Seymour and Terence’s ing M
uniform, as in this particular they had the advantage of m‘
in the apartment, none of whem wore any outward sign of their party
except a bit of green ribbon or some such slight token of the side
which they had taken. The boisterous reception, with which the en-
trance of Seymour and Terence bad been hailed, called forth, how-
ever, a severe reproof from father Kenney. “ Gentlemen ["—exclaimed
the stern priest in a tone, the first note of which alone produced in-
stant silence—* Gentlemen "—he thundered out, at the same time
starting to his feet and striking the table with his enormous fist—
“ This is disgraceful and exceedingly unbecoming the gravity of a
meeting like the present; your conduct, I take leave to tell you, has
Jjust now been more like that of a party of besotted bacchanals hailing
the entrance of a ocouple of boon companions, than that of men assem-
bled to deliberate on the best means of resisting the oppressors of
their country and of overthrowing the system of tyramny by which
she has been ruined and degraded. I am as well pleased as any of
you,” continued father Kenney, « to see these two gentlemen
us, bat I certainly highly disapprove of the indecorous and unbecom-
ing levity with whic were received—so unfitting time, place
and circomstance.” Having thus delivered himself, father Ken
resumed his seat, and with as much kindness in his manner as his
nature would permit, welcomed Seymour’s arrival. Terence, for whose
talents and judgment he enmnmb&-ost profound contempt, he
acknow merel a slight recognition. Terence per-
ceived ﬁ;h‘s:‘;nt of i olsnh which was evimced towards him, '::rd
it not only recalled, but greatly added to the dislike with which he
had always viewed the stern and unsocial character of father Keaney
~—a character so greatly at ites with his own. The cold indi.
cation of recognition, with which the priest greeted him, he returned
with another equally cold and still more haughty ; and he would with
all the fiery and headlong impetuosity of his disposition have imstant
ly picked a quarrel with the rebel leader, had he not been restrained
by a significant look from his friend Seymour, who had continued to
in an ascendancy over him which no -other human being possessed.
ﬁmnur and Teremnce had been previously acquainted with
every individual of thepa:ttzintbemm: most of them were of the
rank of gentlemen by birth and education, but there were some
t them whose only claim to that title was their wealth. They
were all, with the exception of father Kenney, young men, or at least
comparatively 80, none of them exceeding p y thirty-two years of
age. Full of enthusiasm for the cause in which they were embarked,
sanguine of its success and tetally regardless of the danger with
which it was asseciated,—they were, in short, a band of choice Irish
zi:'u, brave, generous, noisy and thoughtless; every man amongst
, with some slight shades of difference, a ition of the cha-
racter of Terence Sullivan. The lul.ﬂ»i of latter therefore,
when he found himself in sach congénial society, will be more readily
conceived than described. The first salutations over, Seymeur and
Terence took their seats at the council board—a rough fir table prop-
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ed up with two lange pieces of turf at one end, and supperted at the
rt:er in somne measure by the knees of the.persons seated there, who

found from experience that its. own legs were not to be trusted
Quietness having been restored by father Kenney’s speech, that reve-
rend. person proceeded to relate to Seymbur what had been done by
the council previous to his arrival. “There have been two impor-
tant points, Mr. Conway,” he said, “under our.eonsideration this
evening ;—the one, whether we should instantly attack the town of
~—— where there is a strong body of king's troops and several com-
ies of the True Blues of Tinnehely quartered, and also, as we have
informed, a party of the Shilellah company of yeomen;—the
other, whether we should wait where we are, 2?: the approach of the
Marquis of Huntly who is within a_day’s march of us with al
force and several pieces of artillery. My own opinion, Mr. Conway, 1s,
that we should keep the vantage ground we have: the position is an
exoellent one ; and with the resolute fellows by which it is occupied,
altogether impregnable. I should therefore be for remaining where
we are, until we gain a sufficient accession of numbers to enable us to
march through the country with a force strong enough to resist everyef.
fort which may be directed against us. Inshort, Mr. Conway, I would
bave, if possible, one large concentrated and organized body of men
capable of meeting our enemies in a regular pitched battle, and not to
be thus wasting our strength in partial conflicts and that stragglins
warfare which can have nq effect on the main issue of the contest, an
by which, if centinued, we must eventually be put down. Our cause,
r. Conway, must be decided rapidly and by great and decisive blows,
if we expect a favourable t, and not by protracted hostilitiea.
Our poor men are neither paid nor in any way provided for, and
must therefore be soon wearied out with a war which brings misery
and starvation on themselves and their families. Our enemies, on the
other hand, are both well paid and well provisioned ;—war is their
trade, and individually they care not how long it continues; and the
government which they serve is rich enough to keep them in the
field for years, if it be found nec . Besides all these considera-
tions, Mr. Conway,” continued father Kenney, « in favour of our keep-
ing our present poeition until we shall have acquired sufficient strength
to strike a decisive blow,—it is obvious, that if the attack on is
determined upon, we shall have two battles to fight in place of one.
We must first drive the troops from the town, immediately after
sustain the attack of the Marquis of Huntly. Now, by keeping our
R‘rueut ground, one affair will in all probability decide it. Al this,
r. Conway,” added father Keaney, “I have already stated to the
gentlemen present, but they differ from me in opinion, and are one
and all decidedly for the measure of attacking the town ;—pray, what
do you say, Mr. Conway?" “Och by all manner of means attack
the town to be sure !” shouted out Terence, forgetting for the moment
his dislike of the speaker and overlooking, in his eagerness to come to
blows with the enemy, the circumstance of the interrogations not
being addressed to him. “ When your opinion, Mr. Sullivan, is asked,”
said father Kenney, laying a contemptuous emphasis on the pronoun
and knitting his. heavy eye-brows as he spoke,— and which must be
when we stand much in need of adviee indeed, yom shall be heard ;—
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till then, however, I will thank you, sir, to allow those to snswer whe
are questioned.” “ By heaven !” exclaimed Terence starting to his feet
with a determination, though rather a vague one, to commit violence,
“ there’s never prince nor peasant nor man living who shall insult
Terence Sullivan with impunity. So father Kenney, I insist
u“eon you giving me this instant the satisfaction of a gentleman.

e'll just step out a bit. Some of our friends here will do us the
favour of lending us a couple of pistols and well settle the matter in
a twinkling.” The %rievous impropriety, though by no means unpro-
voked, into which Terence’s impetuosity had burried him in thus
challenging to mortal combat a minister of the holy catholic religion,
was instantly brought to his recollection by those around him ; the
whole party almost simultaneously starting to their feet and surround.
ing the challenger, whom with more of a friendly than an angry feel-
img they one and all, and nearly all in the same instant, proceeded with
much vehemence of manner to lecture on the impropriety of his con-
duct—soothing, exgstulating and reprobating mearly in the same
breath. Terence, fairly worried down by the neisy importunities of
his assailants, after making several ineffectual attempts to procure &
hearing in hisown defence, resigned his claim to the satisfaction which
he had demanded and allowed himself to be quietly replaced in his
seat at the table. During this scene of confusion and uproar, father
Kenney kept his place, contemplating with a look of imperturbable
gravity mg an expression of the mest profound contempt for the
cause of the distur the exertions which were making to dis-
suade Terence from his sanguinary resolution. When the latter had
first challenged bim, -he had expressed his scorn of the challenger and
regardlessness of his resentment by a loud pshaw of derision, accom-

nied by a sudden elevation of the corners of his upper lip, which
sufficiently shewed in what estimation he held the hostility of his an-
tagonist, and during the struggle which ensued to prevent Terence
from proceeding to violence, he had occasionally evinced his total in-
difference to the result by brief and impatient expressions of contempt.
Father Kenney, who was a man of gigantic stature and felt his im-
measurable superiority in point of physical strength over his chal-
lenger, was-equally conscious that his eourage was not inferior, and he
entertsined, besides, a high opinien of the respect and revereace due
to his sacred calling. These considerations, operating on a baughty
but well regulated mind, prevented him from feeling any thing like
resentment at Terence’s intemperate conduct and from harbouring
the most remote idea of revenging it by personal collision. Order bav-
ing been again restored in the apartment, father Kenney repeated the

uestion which he had already put to Seymour, and he repeated it in

1tllle same t:al:I tone r::;l inTthe sul:»e t;edat::f :lnd unrufled manner, as
if nothing had occurred. Through a fear of drawing too largely u
the patiegnce of our readers, we will not enter im;og any detailyof m
discussion which now took place on the subjects spoken of by father
Kenney, but content ourselves with stating, that Seymour, and soon
afterwards the whole party, fully conc with the warlike church-
man in all his views regarding their future proceedings.

The business of the meeting being finally settled, it was p
by one of the party that the proceedings of the evening should be
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wound up with a jug of whisky punch. To this proposal all, with
the exoe;]))ti()n of father Kenney, readily agreed and nearly in the
same breath declared that they would make their quarters , that
is, that they would spend the night where they were, leave to.
morrow to shift for itself. Father Kenney, after some ineffectual at-
tempts to dissuade the wild reckless spirits with whom he was asso-
ciated from their intended potations, and after resisting frequent and
urgent invitations to join them, retired from the a; nt, alleging
that he had matters to look after at the camp which would not per-
mit of his remaining any longer amongst them. Seymour would have
followed his example, as he thought neither the time nor place, nor
the circnmstances in which they stood at all appropriate for such in
dulgence, but the whole party, one and all declared that they would
not permit him to leave the apartment, and several of them, amongst-
whom was Terence, evinced their determination to secure him, whether
he would or not, by placing their backs to the door. Seeing that it
would be vain to attempt to carry his point either by force or persua-
sion, Seymour resigned himself to his fate, and soon saw, with no
small fear for the result, the table covered with the various materials
necessary for concocting that exhilarating, edifying and truly national
beverage yclept whisky punch. < Is this now the right thing, Mrs,
Mallony, my jewel?” said Terence, who had been unanimously ap..
pointed to the high dignity of brewer-general for the party. < Is this
the right thing ?” he said, raising up the lid of a pewter measure of
whisky which she had just placed upon the table. < In troth an’ its
just the same, your honour,” replied mine hostess of the Half-moon
and Wheelbarrow, curtseying politely as she spoke ; « There’s not a
drop of prettier liquor in the whole county, for the never a bapp’eth
of J'utv was ever paid on it as I'm an honest woman.” ¢ Och, you
little devil you,” replied Terence, as he emptied the liquor in question
into a huge jug which stood beside him ready to receive it,— an’
that’s the thing that has given it such a beautiful flavour, Mrs. Mal.-
lony: it's just the death of whisky to pay the duty on it.” At the
instant the whole party were startled by a sudden burst of soliloquy
from some one in the kitchen of the Half-moon and Wheelbarrow.
The feeling of alarm which this unexpected noise created was however
soon allayed by the speaker’s making the subject of his meditations
more intelligible as he proceeded. Och by the powers and I'm the.
boy for bewitching them,” exclaimed the unknown orator, amongst
other miscellaneous remarks which could not be so accurately ascer-
tained. “ Och an’ there’s never a one of them,” he continued, « can-
touch Serjeant Shannon at winning the affections of the fair sex,—

A aoldier’s life’s a merry, merry life,
And it’s just the life for e, my boys ;
His knapsack for a home, and his musket for a wife,
And the devil a care has he, my boys,—
And the devil a care has he.”

A shout of laughter from the party in the room, followed this sin-
lar melange of prose and Yoetry. The speaker had now discovered
imself, and was immediately recognized by those in the adjoining
room, to all of whom he was personally known. We need not add,. .
VOL. I. . : 2x
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that the soliloquist was no other than Serjeant Shaanon himself who,
overcome with love and whisky, had availed himself of his mistress’
temporary absence to indulge in:"xrllusin the sentiments which we
have just recorded, and which, it wi i y:;erceived, bore refer-
ence at once to his suit with his fair hostess his old profession of
arms. Whilst delivering himself of the various matter of which
these were composed, the veteran sat with his elbow resting on the
table beside him and his head reclining on his band, his right
foot luxuriously planted on one side of the fire place, and his chair
thrown a little backwards so as to bring the centre of gravity into
the two hind legs. It was thus placed then, and with a tobacco pipe a
z:id long i‘l: his mouth, that the gallant Se?eant g:;e \lrletllxt to his

ings as he gazed on the fire which was burning bri before
him, 8'°w in his own reflections, he neither recollecus thl:% chre were
any other persons in the house besides himself, nor did he hear, or at
least appear to comprehend. the shout which his soliloquy had elicited,
for he went on at intervals with his mental communngs, wholly un-
conscious of their utterance being overheard. <« Who the devil have
we got here, Mrs. Mallony?” aans Terence, addressing the former on
the first burst of the Serjeant’s eloquence reaching the apartment.
“ Och, and who should it be, your honour, but that foolish man, Ser-
jeant Shannon, who has been taking a small drop too much !” replied
Mrs. Mallony, blushing intensely as she spoke, and at the same time
making an attempt, which was instantly frustrated by one of the party,
to get out of the room, in order to prevent the Serjeant from proeee«i.
ing with his reflections, lest something more should escape him than
she cared should be heard by those in the house. Being, however, at
length released, Mrs. Mallony hastened out of the apartment, drew
the door carefully behind her, and the voice of the Serjeant was
heard no more.

The party in the room now proceeded to discuss the huge jug of
whisky toddy, which Terence had manufactured and which met with
that general approbation so flattering to a philanthropic brewer, who
has nothing but the gratification of his constituents at heart and who
is above the selfish meanness of surreptitiously popping an extra lump
of sugar into the jug, merely to gratify his own particular predilection
for sweet drink, totally regardless of the wry faces and other expres-
sions of loathing whir.{ the first smack of the clammy luscious liquor
produces amongst the innocent victims of his villainy. Terence, as
we have observed, was superior to this dishonourable dealing ; he pro-
duced a fair marketable article, and found in consequence a large,
steady and regular demand. Jug after jug disappeared : the faces of
the party begnn to wax red ; the conversation became thick, loud and
undistinguishable. 8et speeches full of patriotism, politics and blar-
ney were beginning to prevail, each speaker, after being listened to
for a moment, and for 2 moment only, Eing pulled down by his coat
tails to make room for another who felt himself smitten with the

loquendi, and who was in his turn as unceremoniously reseated
by bis next neighbour. Songs and witticisms and humourous re-
partees, mingled with some attempts at graver matters, also lent their
aid to keep np the hilarity of the hour. Notwithstanding, however,
this appearance of mirth and sociality, there might occasionally be
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reeived, as the night wore on, certain incipient symptoms of schism
in the party—such as would probably have ind a quiet peace-liv-
ing onlooker, had one been there, to ejaculate underql‘llils breath the
ious wish-—that “all might end well.” In .short, private matters
tween individuals gradually found their way amongst things of
general interest, and these had already in more than one instance
excited a degree of choler not at all in keeping with the gengral har-
mony of the scene. If any actual breach of the peace, however, had
yvet been contemplated, which we by no means insinuate, it was now
prevented, pro tempore at least, by a sudden rapping at the door of the
apartment and a slight shuflling noise as of a hand wandering over
the door in search of the latch or handle. The latter was at
length found. The door opened and in walked father Mulligan, and
a‘mbably never man met with a more hearty or a more cordial welcome.
he jovial priest was well known to every individual in the room.
They all knew and appreciated his worth,—for worth he had and that
in no small measure, notwithstanding his somewhat irregular habits
and pl;?)ensities—his over fondness for the liquor of life-—the eye
water of St. Patrick—his only fault. “Och you ¥oung rogues, you!”
exclaimed father Mulligan, when the first burst of the noisy rapturous
welcome, with which he had been hailed, subsided—*¢is it this wick-
ed work you're after at this blessed time of the morning. Did’'nt I
feel the flavour of your blackguard potation there all the way at the
camp, and that’s a good two miles off. <Hah! hah ! says I, holding
up my nose to the wind like a pig in a storm, <and there’s some one
not a2 hundred leagues off making a jug of whisky toddy. I must
find him out,” says I, ‘and do all in my power to dissuade him from
such evil practices;” and with that, you rogues, you—I marched as
straight to the door of your apartment with the flavour of your
whisky punch in my nostrils, as if I had walked all the way between
two stone walls, each of them a mile in height and not a yard asun-
der.” By this time, half a dozen chairs were evacuated by their
former occupants, who now surrounding father Mulligan uproariously
pressed him to accept of one of them. y, however, left him no time
to make any selection in this particular, but uniting their efforts
fairly instalied him by kindly violence, and with much noisy and
m(a)ni shouts of triumph, into the chair at the head of the table.
“ you dogs, -you,” said the jovial priest, placing his hands to his
sides after he taken, or rather had been thrust into, his seat,
“you havat left a whole bone in my body ;—you have squaized me,
ou rogues, as flat as a crown-piece. Terence, mz " continued
ther Mulligan—his face now ten.ming with delight and in the cor-
ner of whose eye there lurked an expression of good-natured humour
which of itself ¢set the table in a roar,—if you would save my life,
il me up a glass of that whisky toddy of yours.” <« That I'll do
with all the p?euure in the world, father,” replied Terence, “al-
though it were fifty leagues to the bettom and there was never a bot-
tom to it after all. There, father,” he continued, now pouring the
liquor into the priest’s glass,—¢ there's a brimmer of as pretty an
article as your reverence could have conscience to ask for.” < Ah you
young dog, you,” replied father Mulligan, raising his glass while he
spoke,  you know poor father Mulligan's. weak side as well as yoa
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know a cow from a farthing candle. It's my conscience, you rogue,
that's the botheration of me—the tender part of my constitution.
Then here’s to ye all in a bundle, you wicked dogs, you,” added the
jovial priest tossing off his glass—a salutation which was immediately
returned by the most tumultuous acknowledgements. < Here's to
you, father Mulligan,—long life to you, father Mulligan,—success to
vou, father Mulligan”—was shouted out from all sides and almost
simultaneously. The ceremony of father Mulligan’s induction to the
revelries of the night got over and at least comparative quiet restored,
matters went on much as before. Father Mulligan, however, in a
short time began to exhibit symptoms of a relapse into his old com-
plaint, for he?&d been plied with three to one in order to bring him
to a level with the rest of the party. The trim of the reverend priest
being well known to those around him, he was now judged to be in
fine condition for indulging them with a song, a favour which, after
a few nods and winks from the party, Terence, as master of the cere-
monies, took the liberty of soliciting. “ A song, you peen you,”
replied the jolly father throwing himself luxuriantly backwards. in his
‘chair and contemplating the roof for an instant, as if to recall some
lines suitable for the occasion. “Why that I will to be sure. Ili
give you a small matter of my own,—written expmsaly for funeral
parties where there’s any thing like life going on.” Having said this,
father Mulligan started to his feet, raised his glass aloft, and looking
the very personification of hilarity, shouted forth—

We're all good fellows, merry fellows,==
‘We're all good fellows round about ;

We envy neither King nor lord,

When seated by our jug of stout.

When the jug is full, our hearts are high;
When its empty—pray what then ?
Why then, my friends, with right good will
We fill it up again,
We fill it up again.
We're all good fe]llows, &c. &c.

The priest’s song was received with thunders of applause and with
such violent demonstrations of approbation on the table as threatened
the destruction of every article upon it ; but alas! how short-lived are
all sublunary enjoyments, and how frail a thing is human happiness!
Scarcely the half of one little hour had elapsed since the burst of joy-
ous merriment, consequent on father Mulligan’s song, had resounded
through the apartment, when the deemeon of discord, envious of so much
felicity, thrust his ugly phiz into the very midst of the revellers.

«I say by the bye, i‘lr. Duncannon”—exclaimed Mr. Neil O‘Don-
ovan across the table with an expression of countenance that argued
every thing but love or affection for the party to whom he addressed
himself—¢ was'nt it cursed ungentale of you now to ask me the other
day for payment of the dirty small matter between us. I don’t think
it was using me like a gentleman at all at all, Mr. Duncannon ; and
I appail to the present company whether it was a civil turn or not.”
The interlocutor to this appeal was nem.oom., “that it was a most
ungentlemanly thing to ask any gentleman for payment of an account ;”
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and some hints were thrown out by several of the company that the
imsult could only be wi})ed away by a hostile meeting of the parties.
Others, however, were of opinion that an apology from Mr. Duncannon
ought to be considered as an ample atonement for his indiscretion.
The discussion’ of this point gradually increased in warmth and
vehemence, until at length the whole Jm.rty were thrown into the
most dreadful confusion, every one endeavouring to talk down his
neighbour when he found that he could not by fair reasoning convince
him of the seundness of his own particular view of the case. In short,
a hubbub of the most serious and inextricable kind instantly took
place ; eg]as&es, jugs and bottles were every moment overturned and
smashed by the vehemence with which the speakers followed up their
arguments by bringing their clenched fists in contact with the table.
In the meantime, the principals had themselves very nearly come to an
understanding as to the manner of settling the point at issue. “An
apology ! shouted out Mr. Charles Duncannon, 4 smart gentlemanly-
looking little man about probably seven and twenty {ears of age,—
“an apology I” he roared out with an expression of the utmost con-
tempt, when this mode of arranging the matter had been proposed,—
“no, by heavens! I'll apologize to no man for any thing. IfI can’t
have my money, I'll have satisfaction; and that’s the same thing
and as good to me as the money any day.” “ And it’s that same you'll
have Presentl , Mr. Duncannon,” replied Mr. Neill O‘Donovan, * and
we'll Just settle it across the table here, there’s no use of disturbing
the harmony of the party by going out of the room.” There are pro-
bably few but Mr. O‘Donovan himeelf who could have seen either the
force or the propriety of the remark. At the instant he spoke of the
barmony of the party, the room was in the most dreadful uproar, and
how the sociality of the party was to be maintained by fighting a duel
in the midst of them, that gentleman alone, we believe, could explain.

“Where are the crackers?” now shouted out Duncannon. <« Can
any gentleman here favour me with the loan of a brace for a few mi-
nutes? I say Terence, Terence”—he added, going up to that gentle-
man who was at that moment engaged in hot and loud dispute with
his right-hand neighbour—*“1I say Terence,” he repeated, shaking
him by the shoulder, in order to gain his attention, then wholly
engrossed by the discussion in which he was involved— will you be my
second in this affair?” ¢Och, my dear fellow, Duncannon,” replied
the latter, on turning round and learning the nature of the application
which was made-to gim, ““and that I would with all pleasure in the
world, but I'm just engaged as a principal myself to this gentleman’
—reclining his head towards the person to whom he had been speak-
ing—« ang cannot accept your very obliging offer.” In short, it now
turned out, ‘on similar applications being made to others, that there
was not a man in the room, with the exception of Seymour and father
Mulligan, who had not a duel on his hands. The truth is, that the
whole party had not only lost sight of the principals in the
commotion which had taken place, but also of the original subject-mat-
ter of debate: yet so successfully had they cultivated the hostile feel-
ing which it had elicited, that they were now as regularly paired off*
for fighting as if it had been for a country dance; and certainly the
glee, with which it was gone about, much more resembled a prepara-
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tion for the latter, than the former event. The whole party now sl-
lied out to a little green plot in front of Mrs. Mallony’s cottage, in
order to settle their differences by an appeal to tilmptmder. On
reaching the ground, however, it was discovered that there wasa
scarcity of pistols,—there were six couple, and only two pair of fairly
matched weapons. Under these circumstances, it was found neces-
sary to decide the business by turns. An arrangement was therefore
made, that so soon as one couple had fired, they were to lend their pis-
tols to another, and so on, till every gentleman had had his tarn in
the pastime.

This point settled, the parties took their ground, and the business
began. Fortunately the condition they were in—every man of them
being less or more affected by the evening’s debauch—rendered them
whoﬁy unfit to take any thing like a decisive aim. The consequence
was, to the great disappointment of the parties themselves, that not a
single shot out of the whole took effect. When the last couple had
fired, Seymour and father Mulligan conceiving it a favourable oppor-
tunity for again interfering—for they had already attempted a recon-
ciliation to no purpose—now stepped in between the combatants, and
the calls of honour being now satisfied by an exchange of shots, not
only succeeded in futting an end to the contest, but in generating
the most brotherly love amongst the fiery and reckless, though gene-
rous spirits, who were the objects of their solicitude. Always in ex-
tremes, they now took each other by the arm, and shouting cut mu-
tual love and friendship, returned to the apartment which they had
left, to discuss another jug of Mrs. Mallony’s whisky punch.

——

THE CAGED LARK.

BY DELLA CRUSCA.
L

Birp of the sky! it were far more meet
That the minstrel’s hand replace thee

In the earth’s green vales, where thy song might greet
The breeze that was wont to embrace thee ;

Than that thou shouldst beat thy fluttering breast
’Gainst the bars of thy cheerless dwelling ;

Or cow’r thee lorn, with a drooping crest,
When thy notes subdued are telling

Of the purpled morn, when thy dewy wing
Bore thee up, like a s, o¥ glory,

To the throne of God, with thy matin hymn,
While the white sunny clouis swam o’er thee.

II.

Bird of the sky! while ye lowly sit
In the pri:]:z ye now inherit,
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T look upon you as an emblem fit
Of the weary and broken spirit

That a sinful world has shut out from God,
And the blessed light of heaven ;

Till the mind has become a dreary blank,
Where no ray of truth is given

To lighten the faint and fettered soul,
When the star of hope is clouded,

‘That beamed o’er ts far-off home of rest,
Which sin hath in darkness shrouded.

IIL

Bird of the sky ! while the earth laughs out,
And the stream leaps on in gladness,

Thou shalt rise again as a holy thought,
From thy prisou-house of sadness ;

And wing thy flight to the gates of bliss
With liberty’s song so tender,

Till far from my sight ye seem to melt
In the pure and delightful splendour,

‘That wells so bright from the fount of light,
The blue calm of ether wreathing ;

Like the soft sunshine of a seraph’s soul,
On the bosom of Mercy breatiing.

IV.

Bird of the sky! ye are free again,
And away 'mong the grey clouds winging:
And deep is my joy to behold thee there,
And to list to thy clear sweet singing ;
For now to the eye of faith ye seem
Like a soul on its way to heaven,
To summer high on the hills of God,
Where the fulness of bliss is given
To the tried and believins ones on earth,
Whose anguish and grief could never
Dispel from their thoughts that land of light,
here their spirits have gone for ever!

————

BORDER CHARACTERS.
SKETCH OF THE REV. EDWARD IRVING.
BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

Epwarp IrviNe was born about forty-three years ago, in the town
of Annan in Dumfriesshire ; where his father still lives, and former-
ly carried on the business of a tanner. After finishing the routine 'of
his college studies, and entering probationer, he crossed the Queep 8-
ferry, and taking up the birch, which he resolved should be no idle
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instrument in his hand,—the future orator, enthusiast and fanatic,
became dominie in the ¢ lang town o’ Kirkaldy.' And full soon

¢ The boding tremblers learned to trace,
The day's disasters in bis morniog face,’

which frowned ¢ dark as Erebus,” and showed
¢ No light, bat rather darkness visible;’
and most truly

¢ A man severe he was and stern to view.’

The mild method of Professor Pillans, and the beautiful system of
Infant Schools, would have been regarded by the rigid-discipline-lor-
ing-dominie of Kirkaldy as heresies not less abominable and prepos-
terous in a school-room, than those of his own fair babblers, Miss Camp-
bell and Company, are confessed to be in the church, by every person
who is not a knave, or an idiot. The taws, the rack, the birch, wring-
ing of ears, thrusting up the chimney, boppil:‘g for hours upon
the same foot,—are only a few of his practices and inventions in the
art of torture and punishment. To record all,

¢ The longest sammer day wogld be too short.’

The imps that tortured Caliban were so many mercies in the con-
trast. His method of instruction, like his preaching, was by main
Jorce, and being an excellent scholar himselz by main force he made
several excellent scholars in Kirkaldy. He forced dunces to learn
whether they could or not ; and in other instances made genius inca-

able of learning. At length on his being appointed assistant to Dr.
halmers, who was then in Glasgow, the bare-legged tremblers of
the school escaped with joy from his ¢ reign of terror.’

After he arrived in London, and was appointed to the Caledonian
Church in Cross-street, Hatton Garden, crowding thousands throng-
ed from all parts of the city, to stare, gape and wonder at the singu-
lar man and his original orations. %‘ahe first exhibition I went to
witness, no sooner were the doors opened, than the body of the church
was crammed,—the galleries groaned,—and the passages were wedged
with breathing beings. Canning and Bruugham sat in front of the
pulpit hob-a-nob with each other,—here sat Basil Montague, his coun-
tenance seeming to say—the man of God—the admired of all ad-
mirers, is my friend,'—and there sat honest Allan Cunningham,
waiting his approach,—yea, Honourables and Rt. Honourables, Peers
and Peeresses were sprinkled over the congregation like raisinsin a
Christmas loaf. Into the midst of this motley assembly stalked a
huge, bony figure, whom the audience might have bowed down and
served, without infringing on the literal reading of the second com-
mandment. He was six feet high, and broad-shouldered,—a mass of
a man moving in a piece. The covering of his outward person was
after the fashion of the old school, plain and outlandish. His skin
and countenance were yellow and leathery ; his whiskers bushy, black
and enormous ;—his shaggy bair divided a la nazarene, and falling in
uncouth clusters upon his shoulders. His eyes!—aye ! —there lies
the difficulty of description,—they looked to the ceiling, the floor,
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and the four corners of the charal at one and the same instant!—
He drew himself up to his full height,—the most unpolished-looking
piece of humanity that ever ‘wagged a pow in a poopit.’ He open-
ed his lips ;—his accent was as unpolished as his person ; it was pro-
vincial, harsh, grating and disagreeable. It was ﬁ(e a heavily laden
waggon passing over a road newly macadamized |—His language, or
composition, was a jumbling together and a transposing of partici-
ples, adjectives and new-made verbs,—a sort of new edition of Ossian
with additions, or the rules of Syntax run mad. His action was ve-
hement and overwhelming. He poured forth a torrent at the full
pitch of his thundering voice, swung his long right arm round and
round his head, and ever and anon made it hurl upon the cushion
like a sledge hammer,

¢ Till roof an’ rafters a’ did dirl!”

Or crouching together like a tyger ready to spring upon its prey,—
his wild eyes rivetted, his voice deepening, and the power and solem-
nity of his subject increasing, as he crouthed closer and closer toge-
ther, with his hands raised above his head, till the climax of his
arfument being ready to burst forth, he sprang forward, and pell mell
fell his clenched fists upon the Bible, like the lusty blows of a brawny
blacksmith.

He is one of the most logical reasoners I ever heard; and all his
arguments are deduced with the power and closeness of a mathema-
tical demonstration. But while we admire the frequent magnificence,
the apparent strength and fitness of parts of the f;lbric he has reared,
we are aware that his premises have been taken for granted, and that
the building he has erected in such exquisite proportions is without
foundation, and like his fantastic theories, is merely a baseless fabric.

With all his folly,—all his eccentricity,—and all his fanaticism—
not to call it by a worse name—Irving, in a limited sphere, is the
most powerful—the most effective orator I have heard either in the
pulpit or out of the pulpit. Again and again, while the Bible and
common sense told me he was merely giving vent to the effervescence
of a diseased imagination, I have felt the flesh creep and tremble on
my bones, and the hair on my head move. He will not speak a quar-
ter of an hour, till you are convinced, the rough accent, the fierce
manner, the wild langyage, and the wilder looking man were all made
for each other,—and form an orator in some respects as powerful as
the whole are singular or individually ridiculous. He has few claims
to true originality, and his principle merely is a determination to be
like no one else. Still fewer are his claims to the qualities of a truly
eloquent man. He can neither affect the heart nor convince the head ;
he can only throw a whirlwind around the imagination, or keep a con-
tinual thunder-storm before it. Almost the only quality he possesses,
which comes within the region of true eloquence, is earnestness. True
eloquence is the tongue of poetry, it is unto it as Aaron was unto
Moses. Itis poetry bursting forth, and flashing among the multitude.
It :~ - try’s shout of welcome in the embrace of freedom. I do not
mean the rhetorical whimperings trimmed by an Aristotle ;—4e
was learned in philosoPhy,—-lwned in words,—learned in verse,
—but he was ignorant in poetry, he was the enemy of elozquence.

VOL. I r
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He af ted to forge chains for the invisible soul,—to prescribe
rules for the limitless mind,—to set a depth and a breadth upon the
feelings of the human heart. Poetry slndnned ined his trammels. It
knows every name but the name of a slave, and it would not be the
slave of a critic:—it forsook the walks of his tyrannic school, and
eloguence fled in company with its mother and its guide. To lay
down laws for mry is to lay down laws for feeling,—and do you
meed to be told to weep?—Do you meed to be told how to sigh ?
—Cannot passion glow on the cheek, beam from the eye, or bound
from the hand, without the artificial, the cold, the insipid dogmas of
the pedant, which have assumed the place of eloquence? Freedom is
the nurse of Poetry, and eloquence rests her head upon her breast.
Poetry may visit the heart of a slave, but eloquence never dwelt upon
his tongue,—or he was a slave no longer. It is true that for the
words which have burst from his spirit, they may bow down his
body with chaing,—they m; bury it in the darkness of dungeons,
~but he who dares to say—J am free! is not—cannot be a bons:an,
for his soul laughs at the fetters, and
¢ Brightest in dungeons—Liberty! thou art,—

For there thy babitation is the heart !™
In a word, Poetry and Eloquence will only flourish with a free peo-
ple, and under a free constitution. And it is from this cause that the
pulpits and senate of Britain have exhibited examples of poetic elo-
quence, rivalling Greece in her glory,—Rome in her pride. As has
been said, the only claim that Irving has to any portion in this de-
scription of Eloquence, is in his passionate earnestness. I am indeed
inclined to give him credit for sincerity through all the stages of his
folly but the last, and there also I will give iim the benefit of m
doubts. He is not only by nature an enthusiast, but his morbid imagi-
nation is too powerful and extravagant for his judgment; and being
guided by it, every Willo’-the-wisp of his brain, to him becomes

‘¢ Confirmation strong as holy writ.”
Like all religious enthusiasts, he is a compound of piety and absur-
dity. And while I do believe him in the main, to be not only sincere,
but zealously sincere,—if I can do so without involving a contradic-
tion, I would add—public notoriety is his idol, singularity the temple
in which he worships, and novelty the sacrifice he offers up. In con-
clusion, Irving is a mixture of the christiun—the man of genivs—and
the chariatan. .

——

VERSES,
’ Written in the Vale of Yarrow.

BY D. J. LIETCH.

WaHo hath not felt the magic spell,
Which in our olden measures dwell,
A music quaint and wild ?
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Who doth not feel his bosom bound— .
To tread some ancient battle ground,
With cairns of chieftains pil'd ?

Though centuries enshroud the tale,
Who doth not weep to hear the wail
Some grey-haird minstrel sings ?
For grief is an undying flower, :
Which, water'd by ug: passing shower
Of feeling,—freshly springs !

Even I, whose visions all are gone,
Whose dreams of fame with youth have flown,
Feel o’'er my swelling breast—
Amid these scenes, beneath these ekies,
Throbbings of other times arise
I deem’d were all at rest.

Dark rolls the fatal Yarrow’s stream,

Beneath the moon’s inconstant beam ;
And in her fitful tone,

She seems to mingle with the blast

A lover’s wail of ages past—
A song of sorrows gone |—*

In yonder shadowy spectral keep
That stands upon the mountain steep,

So like an aged warrior’s ghost |—
Fair Mary Scorr has held her bower ;
And yonder faded like a « flower,”—

Her slaughter'd lover lost.

The Douglas burn, behind yon height

That rises, kiss'd by the moonlight,
8o bright and fair to see—

Beheld scene, 80 often told

By wandering minstrel frail and old,
The Douglas Tragedie !

8t. Mary’s lake, in dream-like peace
Wrapt in the shadow’d hills’ embrace,
Lies silent, still and lone ;
Scotland has not another scene
So bright, so fair, so wild I ween
As now 1 gaze upon.

*Tis hallow’d by the m%l;? dead,
By dark events of ages fled,
By beauty, grief and song!

® The sorrows of Mary Scott, * the Flower of Yarrow,” are the theme of many
of our most exquisite ballads.
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, And living genius in its power,
The mightiest of the ‘Ewnt hour
Has trod these wilds among !

The clanging hoof, the wild deer’s tread,
The deadly strife, the carnage red,

The stately hunting train—
Gay glittering through the greenwood trees,
Have pass'd like murmurs of the seas—

Or but in song remain.—

Where trooper shot across the s
With lance out-stretch’d,—the silent sheep
In starry clusters lie!
Gone are the glittering princely throng
Mourn’d only by that funeral song,—
The plaintive plover’s cry.

Yet is not Yarrow’s glory veil'd,
For he, whom nature’s self hath hail'd
Her darling Shepherd bard !—
Has twin’d his name in deathless green
With Mary Scorr and ScoTLAND’S QUEENR
In strains o’er Scotia heard.

May Heaven its choicest blessings pour
Upon his little cottage bower
hite rising o’er the stream !
And while the Yarrow seeks the main,
His memory and his song remain
Bright as the noonday beam !

——

SPECIMENS OF THE GERMAN NOVELISTS.
No. IL—ST. ANDREW'’S EVE.

( Freely translated from the German of Frederick Baron de la Motte
Fougue.)

BY N. D. STENHOUSE, A. M.

“Br dissuaded, Barbara,” said Margaret to her young friend.
“Oh do not tamper with evil spirits! Your fate has, ind been a
happy one. Besides, it is always a duty to be contented.”

bara was a light-hearted, lively girl, who had never felt any pri-
vation. Her native town, Magdeburg, had been stormed and demo.
lished a few years before ; but, at that time, she was on a visit to a
distant cuuntry, and even this event had scarcely cost her a pang.
She was now lodging along with her wealthy parents, in the upper
storey of a house, which was all that Margaret’s mother, who had
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been left @ widow at an early age, had saved from the wreck of a
handsome fortune. The two girls, however, kept up a firm friendship,
though their circumstances were so different, and though their dispo-
sitions were, if possible, still more different, except in a good ground-
work of piety and kind-heartedness. They used to visit each other
dternstef every evening, and, at the time we are ?eaking of, the
widow had gone out to inquire for a sick person, and they were sit-
til;lg together at the fire-side in her little room, and plying the dis-
taff with great assiduity.— What is it, after all?” said Barbara in
reply to Margaret’s anxious exhortation. It is just one of aunt
Susan’s old-fashioned notions and nothing more.” I am not pleased
with aunt Susan,” said Margaret, “and much less with her old-fa-
shioned notions. What an idea! To go into a dark room, on St.
Andrew's Eve, and ask with mystical words and gestures who is to
be your husband, that you may get spirits to personify him! Bar-
bara, the thing condemns itse{;. Who knows what monsters you
might bring up! And only consider how awful these times are. It
is scarcely three years since the cruel Tilly reduced our beautiful
town to dust and ashes,—only a few houses near the venerable cathe-
dral have been spared,—and it is a mercy indeed, that ours is among
the number.” < Well, then,” said Barbara smiling, ¢ the house
seems to have something fortunate about it, and this is an encourage-
ment to run such a risk.” “I do not think so,” replied Margaret.
¢ Whenever I pass through Magdeburg, and see the half-shattered,
half-burned houses, and tall grass in many of the streets, and return
to my own home, which has been so miraculously preserved,—I feel a
strong inclination to throw myself on my knees and to take some vow
upon me,—I am so completely at a loss to express m{ gratitude for

ness 80 overwhelming.” ¢ The affair may well leave a deeper
Impression upon your mind,” said Barbara; “as you were in the
midst of the havock, and made such a narrow escape on the interces-
sion of the venerable Bakius. How truly affecting it must have
been, when be came to the porch and repeated the Latin verses,—
since even the stern Tilly relented, and pardoned the crowds who had
taken refuge in the church! But all this has naturally had less effect
upon me. I was only told of it, you know, a month afterwards, when
I was engrossed with the gaieties of Vienna ; and my parents, too, re-
conciled themselves to what had happened, as they had not been ex-
posed to any danger.” ¢ But what are your feelings,” said Margaret,
“ when you see the death-crosses on the graves of so many young ci-
tizens, who died like Aeroes,—fruitless, alas! as their resistance was?
This I should think, must, at least, draw a tear from every eye.”
“ There is such a scarcity of. lovers, in consequence of all this,” said
Barbara smiling, “ that I wish to know at once, whether I should de-
spair or not. To morrow-night is St. Andrew’s eve. Consider the
matter till then, and accompany me. Good night!” She then left
the room, singing and laughing ; but Margaret burst into tears and
hid her glowing in her handkerchief.

Soon afterwards her mother came home. When she had shut the
door, blown out the lantern-candle, and hung her black velvet hood,
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after carefully brushing it, in its usual place behind the stome, she
sang the following lines:—

«Oh why art thou cast down, my soul,
Why thus, with grief oppress'd,
Art thou disquieted in me?
In God still hope and rest.

“ Be of good courage, and He strength
Unto your heart shall send,

All ye whose hope and confidence
Do on the Lord depend.”

Then perceiving, for the first time, that her daughter was in tears,
she:stroked her moist cheeks, and said, « Has the psalm brought up
painful recollections? Ah, my dear,—I never thought that it would
affect you in this way—you might rather derive the highest consola-
tion from such words as these,

“ Be of good courage, and He strength
Unto your heart shall send.”

“ Be assured, Margaret, that Ae also will be for, im

ursuit of a nobler object, no one could have fallen."—* True ! my
sear mother,” said Margaret; “let us trust that all will yet be well !”
She then kissed her mother's hand and sang the verse mt:nrerfut
composure, while she assisted in extinguishing the fire, both
were offering up their evening prayers in bed when the town-clock
struck ten.

St. Andrew’s Eve arrived ; but in spite of all M s opposition,
aunt Susan kept her ascendancy. She woonirmed up stairs,
and soon after, glided, with a sneer, past Margaret who, with tear-
ful eyes and a beating heart, was standing at the open door and loek-
in%‘l: the silent, glittering scenery of the snow-covered streets.—

bara soon rushed down stairs in the greatest agitation—grasped
Margaret by the arm,—and whispered, as she tottered with her into
the sitting-room, “Ah! my sister, would that I bad takean your
advice! I am undone. A monster is to be my husband !

Margaret endeavoured, as far as she could, to compose her trem-
bling friend ; she also brought smelling-bottles, medicine and every
restorative which her well-regulated house contained. By this
means, Barbara was at last so far recruited, that she was able to re-
late what had befallen her.

“ You must know, Margaret,” said she, that though I did not

itively believe what I bad been told, I shuddered from head to
when aunt Susan left the room. But I cannot describe the
horror I felt, when I pronounced the mysterious words and followed
the other directions which she had given me. Then I heard the
sound of footsteps on the stair-case—yes, I did,—and they were loud |
and heavy like 8 man’s—the door creaked, and a face appeared.”
She covered her face with her hands and trembled violently. ¢ In

1
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bis shrunk hand, the monster bore a lantern, which threw an oblique
light oa his hair, his rolling eyes, and his foaming lips. Art
thou my bride ?” he shrieked out, an openinﬁ his mouth with a con-
vulsive effort, he began to hop round me. He did not remain long,
however, and I collected strength to make my escape. But what
do‘; that signify ? I must be his prey soon or late. Oh, luckless
night !

“ Com ourself,” said Margaret, fixing her eyes on the ground,
with a mml smileand a deepgl;usl: 3« egmposey;ourself, my dear
Barbara; it has not been a spectre, but alas!—a true object of pity
—a maniac. I must tell you his whole history.

“ When the enemy marched against Magdeburg, no one was more
active in mustering the city-soldiers, than the young Lorenz Falk,
who had already given many proofs of a most amiable and heroic
disposition.”

“I recollect him, perfectly,” said Barbara, interrupting her friend.
“When he was a little yellow-haired boy, he used to ]ﬁny with us
before the door in my father's garden. We always called him
Eichkatzchen *, as he sprang up the trees so quickly and fearlessly,
~—is it not the same ?” '

- Margaret gave a nod of assent, and suppressing her tears, she con-
tinued, « That was indeed a happy time.—During the siege, he often
came to our house, as he was stationed near the walls,—not far from
this,—and my mother thought it an honour to have an opportunity of
shewing any kindness to so brave a man. Ah ! Barbara, what a confi-
dence he felt in the Divine protection. He had, in fact, the art of
banishing care from all who d him speak. He only Jaughed at
Tilly and his cannonades, and met the enemy with the spirit of a lion.”

“My dear Margaret,” said Barbara interrupting her, “you have
overheated yourself, in attempting so kindly to allay my fears. Your
cheeks are as red as fire. Remove a little from the hearth.”

Margaret hastily shoved back her chair, and continued, though in
a lower tone of voice. :

““ As he had always been so confident of success, he might be partly
to blame for the inconsiderate conduct of the people, when the enemy
bad apparently withdrawn. Indeed, it cannot be denied, that he
did what he could to encourage the projected festivities, and that in
order to enter upon them with ter spirit, he advised the troo|
in the first place, to take a night's rest. Alas! how suddenly did
the enemy rush upon the slumbering town ! Lorenz Falk fought like
a here ;—eo0 did all his comrades,—and if he was guilty of imprudence,
he atoned for it with his blood. He was found among a heap of dead
bodies, under the smoking rafters of some shattered houses. The
deep gash on his head was at last cured, but his reason had deserted
him, probably before be received the wound, in the heat of his impe-
tuesity and on the sudden overthrow of all his hopes; for, those who
saw him last affirm, that he laughed aloud, and cried out Vieforia !
and said, that he was fighting among the ruins of conquered Rome.

« Every evenlzf he hovers about that part of the wall where he was
formerly stationed, and when I am standing at the door, or sitting at

* Osk-cat.



228 SPECIMENS OF THE GERMAN NOVELISTS.

the window, he stops and beckons to me in a calm and friendly way,
and then returns to a sort of cabin which he has erected for himself
at the side of the Elbe. But when he does not see me, he is some.
times quite frantic. To-night I had neglected him. He must have
llippe} into the house and terrified you, for, a short time before
came, I saw him rushing, bewildered, just as you describe him, from
the house-door, and he did not even recognise me.”

Barbara, after thanking her friend for the consola: explanation,
glank up stairs. But, while undressing herself, shem not courage
to look into the mirror, lest the hideous form should be lurking behind
her shoulders; and when she extinguished the lamp, she sighed with
a heavy heart, « Alas! that I should have trusted to aunt Susan
and her wicked advices !”

The morn was shining brightly when poor Lorenz returned in com-
posure to his hut. As he had not seen Margaret all day, he thought
that every thing was leagued against him. In the twilight he had
thrown his little furniture into disorder, but he now began to arrange
it, and sing a plaintive air.

Young citizens, who were crossing the Elbe-bridge, stopped and
heard him with emotion; maidens, in the adjacent houses, listened
behind the half-opened windows and wiped their eyes.

Next mornine aunt Susan came to ask Barbara what had been the
issue of the experiment. At first she heard nothing but bitter im-
recations on tii whole matter, but when she learned by degrees
Kow horribly it had terminated, she began to inveigh against
Margaret, and to blame her for the disappointment which Bu'm
had met with. “No,” said she, “it must have been on the very
point of entering—the handsomest knight in all Vienna, and at that
moment, the envious thing had hounded her mad lover upon youo—for
how could the poor idiot otherwise have come directly to your room ?
—and by this means she has succeeded in driving away the image of
him who is destined by the stars to be your husband.”

Coffee-grounds and a book of geomancy were then had recourse to,
and from the description, it was just the handsomest kmight in
Vienna, that Barbara seemed to be destined for. Of course, r
Margaret was from that time regarded with great aversion ; andFt:e
cheerful meetings over the distaff came still sooner to an end, as the
first flowers were starting at the call of the spring.

Aunt Susan’s prediction appeared, meanwhile, on the fair road to
fulfilment. One bright, warm day, Barbara had accompanied her
parents to a delightful wood near the town, and they discovered a hand-
some young man with the bridle of a noble steed wrapped rouad his
hand, lying asleep ugder a linden tree; and Barbara turned aside in
seme confusion, for she at once recognized the Italian Count who
used to ride past her windows in Vienna. The stranger awoke and
blushed deeply when he saw Barbara. But he quickly recovered him-
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pelf—apran ur—uldreued her parents in the most ingratiatin
tnm:ll': a.ng before his retinue arrived and threw new attractions oveg
him, he had already obtained permission to visit the house of the yain
citizen whenever he chose. .

For many months after this, Barbara’s life was an uninterrupted
scene of dissipation. Every day, the Count was either at a banquet
in her father's house, or invited the whole family to some se

. When they were passing in a-ilendid carriage, or in some

procession, d{rough more than half-desolated streets, man
2 citizen would gaze after them, and shake his head an
think that such misplaced revelry could not come to a happy end.
Barbara, however, was not disturbed by such considerations, or by
the tear which sometimes filled Margaret's eyes, when she happened
%o meet her; aunt Susan used to smile and whisper into Barﬁn's
ear, “That is all from envy.” The few hours which she had to-spare,
were dedicated to the old sybil who had predicted her present good
fortune, and she even joined with her, on one occasion, in a loud laugh,
when they saw poor Lorenz Falk approach at the usual time and
beckon w%darguet who was standing at the door,~*‘ Do not be afraid,
Miss Margaret,” cried Barbara; I have no wish to cheat you of your
envisble lover.” Margaret instantly withdrew, hid her face in her
mother's bosom and burst into tearss « yourself, my dear
child,” said the old woman ; “ when we think, m our heart is break-
ing under the discipline of our heavenly Father, his smile, like a
rainbow, is secretly rising upon us with its rich promises.”

It was iot long, however, before the gaieties of Barbara and her
friend met with a very serious interruption. One night, at a ver,
Iate hotir, the Count came running to tge house without his hat an
mantle, and knocked again and again with redoubled violence; but,
as no one heard him in the upper rooms, he at last attacked the win-
dow-shutters of the room occupied by Margaret and her mother.
‘The worthy matron went herself to open the door, and he rushed past
her in a state bordering on distraction. When he had gained admis.
sion up stairs, a great tumult arose—Margaret and her mother heard
him whetting his sword against the walls and doors of the hall, and
Barbara weeping bitterly and i:ploring him not to do any thing des-

Then her father uttered some harsh and violent words. But

the course of an hour, every thin% was again quiet. The Count

came down stairs with a h of money under his arm, smiling

and bowing. Barbara’s mother liF ted him to the door, and he made
a confused and elaborate apology for the disturbances.

In a few days, the whole town Lnew what had happened. The
Count had been unfortunate at play with some strangers, and he had
ﬁedged his word of honour, that he would instantly discharge his

bt. His intended father-in-law had also been, in a manner, com-
pelled by the joint intercessions of the bride and her mother to assist
in preserving him from ignominy and despair. But, for some time
afterwards, the revellers were at rest—the t appeared humble and
silent—and Barbara laughed no more, when Lorenz Falk, with his
mournful salutations, passed by Margaret's window. 9

VOL. 1. : G
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But every thing was soon changed. Ample remittances arrived
from the Count’s estates ; and Barbara’s father received back the loan
with great interest and splendid presemts besides. The festivities
were . also renewed, and had been carried to the greatest len, the
evening before Barbara’s marriage.—Margaret and her mother, in
order to avoid the deafening bustle, walked out to the corn-fields in
the brilliant moon-light ; and the venerable matron's heart was cheer-
ed as she contemplated the goodness of Him who had blessed the rip-
ening harvest. ]elargaret plucked a nosegay of beautiful lowers and
aleo acquired complete tranquillity as they proceeded homewards
But when she heard the sound of the cornet and the trumpet swelling
from the window of the bride, she felt a sort of tightness at her heart.
Her mother looked on her,—shook her head and said, “ Ah! Mar-

t, I hope, that nothing like envy is lurking in your breast.”
—<Forbid, that it should ! my dear mother,” said Margaret.— It
was on Barbara’s account that I felt anxious. A fea misgiving
has, for weeks, almost tortured me to death.”— Will you put your
feelings to the test ?” replied her mother. “Go immediately up, and
present your flowers to the Count’s bride ; wait at the door modestly
and ‘;atiently till she throw upon you and your trifling gift a favour-
able look, and if you can do all this with good-will, you may then be
sure that you are free from infection.”—< Mother oly my heart,” said
Margaret, “cheerfully will I obey you; but consider, that poor
Lorenz will be here soon, and that if I am not ready to return his
salutations, he is always thrown into a paroxysm. You know that
too well.”—¢ Why,” said the old woman, “let him try to do without

ou for once. The Evil One always contrives to place some obstacles
 our way, whenever we are disposed to submit to a useful trial.
Go,—my daughter—go immediately.”

Margaret humbly obeyed, and sighing for poor Lorenz Falk, she

went up stairs.

In the brilliant hall, Barbara was surveying the people at the door,
who were admiring the grandeur of the festal preparations ; and she
was too attentive to every thing that ﬂatteret!) her self-importance,
not to descry her old friend immediately. She also observed, that
M wished to speak to her and to present her with the nosegay
which she held in her hand. “But,” thought she, * the envious
thing may wait ;”—so firmly bad aunt Susan’s poisonous insinuations
taken root in her heart. But when the bridegroom sprang down
stairs to give instructions, that a musical band, on the outside, might
Tepeat, like an echo, the tunes that directed the dancers within, the
bride thought—it will be better to despatch the poor thing now, as
I have more leisure than I may ex afterwards.”

She then came to Margaret, and said, when the latter tendered the
flowers with a humble courtesy, « Keep them for yourself, Miss Mar-
garet. They would only spoil my dress. Take this, however, for
ﬁour good intention,”—offering her, at the same time, a double ducat.

ut Marg(-lnret started back and made a signal with the flowers, that
she would not accept the momey. « Ah, Barbara!” she exclaimed,
struggling with sobs and tears, « Ah, Barbara !” I am sorry for you
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Do not give way to excessive pride, and think still of St. Andrew’s
Eve!” She then hastened down stairs, covering her face with her veil.
The bride remained standing at the door,af)a.le and metionless.

The bridegroom soon returned home, almost as agitated as herself.
Lorenz Falk, who had been thrown into a state of phrensy, in, conse-
quence of not seeing Margaret as usual, bad met him in the street,
seized upon him and shrieked into his ear, «St. Andrew’s Eve!
St. Andrew’s Eve! it was even thus on St. Andrew’s Eve !"—as the re-
collection of her absence on the anniversary of that night had been
painfully impressed on his disordered senses.—A cold shivering crept
over the ardent bridegroom,—bewildered, he tore himself from
maniac’s grasp—rushed up stairs and sought relief in wine and dan-
cing. But as he was attempting, after a waltz, to exchange some
words with his pale bride, one of the guests came up to them and
said, in a playful way, alluding to the current superstition— Did
the beautiful pair, then, see each other, for the first time, on St.
Andrew’s Eve |"—With an exclamation of horror, the bride and bride-

room started back, and, from that moment, a serious wisgiving,
ﬂke a dark cloud, lay heavy on the festive splendours,

Soon after the marriage the Count, with his young wife and her
Karents, left the town; but Barbara cast only indignant glances on
er friend, who was standing before the door to bid her farewell. In
the house, as well as in the thinly-inhabited street, all was again si-
lent. Poor Lorenz Falk, every evening, passed by at the usual hour,
and never failed to receive the attentioms that delighted him so much.
Iun this way, several years ran on. It was then reported, that a
savage robber was lurking in the Hartz-mountain and that he had
often ventured even into the plain, and had been victorious in so many
combats, that he was now considered invincible. Some of the young
citizens instantly went out to attack him ; but they came back, cover-
ed with wounds, exhausted by the quickness of their flight, and many
of them without their horses and accoutrements. Other expeditions
of the same kind were attended with the same results. So, the
bloody Wiirfler,—for this was the name of the robber-chief—met with
po further opposition. On this account, his audacity increased to such
a height, and so many desperadoes were continually flocking to join
him, that the Town-council of Magdeburg, anxious to preserve its an-
cient and unsullied fame, issued a proclamation, that all who were
able and willing to take arms against the bloody Wiirfler, should
lace themselves under the Town-banner. But, though the herald
glew his trumpet loudly and lustily, only a very small %and collected
round him. As he was crossing the Elbe, some of the young citizens
were standing on the strand and saying, how willingly they would
have engaged in any enterprise but this. “Shame upon you! Are
you citizens of Magdeburg?” said a young man close beside them;
and such an impassioned strain of words fell upon their ears, that
their hearts were inspired with new vigour, when they remarked that
it was only Lorenz Falk. “Return to thy hut, poor Lorenz,” said
they; but he replied, “I know I have been ill. But, be assured,
that the proclamation and sound of the herald’s trumpet have com-
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mwlymtored me;” and he continued to speak in such a way s
y to convince them, that-his reason had actually returned ; and
they did not even hesitate to place themselves under the waving ban-
ner, with him at their head.

As they proceeded, the strength of the party gained r:rd acces-
sions; for many, who at first merely came to inquire what the maniac
Lorenz was doing, found themselves unable to quit his side, when
they learned, from the testimony of his companions, and from his own
inspiriting addresses, the wonderful change which had been produced
upon him. The band of volunteersat last presented themselves before
the magistrates ; and Lorenz Falk, with the most amiable humility,
told, how his senses had abandoned him, when- the terrible thangbt,
that he had been the cause of 8o much devastation, rushed u him ;
and how light and strength had returned to him, when he E::rd the
;roclamation enjoining all to attemTKz something for the liberties of
ellow-citizens and countrymen. young men demanded, with
loud acclamations, that he should be appointed their leader. The
council, overcome with joy and surprise, at once complied with the
proposal ; and Lorenz Falk, in full uniform, attended with the cheers
and good wishes of the people, soon marched at the head of his
m Margaret’s window and bowed to her ag he passed. Her heart had

always his,—and this was “an overpayment for all her sorrows.”
She hastened into her little room to offer up thanks; and when she
returned, “ You see, child,” said the old matron, “how He can
strengthen the feeble knees.”

A few days afterwards, it was reported, that Wiirfler had enticed
those, who had marched against him, into the wildest part of the
mountain, and that they had all perished. The whole town was
thrown into dismay. But Margaret’s heart beat calmly. I cannot
think,” said she, “ that he has been so miraculously restored, merely
in order to be defeated ;” and she continued to perform her domestic
duties with such regularity, that she gave her mother real pleasure.
Soon afterwards, with the first misty rays of dawn, the sound of joy-
ous martial music struck upon her ears. She hastened to the window
and beheld Lorenz Falk approaching in all the pomp of victory. In
front of him was borne a curious sword, and a long, spinlrlelmet
dyed with blood and almost shattered to pieces. A herald announced,
—that the brave Lorenz Falk had wrested these, with his own hand,
from the bloody Wiirfler, who had leapt, in despair, over a ledge of
rocks,—that the whole of his band had been either taken prisoners,
or cut down or dashed to pieces,—and that the neighbourhood was
now secure.

Honoured by all his fellow-citizens, the young man was presented,
a few weeks afterwards, with the senatorial gold—chain. He then re-
built his house, which had been burned down, on the Elbe-strand ; and
com}lucted Margaret to it as his wife, amid the tearful blessings of her
mother. '

Lorenz and Margaret had lived together for two years, in the ut-
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smost unanimity, and the old woman was quite overjoyed, whenever
she came to see them,—for she could not prevailed upon to give
up her own house. Margaret, too, had presented her husband with
a]l)setnﬁful boy. She was sitting, one mild evening, before the door,
waiting for Lorenz, who had gone out on public business,—and the
child was playing at her feet, when she observed a miserable vehicle,
covered with red tent-cloth and drawn by one lean horse, jolting over
the ill-repaired pavement. The boy, delighting, like his father, in
horses and any thing connected with them, crept towards it; his me-
ther sprang up in terror, and while she was carrying him to the side
of the street, half-caressing, half-chiding him, she threw a cursory
glanee on the vehicle, and it was just stopping at her door. Margaret
was 80 shocked, that she almost sank to the ground with the child in
her arms; for the pale face which, shrouded by a deep-mourning veil,
out from the linen cover, was the face of her proud and light-
earted friend Barbara. « Noble Countess,” said Margaret, with a
low courtesy, “how have you happened to come with such an equi-
page?” But Barbara, with tearﬁs eyes, descended from the convey-
ance ; and as Margaret observed, that she wished to make some pri-
vate communication, she conducted her hastily into the house, after
instructing her servants to nnload the little and to satisfy
the demands of the driver. .

Long and dismal was the tale which Barbara had to relate. I
Vienna, the Count bad sunk deeper and deeper into all the miseries
of ing and drinking, and when he had exhausted his own fortune
and Barbara’s dowry, he had absconded. Sorrow had brought her
parents to a premature grave; and she had contrived, though with
much difficulty, to return to Magdeburg, as there was no one to whom
she could look for assistance except that friend whom she had once
despised. “ Happy indeed am I,” said Margaret, ¢ that you have ar-
rived here in safety;” and she immediately prepared for her a hand-
some room in the upper storey, taking care to render it as agreeable
as she could. .

When Lorenz Falk returned and heard of his new inmate, he
seemed not to be alwﬁ:ber Pleased ; but he instan:‘lly controlled his
feelings and received Barbara with the utmost hospitality.

Under the influence of retirement and affectionate attention, Bar.
bara’s cheeks bloomed once more—her eyes to glisten anew—
and the same buoyancy of telenapemment, which had formerly brought
misfortunes upon her, now led her to forget them. But others were
besetting her steps. A panli shot through her heart whenever she
lJooked on the brave, the intelligent, the universally-respected Lorenz:
Falk, as he sat opposite her at table or by her side in the domestic
circle; for she could not divest herself of the thought, that he was
destined for her. It was he who had entered the room, on 8t. An.
drew’s Eve, as her allotted husband ; and only an incomprehensible de-
lusion, which at best was to be ascribed to magic, had deprived her of
him.

At last Christmas approached, and a Weiknachtslust (a Christmas
feast) was to be prepnres for the child’'s amusement.
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One afternoon, it had been sent over to its grandmeother, and the
bappz parents were 80 busily employed in gilding the apples and nuts
which were designed to glitter, at the approaching festival, between
the lights of the green Christmas-tree, that Barbara, who was just be-
ginning to sing and accompany herself on the harp, was quite over-
looked. Dejectedly she placed the instrument in a corner, and has-
tened up stairs.

As she sat alone in the gathering darkness, her thoughts reverted
to years long past ; and she recollected that this was St. Andrew’s Eve,
the anniversary of that day when the noble Lorenz Falk had come
into her presence under such unhappy circumstances. Tmnss:ned.
into a susden burst of tears, she covered her face with her hands and
exclaimed,—* He was mine—he was destined for me.”

And hark [* the stair-case echoed with the sound of foot-steps—
they were heavy and firm like a man’s—the door creaked—a face
peered into the room. -

Barbara might rather be said to be dead than alive, for every
thing, from that moment, appeared to be a repetition—only afar more
hideous one—and a fulfilment of the emblematic prophecy. In his
shrunk hand, the monster carried a lantern, which gleamed on his
sh hair, his rolling eyes and his foaming lips. ‘ Att thou my
bride ?” he exclaimed, opening his mouth oonmls:vel({. But, instead
of hopping round her, like Lorenz Falk on St. Andrew’s Eve, this
moteiornble visitant, singing and laughing, lifted her up, and bore
her to the door.

Barbara uttered a scream of terror which brought ber brave land-
lord to her assistance. The monster, quitting his prey, now attacked
Lorenz with fury; but the latter soen J)eroelved, that he was strug-

ling with a maniac, and that it would be impossible to overpower

im; so, with a half-stifled voice, he called for his servants. After
many efforts, they at last bound the frantic stranger, and threw him
~—for he had now fainted—on a servant’s bed. But when all the
people of the house were gazing upon him with looks of curiosity, and
the glimmering light fell upon his wild countenance, pale as death,—
Lorens Falk, shuddering, commanded every one to leave the room.
All obeyed him, except Barbara; she remained alone with him and
the horrible prisoner.

« My lady,” said Lorenz, after a pause, “ it would be as well for you
to go out before he revives, as the scene will be more than you can
bear.” ¢ Lorensz,” she replied, with a tone of solemnity altogether
unusual to her, “it would be more proper for you than for me to
leave him. You are not aware who he is.”

“ Well do I know him,” said Lorenz; “he is the bloody Wiirfler,
whom I fought with in the Hartz-mountain.”

Barbara turned pale, and a visible shudder passed over her. At
last she said with a deep sigh, “I might easily have conceived that
his fate would be a dreadful one; yes, I was confident that it would.
But notwithstanding all this, your words fall like lead on my heart, for

ou must know, Herr Lorenz Falk, that the bloody Wiirfler is my un-
ortunate husband. Alas! the prediction is now completely fulfilled.”
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Barbara never moved from the maniac’s side. Compunction for her
numerous errors appeared suddenly to have come I;Pon her, and at
the same time, an active sense of duty. Lorenz Falk, who, in all
this, recognized the mysterious hand of an over-ruling power, found-
ed an hospital, to which the unhappy Count was conveyed. Poor
Barbara did not scruple to become the superintendant of the institu-
tion ; and a few years afterwards, the Count departed to the invisi-
ble world in a moment of light and hope. She continued, however,
“to discharge the duties of the solemn office on which she had entered,
and was honoured far and wide, in town and country, under the name
of the <kind lady Barbara’ Lorenz Falk and Margaret, on the con-
trary, had many children, and lived long and happily together, with
their little ones. They often visited the hospital and brought from it
feelings of solemnity and devotion ; behind them, however, there re-
mained the bright beams of a blessing which had already risen to re-

fresh lady Barbara in her toilsome occupations of piety.

i
WE MET!
BY DELLA CRUSCA.

WE met—and I did hear, Ianth,
That low sweet voice of thine ;
But how unlike is now the joy
To that which once was mine,
When Hope its wild enchantment threw
O’er every wish my spirit knew !

The being of thy heart’s fond pride
Unlock’d thine arms’ soft chain,

And led thee where I stood, and plac’d
Thy hand in mine again ;

But where had fled the answering glance

That soften’d into love as once ?

The bright lost past in freshness rush’d
Upon my tide of thought,

And pent-up stréams of feeling 'd
From out the heart o’erwrought ;

Fo;'nrin and pleasure both were there,

While gazing on thy face so fair |

Perchance along the downcast lid
Ye saw the glistening tears,
Wherein bad melted out, Ianth,
The frozen pride of years ;
For though hope’s foam-bells all have burst,
Love’s current floweth as at first.

Yet still thou knowest not, Ianth,
Thine every glance recalls

A buried grief, while on the heart
A dreamy madness falls,
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And images from memory’s gloom
Do break like spirits from a tomb }

I saw thee on thy bridal morn
When al(ll around thee smil'd,
And sooth’d by thy sad sympath
Despair itsslf grew mild, =
But ah ! mz tongue would fail to tell'
The anguish of that hour’s Farewell !

I do not think thou’rt bless’d, Ianth,
For on thy glossy brow
The shadow of a mental pang
Is passing oer it now,
Where erst calm thought did softly gleany,
Like moonlight on a sleeping stream !

Thine eyes have learn’d the way to weep ,
Since last I met with thee,

And joy and love, thy young heart’s guides,
Seem melted into memory !

Yet seldom is the sorrow trac'd,

That lays the wounded spirit waste.

We're parted—and I name thee not
Unto theu]nasing throng,
But my soul’s untold bitterness
Is poured forth in song,
And sullen pleasure thence doth flow
From out the depths of lasting woe ¢

It is a fearful thing, Ianth,
To love, as I love thee, .
For I have thought a thousand times,
" That pale insanity .
Would reach my fever'd brain at last
And shed oblivion o’er the past.

———

HOSPITAL CASES—THE OLD SOLDIER.

INNUMERABLE and intricate are the paths of misery which men are
destined to tread, and rarely does the wretched wayfarer meet with
sympathy or relief from his more fortunate brethren. If sickmess
has fallen on one of the wild beasts of the desert, or the bolt of the
hunter struck a deer among the herd, his companions with a savage
kindness gore him to death ;—but man too often looks with cool bar-
barity on the misery of his fellow-man, and suffers him, unaided and
unheeded, to linger out his existence in agony. Of systematic charity,
—of patronized benevolent institutions we have more than enough,—
but the obscure and retiring wretchedness which is without the pale
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of these, and of which the great mass of the misery in this world con-
sists, is passed by unrelieved, because it is.the peculiar charge of
none.

How many instances of this have I met with in the course of my
hospital practice !—for it is to these haunts that worn-ous misery re-
tires to die, and after having struggled through nameless sufferings
during an obscure existence, to heave its last groan unheard amid the
louder exclamations of living woe.

It was during my residence in a town in the north of England,
during the year 1830, on account of ill health, that I obtained the

iculars of the following affectinig story. Dr. M——, the consult-
ing surgeon, had politely given me leave to visit the wards under his
care, and as I was otherwise unoccupied, I frequently took advantage.
of the invitation.

There was one poor fellow, who was to undergo the operation of
lithotomy, that rrticularl attracted my attention. He was con-
stantly attended by a very beautiful young woman, who appeared to
watch him with the most anxious solicitude, but who always retired
when I approached the bed ; on enquiry, I found she was understood
to be the patient’s daughter, and had been allowed to remgin with her
father, (though contrary to the rules of the house), at her own earnest
supplication. By frequent conversations, in a few days I became
quite familiar with the old man, and drew from him the history of his
hfe. He was descended of a respectable family in Westmoreland,
and was intended for the church, but baving been a party in some un-
fortunate affair at Cambridge, he was expelled from the University ;
and ashamed to return home, he enlisted in a Cavalry troop then re-
cruiting in the neighbourhood. After various- adventures, in the
course of which he gad taken a part in seven engagements and been
four times severely wounded, he fought his last action at Mont St.
Jean, where he had lost an arm and been deprived of the sight of an
eye. By some of those culpable oversights which often occur in this
country, he was left, without pension or means of existence, to crawl
about the country for which he had bled ; and now being afflicted with
a horrible disease, was obliged to crave the shelter of the Hospital.
Such was his story, as briefly told by himself, for remorse on account
of his youthful indiscretions seemed to combine with his actual pain
in preventing him from dwelling on his misfortunes. There was a
calmness and fortitude in bis manner very different from the genera-
lity of hospital patients, and his knowledge of the world gave an in-
terest to his conversation I have rarely seen equalled. Ti: girl, too
—who could she be? In all his wanderings he had never spoken of
being married, and from the dark eyes and tresses, which gave a pe-
culiar lustre to ber brunette complexion, she could not have had an
English mother. I had not enquired concerning her of himself—fear-
ing to awaken some chord of past suffering, which haply had ceased
to vibrate. Chance gave me the information I desired. One hot
summer afternoon, I was ing through the ward, with a book I
had brought for the old soldier. His back was turned towards me,
and his arm was thrown over the neck of his daughter. She had
sunk to sleep, exhausted with heat and watching. Not choosing to
disturb them, I sat down on the chair by the side of the bed, ;nd look-

VOL. L. H
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ed at the interesting group. The girl's drees had slipped over her
shoulders, and her polished .neck arm were covered by the thick
disordered clusters of curls, like the folds of a black mantle. She lay
as still as night. The old soldier's side, as he leant round, was par-
tially exposed, and showed the seams of a ghastly wound. Hia grey
bair, frayed and unshorn, strangely contrasted with the black tresses
over which he was leaning, and the brawny hand and arm seemed too
rudely placed upon the fragile and beautifully proportioned neck
which it enveloped. As I looked, I saw a tear drop upon the girl’s
naked shoulder, and the old man gave a sigh that seemed to convulse
his whole frame. ¢ Poor Emilie!’ he breathed, ¢ what will become
of thee when ;" his heart was too full to go on; he groaned
and threw himself back in the bed, and his faithful attendant awoke.

I felt as if intruding upon their sorrows, and began to offer an apo-
logy. “8ay no more,” said the old man, “I have wished for this
on)ortunity before—you have been kind to me, sir; will you, for the
old soldier’s sake, be kind to my girl?” «I will, by the Father of
Mercy !” said I, for my heart was full. * God bless you, sir,” said
the old man,— I am satisfied,—'twas the only thing that hung heavy
on my mindy and now I can die in peace.” The poor girl burst into
tears. ‘

“ Do not weep, my good Emilie,” said the old man, though a
tear filled his own eye, and stood vibrating as if uncertain whether to
overflow or return to its bitter fountain. Nature would have her
way,—the tear rolled down his cheek ;—the old soldier dashed it off
indignantly. <« What matters it where the old and the miserable lie
down in the grave ?” said he ;—then added after a pause— But it is
a bitter thought tha: he who has escaped Spain’s bloody fields, and
the slaughter of Mont St. Jean, should find a grovelling death in a
place like this ;” and he cast his eyes around. '

I thought so too.—But I must tell you about Emilie,” said he
more cheerfully, and patted her neck. She, too, has felt the fortune
of war. Her father was a peasant of the little village of Mont St.
Jean, and for Emilie’s sake, I love to call the battle by that name,
though it is the French title. Every inhabitant had left the village
on the morning of the 16th of June, except my poor Emilie, who was
attending her sick father. We had been sorely harassed by the
French artillery on the 17th, and suffered great Joss. On the 18th,
Count D‘Erlon charged our position with his first brigade, and drove
us back. We rallied, however, instantly,” said the old man bright-
ening, “and assisted by another corps, drove the Count’'s lst and
2d brigades out of the village. It was in the charge upon the bat-
tery to the right, where I lost my arm, and my colonel at the same
moment was cut to the ground by a ot which carried off both
his legs. When we got back to the village we were forced te be car-
ried to the rear ;—Emilie, whose father had been killed by a ball
which came through the roof of the cottage, accompanied us, and
from that time has been the kind companion of my wanderings.”

“Ah!” said Emilie, “I must tell the story;"—and she blushed
through her dark features with the memory of the old man’s gallantry.
«“ My Eoor father was dead,” said she, “and I was sitting by the
body, horrified by the din of the fight around, when some Fyrench
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cuirassiers”—* They were of General Milhaud's division, and wepe
annihilated,” said the old man triumpbantly. <« They entered the
cottage,” continued Emilie, in a tone which partook not of the old
soldier's exultation, “and after seizing every thing of any value, they
dragged me from my poor father’s corpse, and were about to carry me
off.”—*¢ The hellhounds !” muttered the soldier raising himeelf sudden.
ly on his arm, then agonized by the exertion, his brow burst out in
large drops ef sweat, and he sank exhausted on his pellet bed. Emilie
soothed him with the most tender caresses, and when his features re-
laxed from their knotted and convulsed expression of pain, went on
with her story. « The savage men had dragged me out of the cottage,
and were about to place me on one of the horses, when I saw my brave
preserver coming towards us. I saw not then the horrid state he was
in, but I implored mercy and assistance ;—in a moment he rushed
forward, and the soldier who was lifting me upon his horse fell
bleeding at my-feet I”~ I had reason to thank Gor my right arm was
sound,” articulated the soldier. < I have often wondered since, Sir,”
said he, addressing me, ¢ where I found strength to strike that
blow, but almighty God, who would not suffer such a horrid deed to
be done-upon an-innocent creature like my Emilie, doubtless nerved
my arm.” A ray of sunshine fell upon the faces of them both, as he
spoke ;—it was worth & thousand sermons. The old man went on.
“ My colonel had lost both his legs, as I said, and I could not leave
him to welter in his blood, while I had an arm left to assist him, so
gtting a comrade to lay him across his horse, I led him to the village.

ut it was all in vain. He died in the evening ; but the cry of vice-
tory cheered him in his death-moments.” There was a stern exultation
in the old soldier’s voice ; ‘then aftera shert pause— I was disposing
his mangled limbs as decently as I could, when I heard the Prussians
comin, up, like a loosened torrent. Old Blucher and his staff halted
close beside me, and-as each battalion swept past the veteran chief,
he took his pipe from his mouth and shouted « Courage—children—
forward ! All is ours”—and the old man waved his remaining arm
aloft in unrepressed triumph.

. Although more than eleven years have elapsed since this conversa-
tion, I believe that it is set down much as it occurred ;—the old sol.
dier's manner was too remarkable to be easily forgotten.

Two or three days afterwards, I saw him undergo the operation.
At first he begged them not to bind him, appearing quite insulted at
the idea of his interrupting the operation by any movement of pain,
I firmly believe he would have perished rather than have stirred a
muscle. The stone was large, and the surgeon unskilful. Many
times successively was it drawn to the very lips of the wound, and as
often alipped, by want of dexterity in the operator, amid a murmur
of diseatisfaction from the assembled pupils. All this time the old
soldier did not utter a groan. He saw atrengtb that the surgeon was
agitated. « Be calm, sir,” said he with wonderful resolution, < and we
will dislodge the enemy yet!" Another time, when they offered him
wine, he held the vessel containing it aloft, and in a mingled tone of
devotion and sorrow, breathed «Poor Emilie I’ then drank it off.
When he had been suffering the most cruel tortures nearly an hour,
and his countenance collapsing, spoke of approaching death,~—another
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surgeon took the instrument and almest instantly succeeded in extract-
ing the stone. He begged to see it. He looked at it for a short
time, then shaking his head and smiling faintly, he muttered—« I
would it had been lead, but God’s will be done ™™
I t his eye as he was carried from the theatre ;—he nodded,
and up his finger impressively—his thoughts were with Emilie.
Pale as a statue she had been standing at the deor of the operation
room, and instinctively followed the assistants to the sufferer’s bed.
The Jong watching and agony of mind, which she had endured in that
Joathsome house, had impaired a naturally delicate constitution, and the
bectic flush with which she greeted me showed she was not for
this world. The old soldier died in two days, gently as though he
had never known strife or carnage. Three months afterwards Emilie
was laid by his side. The grassy mounds under which they sleep,
are now undistinguishable in the field of 'il;lms, and the l:Lanoy
as he bounds joyously over their dust, or the mourner who seeks the
8] to weep over those who are gone, dreams not that beneath—
OLp SoLnikr and Emilie have at length found a velief from their

sorrows.
DanisrL Mersmaom.

TO THE OWL.
Vox et praterea nihil.

STraNGE, melancholy mourner of the night,

Whose voice is as an echo of the past!

As, wheeling through the dark thy lonely flight,

Thou hold’st communion with the midnight blast.—

Lov'st thou, enamoured of its gloom, to mourn

For solitude on thy congenial yew ?

Or fold thy wings on the sepulchral urn,

And moping there, some spirit nightly woo ?—

Sad, strangely sad, unmeaning earthless thing !—

Beat thy wild dirges on the startled ear,—

Thy omen'd notes to superstition sing .

A deadly song, and strains of boding fear :—

She hears thy plaints in every night-wind's breath,

And deems, or makes thy voice the messenger of death.
T.
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MATHEMATICS.

‘WE have received various solutions of the questions in last Num-
‘ber, from which we select the following, particularly recommended by
their conciseness—a cardinal virtue in such communications.

Solution of Question lst, by Mr. W. Rutherford, Mathematical
Teacher, Corporation’s Aoademy, Berwick.

By the question, the person borrowed 6d. at the last tavern, to
which add Is. (what he spent at each tavern) one half of which will
be the sum he borrowed at the third tavern,—and so on, always adding
1s. to the last half, and taking one half of the sum, which will give
what he borrowed at the second and first taverns; consequently he
had 111d. at first.

Solution of Question 2d, by My. Thos. Ingram, Parockial Scheol-
master, Hutton.
" The rule for this solution is obtained by an Algebraical grocess,
viz. Divide 48 by 2, and square the quotient. Divide 48 by 53, and
the quotient is 9. Multiply 48 by 9, and subtract the result from
the square of 24. The square root of the quotient plus 24 is the
greater number (36), which subtracted from & leaves the less (12).

Proof, divided by 36 = 1}
and 48 divided by 12 = 4
54 the sum. )
Solution of Question 3d, by Mr. W. Weatherhead, Teacher,
Swinton.
By the question, the rent of the estate in shillings (allowing one
inch to shillini) is exactly to surround it; hence it is evident,
that every acre of the circular estate forms a sector of a circle havins

20 inches, the rent in shillings, for its arc on the circumference o
the circle, and its vertex in the centre, the radius of which is dqual
to the radius of the circle of which it is a part; therefore 1584 chains
will be the diameter of the circular estate, and 197061.25824 acres
its content.

. Again, about the given circle describe a square and draw the two
diagonals, and we shall have four right-angled triangles, the sides of
which are each equal to half the diagonal of the circumscribing square,
and the hypothenuse equal to the diameter of the circular estate;
then, by a well known property of a circle inscribed in a right-angled
triangle, the diameter of the circle is equal to the difference between
the hypothenuse and the sum of the two sides ; hence the diameter of
the small circles, containing each of the sons’ portions, is 656.114
chains, and the content of each will be 33810.3?753 acres; then, if
we join the centres of the circles inscribed in each quarter of the great
circle, we shall have a square, from the content of which subtract one
of the sons’ portion, and we shall have 9238.22056 acres, the grand.
daughter’s portion ; lastly, if from the whole estate we subtract the
four sons’ portions, plus the grand-daughter’s portion, and divide the
remainder by 4, the quotient (13145.42189 acres) will be each of the
daughter’s portions.
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Mr. Weatherhead has also solved Questions 1st and 2d correctly,
and Mr. Ingram, Q. 1st. Nor must we omit recording the receipt of
solutions of the whole from Mr. G. Giles, Teacher, Tweedmouth,—
which, though by far too elaborate and lengthy for our pages, furnish
evidence of indefatigable industry and numerical precision rarely to
be met with among the eommontrty of his profession.—Mr. Matthew
Paxton, of Etal, has been equally successful, and proved himself deep-
ly conversant with the subjects, about which he has employed more
care and taste than we had reason to ex

Want of room compels us to defer, till another eecasion, some ad-
ditional Questions for Solution.

LITERARY GOSSIP AND VARIETIES.

Rerorm and Cholera have so effectually frozen up the tide of busi-
ness, that we need hardly wonder at the slow progress of pencil-crea-
tions, during the two past years, from the hands of the artist to the gal-
lery of the cornoisseur. Xt a time of commercial melancholy and poli-
tical distraction, it is gratifying to observe, that if works of sterling
perit are not readily disposed of, they are at least in some sort appre-
ciated. Among The Spectator's notices of pictures, now being exhibit-
ed at the gallery of the British Institution, occurs the following, which
needs no comment ;—Goop’s vraisemblances of character reconcile us
by their sheer truth and force, to the cold sharp light which he

rows on all his figures. ‘An old retired Comedian’ (11), must be
the very man himself; and in 282, the expression both of reader and
listener is perfectly real. It is like seeing the persons in a camera,—
which we think the artist employs, judging from his peculiar style.”

Such has been the rapid sale of Mr. Macindoe’s little work on Pes-
tilence, that a second edition is expected to appear in a few days, in
order to meet the extensive demand.

The weekly sale of Chambers’ Edinburgh Journal, which is already
familiar as a {ousehold word in the mouths of the lieges throughout
‘the united kingdom, amounts to 20,000! Allowing one farthing as
the proprietor’s share of profit-on each copy sold, Mr. William Cham-
bers wif] realize the handsome sum per week of —£20 16s, 8d., or
£1083 6s. 8d. yearly! Henceforth, ye men of mighty imaginings—
ye spendthrifts of pounds—ye despisers of little things, learn to es-
teem less lightly the fraction of a penny.

U N—
Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

On the 11th ult., in Bryaustone-square, London, the wife of T. W.
Beaumont, Esq., M. P. for the county of Northumberland, of a son.

At the Parsonage, Lavenham, Suffolk, on the 23d ult., Mrs. Ro-
bert Ainslie, of a daughter.

On the 2d inst., the wife of John Grey, Esq., of Miltield Hill, of
a daughter. .
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MARRIAGES.

At 8t. Paul’s, Shadwell, London, on the 16th ult.,, John Cunning-
ham, Easq., of this tewn, to Margaret, eldest daughter of Mr. Kir-
kaldy, ‘ga ing-wall.

In the Erris Church of Berwick, on Saturday, Mr. David R.
Brown, Druggist and Chemist, High-street, to Miss Hair, eldest
daughter of the late Mr. B. Hair, Farmer, Mardon.

DEATHS.

At Blanerne West Side, on the 11th ult., Robert Dunlop, Esq.,
of Mayfield, many years Major of the Berwickshire militia.

On the 7th ult,, at Woolwich, the Rev. W. Terrot, A. M., Vicar
of Grindon, in the county of Durham, Chaplain to the Marquis of
Cleveland, and late Chaplain and head Master of Greenwich Hos-
pital Schools, aged 63.

On the 12th ult,, at Wiverton Hall, near Bingham, Mary, wife of
John Musters, Esg., of Colwich and Annesley Halls, agedlZd Mrs.
Musters is the. lady to whom Lord Byron’s early poems are addressed.

On the 24th ult., in this town, James Lee, aged 100 years. He
was coachman several years to the late Sir Carnaby Haggerston, Bart.,
and his father, Sir Thomas.

On the 18th ult., Mr. John Landles, of Hutton Hall Mill,

48. Returning from Berwick market about 7 o'clock, p. m., Mr.
Landles fell from his horse, in consequence of an apoplectic fit, and
shortly afterwards expired.

On the 14th ult,, Joseph Hume, Esq., of Ninewells.

At Ancrum Manse, on the 13th ult.,, the Rev. Thomas Campbell,
D. D, in the 71st year of his age, and 39th of his ministry.

On the bth ult., Elizabeth, relict of Dr. Erasmus Darwin—author
of « The Botanic Garden,” ¢ Zoonomia,” and other works in poetry
and prose—of the Priory, Derbyshire, aged 84.

At Horncliff, on the 29th ult.,, Mr. William Paxton, aged 66.

At Belford, on the 24th ult., aged 80, Mr. James Johnson, corn-
insxector, universally regretted by a humerous circle of friends.

t Dunse, on the 26th ult.,, John Kay, Esq., 77.

At Paxton, on the 3d inst., after along and painful illness, Mr. Peter
Smith, A. M. Preacher of the Gospel, in the 49th year of his age.
Mr. 8. was anthor of a volume of Sermons, a System of Grammar, a
Catechism on the Works of Creation, The Eccentric Traveller, and
various publications of a useful and popular character. His death is
deeply lamented.

t Kelso, on the 26th ult., Mr. W. Tait, aged 75, sup})osed to be the
last representative, by maternal descent, of the Kerrs of Greenhead.

Tue LaTe MR. Jor~N Fox.—In a former Number we recorded the
death of this excellent man, the simple statement of the event being
accompanied with a single brief remark, which was all that our li-
mited knowledge of his life enabled us to communicate. Ever
anxious that departed worth should be embalmed in the memory of
the living, not so much that the dead may be eulogized, for the ﬁf -
teous have their reward in heaven, as that survivors may be stimulat.
ed to the exercise of virtue,—with unfeigned pleasure we extract the
following from the columns of a contemporary—the Cumberland Pac-
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quet—whose estimate cannot be other than just, as we are certain it
must be disinterested ;— Died on the 22d inst. (Feb.), at Berwick
upon Tweed—of which place he was a native—Mr. John Fox, late
superintendent of the itehaven Harbour improvements, in the |
64th year of his age. Mr. Fox bad been seriously indisposed for |
some time, and had gone to the place of his nativity, in hopes that a
change of air would prove beneficial to his declining health ; but the
malady was too deeply rooted, and shortly after reaching the < house
of his fathers,’ he expired—deeply regretted by his relatives and
friends, as one of the most upright and amiable men that ever adorned
a private station. He was twenty-two years in the employment of

r. Rennie, sen., and connected with many important public werks
in different parts of the kingdom ; and when the New ‘Best Pier, at
this port, (\%:itehaven) was undertaken, the extensive experience and
great abilities of Mr. Fox recommended him to the situation of super-
mtendent—in which he displayed a degree of industry, attention and
zeal for the interest of his employers, that procured for him the last-
ing esteem of all who were capable of appreciating his merits. During
nine years that he resided amongst us, we never heard his name men-
tioned without respect ; and now that he is gone ¢ to return no more,’
we may safely say that he has left a character without a single
blemish—and one of the finest specimens of masonry, which England
can boast of, as an enduring’ monument of his superior abilities.”

e

To Readers and Correspondents.

Communications have been received from D. W. and Amo Amavi.

The admirable paper of J. S. H. in our next. We shall be glad
to hear from the author again. By the by, what has become of C?
And wherefor: is he 80 long silent ?

The Song of Liberty beginning

- “Come, arouse ye! arouse ye! why do ye wait
In asserting the cause of the free ?’

falls short of our standard, and has therefore been added to the con-
demned list.

The article on History, &c., by O., is partly in type.

ERRATA.
In No. IV. 10th line from bottom of page 150—for Lokers read
——————— Lohens

Same , 3d line from bottom—for 829, read 839.
Page 152—for Louis the Great, read Lewis the Fat.
—— 192, line 1—for The Young Man's Working, read
The Working Man's.
In No. V.—page 200, line 21—for Portem read Portam.
—————— —— 201, line 13—for “ had the custos,” read ¢ been
- the custos.”
—=_ 202, line 28—for When read Where.
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ANNALS OF BERWICK.
Continued from page 204.

A. D.1283. IF the records from which we have hitherto derived
our information be faithful, we have seen Berwick at this period in
the most prosperous state of commercial consequence, she had at any;
time previeus or since attained. Indeed, we ;Lall greatly err in our
opinion, should it not be found and acknowledged by those who may
have looked with due circumspection, and with an impartial eye into -
her history, that she has been, from the aforesaid period to the present
day, in a progressive state of decline as a port town. Let us hope
that she has arrived at the lowest ebb of her decline ; and should this
be really the case, it is not in the nature of sublunary things to re-
main, for any length of time at least, stationary ; an advance, or de-
terioration is inevitable ;—a favourable reflux therefore may ensue ;—
we wish ber more prosperous days, and we think she has more the
means in her power than she seems to be aware of, to secure them to
herself. But we must digress no farther ;—we are called upon to
revert to our history, and to facts as they are presented to our view
in the records now lying before us.

By the death of Margaret, commonly called the Maid of Norway,
which bappened very shortly after that of her grandfather Alexander,
the whole posterity of William the Lyon failed, and the Scottish dia-
dem reverted to the descendants of David, Earl of Iluntingdon, the
brother of William. Several claimants of course arose, but the com-
petition finally settled between Baliol and Bruce. Both parties were
found to be equally matched in interest, and hence confusion and little
else than a civil war ensued throughout the kingdom, and continued
to rage till the great Nobility called upon Edward I. of England—
certainly a very politic, but not less a very ambitious prince—to ar-
bitrate the claims. He accepted the office, and after having assembled
several parliaments—we think not less than five—in Berwick for their
advice—decided on the seventeenth of November, 1292, in the great
hall of the castle, in favour of Baliol. The decision could not be
found fault with,—it wa slegitimately just—but, alas! the motive, on
ﬂlg part of Edward, proved {bad; for he had,  the year before, re-
quired and obtained the oath of fealty as superior Lord of Sc;tland—-

VOL. I H
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to which he had as little pretension as the lowest vassal in his own
dominions—from Philip de Rydal, Mayor of Berwick, and the Burges-
ses thereof, together with the inhabitants. Among the last mention-
ed was Agnes de Bernham, the prioress of the town,—for such was
the prioress of the hospital of Saint Mary the Virgin then generally
styled. He had also at this time the promise of the oath of fealty
from Baliol, who faithfully fulfilled his engagement a few days after,
the crown had been adjudged to him. Here was iniquity and treach-
ery in the extreme towards the Scottish nation ; and i1t quickly roused
her g.atriots in defence of her independence, who soon found a leader
worthy the cause in William Wallace of Eldersley,—a somewhat ob-
scure man, but the truest hero of his age. War and devastation now
raged in all their horrors, in almost every quarter of Scotland ; bat-
tles were fought with various results on each side, until the life of
Wallace fell, by treachery, a sacrifice to his patriotism. But we must

ursue these matters no farther,—we fear we shall be thought to

ave already gone beyond the province of our Annals, and shall there-
fore procee({ to particularize the evils that overtook the unfortunate
town of Berwick in these disastrous times.

In the year 1296, Edward, in order to enforce, his iniquitous and
unjustifiable claim of paramountcy, crossed the Tweed at Coldstream
with thirty-five thousand men, and encamped, in the Easter week, at
the foot of Halidon hill. By some stratagem, of which we are un-
able to give a particular account, he so far deceived the garrison of
Berwick,—consisting at this critical time of only two hundred men,
—as to have had the gates of the town opened to him and his army.
Upon his entry a conflict ensued, wherein, according to the relation of
some authors, seventeen thousand of the inhabitants were slain,—
a most exaggerated computation, no doubt. Boece and Buchanan do
not reckon the number beyond seven thousand five hundred. Among
the slain were thirty Flemings, who were buried under the ruins of
their hall, which they had bound themselves, when they were put
into the possession of it by Alexander IIIL., to defend to the last ex-
tremity, 1n the event of an assault on it, at any subseﬂuent period,
by an %nglisll force. With this latter circumstance ended the great
staple of wool in Berwick, which was now transferred to its formid-
able rival, the port of London. Edward spent fifteen days at Ber-
wick, to put it in a state of defence against future attacks, and in
order to this, it has been recorded by some historians, he had caused
a vast ditch, eight feet broad, and forty deep, to be dug through the
neck of land between the sea and the Tweed ; a work which, wereit ever
accomplished, could not fail to be deemed of unparalleled labour. Our
conjecture is, that it never was begun; and our reason for the con-
jecture is, that it is hardly possible some trace of it should not

ave been visible at the present day ; we have indeed sought frequent-
ly, but unavailingly, for the slightest mark of such a work. The
d)';tch outside the old walls on the north, whereabouts this great bar-
rier, according to Edward’s direction, was to run, is certainly noother
than the remains of the covered way, that formerly ran from the cas-
tle to the old Fort, near which the Bell-tower now presents itself.
Edward now set out for the north, but speedily returned to Berwick,
where he had summoned a Parliament to assemble on the twenty-
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third of August to settle-the disputed kingdom, and where several
of the Nobility and Clergy appeared,—avowed their allegiance, and
swore fealty to him. He next appointed John de Warenne, Earl of
Surrey, guardian of Scotlend, and nominated other gntlemen to va-
rious offices of trust ; and finally, having directed an Exchequer to be
established in Berwick for the receipts of the customs of the kingdom,
he took his departure. The spirit of the country, however, still rose,
notwithstanding all his means and polity to maintain his usurpation,
and he found himself obliged to assemble another Parliament in Ber-
wick, A. D. 1300, to advise about the means of subduing it:—but
the national energies were not to be diverted from their purpose,—
¢ a determinedness never to yield up their independence to an alien
prince.” Nor was it ever yielded to Edward, }:- seven years after
this period we hear of death having arrested him, or his march at the
head of 2 more numerous army than at any previous time he had
collected to invade Scotland, at Burgh on Sands near Carlisle, as the
following Latin inscription on a cross now standing there fully tes-
tifies :— : ' :
MEMORLE ETERNE
EDWARD I. REGIS ANGLLE LONGE
CLARISSIMI: QVI IN BELLI APPARATV
CONTRA SCOTVS OCCVPATVS HIC
IN CASTRIS OBIIT 7 JVLIL

A. p. 1307.

From this date to the reign of Edward lV.,—eomBrising a series of
one hundred and fifty_four years, when Berwick fell under the sway
of England, never more to be separated from it,—her history is only
a narrative of disasters, and a detail of changes, according as the
power of the one or other kingdom predominated ; or as the guilty
passions of their respective sovereigns urged them to the prosecution
of icular plans. One only, however, of the events that happened
within the above years, we shall notice ; and we notice it as the most
disastrous that befell Berwick. A. D. 1355, being in the reigns of
Edward III. of England and Edward Baliol of Scotland,—the Scots -
surprised the town in the month of November. Disembarking from
ships on the north side of the Tweed, and appliing scaling ladders
at the Cowgate port, they entered the town—when much slaughter
ensued, anﬁt the whole wealth of the place, reported to have been
very great, became their prey.”

rom the end of the reign of Edward IV..—who died in the year
1483, and who but a short while previous called upon the Burgesses of
Berwick (and it was the first time they had been summoned) to send
representatives to the English parliament,—to the commencement of
the reign of Elizabeth, A. D. 1558—this unfortunate town still con-
tinued at times the theatre of many conflicts.- In these much blood
was shed, the consequence indeed rather of the treachery and treasons
of the Governors of the place, sometimes of those of England, at other
times those of Scotland, than of the evil passions of their Sovereigns.
Two events, however, not only of material benefit, but of very consi-
derable importance to Berwick, arose within these latter years. The
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first, in July 3d A. D. 1486., according to Ridpath, B. vii. pp. 454
and 455. A treaty between Henry VII. of England and James IIL
of Scotland was made, wherein was agreed, « that on the 8th March
ensuing, with continuance of days if requisite, a diet should be
held on the marshes between Commissioners from each king, who
should be. instructed and empowered amicably to determine the
bounds to be possessed by the inhabitants of Berwick and Garrison
of the Town and Castle, agreeably to the extent and limits, during
former treaties, while these places were in the hands of the king of
England, and if a clear proof could not be obtained of the precise ex-
tent of these boundaries, the Commissioners should then settle new
ones.” The difference of the bounds was finally settled on the 8th- of
April of the following year.

The second event, to which we have alluded, was the making a
county town and a free town of Berwick, independent of both states,
by treaty between Edward VI. and Mary of Scotland, bg which
treaty Berwick became, in point of rank, equal to the most favoured
towns and cities of England.

It is rather remarkable, nor can we find a reason for it in our own
mind, that in the aforesaid treaty between Henry and James, the «in-
habitants, and Garrison of the Town and Castle” (this wording is
deserving of notice ;—here is no Corporation named) should not have
been freed from the Injunction under which they were lying by an

reement entered into, not more than a year before, between Richard
1I1. and James, not to cultivate their lands.

1t was not set aside until James V1., when he arrived at the Eng.
lish throne, gave the lands by charter to the Corporation,—a gift
hardly justifiable, we are disposed to think, on the part of that mon-
arch. The agreement between Richard IIIL. and James III., already
alluded to—but more particularly the wording of the treaty between
Henry VII. and James III.,—rather tend to increase our suspicion,
that James’s bounty, was, in some de, , to be charged with enrich-
ing ome part of his new subjects of ti:eeTown, at the unwarrantable
expence of the other. Let it be understood, that by these obeerva-
tions, we by no means cast reflection on the Corporation of that

riod of their golden harvest, as it now proves to their successors to

ave been. No blame could possibly have attached to them, seeing
that James had set so high a value en the courteous reception given
_to him by the Town, while on his way to London to have the Crown
of England planted on his pedantic head. It was our intention,
when we began our Annals, never to introduce the word corporation
—but this we have found it impossible to abide by. That such, how-
ever, was our first intention, the following reason cannot fail to be
satisfactory to our readers—we were destitute of any document ' to
Jjustify a descant on corporate matters. The archives of the Borough
have been to this moment, and we have little doubt they will ever
continue to us, a sealed létter ;—no access to them, we have always
been told, can be allowed to any, save to a member of their own bo(ly
—a rule this, that cannot be too greatly lamented on several accounts.
We shall notice but one,—it must tend to lessen the expectancy of
ever seeing a History of Berwick com};rising all the events necessary
to give it the commanding interest of which it is susceptible. It is
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well, however, there are means occasionally to foree these Archives,
and bring 2 Deed and Statute and Charter into public notice, and
under an impartial examination. An appeal to Bancus Regius, will
do this effectually, as it has been done in two or three instances within
the last few years, as the Cerporation must be aware somewhat to -
their cost. May it prove a lesson of caution to them, how they as.
sume, in future, privileges grounded on the usurpation, or at least
the misconception, of their progenitors !

But now to our Annals again, which it is our design, from this
time, to pursue to their end, without the introduction of aught, that
may be conceived by our readers foreign to the task we imposed on
ourselves, when we commenced them.

A. D. 1558. The aspect of the town of Berwick is now about to
undergo a material change ;—it is to become a town with a suburb.
Elizabeth of England, in the first year of her reign, determined on
erecting those Fortifications which we now behold fast crumbling to
ruin, and which, we may safely prophesy, will ere the lapse of many
years be seen Jevel with the ground on which their ramparts and bas.
tions are raised. They were constructed after the fashion that gen-
erally obtained at this period on. the continent of Europe, and parti.
cularly in the frontier towns of France; and to prosecute their
erection, many master’' masons—some of them foreigners—and a great
number of labourers were brought from Liverpool, to which place
they were sent back when the works were completed.

e must now observe that when these great works were begun, it
was found necessary, in order to their perfect finish, to cut away a
large portion of what was called the lower town, near the Quay, and
also to pull down many houses in Suaint Mary Gate. Speaking here
of Saint Mary Gate, it probably will not be considered as going much
out of our way, if we notice, that at this period the street now called
High Street, and the whole line of Castle gate to the toll bar went
under that name. The Church of the hospital, which had now become
the Parish Church; in consequence of the famed Church of the Holy
Trinity, built by Bec, Bishop of Durham, having been taken down
by order of Queen Mary, stood in the centre of the whole line.

Further—to supply the material of stone, the Old Walls on the
north and east of the town were levelled nearly to their foundation,
as is evident enough at the present day; nor was the Tower on Hide-
bill, we have had occasion early in our history to refer to, sg:nd —
and we are disposed toindulge a conjecture that all the Monastic
Edifices, which had doubtless remained unoccupied since Henry VIII.
had set their ascetic inhabitants adrift in the world, were also taken
down for the like purpose ; or how else, surely we may ask, can it be
accounted for, that we have before our eyes no remains but an incon.
siderable portion of one of them P—( Vide history of the hospital of the
Virgin Mary, in our former paper.)

How long these great works were in progress to the time of their
completion, we have had, hitherto, no means of ascertaining. We
hesitate, however, not to remark,—judging from what we see of them
even now, and knowing they had a garrison within them of five hun.
dred Infantry, independent of a proportionate number of Artillery-
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men to work the ordnance with which they were furnished—that
they certainly cannot have failed, in their pristine state, to present s
most formidable front of defiance; -yet are we sometimes told by
military gentlemen, whose judgment in these matters we are not
competent to question, “that had the military art of that day ap-

roached in any tolerable degree toward the perfection to which it
Kas now arrived, these fortifications would have been found of no avail
to sustain for any moderate length of time the attacks of a besieging
army: to this trial, however, they were never put,—nay—we are in-
clined to believe, it will be found on enquiry—that no glittering ban-
ner of war ever waved on, nor was a gun ever fired from, their ram-
parts or bastions in hostility. : :

Such were these fortifications, and such the metamorphosis of the
ancient town of Berwick, at the death of Elizabeth, A. D. 1603—when
it fell under the sway of James VI. of Scotland, in consequence of his
accession to the English throne. And here properly, and agreeably to
our first design, should end our labour; yet we shall not bring it to
a final close, till we have brought together, in short details and in
chronological order, some few particulars we esteem worthy of record
in, and not foreign to the plan of, our history, in which they could
not with propriety have been incorporated.

A. D. 1072. A peaceable meeting recorded, by Matthew of West
minster, to have been held in this year at Berwick between Malcolm
Canmore and William the Conqueror of England—when the former
king paid homage to the latter, (but for what—the good Monk does
not tell us,) which left the town under the sway of Scotland.

A. D. 1166. At this period—in wantonness, if not from a worse
principle, this town was nearly consumed by fire, by the followers

of William the Lyon, on his way to his first invasion of North-
umberland.

A.D. 1199. The first bridge of Berwick, which was of wood,
washed away by an inundation of the river, and a new one of the
same material instantly begun, and rapidly finished, by command of
William the Lyon of Scotland. This latter bridge was not removed
until the present fine one was completed in the reign of Charles L, it
having been commenced in the last year of Queen Elizabeth. We
have called it a fine bridge, but it may justly be styled, for the period
in which it was erected, a truly magnificent one ; yet has it not been -
fortunate enough, even in very recent times, to escape disfiguration :
witness the miserable hovel of a toll-house, standing nearly on the
crown of its curve.

~A.D.1216. A meeting of the Archbishop of , York and the
Bishop of Durham, to absolve Alexander II. from a sentence of ex-
communication.

A. D. 1217. The nuptials of a sister of Henry IIl. of England
with the Earl of Pembroke, who was Protector at this time of the
realm, took place here.
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A.D. 1207. The town entered and taken by Wallace, but re-
taken in the same year by Edward I.

A. D. 1304. The remains of the Hero Wallace, sent down
from London after his execution, and exposed on a gibbet on the
bridge. We have heard it said, it was on Wallace-green this shame-.
ful and unfeeling exhibition took place ; but it is far more probable,
it was in that spot, that Wallace, with his brave followers, seven years
before, ( Vide preceding notice) halted when they entered Berwick ;
and hence its name.

A.D. 1306. The Countess of Buchan’s punishment, whatever it
really was, took place, but the Iron Cage we consider as much a fable,
as was the Iron Cage in which Bajazet, nearly a century after, was
said to have been exposed and rolled about from place to place by his
conqueror Timour the Tartar, and to which no historian of recent
times yields the least credence. That the Countess of Buchan was
very closely confined, we can have no reason to doubt; her crime in
the consideration of Edward could not fail to be otherwise than great;
ber punishment might have been confinement in a room of very nar-
row dimensions,—on the very summit, too, if you please, of the tower
of the castle, where she might occasionally have been seen at its grat-
ed window by persons entering the town from the north ; but beyond
a punishment like this, we cannot be induced to entertain a shadow
of belief.

" A.D. 1310. Edward II. and his queen, with a numerous atten-
ddnce of courtiers and a great acquisition of the noblesse of both
kingdoms, spent the winter and Christmas in Berwick in great revel.
ry and wassailing.

A. D. 1312. The Countess of Buchan released from her confine-
ment by Edward II.

A.D. 1328. The marriage, b{ roxy, of Joan, the sister of Edward
IIL, a princess only six years old, with David, son of Robert I. of
Scotland, celebrated here with great magnificence.

A.D. 1333. The tragical execution of the two sons of Seaton the
Governor of the town, is said in this year to have taken place in Ber.
wick,—at least such is the account we have from both Boece and Bu-
chanan. Historians, however, of both kingdoms since their days,
seem to throw great doubts on the truth of the event. All we have
to observe on the subject is, that it was an act of cruelty, if it really
was putin execution, strangely militating against the nature and dis-
position of Edward III.,, who was ever characterized for generosity,
and a feeling most congenial with the purest humanity. The
circumstance of two skulls having of late years been discovered beneath
the ground on which the execution is recorded to have taken place—
and this too adduced in proof of the fact of the cruelty in Fuller’s his-
tory of Berwick—we set down as a proof beneath all criticism.
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A. D. 1461. Henry VL., with his queen and son, and several of his ad-
herents, lords and gentlemen, fled to this town for safety, immediately
after the fatal battle of Towton: and Henry, in order to secure to
himself a surer refuge in the court and under the protection of James
IIL. which he meditated whilst here, made no scruple of surrendering
up the town to the sway of that monarch.

A.D. 1488. Margaret, daughter of Henry VIL., arrived in Ber-
wick on her way to her marriage with James IV. of Scotland. She
was met at her entrance into the town by the college invested with
the cross, where she remained three days, was entertained with the
greatest magnificence and then departed, accompanied by the same
college and the Corporation of the town, to Lamberton church where
she was delivered to the commissioners from Scotland at no expence
to the bridegroom.

A. D. 1552. The reformer John Knox, after his return from exile,
was sent to Berwick by Archbishop Cranmer to preach, and continued
his preaching therein for two years.

A. D. 1566. Mary of Scotland visited the town of Berwick, and
was received with every possible mark of respect to which her dignity
entitled her; and onr{er return home was attended back as far as
Halidon hill by the Corporation.

A. D. 1588. James V1. visited the town, and was received in the
same way, as was his unfortunate mother twenty-two ﬁ&rs before,
and like her was attended on his return home as far as Halidon hill
by the Corporation.

Thus have we, with as much brevity, we will dare to presume, as
it could well be done, brought these Annals to an end, nor are we
aware of a single event of material consequence and interest, having
relation' to, and happening in the town of Berwick from the earliest
period of her rise into notice as a town, to the year 1603, being omit-
ted by us. Nothing more remains to us than, conformably to the
intimation we gave at the commencement of our labour, to lay before
our readers a schedule of a few of the chief works we have in recol-
lection, from which our extracts and memorandums have been taken,
and on which our Annals are founded. They are as follows :—

Boece’s and Buchanan’s Histories of Scotland ;—Rapin's and Hume's
Histories of England ;—Ridpath’s Border History ;—Hutchison's
History of Northumberland ;—Camden’s Britannia ;—Leland’s Itiner-
ary ;—Rhymer’s Federaze ;—Stephenson’s translation of part of Dug-
dale’s Monasticam Anglicanum ;—Keith’s Catalogue of Bishops of
Scotland and its Ecclesiastical and Monastic state in former times ;—
Anderson’s Diplomata ; and Kennet’s Parochial Antiquities.

J. T.
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REFLECTIONS ON THE PAST.

BY DAVID MALLOCK, A. M.

How sweet the memory appears

Of other days and other years !

When smiling cheeks and laughing eyes,
Soft as the blue of summer skies,

8 led unceasingly, till night,
V&.tll;kbdmy sleep,g:)yrought gemns of light ;
And morn again, with sunny face,

Afresh renew’d the fairy race ;

And hour on hour roll'd fast away,
Unnotic'd as the ste ofday;

And the wide world wus bright and fair,—
For Pain left not her footsteps there !

How sweet the memory appears,

Of these deceased and buried years !—

Oh! ’mid the anguich and the gloom
That herald manhood to the tomb,

And o'er the scenes of coming years
Throw the dark pall of doubts and fears ;}—
Like beauteous shapes that seem to rise
From the rich clouds of evening skies,
When the broad sun with circling sweep
Plunges his forehead in the deep,

And flings behind, to gild his tent,
Ethereal hues—magnificent !

Like beauteous shapes—departed years !—
To me your memory appears !

Thronging around me, now ye stand
Unscath’d by sorrow’s withering hand ;
As fresh and beautiful ye seem

As the bright picturings of a dream ;
And num’rous as the stars of even
That stud the radiant roof of heaven ;
And richer—brighter do ye blaze,

As sorrow dims these evil days!

Nor were ye void of sighs and tears—

Ye gone, and ye twice blessed years ;

But oh how soon all trace de;

Of anguish from the innocent-hearted!

If tears ere stained the cherub face,

They left behind no furrow’d trace

That other scalding drops might stain

The laughing field of Pleasure’s reign ;

Like rainbow showers they seemed to fall

A pause in joy’s bright festival,

That glow’d the sunnier when the cloud

Had pass'd, that wrapt it in its shroud !
VOL. 1. 21
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Days of my youth ! where are {e now P
The clouds of grief rest on my brow ;

And all the sunny thoughts are fled

That danc'd like light-beams round my head ;
And nought but mem’ry—Stay my tears !—
Remains. of these departed years |

——

FRAGMENT IN MENTAL PHILOSOPHY. -

THE possession of intelligence and the power of exhibiting it is the
peculiar glory of man whose intellectual faculties are able not only to
produce spiritual creations, but to make them and himself the subject
of his contemplation. The other animals seem alh:fether incapable of
any thing analagous to this. Their whole internal nature appears to
consist of a few regular impulses to action ; or if any of them have
been known to afford obvious indications of a considerable degree of
mentality, the process was so short and uniform under similar cir-
cumstances that we are warranted in saying that brutes are governed
more by a law of instinctive feeling than any thing else. No animal
except man possesses as the characteristic principle of his constitution,
the capacity of forming abstract ratiocinations. To the human soul,
this is natural. Indeed the simplest thonghts of the most unfur-
nished mind may fairly be presumed to be analyzable into a regular
series of premises and inference. -

One distinguishing feature of mind isits activity. How many thou-
sands of ideas live for a moment, and die, then live again in the mind
of a man during the course of a single day! What astonishing speed
is displayed in their succession! Nothing can be eom})ared to this
inappreciable velocity! Often is this invisible flight of Thought so
accelerated as to defy the power of attention to distinguish any ele-
ment of the combination of ideas, and so lost and enveloped do par-
ticular notions become in the general tide that the soul soon ﬁmr: it
impossible to identify its own productions! How rich and fertile, the
secret recesses from which sucg incalculable quantities of intelligence
continually flow, and how inexplicably mysterious the capacity of
evolving them in such rapid progression! In general, the processes
of mind are distinguished by a species of order and are governed by
certain laws of association. Sometimes however, the excursion of
the mind is trackless, and it is found impessible to trace the remotest
tie of connection between two immediately successive ideas. All such
phenomena are resolvable into principles of affinity which at the time
elude our notice and recollection. guch influence of one idea upon
another, as if it were a kind of mutual attraction, is.governed evi-
dently by very subtle laws of connection and dependance. The men-
tal concatenation is so very complicated as to include every variety of
species and mode ef association within the circumference of possibility.
’IPI:: mind, though unable to summon forward any particular thought,
till that thought first solicit our notion, has yet the power of bid-
ding defiance to the restraint of absolute rule in the succession of
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its ideas ; and while abhorring a vacuum, it knows knowing of con-
tinued sameness.—This moment, cogitation embraces one particular
object or subject. But its direetion is often changed in an infini-
tesimal of time. Variety of conception is one of the prominent fea-
tures of the mind. Heaven and earth, the affairs of home and of
parts abroad, the most important events of historic fact and trifling
toys of common-place observation, are brought under the sphere of
its contemplation, and, as if by an instantaneous impulse, commingled
ther in a sort of orderly confusion. Now thought sports in the
ee of imagination and in the fantastic whims of fancy,—then it
assumes all the more commanding attributes of a rational nature, ex-
ploring the abysses of abstract truth and speculation. Now it ima-
ines, reasons, judges, remembers, apprehends—then it desires, feels,
opes, fears, anticipates, loves and enjoys. Nor does it require much
of its inherent energies so to concentrate and sublimate its jarring
and uneonnected elements as to produce beauty out of apparent ugli-
ness, order out of wild confusion, peace and harmony out of djscord
and conflict. Not more beautiful the refraction of light introducing
the mild of morning, or the process of vegetation from the
formation of the bud to the e’}%ﬂnsion of the blossom, than the reci-
procal action and re-action of Thought and Feeling upon each other.
All objects without us are in great measure tangible by reflection ;
but man’s is also the facult og penetrating through the recesses of
his own mentality, or of oying the mind about itself. In the con-
templation of any of the mental operations, the mind is considering
the mind. The understanding that would comprehend, is the under-
standing to be comprehended. The thought we would analyze, is ana-
lysable only by thought. This power is probably a reflection of some
inscrutable attribute of the Deity, the possession of which consti-
tutes Him what He is. The human power of reminiscence, in con-
nection with that of anticipation m;y together form something ana-
lagous to the Divine Omniscience. The faculty we have of bringing
ecenes before our imagination that are not actually before us, and of
transporting ourselves, as it were, to points of locality, at which we
are not literally or substantially present, may be something analagous
to the Divine Omnipresence ; or if we conceive of the presence of the
Deity, as connected with the manifestation of it in acting wherever
He is, or producing effects wherever He wills to produce them ; then
such virtual ubiquity has, in some measure, been conferred on men
who have extended their influence over extensive regions of the earth
without being personally present at them. Inquisitive reason in en-
deavouring to determine the mode of the Divine presence has propos.
ed the question—Where is God ?—to which sober philosoph! appro.-
priately retorts by demanding an account of the locality of human
thought—that emanation from the Eternal essence.

The cases are analagous. Every one who has paid any attention to
the operations of his own mind must have been struck occasionally
with the recurrence to him of any old idea, long absent, Jong ago for-
gotten, and now as it were an apparently dead and buried stranger be-
longing to another sphere. Yet memory fully identifies the resuscita-
ted offspring of its brother faculties. And where has it been and how
has it fared since the days of yore when it lodged for a while as a
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member of the spiritual family—is a query certainly not more ration-
al nor less inconsistent than the analagous one respecting the residence
or abode of the Divine uncreated essence.

“The French philosopher conceived more justly on this subject when
he drew the analogy (fancifully figurative as it was) of God’s being a cir-
cle whose centre is no where and whose circumference is every where.
The sublime subject is far removed above the sphere of our capacity and
intelligence. But it is equally just and appropriate to say that God
is a circle, whose centre is every where and whose circumference is no
where. As there may be an analogy between the human constitution
and the Divine, and the Deity may be conceived of, as united to the
universe of matter as a human soul is united to a humaa bedy; so the
power we have of moving our bodies by the mere volition to move,
may be similar to the omnipotent energy of the will of God in nature.
And man rises yet into a higher emblem of Deity in respect of autho-
rity, when he exercises moral, intellectual, political domination——whes
his fellow-creatures by millions receive his commands—when he sways
bodies, minds and hearts, and thus appears invested with something
of the grandeur of Divine prerogative. As all parts of material Nature
are bound together by laws of mutual adhesion, so there is a system
of reciprocation through the world of mind. We communicate and
interchange ideas, and impart to and receive from one another spiri-
tual influence on the volitions of action and the springs of passion. In
this there seems an ana]ogy to the operation of Gods:xpon the human
soul, and to the corresponding effect of human volition upon the mind of
the Deity. Our faculty of consciousness, or of considering ourselves
as ourselves, is necessarily similar to the personality of God. The
monarchy of man among the tribes of his fellow animals is attributable
to his possession of reason. Notwithstanding the smallness of the
human stature and the comparative feebleness of man’s frame, he

firmly and wields irresistibly the sceptre of universal domina-
tion. The howling savage, the winding serpent, the gaping alligator,
with all the untameable and rebellious offspring of ti: earth are de-
stroyed in the contest with him, or driven to a distance from his habi-
tation. As the arrangements on the surface of the globe were evident-
ly made with especial reference to human accommodatien and com-
fort; so we are able to turn to our advantage even the vast extent of
ocean. By forcing it into our service, it becomes our own. The
tempestuous waters, instead of limiting and dividing man’s empire,
only assist his industry and enlarge the sphere of his enjoyment. Its
billows and monsters instead of intimidating his efforts serve only to
excite his courage. The naked savage, standing on the brink of the
ocean as if looking at an angry God and trembling at his tumults, is in-
deed incapable of converting its terrors into benefits, or of asserting
his dominion over the stupendous abyss. But the acquisition of science
renders him as strong as he had been weak-—and gives him command
over the unintelligent forces of the wind and the waves.
is . Of the laws of nature, reason can avail itself, and to a cer-
tain extent renders man master of the elements, because capable of
guarding against the danger of their conflict, and of modifying or
preventing their action on his frame. Thus he rises superior to the
laws of nature by means at the same time in accordance with those
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laws. To the possession of reason we owe that internal sense of ra-
tional dignity which arises from knowledge. Man’s capacious intel-
lect has explored the recesses of glorious nature—has elicited its pro-
perties called into action its rowers—has extended his acquaint-
ance with the more remote parts of the universe—has opened up to his
imagination an unlimited through the immensity of space and
of time. Indeed Philosophy has darecf even to venture into the pre-
sence of God, the Eternal Cause of all causes ; and though at ever
such attempt it has uniformly felt itself overwhelmed and eonfounded{
by the glory and grandeur of the peerless monarch of the universe,

inaccessible height of his throne, and the mysteriousness of the
inai%nin engraven on its impregnable pillars; yet has it gained much
and lost nothing by its bold and sublime excursion into the empyreal

re. If in some measure it has ascertained its incompetency to
soar 8o high, it has at least derived satisfaction from concentrating
its strenﬁth on the subject most worthy of its exertion. Man by rea-
son is related to the Creator as the subject of his moral government.
And though Divine Revelation is the chin that hangs, as it were, im-
mediately from the throne of God by which his authority is definitely
con or indissolubly linked with the immutably moral obligations
and duties of intelligent creation ; yet may unassisted reason fit one
for the homage and admiration of the sublime Architect of the universe ;
for the understanding that ascertains and determines scientific truth,
or the power and wisdom and goodness of God as exhibited in the works
of nature, is able to connect them with the devout acknowledgment
and praise of the divine agency and government in the system of the
worlg. And under a pious impulse, the view of benevolent plan and
design and operation may suggest to and enforce on a man the fitness
of conforming his actions in society to such an excellent demonstra
tion ; while the indications of Divine Wisdom within us and around
us may be regarded as teaching him the duty of endeavouring to be-
come intellectually wise and to possess knowledge, in imitation (faint
as it must be) of Him who planned the stupendous whole according to
the sublime conceptions of Infinite and Eternal Skill.

The Poet has said, ¢ O what a miracle to man is man !’ to which
we may respond—What a wonder is Thought! We are struck with
amazement in considering the magnitude and distances of the hea-
venly bodies! The idea of worlde bounding forward along with us
round a central sun, a million of times bigger than our globe, is a
most astonishing idea. Admiration rises higher still by the reflection
that our sun itself and his surrounding planets constitute but one of
an jnnumerable multitude of systems that pervade and brighten the
heavens! The thought of possible magnitude and distance is alto-
gether overwhelming. That the point of space occupied by any sin-
gle globe, or that world itself, is only as it were the centre to an infi-
nite circumference, is a theme fit only for an archangel’s capacity. -
But these subjects in sublime pagnificence are nut comparable to the
mind which can grasp them! Hence the creation even of a single
soul was a more admirable display of Divinity than the formation of
material worlds, in which we see nothing more than organized masses
of matter—nothing but magnitude and form—which have nothing kin-
dred to mind, and no affinity with the intelligence of their Creator, so
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as to be able to interchange sentiments or contemplate the soul which
yet can contemplate them! The complicated motions of the stars,
are as the working of an Omniscient brain—a universal intellect.
They measure ages but feel them not. Unchanged by time, they
seem as if they had existed from a past eternity, and as if their fu-
ture career were to be as interminable as the space in which they re-
volve. But humanity is a nobler emblem of the uncreated glory.
Man sees what all this means. Its perception is in his sight. Its
interpretation is in his soul. Were there not the rational beings to
see and hear ; no heavens could declare the glory of God, nor firma-
ment shew forth his handy-work of power and wisdom and benevo-
lence. Their beauty is felt b{’ him, not by themselves! Their laws
are investigated by him, not by themselves! In knowing them he is
their superior and a better image of God than they are. It is spirit
that is most congenial to spirit; so that the grandest wonders of this
wonderful world, which are those of heavenly bodies and spaces and
motions, are not naturally associated so much with the idea of Divine
perfection, and reflecting the glory of the Supreme to the same extent
as the constitution and operations of human thought.
At present, it is true, we can ::s:: man but as a young untaught
pupil in the school at which high of intelligence preside. Clog-
with flesh and blood, we are incapable of much ion of in.
telleet or of knowledge relating to much more than to objects sensible
and material. Here we are but beginning to be, learning, as it were,
the alphabet of the language of the highest powers surrounding the
Eternal’s throne ; and to be able to hold converse with our seniors, and
reach the high themes of high understandings, we must be dismissed
from a state of sense and material confinement. Meantime, let us
cultivate and improve the faculties we enjoy. Their most important
employment is of course to be auxiliaries to the dictates of the moral
sense. Their most happy state i to be in harmony with conscience.
And as a powerful motive to piety, we should draw upon the stores of
natural knowledge. Science 1s 2 book of facts and principles nearly as
express in its intimations of the Divine character and will, as the
oracular voice of the Bible. It is rich and replete with all that can
gratify curiosity ; while it unfolds and elucidates the noble features
of Divine wisdom, power and goodness, in all their exuberance of
beauty, glory and grandeur, on which the mind may dilate itself in
sublime and ineffable satisfaction. And our knowledge shall increase
in the dominions g‘fl hulven when fron(i the eternal hills of Paradise
we may, with angelic telescopes, extend our survey of the complicated
movem{mts of the wheels of nature, and be able tny; tune a harp to the
praise of Him who made man at first but a little lower than the an-
gels, and crowned him with glory and honour. Here our under-
standing gropes and wanders in  darkness visible’ Such is the fee.
bleness of our mental grasp of ineffable truth, that we are sometimes
dazzled and confussd more than illuminated, by the reflections of un-
created light, even on the s of heaven’s revelation. In another
and higher sphere of being, however, « we shall see as we are seen,
and know even as we are known.”

Alnwick. J.S. H.
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SONG.

BY ROBERT GILFILLAN.

Away to the woodlands, Eliza, my fair!
The morning is bright, and the valleys are green ;
The glad smile of nature shall welcome you there—
Of fond hearts the dearest, of beauty the queen !
"Away to the woodlands! the winter is gone,
TI{e green earth is budding in summer’s array,
The blackbird is singing in sweet mellow tone,—
Away to the woodlands, Eliza, away !

Away to the woodlands ! the summer is near,

The sun’s on the lake, and the lark’s in the sky ;
And if the young rose is bedewed with a tear,

*Tis the soft tear of gladness, the dew-drop of joy.
Away to the woodlands ! and there shall we roam,

Till the sun woo the ocean at calm evening's close ;
Your heart is my treasure, your bosom my home,

For there all my fond hopes in safety repose !

——l—

REMARKS ON HISTORY AND HISTORIANS,
ESPECIALLY
HUME, ROBERTSON AND GIBBON.
From Lectures lately delivered in the Sorbonne.
BY M. VILLEMAIN,
PROFESSOR OF FRENCH ELOQUENCE, & MEMBER OF THE ACADEMY.

IN modern times, dprevious to Voltaire and the historical renovation
he has produced and which Hume has followed, three men appear to
me to stand prominently forth in their different manners of writing
history—Machiavel, de Thou, and Bosswet. These men constitute
three widely different types; and not one of them is the type which
I think wonrd suit our epoch.

Hence we draw this natural conclusion, that history is not subject
to any necessary and precise form, that of all kinds of composition its
character is the most varicus and manifold ; that it always leaves
room for the display of original talent; that according to the writer’s
point of view, according to the character of his genius, of his
epoch, or the special end he proposes, history undergoes co
dent transformations, and appears in all its different forms equally
true.

Machiavel is at once modern and ancient : herein lies his originality.
From antiquity, he borrows that vigour of mind, that energy of ex-
pression which engraves rather than paints, and those eloquent dis-
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courses which he puts into the mouth, now of an Albizzi, now of 2
conspirator of Florenﬁe almost tra:hsformed into a citizen of Rome.
But he sses, at the same time, that penetratin ity and that
aocuratg:)::: which are the gift of modl;ern l:inw:s.g s%%?neeew’ty
of his subject, he is led to that rapid view of the past, to those vast
and philosophical summaries which unite in one coup d'eil all the
distinctive characters of a nation or an epoch. Nothing can be finer,
in this respect, than the first book of the ¢ History of Florence.’
There, all the barbarity of the middle ages is condensed, so te speak,
into a few pages, yet without sacrificing graphic description to pro-
found reflection.

After him, de Thou stands conspicuous by eminent qualities, which
I would call entirely modern ; for the conscientious impartiality, the
calm of reason and justice which characterize him, were merits almost

uite unknown to the ancients, and almost unattainable by them.

he passions of the ancient republics, those :j:,arrels so violent be-
tween the little states of Greece, and between parties which form-
ed as many states in each democracy, seemed to exclude that integrity
and independence to which philosophy exalts de Thou, in a time of
fanaticism and fury. , .

After this great and upright man arises Bossuet, elevated by genius.
What the experience of the world,—what a practical and contemptu-
ous knowledge of common life had contributed to Machiavel’s character,
the grand truths of Christianity contribute, under a different form,
to the manner of Bossuet. On his high episcopal chair, rather than
at the historian’s desk, he collects and sums up the histories of all
nations, he makes the human race pass before him, he urges them on,
he bids them €wmarch, march,’ according to the eloquent allusion of
one of his most ingenious panegyrists. He precipitates them towards
the abyss, and seems to have predicted what he relates. There is
something lofty and solemn in this manner of a prophet: it is not
the vocation og the historian, but the power, aml: if you will, the
charm of the orator.

How very different are these three forms, and yet how far are they
from having exhausted the infinite variety of historical genius !

I believe, Gentlemen, were we to select and enumerate the moral
and intellectual qualities of the historian, we would almost be afraid
to think on all that is requisite. Cicero strove hard to form hisideal
orator; he has imposed on him many onerous conditions of know-
ledge, facility and genius ; he has required of him at the same time
much study and great talents. I consider the duty of the historian
to be not less vast, not less difficult of performance. Thus, in res
of his moral qualities, I would demand the love of truth, that is, the
zeal of accuracy and a patience carried to scrupulosity. Under the
love of truth I comprehend not only the necessity of knowing the
cold and lifeless truth, buried in diplomatic papers, but the power of
discovering,—of feeling,—of restoring local and contemporary truth,
of designing anew the physiognomies of personages, of setting them
in motion, by rendering to them, without any traee of the writer's
own period or personalities, their genuine passions and costumes.
Here then is a moral quality which becomes, 1n the historian, a men-
tal endowment.
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I would next require of him the love of humanity or of liberty.
You see, my exactions are not immoderate ; for I can conceive that,
according to the diversity of the times and the countries, there are
certain subjects in which the love of liberty, too openly manifested
in the historian, would be a sort of anachronism and impertinence in
the midst of the personages and facts he was describing.

I demand then, in a historian, the love of humanity or of liberty.-
His impartial justice ought not to be cold and impassable. He must,
on the contrary, have an interest,—a passion; he must wish, hope,
love, suffer or rejoice in what he relates. Look at Tacitus;—he is
the greatest of historians, because while he is the most upright, he is,
I am bold to say, the most impassioned ; because he Siscerns asa
judge, and deposes as & witness who is still full'of emotion and of
anmt what he has seen.

y, I exact of the historian, on certain occasions at least, the
love of country. I do not agree with Lucian in thinking that he
should be a stranger without a native land,—without altars ; nor with
a writer of the eighteenth century, that he should be attached to no
country, no party, no religion. Surely such a demand is most foolish !
—You ought to believe &e historian ; but how shall you believe him
who himself believes nothing ? The historian must have a real faith ;
he will not im it on you, but he will gain your confidence, be-
cause he shews himself to be in earnest and to have a belief; and if in
the midst of the peculiar opinions which he confesses, you discover a
sound and elevated judgment which recognizes and discovers the
truth, then the historian effectually enlightens and persuades you.

Such are the moral qualities of the historian! As to the intellec-
tual qualities, they appear to me almost overwhelming and infinite. It
seems a thing unjust that to have talents is more difficult than to
have virtues ; yet such is the truth.

Thus, Gentlemen, for our modern times especially, loaded with so
manl facts, and with so much science,—for this Europe that compre-
hends so many great States, each a world in itself, and that moves in
a Universe which it-touches and influences at all points; in the midst
of this infinite multiplicity of political and civil laws, of institutions
more or less perfect ; in this complication of war,—marine,—finances,
—and social biography, (if I may use the expression) I sink beneath
;’n thought of those immense stores of acquired knowledge, and that

ngularly intelligent and docile mind requisite in a historian. For
universal intelligence, so to speak, the knowledge of every thing and
of every detail in every thing, seems to me almost an indispensable
quality. How then is the appearance of so many histories to be
accounted for? It is because the writers, like me, never reflect on
all these necessary qualifications.

But farther, supposing the historian to be endowed with those
moral qualities which I consider as the soul of his talent ; supposin
him to bhave acquired that universal knowledge, just described ; an
to have that pliancy, that ardour and that facility of intellect, ever
Kmmpt in conceiving and apprehending, still all this is not sufficient ;

e must be a master of composition ; he must possess the art of distri-
buting and blending toget{zﬂl these treasures of knowledge and of
ideas ; he must be able to render his narration interesting ;nd pro-

VOL. I 3
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ssive. I know well that it is commonly allowed—not, as pretends

icero, that history amuses, in whatever manner it may be written,
but,—that history enjoys the privilege of being tiresome, without any
one having a right to complain.

Look only at the innumerable histories written during the ei
teenth century. Take Mezerai,—the servile and fanatical Daniel,—
the learned, but cold and diffuse Rapin de Thoiras. Whatever may
be the grandeur of the events related, excepting certain moments
where the reality has been stronger than the historian, you are tired
and repelled; and yet what else is history than a picture of life?
and what is more animated—more interesting—more worthy of hu-
man contemplation than the spectacle of life? Why are we, unceas-
ingly, so curious and passionate spectators of contemporary events?
and why are these same events, buried in a book of history, so often
for our own country as well as for others, tedious and revolting ? The
fault undoubtedly lies with the historians: bat in order to escape
from this fault, I am almost afraid to think of the necessary talent.
This talent, I reduce, I sum up in one word—the art of composition ;
that is to say, the art of disposing reality, as imagination disposes its
fictions—the art of laying out a territory whose situation is fixed,
just as oriental poel;r{l arranges those fabulous countries which she
delights to create in the wrial vacuity.

uman life is a process, whose details interest contemporaries, but
which must be abridged for futurity. The historian ought to select
from the infinite number of facts what is worthy of surviving,—what
is durable, that is, in an eternal relation to human nature, and illus-
trative of that nature as it is exhibited at particular epochs.

The style yet remains to be considered ; but we have often said
that style should not be regarded as a separate thing which can in a
manner be taken off or restored, and is independent of the ideas. In
the fourth century Christian writers fancied for a time that, in order
to destroy Paganism, it was only necessary to carry off the style of
Homer and Menaunder, and employ it upon Christian subjects. In
our days a dexterous industry detaches from the domes and walls of
temples the chefs d’euvre o ginting, and de) them on canvass,
to secure their preservation. But in things intellectual this super-
ficies of style is nothing. The artificial works which the early Chris-
tians thus com in imitation of Pagan %oductions roved tire-
some to those for whom they were made. hen, on the contrary,
they separated not their style from their thoughts, nor their thoughts
from their entire existence; when they made discourses merely to
exhort these to martyrdom—those to repentance, they were sublime,
and they invented a style which could no longer be stripped off from
the ideas, but was intimately united with them as the soul is with
the body.

Such? Gentlemen, is my manner of regarding style. I will not
speak of it as isolated; it will flow from all those qualities of mind
and soul which we have indicated. Thus from strict integrity, from
a zeal for truth in all its details, from an imagination, fond of all that
complete for it the image of what is true, will spring up ardour of
expression and warmth of colouring.

rom the learned and bappy distribution of the various parts of his
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work,—from the immensity of knowledge which will assist uniting
the details of manners, arts, sciences, in fine, of all the variety of human
life, will naturally follow progression, grace and freshness of diction.

Thus, the style will be comprehended in all those virtues and ta.
Ients that I have exacted of the historian: but it is not on that ac-
count the less difficult of attainment.

Let us now make the application. Here Hume realized the type
that bas just been traced? He is far from having reached it. His
reason is pewerful, his judfment full of sagacity, his style elegant
and pure, but hardly any of the nobler qualities of the soul are to be
found in his work. The zeal of accurateness, Hume possesses not ;
he is easily satisfied. The documents transmitted by intermedial
historians relieve him of the necessity of referring to the primitive
sources. He relates himself, that there were offered to him in
France, fourteen manuscript volumes of James I., and all the corre.
:zondenee of our ambassadors at London, and that, pre-occupied with

e pleasures of Paris, he had entirely neglected that precious oppor-
tunity.

InyHume, therefore, you will often find material errors, which he
could easily have rectified if he bad only had the curiosity to go and
turn slowly over the leaves of the verbal processes of the House of
Commons. Why has he not dove so? Because Hume entertained,
in certain xuts of his work, a contempt of his subject.

. He has declared that he cannot conceive the power that Cromwell
exercised over the assemblies, because he expressed himself like a
rude peasant ; these are his words. His academical taste, if you will

it me 80 to speak, shocked with certain vulgar, vehement, theo-
ogical expressions, which Cromwell uttered, perceived not that ar.
dent and sombre enthusiasm which burned in his words. He regard-
ed as ridiculous what Cromwell spoke :—* I bave not called myself to
this place ; others have called me to this place,” &c.,—subdividing his
discourse into three parts, like a sermon. But if, instead of being
shocked with certain coarse or pedantic expressions, he had pene-
trated deeper, he would have felt that thrilling force which agitates
the soul; and he would have alternately explained the eloquence of
Cromwell b&his power, and his power by his eloquence.

Neither do I find in Hume so much as I wish (I hesitate in mak-
ing these remarks, Gentlemen, remembering that the eighteenth cen-
tury regarded Hume as the first of historians, and that this opinion
is still in vogue;) but notwithstanding I own that I do not perceive
in Hume enough of the love of humanity and liberty. Hume, un.
doubtedly loves freedom of discussion, the existence of the two Houses
of Parliament, and the liberty of the Press; these are common-place
topics in England ; there is not a minister even who does not think so ;
but he loves them conventionally, from custom, and not with that pure
and energetic instinct which fosters itself. He relates and analyzes
the acts of stern and protracted injustice that occurred in the reign
of Elizabeth snd of Charles I. but without appearing to suffer in his
narration ; he is inattentive to that silent and continuous motion of
English liberty, which disengages itself from so wany gothic forms,—
which throws off now one weight, and now another,—which, sometimes
repulsed, but ever closing again, advances unceasingly. He perceives
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not this motion ; he even reproaches some of his critics for having
sup its existence. This is an error of the historian,—an error
of the erudite scholar,—an error of the man. He saw not this pro-
gressive motion, because he felt no interest in it,—because he liked
not to recognize the principle of generous sentiments, and of sacred
riﬁhts, even beneath rude and superannuated forms. Is it not Hume
who tells us, in order to explain the whole of the English revolution
—=¢ The insults that chiefly inflamed the parliament and the nation,
were the surplices, the rails round the altar, the bows exacted on ap-
proaching it, the liturgy, the violation of the Sabbath, the embroider-
ed copes, the lawn sleeves,” &c.? It was for such things that the fac-
tions laboured to throw the State into such violent convulsions.

This is the manner of Voltaire; it is Voltaire who has dictated
that, but it is not therefore the more true. These things, ironically
described by Hume, were the exterior, the dressof the revolution.
But violent, real, and profound passions agitated within; there was
experienced much of regret, of langing, of noble and culpable ambition ;
the whole of human nature was in agitation: it was not merely copes
and surplices.

It is the method employed by Voltaire in the ¢ Essai sur les Meeurs,’
to amuse the human race, to suppose it always duped, and for this
end he ever represents great effects as springing from trivial causes ;
but is this the truth?

Neither do I find sufficiently expressed in Hume that love of coun-
try, which I regard as a virtue olp the historian. I certainly do not
wish for declamation ; but I would like to discover the soul of an old
Englishman ; I would like to see him attached to his country, as to
a friend, whose fortune one follows through all the changes of life ;
whom one beholds growing, developing himself, attaining glory and
importance in the world. Thus, I would wish to see him partici
ing, now with sorrow, now with pride and joy in the fortune of Eng-
land, in the developement of that great and imposing sovereignty.

Now, to follow out my division, which is almost as regular as that
of Cromwell's sermon, the qualities of the mind are undoubtedl
more manifest in the work of Hume than the qualities of the soJ
He possesses a high degree of intelligence, but it is the intelligence
of reason, and not of imagination; he explains very well all the im-
portant facts, sets them forth with precision, arranges them with or-
der and method. Does he penetrate with profound sagacity into
human passions? I venture to doubt of it; f make bold to say that
all those republican and royalist spirits, called into action and publi-
city by the English revolution, have not always been understood by
Hume. He pretends that the Whigs accused him of not having wept
over the fate of Strafford ; but I think he has not fully comprehended
the soul of that man, and that his tears even, if he wept, do not ren-
der entire justice to Strafford. Has he indeed recorded the generous
resolution of Strafford, who urged the king to subscribe the condem-
nation decreed by the House of Peers, he adds these words: ¢ Per.
haps Strafford hoped that this singular mark of generosity would in-
duce the king to protect him; perhaps he abandoned his life, think-
ing it irrecoverably lost; and seeing Eimself in the hands of his ene-
mies, he absolutely despaired of escaping the many perils which sur-



MR. JOHN MACKAY WILSON’S SONGS. 265

rounded him on all sides’ Thus the offer of Strafford was a calcula-
tion, a sort of experiment made upon the will of the monarch, or at
best the desperate resolution of a man who surrenders what he cannot
retain. No!—the: Whigs themselves, I am certain, never il;lr)sed
on Strafford a more unjust anathema than this supposition of Hume,
whose insulting nature he yet imperfectly understood. He thought
to justify the prudence of gtraﬂ‘ord, and l{e perceived not that he in-
jured a great character. It is here that we discover, perhaps, an
nnj)leasant connection between the sceptical spirit of the philosopher
and his historical views. For one who entertained the doctrine of
selfish interest, which Hume has disavowed in one of his treatises, but
to which all his philosophy leads, it was a little embarrassing to com-
prehend the disinterested devotedness of Strafford, and his heroical
abandoning of life : Hume has, therefore, disowned them.

The literary criticism of Hume’s History and an account of Ro-
bertson in our next communication.

0.
Edinburgh, 1st Feb. 1832.

——

MR. JOHN MACKAY WILSON'S SONGS.

WE believe there are very few living authors who have written
more songs than our townsman Mr. J. M. Wilson—and none, we are
sorTy to say, who take less care of them when written. Many of them
have appeared in' numerous periodicals, but by far the greater l:art
have not even received this fugitive publicity, and he has not troubled
himself to publish them in any form whatever. Several of the latter
have come into our hands, which, with selections from the former, we
shall from time to time transfer to our pages, conscious that by so
doing we shall gratify all our readers, to whom the genuine simphcity
and originality of the true Scettish Song is acceptable. The first we
select is intitled « My Faither’s Hearth,” and its quiet graphic power
and pathos will find a passage to the bosom of every one.

No. I—-MY FAITHER'S HEARTH.

Can I forget the woody braes,

Whererﬁve an’ innocence foregather,—
Where aft in early simmer-days, ’

I've crooned a sang amang the heather ?
Can I forget my faither’s hearth,—

. My mither by the ingle spinnin’,—

Their weel-pleased look to see the mirth

O’ &’ theigghairnies round them rinnin’ ?
It was a waefu’ hour to me,

When I frae them an’ love departed ;}—

The tear was in my mither’s e’e,—
My faither blest me—broken-hearted !
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My aulder brothers took my hand,—
e younkers a’ ran frae me greetin’ !
But waur than this—I coudna stand
My fuithfu’ lassie’s fareweel meetin’ !

Can I forget her fareweel kiss !—
Ar’ looie—like words by lightenings spoken }—
Forget an hour sae dear as this !—
Forget \—na! till life’s cords are broken!
Forget!—na! though the foamin’ sea, ‘
igh hills an’ mony a sweepin’ river, ‘
May lie between their hearth an’ me,— *
My heart shall be at hame for ever.

« The Gowany Braes” is in a different mood and manner, and is
enough to make a bachelor renounce his state of single blessedness.

No. I.-THE GOWANY BRAES.

IN our young—young da
‘When tioe gowaZynl:rgus e
Were our temple o’ joy and glee,
Some dour auld body would shake his head,
And tell us our gladness away would flee
And our hearts beat as heavy as lead ;—
' Stupid auld body—silly auld body,—
our mother spained you wi' a canker warm,
In our auld, auld days,—the gowany braes
Are memory’s rainbows owre time aad storm.

In our proud young days,
- When &e govgany raeis :
Kenn'd the feet o’ my love and me,
Some ill-matched carle would girn and say—
¢ Puir things! wi’ a twalmonth’s marriage and ye
will Sﬁ:u Iove like a snawba’ decay I'—
id auld carle—loeing auld carle,
‘r;:lr mother spained you wi’ a canker worm,
In our auld, auld days,—the gowany braes,
Like our love unchanged, hae their youthfu’ form.

In our -haired days,
When g ’;omy br:z
Are owre steep for our feet to climb,
When her back is bowed, and her lovely e’e,—
Once bright as a beam frae the sun,—is dim,—
She’ll be still my bit lassie to me.
Stupid uul({ bod p—wicked auld body-—
Love, like the gowan’s, a winter liver,
The smile o’ a wife is the sua o’ its life,
An’ her bosom a brae where it blooms for ever.
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<« The Bacchanalian’s Sang” is as graphic a picture of the kind of

Rappiness and domestic comfort which a enjoys, as it is pos-
sible to conceive.

No. II-THE BACCHANALIANS SANG.

Stap, stap, we'll hae anither ﬂﬂ,

Ne'er mind a lang-tongued beldame’s yatter,
They’re fools wha'd leave a glass o’ yill

. For any wife’s infernal clatter.

There’s Bet, when I gang hame the nigbt,

Will set the hale stair-head a-ringin’,—
Let a’ the neibors hear her flicht,

Ca’ me a brute, an’ stap my singin’.
8he'll yelp about the bairas’ rags,—

Ca’ me a drucken gude for naethin’ !
8he’ll curse my throat and drowthy

An’ at me thraw their duddy claethin’.

The fient a supper I'll get there—
A dish o’ tongues is &’ she’ll gie me!
8he’ll shake her nieve, an’ rug her hair,
An’ wonder that she e’er gaed wi’ me!
She vows to leave me, an’ I say— :
¢ Gang, gang ! for dearsake !—that’s a blessin’ I’
She rins to get her claes away,
But—o’ the kist—the key’s a-missin” !

The younkers a’ set up a skirl,

They shriek an’ cr{—‘ O dinna mither I’
Ie;i})wbed,mdfas the quarrel

either ae way nor anither.

Bet creeps beside me unco dour,

I clap her back an’ say—¢ My dawty !
Quo’ she—¢ Weel, weel, my passion’s owre,

But dinna gang a drinkin’, Watty.'

To this «“The Temperate Man’s Sang” forms an exquisite coun-
ter-part.
No. IV—-THE TEMPERATE MAN'S SANG.

Na, dinna Kress, I winna stay,
For drink shall ne’er abuse me,
Its time to rise and gang away—
Sae neibors ye'll excuse me.
Though ance I liked a social gill,—
A‘%endll crack wi’ cronief,m
I like my - wifie better still,
Our Jennies an’ our Johnnies.
There’s something by my ain fireside,—
A saft, a haly sweetness;
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I see wi’ mair than kingly pride,
My hearth a heaven o' neatness.—

Though whisky may gie care the fling,
Its triumph’s unco noisy,
A jiffy it may madness bring,
ut comfort it destroys aye.
But I can view my ain fireside
Wi’ o' a faither’s rapture ;}— '
Wee Jem‘iry’s hand in mine will slide,
While Johnny reads his chapter.

I like your com an’ your crack,
Butythere’s agznly looe {lea.rer,

Ane wha will git till I come back
Wi’ ne'er a ane to cheer her.

A waff o’ joy comes owre her face
The moment that she hears me,~—

The supper—a’ thing's in its place,
An’ wi’ her smiles she cheers me.

“ The Recruiting Cockade” is a happy thought, and well brought
out.

No. V.~THE RECRUITING COCKADE.

TiBBY’s jo at Saint Boswell’s had listed ;
An’ at night when my Jammie came back,
He took my cauld hand an’ he kissed it,
He seight, an’ but little he spak.
I dreaded na what was the cause o’t,
But ca’d him a cuif an’ a fool ;
- Looked paughty, an’ seemed to grow fause on’t,
But spiered na the cause o’ his dool.

I thought little gude could come out o’
His gan without me to the fair,

But the warst thing that I had a doubt o',
Was he might see somebody there.

He promised to buy me a ribbon,
I g:uﬂ‘y ways asked if he bad,

He spakna, but bitterly sobbin’,—
Pu’ed out—a recruitin’ cockade !

I shrieked, an’ my head gae a swirl—
Grew blind, an’ fell dead on his breast,
Syne grat, and asked what in the warl’
Could tempt my ain Jammie to list ?
Then close in his arms he pressed me,
An’ kissed aff the tear frae-my ee,
He leugh that wi’ love he'd distressed me—
The cockade was—a breast-knot for me!
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The next is a sweet and beautiful lyric entitled—* Tweedside.”

No. VIL-TWEEDSIDE.

WE’'LL aye think o’ Tweedside, love,
Our early, only hame,—

Our ain, our faitﬂers' pride, love,
Wha's face is aye the same.

Our friends may pass away, love,
Like shadows owre the sea,

But still Tweedside will hae, love,
A voice for you an’ me.

Mind ye when nane were near, love,
We swore aye to be true,
An’ the wee bit stars to hear, love
Stealed through the gloamin’s hue ?—
Can we forget the night, love,
“T'was by our ain Tweedside,
Our whispers fell as light, love, -
As moonbeams on the tide ?

Like a waff o’ music still, love,
That whispered vow I hear,

Ar’ still the eye it fills, love,
Wi’ memory’s fondest tear.

*T'was there we drew our breath, love,
"T'was there we nightly met,

An’ some sleep there in death, love,
We never can forget !

‘With one more example we shall hold for the present. The sub-
Ject is rather a novel one, viz.—* The Huntsman’s Bride.”

No. VIL—-THE HUNTSMAN'S BRIDE.

SuouLp the knight be sad when the morning breaks
Through its rainbowed glories bounding ;

As the stealthy fox from a dream awakes,
While his lady’s horn is sounding ?

8hould the knight be sad when, at break of day,
The proud fleet steeds are ranci:s, :

And the gallant hounds round his lady bay,
While her eyes upon his are glancing ?

Away ! away ! let the night be gay,
For beauty is smiling o’er him ;

They’ve left sorrow behind—on the lazy wind,
And pleasure leaps forth before them.

Should the knight be sad when his own true bride,
Like s bird, o’er the plain is sweeping,—
VOL. 1. 2L
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Or a spirit of smiles that cheers his side
O’er brake and streamlet leaping ?

When the chase is o’er, and her eyes are bright
As all are round her cheerin

Oh! it is the smile of her own i’)ved knight,
That makes the prize endearing.

Let the knight be gay, let the knight be gay,
And joy in his dark eye glisten ;

For his lady-love will sing the lay
To which he loves to listen.

When the sun has set, and the huntsmen all
Have left the banquet mellow,

Her evening song on his ear shall fall,—
Her breast shall be his pillow.

——

AN INQUIRY INTO THE MERITS OF THE SCOTTISH
' NOVELS.

MEANWHILE, whate’er of beautifal er new,
Sublime or dreadful, in earth, sea or sky,
By chance or search, was offered to his view,
He scanned with curious and romantic eye.
‘Whate'’er of lore tradition could supply
From Gothic tale, or song, or fable old,
Roused him, still keen to listen and to pry.
BeaTTIE.

For a number of years previous to the publication of the first of
these novels, fictitious writing had in a great degree been regarded as
trivial and unprofitable, as unworthy of employing the pen of genius
and talent. e had indeed a solid though rather voluminous Rich-
ardson, a Fielding powerful in description, a Defoe characterized by
simple yet attractive narration, a Smollet who pictured human na-
ture in all the hues of reality, a chaste and elegant Goldsmith ; but all
these great minds had disappeared from our earth, and no one arose
capable of following in their footsteps. A sickly taste for meretricious
ornament had usurped the throne of fancy and fiction, and the press
teemed with tales of horror and paltry love-adventures. The wit and
the scholar had employed their talents on other subjects, and had left
the fair fields of romance, and the fairy regions of the imagination, to
minds of inferior cast among their own species, or to be described by
the pen of the female writer. I mean not to detract from the well-
won praises of an Edgeworth, a Radcliffe, or an Opie, but certain it
is that during that period the female sex seemed to have obtained a
sort of prescriptive right over this kind of composition. At length,
however, the Giant Genius of Scotland arose, and; concentrating in
himeelf all those powers which have gained a reputation for the No-
velists that preceded him, burst forth in the energy.of his strength,
and formed a new @ra in the annals of fiction. el.ls“rl)m the metropo.
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lis of the North the star of his fame arose in splendour, but not to his
own oountry only were its rays confined,—all Europe saw and won-
dered ; and shooting across the ocean, they were hailed with surprise
on the further shores of the Atlantic. From city to city, from na-
tion to nation have these novels travelled, and by alf, high or low, have ,
they been admired and praised.

reading world was in a manner taken by surprise,—every one
found in them something congenial to his own taste. The mere rea-
der for amusement was delighted with tracing the imaginative flights
of the Novelist through the interesting events which occurred in
the course of the tale, with the wonderful invention apparent in each
successive chapter. But no sooner did the Waverley novels come into
general circulation, than the Novelist was discovered to be a wit, &
scholar, a philosopher and a critic. The man of learning wondered
at finding depth of erudition and critical acumen under the unpre-
tending, or rather disreputable garb of fiction, and the observer of hu-
men nature was agreeably surprised that such a writer should em-
body in his works the real passions which :ﬁitate the breast of man,
er (Lacribe in such an interesting manner the events which occur in
the world. The antiquarian, too, found in the author of Warverley a
companion suited to his taste—a friend well versed in the customs
and events of antiquity. The lover of poetry, also, perceived in the
Scottish Novelist a mind that could view the universe with a poet’s
eye, and describe in glowing colours all the magnificence of nature.

But not only were the productions of which we are speaking suited
to the taste of each indivitfual reader ; they possessed another charm—
that of novelty in design and execution—a charm which, in the pre-
sent state of literary amusement, was sufficient of itself to confer
:ron them, at least, a temporary reputation. Before the appearance

Waverley, novel-writers, comparatively speaking, had confined
themselves within narrow limits with re, to the developement of
character, and depended more upon incident than any thing else for
the purpose of exciting interest. Smollet, for example, took a hero
and introduced him into a variety of scenes, which are no doubt de-
scribed with the accuracy of a master; and the same thing may be
said of Fielding. But none of our author'’s predecessors ever
thought of introducing into his novels matters of national importance,
or of describing characters who, in their day, were of some eminence
in their country. This was left to the Scottish Novelist, by whom
events, often involving a nation’s welfare, are finely described ; and
kings, princes and berves walk before the imagination, dressed in the
same habiliments, and engaged in the same affairs as they were in
the olden time, when they flourished in all their glory.

We have thus taken a sort of general view of the merits of the
Author of Waverley; let us now consider him closely ; and, first, let
us enquire into his manner of conducting bis story. By emplo!ing
such an expression, I do net mean to insinuate that the plots of his
novels are of the same kind, that they are conducted on a similar plan,
or even that they are equally well m Nor am I on the other
hand disposed to grant with some, that Waverley must still be regard-
ed as his masterpiece, or that he has written nothing since which can be
compared with that first wonderful performance. On the contrary, I
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am of opinion that there are many of the succeeding novels which
are not only equal to that one, but which even sul it; and I need
only mention Ivanhoe, the Pirate, and Quentin Durward, to prove
my assertion. Waverley however an advantage which the
o&en did not enjoy,—it was the first our author produced, and men
recollecting the pleasure they felt in reading it, Jooked back upon it
with delight and a sort of veneration, and it soon became the fashion
to decry the succeeding efforts of the Novelist as inferior to the first.
Impressed with this opinion I have not the least hesitation in assert.
ing that, if even the least esteemed of his novels, such as Peveril of the
Peak or the Fortunes of Nigel, had a red in circumstances similar
to those with which the author of Waverley was ushered into the
world, they would have met with a similar reception.

Nor would I have it inferred that a novel-writer should be restrict-
ed to those rules of epic severity, re’fu]arity and accuracy, with which
graver productions may be tried. The professed object of a Novelist
is to amuse ; he is therefore at liberty to employ whatever is conducive
to entertainment ; and on this account he enjoys a freedom which no
other writer can claim with justice. Our author has taken advan-
tage, in no small degree, of this privilege, and perhaps not an incon-
siderable portion of the interest he excites may be traced to this cir-
cumstance. The osteusible plots in Waverley, Ivanhoe, and Quentin
Durward, are a recital of the adventures of these characters during a
certain portion of their lives. In the first of these, however, our atten-
tion ‘is almost wholly occupied with the well-written details of the
rebellion in 1745, and the fortunes of the ill-starred Charles Edward
and his adherents ; in the second we dwell upon the feats of the lion-
hearted Richard and the cabals of his faithless brother, with as much
interest as upon the real hero of the romance; and in the last, the
intrigues of Louis attract a great, if not the greatest part of the rea-
der’s curiosity. The Waverley Novels are therefore, for the most
part, to be regarded as a kind of history of a certain period, adorned
of course with fiction and the creations of a lofty imagination, rather
than the mere adventures of a single individual. One character, how-
ever, was necessary in all works of the kind, in order to give unity to
the whole, and to which the mind might on all occasions refer. Be-
sides, when a writer of a novel sits down to his task, he must have
some end in view, some catastrophe to unfold and describe, and it is
the manner in which the author of Waverley brings about this by de-
grees, that I mean now to consider.

A novel, although, as I have already said, it is subject not to the
restrictions of an epic poem, must yet, in the language of the critics
upon that species of poetry, have a beginning, a middle, and an end.
Its action and fable, if not great and nationally important, must at
Jeast be interesting, fully developed, complete in themselves, and lead
to a result—probable as well as satisfactory, when considered as the
consequence of events mentioned before.

The real plot or fable in most of the Waverley novels is not very ex-
tensive, and if stripped of all contingent circumstances, might have been
comprised in a very few pages. It is not indeed upon the fortunes
of his heroes merely that our author relies for giving his productions
effect,—it is more upon the description of events which were of great
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to the nation. In this t the genius of the au-
maveﬂey is ditKh ed in a mble ligzt. In his no-
vels we read of eveats which we have seen described in real history,
we see characters pass before us who, we know, actually existed, and
when we recollect that this is in a fictitious narrative, the interest
that is excited becomes the greater. It is seldom, if ever, that our
author perverts real history. A t deal of fiction is of course
mingled with reality, but the fictitious is used merely to give relief
and additional interest to the story, and what nctual{y happened is -
recorded with the fidelity of an historian. There is nothing indeed
in which our author excels more than in the amalgamation of fiction
and reality—it is done with so much skill that in union they appear
perfectly natural and probable, and at the same time have so much
the air of romance about them, that they become doubly interesting.
It is, then, by the incidents which the author of Warverley collects
around his plots that they excite the greatest attention. His cha-
racters are placed in such situations that how they are to be
extricated becomes a matter of the most intense curiosity. His fable,
therefore, although, when we consider it gravely, it is apparently short
and simple, and eagable of giving but small scope to the author, is yet,
after all, rendered highly interesting, and I need hardly say that it is
always fully develom and for the most part satisfactorily. I say
Jor the most part, nse several instances may be pointed out in
which our author is not so successful as usual. When the Novelist
winds up his tales and disposes of his principal characters in a cer-
tain manner, we are of course bound to believe him, and to take mat-
ters just as they stand ; but sometimes we are obliged, in our author’s
works, to do so at the expense of probubility. The catastrophe in the
Heart of Mid Lothian comes upon us quite unexpectedly, and in pro-
portion as we are startled at it, do we regard it as unnatural and im-
probable. St. Ronan’s Well is of the same description—we cannot
for a moment believe that such a catastrophe could take place—it is
too tragic to be regarded as the result of events mentioned before.
In this particular, also, the Antiquary isin some measure defective.
In this novel we meet with a great number of well-drawn characters,
but it is far from being so interesting as many of the author’s otber
roductions. It is however in the denouement of the plot that the
ovelist chiefly fails. The tragic story of the ¢lord’ is told in a style
of the most pathetic beauty, but we cannot help thinking that it is
improbable, and however much the reader must rejoice in the fortune
of the hero, still the thought must rise in his mind,—that the catas-
trophe is rather too improbable to be real, and at the same time rather
common-place. The winding up therefore of our author’s plots, al-
though they are always full of ingenuity, cannot be represented as al-
ways fortunate. This remark, I have s{ewn, may be applied in seve-
ral instances, but it becomes of less importance when we consider the
great number of his productions.

The incidents in tKeoe novels flow on in a current unbroken except
where it is indispensably necessary to act otherwise. Yet even when
he is obliged to make such an interruption in the story, he generally
contrives to make us consider it rather as a relief, while at the same
time it explains semething upon which our curiosity has beeu already
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awakened. Thus the appearance of the Black Knight in the lists of
Ashby.-de-la-Zouche is rather mysterious at first—we desire to become
better acquainted with him, and our Wwish is fully gratified by the
Novelist breaking in upon the proper narrative in order to follow his
adventures. The skill which our anthor&mmifutsdin myﬁingndl
mterruptions is in my opinion greater than that dis an
greeedixl:g novelist. ';'heptbmd of the story, for exalfllna e, i:miz
ones is peTetually broken, and that with a bad grace. fortunes
of the hero have scarce arrived at their most interesting point, when
the narrative is interrupted all of a sudden in order to relate the story
of the heroine. ;
- The method of carrying on a narrative by means of letters is parti-
cularly subject to the objection of which I have been speaking, but to
that our author has had recourse only on one occasion—in the first
volume of Redgauntlet. Our author soon experienced its disadvan-
tages, and he is therefore not long in abandoning it.
- Another interruption to the real story, to which the older novelists
sometimes subjected themselves, counsists in making some one of the
characters give an account of the former of his life. Thus Smollet in
Roderick Random relates at great length the history of Miss: Williams,
and the same author in Peregrine Pickle expatiates on the Memoirs
of a Lady of Quality. Now, by most readers these are no doubt felt
as disagreeable interruptions ;—but a similar charge, if I recollect
right, cannot be brought against the author of Waverley. Something
of the kind indeed takes place in Redgauntlet, where Wandering
Willie gives a recital of some remarkable circamstances in the kfe of
his grandfather. This however cannot tome under the objection of
being uninteresting, but on the contrary it adds considerably to the
deve?opement of the plot, while at the same time, both in manner,
matter and language, it is most characteristic.

Though the majority of our author’s novels are comic, that is, end
favourably to the hero and heroine, still several of them are decidedly
tragic. In the comic novels the author is in general sprightly and ex-
hilarating, but in the tragic we must perceive a tone of melancholy
running through them which the gaiety he sometimes assumes cannot
effectually conceal. In Kenilworth, amid all the splendour that adorns
the royal progress, the reader can scarce be prevented from feeling that
the il[fated Amy must at last fall beneatﬁ the machinations of the
villain Varney; and in the Bride of Lammermoor, the talm melan-
choly of the opening scene, the pathetic touches as the story advances,
and the terrific forebodings of the witches, are all in the style of deep
t y, and lead us to snspect some fearful catastrophe. It has been
said that the introduction of the ridiculous exploits of Caleb Balder-
stone into the last mentioned novel must be regarded as a fiction. To
this I cannot assent. Among all the terrors that crowd around us in
reading that tragic fiction, the mind pants for some relief. I admit
that the beautirf:f‘rather'than the ridiculous is to be employed to re-
lieve the terrible, but in a work, like that before us, of some length,
beauty alone would be inadequate for that purpose. Before the mind
is {resented with a new scene of terror, there must be something to
lighten it of a great part of its former load, and this is abundantly
provided in the prescnt case by the adventures of the wily but affec-
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Sionate steward. All the tragic tales of our author display beauties of
the very highest kind, but somehow or other they do not appear to
be in 80 repute as those in which the principal characters are in
the end fortunate. There seems to be always so much excellence, se
much worthy of esteem, in the hero or heroine, that our nature shud-
ders at the thought that they are devoted to a tragic end. In the
Bride of Lammermoor the lovers are surrounded with so many
perfections,—are made b{ the peculiar skill of our author so to steal
in upon our affections, that we deplore the unhappy circumstances
in which they are placed, and when at last the fearful catastrophe is
announced, we shut the book with feelings of the deepest sorrow.

Let us now turn to consider our author’s power in describing scenes
in nature as well as his skill in recounting the events of active life.
No other writer, perhaps, that has appeared since the days of our
immortal Dramatist, is worthy of being put in competition with the
author of Waverley in the art of description. Whether he describes
the sublimely enchanting scenery of the mountsins of Scotland, the
noise, confusion and bloodshed of the battles of Preston, Drumclog or
Bothwell Bridge, the awful sea and storm scenes in the Antiquary or
the Pirate, or the magnificent Pageantry of the tournaments of the
olden time, we find him equally at home, equally capable of doing
justice to every subject. ‘When the scenes of nature are the subjects
of his descriptive powers, they are painted with like truth and beauty.
It has indeed been asserted by some, that several of these descriptions
are more vivid than those o{ nature. Perhaps there may be some
srounds for such am affirmation, but the instances of exaggerated

escriptions are of unfrequent occurrence, and even those that are
inted out as such are so uniformly beautiful, and even exquisite,
that to find fault with them would be the very tameness of criticism.
Besides, in order to give effect to descriptions of this sort, nature will
not unfrequel:l! be required to be relieved or heightened, and I am
firmly convinced that many of those pieces, which in every age have
been regarded as most beautifully descriptive, owe not a small part of
their celebrity to their containing portiens more highly coloured than
a comparison with nature will justify. Setting aside therefore this
objection, which after all is of little importance, we will find in our
author’s descriptions of nature sufficient cause for high admiration.
They are one and all executed in the most spirited manner, are full
of poetry, feeling and imagination. It would indeed be difficult to
telr;:bether the author of Waverley succeeds most in picturing nature
in her state of calm beauty or when she is enveloped in terror and sub-
limity. It is certain that in both the art of the describer is seen to
great advantage. Who, for instance, can peruse without the utmost
pleasure the delightful opening description in Ivanhoe, or feel not his
mind elevated into awe and sublimity as he reads in the Antiquary
the account of the night-storm among the rocks, or in the Pirate
that of the waves chafing against the cliffs at Jarlshoff and hurry-
inﬁ the devoted ship to destruction. .

n descriptions of active life the author of Waverley excels. He
is equally powerful, whether his scene is laid in the humble cot, in the
bustle of the city, or amid the pomp of courts and splendour of royalty.
I'n reading his novels we know not which to admire more—the powers
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of observation by which alone he could have been 80 accurate in pic-
turing the actions of men, or his talent in bringing them powerfully
before the mind. It is seldom that he describes impossibilities ;—the
only scenes of this sort I recollect as worth mentioning are those in
which the White Lady of Avenel appears. But, who, for the reason
I have just stated, would quarrel with the romantic though somewhat
Judicrous account of the moon.light crossing of the Tweed, or read
without pleasure the deacrirtion of the descent into the bowels of the
earth of the Lady and Halbert Glendinning? With this exception,
the stream of his descriptions of action and incident may be said
to flow in a course perfectly true to nature. Not only so—they
are also well told, and the action or situation rises up before the mind
full and perfect. Who can read the account of the tournament in Ivan-
hoe, or of the splendid pageants at Kenilworth, without conceiving
himself in a manner a spectator of them? When the attack on the
whale in the Pirate is described, who does not almost suppose that the
whole takes place in his presence? In all descriptions of active life
our author is particularly happy, but never more so than when he is
engaged upon something lofty or grand, calculated to give scope to his
imagination. Of this kind is the fearfully interesting combat between
Burley and Bothwell in Old Mortality ; and the attack upon Jorquil-
stone Castle in Ivanhoe is one of the most magnificent things ever
written.

In terrific description the author of Waverley disg;ys great talent.
The cave scene in Guy Mannering and the death of Meg Merrilies are
Kainted in colours truly terrible, and nothing car be more awfully su-

lime than the description of the burning of Jorquilstone Castle, the
death of Front-de-Beeuf, and the fiendish song of Ulrica as she sinks
amid the flames of the conflagration.

To the ludicrous our author has frequent recourse, and of that spe-
cies of writing every reader of his works must allow him to be a com-

lete master. To prove my assertion, I need only allude to the
xumorons_ dinner-scene in Old Mortality between the old and avari-
cious Milnwood and the dragoons of Claverhouse, or to the comic
scene between King Richard and Friar Juck in the hermitage of Cop-
manhurst. Throngh all his writings our author displays a great
love for the ridiculous, and scenes of that sort he paints with inimita-
ble spirit, and now and then we may even observe an approach to the
satire, but on no occasion does he em‘!‘)loy invectives or abuse. His
wit is playful, and his humours sprightly and pleasing, but it would
require the microscogi'c eye of a fault-searching critic to discover an
instance of sarcastic bitterness or merciless satire. It is true he has
endeavoured to throw a shade of ridicule over the Covenanters, but
this is palliated by the manner in which be exposes the violence and
blood-thirstiness of their enemies. Those parts in the characters of
the Cameronians, at which he laughs, are certainly ridiculous encugh,
and we know that for the most part they were founded on truth, but
we are led also to admire their heroism and to regard them with e-
motions of pity. ’

Pathetic descriptions are of frequent occurrence in the author of
Waverley, and they are always beautiful in the extreme. Our author
is possessed of a feeling heart, and he. knows well how to excite pity
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in the hearts of his readers, and to generate that melancholy eadness so
exquisitel pleuini to every semsitive mind. The mournfully told
death of Fergys in his first great production is a proof of this, and se
are the pathetic trial of Effie Deans in the Heart of Mid Lothian,
and the scene in Lochleven Castle between the unfortunate Mary and
her relentless nobles. This last scene in particular is conducted with
the greatest skill ; our pity is strongly excited towards the ill-fated
and oppressed princess, while on the other hand we are ready to exe,
crate tKe harsh and unmanly nobles, and we rise from a perusal of
the without a doubt of Mary’s innocence—guilty onll;thrmxgh
the machinations of her enemies.

To be concluded in our next.

g —
DAVID’S LAMENT.

Vide 2 SanvuEL, ch. 1.

In Ziklag once was heard a royal mourner thus complain—
< Thy beautiful, O Israél,—thy beautiful is slain ; -

¢ Arrested in his mighty speed, on Judah’s hills he fell—

¢ Thy beautiful, O Israél,—thy beautiful Gazelle!*

< Tell not in Gath the tidings, nor in Askelon proclaim, '

< That death hath spoil'd thee of thy best—the chosen of thy name,
< Lest the uncircumcis'd exult,—and, of our sorrows Proud,

¢ Their daughters triumph when they hear, how Isra’]l weeps aloud.

¢ Ye mountains of Gilboa ! may the kindly dew no more

< Light on thy tops to crown thee with the harvest’s golden store !
< For there, as though no sacred oil bhad on his brow been shed,
¢ The shield of Saul ignobly dropp'd,—the warrior’s spirit fled.

¢ Ne'er from the bow of Jonathan the arrow sped in vain,

< But oft as flew the weapon forth, a foeman bit the plain ;

¢ Ne'er shrank in fight £n arm of Saul his trusty blade to wield,
< Till many a chieftain’s corse lay strewn upon the battle-field.

<Oh ! pleasant were they, ere the streams of life had ceas'd to run,—
< Death parted not the links of love that made their spirits one ;—

< Swifter than eagles to the pre{, they to the onset sprang,—

< Like lions, side by side, they fought amid the hostile clang.

¢ Ye maids of stricken Israel{ let tears your grief confess

¢ For Saul, whose vict'ries cloth’d you with the luxuries of dress.

< How are the mighty fallen ‘mid the battle’s mailed throng ! —

< Thou, too,on Judah’s hills hast sunk—the slaughter’d hosts among ;—
<O Jonathan ! such pangs, as rend a brother’s heart, are mine,

< For woman's breast less warmly felt affection’s glow than thine.—

¢ How are the mighty fallen now beneath the deadly stroke !
¢ Perish’d the warrior and the lance he bore—in pieces broke !

AER.
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SKETCHES OP BRITISH POETS.
No.IL—BURNS AND ROSCOE.

BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

Tue name of Burns will ever be a name of pride on the page of
Scottish Histery—his strains will be sung upon the green mountain
and in the yellow vale, till the last sheep shall have nipred the last
blade of grass upon the one, and the last sickle, in the hands of the
last reaper, shall have cut down the last harvest in the other.—Burns
was born in the year 1760, in a small cottage built by his father,
about three miles from the town of Ayr. He was the eldest son of a
Ppoor, upright, sternly honest man; who bestowed upon his children
“an education rather above, than below his circumstances, and set be-
fore them an example of cheerful piety and inflexible integrity. The
progress of our young poet, while at school, was sufficiently rapid, but
not remarkable. Gilbert was the more studious, and apparently the
cleverest boy of the two ; and their teacher said that had he been asked
which of the brothers would have been most likely to become a poet,
he should have said the younger. But with all respect for that wor-
thy gentleman, I should have said no such thing,—give me the boy
—whose young brow in the school-room is clouded with unutterable
thoughts,—~who cares only so much for learning as not to let others
surpass him,—whose mirth is wildest on the green, whose climbing
exploits are most daring in the wood,—who is willing to run, leap or
box, the biggest boy in the school—or hurl a stone at their heads
should they intrude upon his solitude, when'twilight falls grey on his
native river, as he wanders by its side, indulging in dreams, which to
himself are vague and indistinct as that twilight, and that is the fo-
ture poet for me,—and such was Robert Burns. He was early called to
take a part in the labours of the field, and there was more poetry in
the aspiring principle, that caused him while a boy to compete with
the strongest reaper in the field and determine to “do or die,” than
if he had mastered all the volumes of the Vatiean. Love makes poets
of us all—though all cannot express the poetry they feel. And love
made a poet of Burns—nor could any poet have a better master—for
then the poet is sure to be in earnest, and love of one description or
another, is the very soul of poetry. Not muling, sickly, corrupting,
Tommy Mooreisk namby pamby—but frank, open, honest, fervid love,
such, as if it offend a lady’s ear, will not corrupt her heart. He be-

to write verses at-fifteen, which were as indifferent as verses may
well be—I have had the pleasure of seeing the original copy of the
first he ever wrote, and the ploughman’s hand stiéened with early
labour, evinced that from the time of his leaving school, the pen tifl
then had been a stranger to his fingers. His judgment and his pas-
sions grew with his growth, and as they grew, they drew out his
mighty genius from its hiding-place. His spirit became entranced in
nature and her works. He heard ber voice in the teeming earth,—-
in the birds that carolled in the spray—in the leaves that wantoned
on the bough, in the echo of the hills and the sounding sea—in the
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stern independence that cried from his own bosom : and the dreamer’

answered her back from the furrow where he followed his plough in
strains she mistook for her own echo.

« Robbie Burns the rhymer” and « Burns the Poet” became a name
familiar for ten miles round. His father having taken a small
farm, which was wrought by himself and sons, after struggling with
it for a time, died, and left it to his sons and widow. But it yield-
ing a very imperfect maintenance for the family, our poet gathered
together a few pounds and entered into partnership as a flax-dresser
in the little town of Irving, which has the honour of being the birth-
tlwe of the scarce less celebrated James Montgomery. But before

e had been many months in his new profession, a fire burnt their
mill and property to the ground, leaving him, to use his own words,
like a true poet, not worth a sixpence. At this period misery mock-
ed him to his face. Itis not my intention to s:vell upon :{e vices
into which at about this time he fell ; some may call them youthful
indiscretions—but vices was their name in his father's house—vices
was their name in the country that gave him birth—and vices was
the name they bore in his own conscience. But there are enough to
backen them. Let their memory perish. To his ardent and social
disposition they owe their being. And oh! what a millstone of guilt
hangs around the neck of that miscalled word—sociality / It is strong
as hell ! It is powerful as death! It is desolating as insanity ! It con-
verts the angel into the fiend! Let a man once cross its threshhold,
and be is led as a lamb to the slaughter.

So desperate were his circumstances, and so does slander dog the’

heels of misfortune, that the parents of the future partner of his life,
determined she should rather suffer dishonour than become his wife.
In despair he resolved to quit his native country, and go out a volun-

allrvle to the West Indies; and to raise the money for this pur-
pose, his Cotter's Saturday Night and other poems were printed by
subscription at Kilmarnock, and he was waiting at Greenock, (the
place where his Hiﬁ\land Mary is buried) for a vessel to convey him
to Barbadoes,—skulking to avoid the gripe of his merciless creditors ;
when a letter from Dr. Blacklock, the poet, to a friend, roused his
hopes and ambition. And instead of the West Indies, he steered his
course eastward to Auld Reekie. A review in the Mirror by Mac-
kenzie the gifted author of the “Man of FeelinF," who died but a
few months ago, rendered the productions of the ploughman bard, the
topic of conversation in every circle. An enlarged edition was an-
nounced to be published by subscription, and patronized by the noble-
men and gentlemen of the Caledonian Hunt. Its success was worthy
of his genius. His company was sought by all ranks. But those
who, priding themselves upon their station in society, thought they
did honour to a ploughman who was a poet by inviting him to their
tubles, found they bad iuvited their equal,—a peasant it was true,
but one of those peasants who

“ With powers as far above dull beasts endued
In forest, biake, or den,
As beusts exce! cold rocks and brambles rude;
Men who their ourrzs kuow,
But knew their aroxrs, and knowing dare maintain.”
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They found they had drawn within their.circle a giant, harmices,.
but conscious of his strength, and ready to use it—QOne who ocould
cut the soul of presumption to pieces with a glance. They did net.
find in him the studied scrapes and congeea of a. maeter, nor
the lumpish rudeness of a clown, But they found the perfect ease of
a proud good natured man ; who bad too much intuitive delicacy to
be rude; too much self ion to be awkward. Burns was far
from becoming giddy with the incenee so suddenly offered up: but his
love of pleasure, the only vulnerable point of his character, yielded
to the syren voice that sung. around him. And upwards of twelve.
months, I may almost say dissipated months, were unfortunately
spent in Edinburgh, where habits which bad formerly -taken root
sprang up. He made a tour to the Highlands, from which it sm:
be profited but little; and in company with Mr. Ainslie of Edi
burgh, made a visit to Dunse and to the Borders. On settling with
bis publisher, Mr. Creech, he received eleven hundred pounds, and
returning to Ayrshire, married the object of his early love, and took.
the farm of Ellisland near Dumfries, with the resolution, as he says,
« Come, go to, I will be wise.” But the habit of death was formed.
Love of company threw its net again around. He had been appointed
an exciseman, it led him to the tavern, The farm was neglected,—
given up. And he removed with his family to Dumfries, as

of the district. There is nat in Scotland, particularly on the

a more hateful avocation than an exciseman. But it was the fortune
of Burns from his leniency, to be rather loved than hated. And

 Jika wife wha selled guid liquor.”—

blessed him as he passed. And when upon a ride of inspection round
the district with the supervisor, he was in the habit of riding on be-.
fore, or leaving the superior officer at the principal inn, while he slip-
ped t.heviﬁ , and cried into the passages or windows of the sus-
Kumr houses—< Now, Tibby, or now, Jannet, the superveesor will be
re in a quarter of -an hour, an’ if ye hae a drap ye had better hae
it out o’ the way, or it winna he my wyte.”—And to this kindly inti-
mation, “ Thank ye, Robin lad, ye’re amindfu’ chield,” was the grate-
ful reply. He now fell into low company. Low company sealed his
ruin. And he sank pennyless and broken-hearted into the grave, in
the thirty-eighth year of his age, leaving his fame only as a portion to
his widow and family—but to the honour of literature and humanity,
that has been no mean dowry.
. Boswell, the verbatim biographer of Johnson, has said, he was
anxious that “no word might be lost of that immortal wan:” and
though kindly meant, it was neither a very wise nor a very friendly
wish, but it was one of those wishes, the effects of which are eagerly
swallowed up by the insatiable, the universal and all-powerful gor-
wandizer aHleJ curiogity. Curiosity is, indeed, but a childish word
when used, yet call its influence by what name we will, trifling as i¢
seems, there is no one whose bosom it has not visited with the greedy
appetite of a hungry giant. Despised as it is, it is the t of the
sciences,—the nuree of poetry, It is all very well to talk about feel-
ings more sacred than curosity : it gives a sort of sentimental, lack-a-
daisical falsehood to what may be termed impudence, but give it
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what term we may, cwriosily'is the straight-forward and legitimate
word. The prim, precise, mechanical Chesterfield did it seme justice,
but it merited a manlier and more warm-hearted advocate. It may
put on the i;nb of awe or of reverence, but the moving spirit is curio.
sity still. Muckenzie says truly that we do not like to be pleased
with, or weep over the pages of an author without knowing who he is,
Curiosity was in the beginning, and is destined to be an ever-will-be:
principle. Nicholas Rowe justly remarks, “how fond do we see some
people of discovering any little personal story of the great men of an-
tiquity ; their families, the common accidents of their lives,-and even
their shape, make and features, have been the subject of critical en-
uiries. And we are hardly satisfied with an account of any remark-
Je person till we bave heard him described even to the very clothes
be wears.” Unfortunately, there are instances where fulfilling this
last office would be « the unkindest cut of all,” for oftentimes the cut of
the outward man is of such a shape, texture and complexion, that, to
paint them as they are, the colourist must lay his easel by, and dip-
ping his pencil in the dust, moisten it with his tears, and apply it to
the canvass. T know not if these feelings created in me poetry, or
poetry -ereated them, but I do know they have strengthened each
other. We always find we can judge best of the author by knowing
something of the man, and in treading the ground where the never-'
dying dead have trode before us, t¢ find out for their strains a * local
habitation.” To muse over the narrow graves, where the worm ban-
quets amidst the ashes of immortality, and trace upon the mouldering
stane a name which, riding over time in its chariot of Fame, will meet
the shock of eternity, is still curiosity, but curiosity—trembling be-
neath the dark wings of sublimity. To me the land of Burns was:
boly ground, and I visited the places of his birth and his burial, with
a reverence more sincere than a devotee’s at the tomb of his prophet.
I had gazed upon the monument erected near

“ Alloway’s auld haunted kirk,”
wandered by the ,
. % Banks and bress ¢’ beany Doon,
stood upon the * Brigs o’ Ayr,” and sauntered by the banks, where
“ Ayr gurgling kissed its pebbled shore,
O’erhung with wild weods thickening green,”
where
« Mary from bis seul was torn :"
and although the poetry® of amticipation felt disappointment when I
gazed only upon every-day objects, still the spirit of Burne was hovering
over the scene, bathing it in a glory immortal as himself, and indig-
nation mingled with reverence on finding that Mammon had converted
the elay-built of his birth into a mean change-house. I had
followed the * winding Nith” to Dumfries, and with deeper awe gaz-
ed upon the costly tomb where his ashes now rest : I had stood under
its témpled roof, with his dust beneath my feet, gasing even unto:
blindness upon the breathing marble, where he stood with his hand
upon the plough, gazing upward in awe as Genius threw her inspiring’
mantle over him ; and turning aside from its pillars and mute magui-
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ficence, if they gave rise to any feelings less hallowed than those aris-
ing from his sacred dust, it was the painful recollection of almost his
last letter, and the agonizing sarcasm of Butler’s application of & text
of Scripture— He asked for bread, and they gave him a sToNe !” I
had left the church-yard, and turned up a short, narrow, hilly street,
near the church-gate, upon the corver of which appeared the words
Burns-street. A clean, white-washed house, consisting of a ground
and uprr story, and approaching what may be termed genteel, stood
at the higher end of the street. A weaver of about sixty, and a tanner
of fifty, each bearing some of the implements of his calling, were con-
versing before thedoor. Of them I enquired in what part of the town
Burns had resided.

1;;. In this vera house,” said the tanner, “and auld luckie lives in’t
‘t' »

“An’ as canny a cracky body is luckie Burns,” added the weaver,
“ag is in a’ the gate end.”

Heaven ! earth and sea! I was struck damb, dismayed, confounded !
my very soul ached beneath the unchiseled lumps of prose that fell
from their unpoetical lips! * Awld luckie I"— Luckie Burns!” I
repeated in horror, gazing upon the astonished tanner and the won-
dering weaver, like a man with a dagger in his breast. Awld luckie
and te Burns! What, lovely Jean,” whose name has been
sung in every land and by every tongue! Jean! the inspirer of his
theme—the subjeet of  his muse ! Jean! from whose eyes he drew the
fire, with which he lighted an admiring world |— his ain kind dearie
O.” Jean! “the flower o' them «',” whose name is eternal as song,
immortal as his lay,—to be in one moment reft of her divinity, and
transformed into an ancient, plodding, gossiping housewife, and be
styled « auld luckic’ by a tanner, “ luckie Burns” by a weaver !—it
was humiliating, monstrous, unpardonable !

I found an opportunity of being introduced to her on the same even-
ing, and was shewn into a small, neat, respectably-furnished parlour,
in which, during his residence in Dumfries, the greater part of his
latter poems were written. The door opened, a stout, middle-sized,
dark-complexioned female, of about sixty or upwards, entered, wear-
ing a plain muslin cap, a slate-coloured stuff gown, and cloth shawl of
a similar shade. Beautiful she certainly had never been; the most
prominent trait in her countenance was deep good-nature, blended
with a sort of sombre quietness. Her manners were neither easy nor
awkward, but those of a plain country-woman, who feels conscious
she is within her own house. Her education, appesrance and conver-
sation were those of a farmer’s wife of the middle class, who, knowing
neither poverty nor riches, confines her researches and accompli
ments to the concerns of her husband’s household. In her youth she
may have been what in the’west of Scotland is termed a &y lass,
with an share of comeliness, though transformed into an
angel in the blind gase of her poetical lover.

ing to a portrait of her husband which hung near the door,
she said “ That is the only likeness he ever sat for; but Malster
Naysmyth has painted it far owre coarse, for he was neither sae
blacky-viced nor coarse looking as ye wad tak him to be by that, but
it was a very guid likeness for a’ that.”
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The existence of the portrait of the poet by the late Mr. Taylor,
of Leith, was then unknown to her, and to the world.

She again continued : “Indeed I little ex there wad been
such a wark made about hiw, puir man, now when he’s dead and gave.”
. Then drawing my attention to some miniatures over the mantel piece,
she added, ““ But ye'll no ken wha this is I reckon? This ane in red
is my son James, and that in blue his brother William. James, ye'll
;beerve, is like his faither, but William aye took it o’ my side o’ the

ouse.”

Then turning to a print between them, taken from the Cotter’s Sa-
turday Night, and representing the father opening the « Big Ha’
Bible,” she said, “ Ye'll ken this better, it's reckoned an excellent
thiﬁg, but I'm nae judge of these matters.”

er household consist of a grand-daughter, a maid servant and her-
self ; she lives in easy competency, in the midst of neighbours who
esteem her for her own worth, and npeither think of nor envy her
the fame of the partner of her youth. Such is the widowed wife of
the first lyrical writer of modern times, the child of nature, the
more than father of Scottish poetry.

It is a very general error to entertain the idea that Burns was no
scholar. He was not what is called a Scholar in the extended signi-
fication of the term, but his acquirements were highly respectable,—
his study of nature intense,—and his knowledge of poetry intuitive.
Had the scholar appeared more in his poems, the poet would have ap-
peared less. And I maintain, that his poems exhibit all the education,
that the nature of the subjects will admit. Virgil was a scholar, Homer
was not ; and is the pomp of Virgil to be compared with the sweeping
unrestrained vehemence of Homer ? His pictures are not like figures
upon canvass, they are like i{onps of sculpture set in motion. His
very fancies are tangible. His spirits may be seen and felt. His
judgment was equal to his imagination—his wit equal to his genius—
and his honest glowing enthusiasm greater than :lql By wit, I mean
wit in its proper and legitimate sense, not mere aptness to repartee.
The wit o}) Burns was a part of his poetry—it existed in thoughts
not in words, and the ig?lowing anecdote will illustrate it. At
a funeral in Scotland every person must appear in black, which
frequently causes a good decse of borrowing of coats upon the
occasion. A person of a very worthless character applied to Burns for
the loan of his black coat to attend a neighbour's funeral. “«I am
sorry,” said the poet gazing sternly in the face of the applicant, « I am
sorry I cannot accommeodate you with my sables, having to attend the
fuperal myself. But, throw your own character over your shoulders,
and it wil(ybe the blackest garment you ever wore.”

I should not speak impartially of Burns, did I not acknowledge that
some of his pieces have no higher claims to poetry than morality.
But be has been mistaken for the enemy of reggon, when only the
scourge of hypocrisy.

There is one name that will ever go down to posterity in connexion
with that of Burns. The name of William Roscoe, the patron of his
family and friend of his Biographer Dr. Currie ; through whose uni-
ted exertions, the fame of Burns was made known to an Enﬂi‘sh
public, and provision made for his family. . William Roscoe was born
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0 Liverpopl. . He was the som of : very- poar pi ad. seasly 4
years ago, occupied the humble situatien of errand boy in.Gores
Advertiser Office. Afterwards he became copying clerk to a solicitor,
and his conduct and talents exciting notice, he was in time enabled
to be entered as an articled clerk. After the expiration of. his inden-
ture he commenced business as 8 solicitor. During this. period be
wrote his Leo, and his greatest work the life of Lorenzo pe Mupici,
styled the Magnificent. He became connected with Dr. Currie in a
literary publication ; and about the same time his beautiful on
Buﬂu—iis Mount Pleasant, and others, severally delighted the lovers
of elegance and pure taste. He became a Baoker, and finally a
member of parliament for Liverpool, and now stood at the acme of his
fortune and of fame. He was now acknowledged as a poet of grest
beauty and chasteness, an accomplished scholar, an t critic,—
the most elegant historian of his age,—a politician,—and one of the
warmest friends of humanity. He was talked of, and admired through-
out the world, and his name was the boast of Liverpool. But the
failure of the Bank of which he was at the head, reduced him again to
comparative poverty. And many who had praised him loudest in his
rroeperit , were among his bitter revilers in adversity. From his mis-
ortunes bhe emerged slowly, to what may be termed affiluence again.
And not many months ago, he died full of years and honour. A few
days after my arriving in Liverpool, in Jan 1831, I received an
invitation from Mr. Roscoe. I found him seated: by the fire, not in a
very large, but the most tasteful library I ever saw. As Ientered he
smiling rose and extended his hand, and as he then stood, -though
somewhat bent by age, his stature could not be below six feet. A
stroke of paralysis had rendered him very infirm, and aliﬂ:ly affected
his features. {lis eyebrows were and hanging, and faintly tinged
with grey ; but his grey eyes showed that even in age the sun of song
was not set. He was in sables after the manner of what may
be termed a Briton in full dress, but wore upon his head a brown
silk cap with a tassel descending to the ear. His vaice was tremulous,
and he moved with much difficulty. But his lan , his actions,
and manners were gentle as a sweet tempered child. After listening
to him with rapture upon several literary subjects, * See,”—aaid be,
“you can walk better than I can. Take down those quarto volumes
in blue morrocco and examine them. They are a present of which I
am very proud : and for tymhiml excellence, and elegant bind-
ing—they are perhaps uneq . Andit is a most strange work ;
for it is merely a dissertation on the Correctness of the Text of De
Medici, by the Grand Duke of Tuscany—you know he is the same
there as our king is bere.” Taking down the volumes, I found them
edited by the Grand Duke of Tuscany in the original Italian, and by
him presented in token of esteem to the talented
« And what do you think of this?” added he, turning my atten-
tion to a huge elephant folio volume, “I commenced to write this
after I was 73 years of age. I have always been fond of Botany, and
the whole species of the plant on which it treats, grow in th;suden
before the window. It was rather a Herculean labour for an old man.
And the drawings were by my hter.”
And after showing every thing which he thought could amuse me,
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he continued, “But I have reserved the best for the last,—open that

portfolio with the back,—and will ind a treasure, richee
and dearer to me m yon'have eeeyl‘l)."3 ‘
I opened it as desired,—and met with the une delight of

finding it contained several gunires of the imm Burns’ original
manuscripts, which were presented to Roscoe by the poet’s brother
and widow in token of gratitude. Amongst them was the first he
ever wrote, which I referred to « The Twa Dogs,” « Tam o’ Shanter,”
and many others. The hand-writing, until the time of his being ad-
mitted to the Excise, was stiff, cramped, and crooked. ‘But after
that &ﬁod it assumes the appearance of a bold, back, dashing hand.
On margin were many remarks in the handwriting of Gilbert
Burns, by way of criticism: and particularly at Tam o’ Shanter, I
remarked these or similar words—< This is your best poem, your fame
dﬁ 'lf:o’l'b‘:;oee ]:x.- hed only for chuteneu, elegance

8 & poet Mr. is distinguished only for 3
and dnsg: beauty. ‘ & ! )

_.._..
THE FIRST LAY OF THE MINSTREL.

BY DELLA CRUSCA.

O waAT a beautiful world is ours, o
With its forest trees, and its blooming flowers,
And its emerald seas, and romantic streams—
Where the sunshine of summer in glory beams,
And the breeges of Heaven in music stray,
When the day-light melts in the gloamin’s grey!

*Tis sweet to rove st the early dawn

When a sunny brightness robes the lawn,

And the dew on its leafy pillow lies

Like tear.drops wept from an angel’s eyes,

For the scene does our school-boy days recall,

And they start like flowers at the young Spring’s call.

And pleasant it is in the eventide,

To stray where the waters geatly glide,
And to list to the ’plaining forest gird,
Whose strain at the hush of eve is heard

In the woodland’s leaf-covered shades among,
As he easeth his own full heart in song.

I have drunk of life from a deathless source,

When I trac’d the stars in their shining course,
And gaz’d on the face of the blessed moon,

‘When she sail'd through the cloudless skies of June,
And thus it was that my spirit caught

Its softer feelings and loftier thought.

My youthful friends are around me now,
And joy and peace beam on every brow—
YoL. I Ix



06 THE LAST LAY OF THE MINSTREL

A-dhvuu;,n-“s iti'?uﬂ
Dwells sye in the burning beart of youth;

Fotfrie:l,:bip’nwieehsawt&a-
Like the melody of cur Eden-dresms!

There are which my beart dare hardly own,
Yet the ’s vain cares I have never known,
And my lyre will win me the smiles that lie

In the clear blue depths of beauty’s eye,

For I feel that the spell of love is cast

Like a holy light o’er my soul at last.

THE LAST LAY OF THE MINSTREL

BY DELLA CRUSCA.

THE ocean storm is gathering,
This raw Nc:;mber e'de:;tll

And glassy as the eye of
Gloutthesta’:ofﬂam;

Yet dear I love the shouting waves
That dash against the shore,

For my fancy like a wild sea-bird
Is travelling with their roar!

Alone—I am alone, to night,
Beneath the naked sky,—

Lorn a: tbeﬂone black cloud that sails
So gloomily on high—

But sgll I sezlt not moonshine
To gild the sullen scene,

Nor once in mawkish weakness sigh
To be what I have been.

I do not murmur that the world

Has prov'd to me a foe,
For life itself has now become

A :lain duga idle show. "
And clouds have o’er my spirit

Nor more on manh 's?nnkw
Can I behold the hopes of youth

In beauty coming back.

It was no eall of vanity,—
Nor yet a worshipp'd name,
That led me first to seek the world
Where rings the minstrel’s fame ;
My heart was far too full to throb
n gilent musing long,
And thus in earnestness I pour'd
My feelings forth in song.
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The spirit of delicious song
Absorb’d my every wish,

And oft the-live long day I've strain'd
Like a bloodhound on the leash,

Grasping at every phantom bright
That mock’d the mental eye,

Eager to chain the lightning glance
Of thought, that bounded by !

I sought no hollow woes or joys -
To deck in truth’s fair guise,

But such as in a living heart
In glowing colours rise ;

And scenes that kindled in my soul
Emotions few may scan,

I told in words sincere, as does,
The heart of man to man.

Yet dullness scorn’d my lyre the while,
And said its very tone

Was pilfer'd from the worthless crowd
Whom genius ne’er has known ;

And thus my soul was crush’d beneath
Neglect so keenly felt,

Till misanthropic gloom came o’er
The heart where feeling dwelt.

At one fell smx I've seen my all
Of happiness depart,—
And ghe who sent the life-blood once
In spring-tides through my heart,
Has left me like a gaudy thin
That courts the summer’s blaze
To sun in feigned smiles, and drink
The flatterer’s fulsome praise !

I've seen of many a human heart
The chamber doors thrown wide,

And all were filled with rottenness—
With selfishness and pride ;

For friendship, love, and youthful hope
Are painted tombs at best,

And seldom do they aught but break
The quiet of the breast.

Mine own dark spirit, too, has thrown
A gloom on all I see,

Nor silent dews, nor breath of flowers
Can bring a joy to me ;—

All nature seems a desert wild,
Nor more her feast is spread—

For my insensate heart does loathe
Her sunshine and her shade.
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And now it is a withering thought,
To feel my being hurl’
From the enchanted tower of hope
From which it eyed the world,
And lived in close companionship
With fancy’s dreams of blies,
Unconscious of the coming ail
Of such an hour as this.

——

SCRAPS FROM THE GERMAN.
WHOEVER has always a smile at commaud is certainly s knave.—

.

Children talk of what they do; old men, of what they bave done ;
fools, of what they will do.— Ozenstiern.

‘I know !’ is the saying of a proud ignoramus—¢I know not "' that
of a simpleton—‘I know, that I know nothing !’ that of a wise
man.— Ozenstiern.

The desire of being happy is an indispensable part of our nature ;
and the desire of making others happy, the noblest pleasure of an hon-

Philanthro; { is founded on nature; esteem on power, talent,
merit ; friemrs ip on harmony. I love man, because he is man: I
honour the individual who is more exalted, more intelligent, more
virtuous than myself: I am his friend, whose heart and sentiments
are in unison with mine. I can solicit for affection,—I can acquire
esteem—but not friendship,—i¢ gives and receives of itself.—ZLavater.

A school-master of Paris wished to prove, that he was the finest
pereon on earth. He argued thus,—Europe is the finest part of the
world, France is the finest country in Europe, Paris is the finest cit
in France, the University is the finest quarter in Paris, my room is
the finest in the University, I am the finest thing in my room—ergo
I am the finest man in the world.—Rievethal. d

The populace in the neighbourhood of Sm are in the practice
of diverting themselves with Storks in the following manner. After
abstracting their own, they put hens'.egg.s under storks that are
breeding. The unex appearance of the young chickens so dis-
composes the male-bird that he calls his neighbours togther with a
loud cry—to witness the disgrace of his polluted nest ;—they then fall
upon the innocent female, and her to death, while her Jimppoint.

mate with the most woeful clacking bewails his destiny.—Rievethal

Every human station may have its burden. It has also and in no
less a degree particular pleasures peculiar to itself, and these pleasures
become #0 much the sweeter on account of opposite grievances.—La-
vater.



LITERARY GOSSIP AND VARIETIES. 289

MATHEMATICS.
QUESTIONS FOR SOLUTION.
Mr. Mathematical M. the iow’
Proposed by Mr. Rutherford, ometin aster of the Corporation’s

4. A person was desirous of giving 3d. a-piece to some but
found he had not money enough in his pocket by 8d; he therefore
gave them each 2d. and had then 3d. remaining: required the num-

of beggars? :
Proposed by Mr. Weatherhead, Teacher, Swinton.

5. A gentleman intending to dig a circular fish-pond in his fleuun
ground of such dimensioms as the digging at 3d.p: solid yard should
cost as much as the inclosing did at 16s. a yard ; It is required to de-
termine the diameter of the pond, (its depth being every where 9 feet)
and also the expence ?

Proposed by Mr. George Giles, Teacher, Tweedmouth.

6. Admit I travel from a certain town situated on the meridjan 0°
longitnde, but in north latitude. I started at t 3 p. m. ; aftdr tra-
velling some days on a directl ine in the 8. W. quarter, I found my-
self 256.7 miles distant from the place of starting and on the meridian
of 5° 50’ West longitude. The sun’s- asimuth at the place and time
of starting was 59° 1’ 27” from the South towards the West, and the
sun is on the equinoctial. Required the name of the town I left, and
also the name of the place arrived at ?

LITERARY GOUSSIP AND VARIETIES.

HovLpsworTH and BaLL will, ere this, have given to the world—
“Tug IMMoRTALITY OF THE SoUL and other Poems,” from the pen
of Mr. David Mallock. If along and intimate acquaintanee person:
ally with the author, and a careful and unprejudiced perusal of many
of his earlier productions form a just ground of confident hope, then
may we predict that the volnme in question will do equal credit to the
head amf heart of the writer, and w%l powerfully contribute to uphold

“ the literary, but especially the poetical character of the age. Nor are
we solitary in thus expressing ourselves of Mr. Mallock’s qualities and
talents; for, even granting a liberal allowance to the &remeuiom of
friendship, it can hardly be_that we have wandered the cold
and simple truth, when our own opinion is corroborated and made
creditable by such men, among others, as Thomas Campbell and Pro.
fessor Wilson,—whose judgment—given in absence at the time of all
knowledge of the Author—must have been impartial. Most certainly
we shall favour our readers next month with several specimens.
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We.are glad to observe that Mr. Gilfillan’s poems have been very
favourably noticed by the m{ublic Press; we have especially in our eye
at this moment the critical remarks of Tue MBTROPOLITAN, whose
liberal quotations include a song that first appeared in our own Ma.‘gla..
zine. :l‘he Ettrick Shepherd is the reputed penman of the aforesaid.

Kean, the king of living actors, lately performed several of his fa-
vourite perts at 8Edinlml- h. The reviewers.of the drama agree in
lamenting the all but total extinction of histrionic powers, which for-
merly never failed to evoke from assembled multitudes a projonged
tempest of applause. Nothing now is visible but the remains of energy,
that once wielded at will the passions of the soul,—the hopes and
fears of men. Generally weak, brief periods of might yet occasion-
ally occur, like the convulsive throes

1 Of some etrong swimnier in hiy agony ;”

or like the vivid lightning and the deep thunder-roll, repeated at dis—
tant intervals, which serve to indicate the splendid awfulness and
terrific grandeur of the passing storm ; or to use the milder, though
perhaps less applicable, metaphor of a “ patriot Scotchman™—

¢ As the flush through the clouds of the ev'ning is seen

To tell what the blaze of the noontide had been.’
Theatricals, in fact, seem fast waning in the Northern Metropolis, if
not every where. Can this betoken the approach of a new and & hter
day in the moral horizon ?—Notwithstanding, Miss Faony ﬁém-
ble’s tragedy of Francis the First has proved highly attractive and, in
a pecuniary point of view, uncommonly productive.

————

Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

Here, on the 25th ult., Mrs. George Henderson, of a daughter.
Here, on the 29th ult., Mrs. R. Fender, Western-lane, of a son.
On the 30th ult., at Bell's Hill, near Belford, Mrs. Darling, of a
daughter.
. At Belford, on the 30th ult. Mrs. Morton of a son.
On the 7th inst,, at Lilburn Grange, Mrs. Thomas Howey, of a
daughter.

MARRIAGES.

At Paxton, on the 13th ult., Mr. Wm. Johnstone, steward at Kim-
merghame, to Miss Eliza Goodwill.

. At Banff, on the 20th ult., James Campbell Brodie, Esq., of Lethen,
to Mary Catherine; and John Clerk Brodie, Esq,, to Bathia Garden,
both daughters of Stewart Souter, Esq., of Melrose.

At Chirnside Manse, on the 26th ult., Abraham Logan, Esq. Wood-
e.x:]d, to Agnes Watt, youngest daughter of the Rev. Dr. Logau, Chirn-
side.

% In Berwick Church, on the 10th inst., Alexander Souter, Esq. of
%m:li]f, to Isabella, second daughter of the late Grieve Smith, Esq. of
udle.
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At Perth, on the 10th inst., Mr. A. Mallock, of the Tweed Bauk,
Berwick, to Margaret, second daughter of Mr. Adam Reed, Dowally.

DEATHS.

At Grant’s Braes, near Haddinfton, ou the 2d uit., aged 68, Anna-
bella Burns, sister of the national bard Robert Burns. .
At Coldstream, on the 6th ult., Mr. David Allan, agricultural-im-
E;mex::d maker, aged 54—as a friend, a father and a husband deeply
ented.

At Morpeth, on the 7th ult., Mrs. Taylor, relict of John Taylor,
Esq., formerly of this town, printer.

th Coldstream, on the 8th ult., aged 80, Mrs. Thomson, widow of
the late Mr. Alex. Thomson of this town.

At North Shields, on the 14th-ult, Mr. George Banks, aged 80,
formerly of this town, and well known throughout the neighbouring
counties as a dancing-master.

At Coldstream, on the 14th ult.,, after nine hours’ illness, Mr.
Andrew Elliot, of Lees Mill.

Same day and place, Mr. Jas. Cleghorn, merchant.

Same place, on the 15th ult., Frances, wife of Mr. Halliburton,
bookseller, aged 39—deeply regretted.

Same place, on the lé)tg ult, Mary Ann, wife of Mr. W. Jeffrey,
spirit-merchant, aged 21. :

Here, on the 21st ult.,, William, eldest son of Mr. William Paulin,
in his seventh year.

At Bowsden, on the 17th ult., Edward, son of Mr. William Young,
farmer, aged 29.

On the 17th ult., at Belford, Prideaux Selby, Esq., in his 9lst

r. He was much and deservedly esteemed.

In this town, on the 27th ult., George Gilchrist, one of the Cor-
poration’s Waits, aged 76. '

On the 27th ult,, at Alawick, Ann, relict of the Rev. L. Wilson,
of Holy Island, aged 70.

On the 28th ult; after a long and painful illness, which he bore
with remarkable fortitude, Mr. James lNFBurnie, gun-maker, High-
street, aged 57. The deceased had acquired great celebrity in his
profession, and up to the day of his death occupied a high rank in
the esteem of his townsmen.

On the 17th ult.,, at her house, 18, Lambeth-road, London, aged
64, Mrs. Bowes, relict of Andrew R. 8. Bowes, Esq., late M. P. for
Durham, and High Sheriff of the county of Northumberland.

On the 2d inst., while in Harwich barbour, on board the schooner
Jess of this port, Mr. Michael Brown, captain of that vessel, aged 58.

Here, on the 2d inst., after a lingering illness, Anne, wife of
William Riddell, Esq., nﬁd 64.

At Tweedhill, on the 24th ult., James Macbraire, Esq., aged 70.

At Gunsgreen Cottaﬁ, on the 2d inst., Mr. James Herriot, for-
merly tenant in Ayton-law, in the 88th year of his age.



To Readers and Correspondents.

The valuable paper on Criticism, &c. by a beloved friend and risht
trusty contributor shall open the succeeding Number; in which also
we expect to publish a rare document, which traces the ogy of
an ancient Border family once eminent in the pride of predatory power
and warfare.

H. P. has disappeared in a very strange and mysterious manner.—
According to the Printer-fiend's account, “a smart knowin (query—
known ?) gentleman.like person” stepped in to the office one evening
at dusk, snatched the doomed article from before the astonished com-

itor, and flew off—if not in a flash, at least—with the rapidity of
fi.'ght:ning. We hope ere long to furnish a better account of H. P’s
te.

Lawrence Glendale and others shall speedily be aroused from their
long sleep.

ERRATA.

P. 226—L. 1. pro st:one—lcye stove.
— 228—— 14. pro morn—Iege moon.
— 229—— 13. pro tear—lege tears.
14. pro her; aunb-—legu her, and aunt.
27. pro friend—lege friends.
251 50. pro and sound—e
— 231 —— 50. pro and soun and the sound.
—_ ﬁ— ?g pro Weiknachtsl Weihnachtslust.
- 235 — together with their little ones. They—lege toge-
ther. With their little ones they. B Y
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CRITICISM AND CRITICS.

« SoME critics,” says Mr. Rymer®, ‘are like wasps that rather
annoie the bees than terrifie the drones,” and the aphorism was ably
supported by bis own practice. He may, perhaps, be known to some
of our readers as the author of a fierce tirade against Shakespeare, in
which, as far as we recollect, he maintains, among other things equally
singular, that, if there is any merit in Othello, it consists in the mo-
rals ; viz. that it is dangerous for young ladies to run away with
blackamoors without the consent of their parents; that housewives
should look well to their linen, and that husbands should let their
proofs be mathematical, before their jealousy is tragical. But, ludi-
crous as these remarks are, we really think, that a very great num-
ber of our professed critics are fully as unjust in ‘many of their deci-
sions on the poetical literature of the present day, while they affect
the same candour and independence as Mr. Rymer. It may, there-
fore, not be wholly uninteresting to consider what qualifications the
critic requires, and what are the sources of so much injustice in our
literary tribunals.

We shall confine our observations to eriticism on ical and ima-
ginative writing, as most abuses are committed in this department.

Judgment is obviously one of the principal qualities in a critie.
But this is not sufficient. He must possess, s a Aigh degree, all the
keen and enthusiastic feelings which the poet agepeals to. However
different the decisions of reason and passion may be on abstract points,
they are reconciled in poetry (to apply a remark which- an eminent
writer makes on what he terms ¢ the creative power” and “ intel.
Jectual energy” of Shakespeare) and « each fights with its shield be-
fore the breast of the other; or like two rapid streams, that, at their
first meeﬁni within narrow and rocky banks, mutually strain te
repel each other and intermingle reluctamtly and in tumult; but on
finding a wider channel and mere yielding shores, blend and dilate and
flow on in one current and with one voice.”

Nothbing, howerer, can be more commen thaa to hear it maintained,
that a powerful judgment is incompatible with éntense sensibility.

# Prefince to his Translation of Rapin’s Reflections en Aristotle’s Treatise of
Possia 1604
VOL. I. 20
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But, so far is this from being true, that a man may err as often in his
conclusions, under the most important circumstances in life, g):tting
try out of the question,) from deficiency in the latter as from de-
ciency in the former. To feel dispassionately is, in many cases, to
feel unjustly, and imagination is as useful in summin ug a row of
figures, as pure intellect is in estimating the merit of the finest pas.

s in Hamlet or Childe Harold. .

e do not think it necessary, that a critic should be a poet him-
self. I may know whether that is a neat table,” as Dr. Johnson
says, “ without being a cabinet-maker.” But this we may safely
affirm, that if Pope’s maxim—

¢ Let those teach others who themselves excel,
Aund censure freely who have written well”—

had been more attended to, it would have been much for the interests
of true criticism.

Here we may say, however paradoxical we may appear, that we
fully agree with AXdison in thinking, that a true critic is seen to
more advantage in pointing out beauties than defects; and we would
ask any lover of poetry who has read Dr. Johnson’s Lives and Hazlitt's
Criticisms on Shakespeare, which-of them has displayed the greater
insight into the laws of imagination and passion. gVe say this, at the
same time, with the highest respect for the Doctor’s intellect, but
it can scarcely be doubted, that he was deficient in the finer qualities
of poetical perception, and that his prejudices against many of thase,
whom he criticised, were so violent, that he was scarcely able to judge
at all.

We are far from denying, that it is the duty of a critic to censure
defects. He must evid?:tiy do this in justice to the poet as well as
to the public. But we certainly think, that least merit is shewn in
this department. Defects in a poem are comparatively obvious even
to an inferior mind, while the delicate shades of a most beautiful
thought founded on feelings capable of the most philosophic analysis,
may altogether unobserved. < It is not more difficult,” as we
once heard an acute metaphysician remark, “to detect incongruities
or exaggerations, than to feel uncomfortable in'a dirty road,—but it
is only a man of taste that can admire a fine landscape.” This is no
doubt an extreme analogy. But we conceive, that it may justly be
set up as a balance to many statements that have been made on the
opposite side. « To point out defects,” observes Mr. Hazslitt, « one
would think it necessary to be equally conversant with beauties.
But this is not the case. The best caricaturists cannot draw a com-
mon outline ; nor the best comic actors speak a line of serious poetry
without being laughed at. This may, perhaps, be accounted &0: by
saying, that the perfection of the ludicrous implies that looseness or
disjointedness of mind, which receives most delight and surprise from
oddity or contrast, and which is naturally opposed to the steadiness
and unity of feeling required for the sublime and beautiful.” The
fact, generally speaiing, is aa Mr. Hazlitt states it. But his expla-
nation is perhaps more ingenious than sound. It is a safer theory to
bold, that a taste for the humourous and a taste for the beautiful de-
pend on original and distinct faculties,—admitting, at the same time,



CRITICISM AND CRITICS. 295

that the casual direction of the mind may sometimes have the effect,
which Mr. Haslitt assumes; though not to such an extent.

It cannot be denied, that an author has no reason to complain if his
follies are fairly exposed. But it is, J)robabl , a8 well to overlook al.

ther what is really worthless and harmless. It “will sink into

ivion by its own weight," and, after all, is a man not snﬁcientls
punished when he publishes a book which is neither read nor sol
without being treated as if he had committed a crime? What
did Gifford do to the public taste by his Maviad and Beviad? The
fame of the Della Cruscan school of &oetry (no offence to our Della
Crusca whom we admire in common with all our readers) was confined
to a small circle, and such as it was, had been waning long before it
was attacked.

We shall now enquire what are the defects in the critical system of
the present day.

1. We may remark, then, that the very nature of the critic's office,
as it is generally understood in consequence of Erescriptive abuse,
seems frequently to mislead him. He is expected, first of all, to prove,
that there are many things in which he is superior to those whom he
criticises. Accordingly his chief object is to display himself. He
must point out some redundancies, or exaggerations, or anachronisms,
or inconsistencies. He must, in short, be caustic and humourous, at
all events, without regard to the nature of the subject. If our smart-
est reviewers were to confine themselves to a simple style and to a

hilosophical analysis of the works which come before them, so much
Eas the taste of the public been perverted, that they would be con.
sidered dry and inanimate by their greatest admirers, and the extracts
of the finest passages would be read without the comments.

To illustrate our meaning, we shall give a specimen, from an arti-
cle which appeared in the Examiner some months ago, of that prevail-
ing spirit on which we have animadverted. Unfortunately we have
not the paper at hand, so we must ask credit for our memory. The
poem which forms the subject of the critic’s remarks is entitled -

INFANTINE INQUIRIES,
( From Poetical Epkemeras by J. P. Browne.)

*TrLL me, O mother! when I grow old,

Will my hair, which my sisters say is like gold,

Grow grey as the old man’s weak and poor,

‘Who asked for alms at our pillared door ?

Will I Jook as sad, will I speak as slow,

As he, when he told us his tale of woe ?

Will my hands then shake, and my eyes be dim?

Tell me, O mother, will I grow like him ? '

« He said,—but I knew not what he meant—
That his aged heart with sorrow was rent.

He spoke of the grave as a place of rest,
Where the weary sleep in peace and are blest ;
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And be told how bis kindred there were laid,
And the friends with whom in his youth he played ;
And tears from the eyes of the old man fell,
And my sisters wept as they heard his tale !

« He spoke of a home, where in childhood’s glee,

He chased from the wild flowers the singing bee ;

And followed afar, with a heart as light

As its ing wings, the butterfly’s flight ;

And younf flowers, where they grew ‘neath the beams
Of the sun’s fair light by his own blue streams ;

Yet he left all these, through the earth to roam!

Why, O mother ! did he leave his home ?”

« Calm thy young thoughts, my own fair child !

The fancies of youth in age are iled ;—

Though pale grow thy cheeks, and thy hair turn grey,
Time cannot steal the soul’s youth away.

There’s a land of which thou hast h me speak,
‘Where age never wrinkles the dwellers’ cheek,

But in joy they live, fair boy! like thee—

It was there the old man longed to be !

¢ For he knew, that those with whom be had played,
In his heart's young joy, 'neath their cottage shade,
Whose love he shared, when their songs and mirth
Brightened the gloom of this sinful earth—

Whose names from our world had passed away,

As flowers in the breath of an autumn day—

He knew, that they, with all suffering done,
Encircled the throne of the Holy One !

“ Though ours be a pillared and lofty home,
‘Where want with his pale train never may come,
Oh scorn not the poor, with the scorner’s jest,
‘Who seek in the shade of our hall to rest;

For He, who hath made them poor, may soon
Darken the sky of our glowing noon,

And Jeave us with woe, in the world’s bleak wild !
Oh! soften the griefs of the poor, my child I”

The critic thinks, that the qualification—* which my sisters say"—
is not natural in so young a child, and we cannot differ from him there.
But, the same remark might apply to the whole spirit of the inquiries
in the first verse, as they presuppose a higher exercise of reflection
than is consistent with the age. His wit, however, had not sufficient
scope here. So he attacks the poet, en what we consider a less vul-
nerable point. He says, that the old man, instead of whining about
the grave and the pleasure of hunting bees and butterflies should have
« gpoken of the time when beaf was not strange to him and mutton
was a household word :” for we must be some degrees from starvation,
before we long for death, as the immediate pressure of physical want

’
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prevents us from attending to any thing else. Then he goes on to
contrast this poem with Holcroft's fine ballad of Gaffer Gray?ue

“ X do you shiver and shake, Gaffer Gray ;
And why does your nose look so blue ?
"Tis the weather 18 cold, 'tis I'm grown old,
And my doubtlet is not very new, welladay !
And my doublet is not very new.”

¢ The Inquirer,” says the reviewer, “then su the true de-
sideratum in such a case,—viz. a glass of ale. To this Gaffer Gray
does not reply by saying, that he has lost all his good friends and re-
Iations,—but straight to the point,”

* Nay, but credit I've none,
And my money'’s all gone,” &c. &c.

Now all this is, certainly, very smart. But it is little more. We .
cannot see what authority the reviewer had to assume that the poet
intended to represent an old man in a state of starvation like Gaffer
Gray. May his immediate wants not be understood to have been
supplied? As to the other remark, he might dwell on those recollec-
tions with which the little boy and his sisters could probably sym-
pathise most and which might be naturally enough awakened by the
contrast between them and him; or there might never have been a
time “ when.beaf was not strange to him and mutton was a household
word.” But youth is a period to which all look back with regret, and
the very simplicity of the pleasures connected with a poor man’s best
days, invests them with additional pathos. “Ah! never again,” says
Campbell’s Exile of Erin, though “he had no refuge from famine and
danger,” and though * the dew on his thin robe was beavy and chill,”

<« Ah ! never again in the green shady bowers,

‘Where my forefathers liv'mall I spend the sweet hours,
Or cover my harp with the wild woven flowers,

And strike the sweet numbers of Erin go Bragh.”

Our reviewer would, no doubt, have thought it more natural for
the exile to have mourned over his recollections of pork, buttermilk,
potatoes and potheen.

But, though we think that the character of “the old man is not
idealised to an unwarrantable exteat, and that the chief object of the
critic was to display his wit, we cannot maintain, that the poem is
very happily constructed. Full justice is not done to the thought in
the first stanza, and the three last almost seem to have no business
there.” In fact, we strongly suspect, that the contrast betwee.:louth
and age was what Mr. Browne chiefly wished to }mm-tnlv‘,e this
might, certainly, have been done better in another form. t us take
as an instance the following from Dr. Thomas Brown'’s lectures
on the philosophy of the mind. * Were it given to us to picture the
future, as we can paint what is before our eyes; and could we shew
to the boy, as he returns, blooming and soarcely fatigued, from the
race or other active game, in which he has been contending with his
-playmates, some form of feeble age, the few grey hairs, the wrinkied
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brow, the dim eye, the withered cheek, the wasted limbs, shat connol
them to the earth that is soom o receive all that is not yet wholly dead
and consumed in the half living shkeleton ; could we say to him, as he
gazes, almost with terror, on this mixed semblance of death and life,
the form on whick you are now looking is your own, how incredulous
would be his little heart to our prdphetic intimation !"—

We regret, that we have not seen Mr. Browne’s volume. But judg-
ing even from the speci before us, (though perbaps it is not the
one which we shouln! have selected as the best) we consider him a man
of fine feeling and a most accomplished versifier.

Apart from the injustice which is done to works of genius, from
this passion for humour, it has another effect equally obvious. It
leads the critic to pounce on inferior writers, as they furnish him with
the best subjects for the favourite exercise of his professional sagacity.
This, indeed, is not attended with any injury to the public, except so
far as it re-acts on their taste,—but it does no good. We might fur-
nish our readers with abundant instances from modern reviews. We
think, however, that they will at once admit our assertion, and accept
of the following morceau from Mr. Rymer as an equivalent. The pas-
sage on which he animadverts, is as follows, -

¢ Cependant le soleil se couche dans son lit,

Que luiméme de pourpre et de laque embellit ;

Et la puit qui survient aussi triste que sombre,

De toutes les couleurs ne fait qu'une grand’ ombre,

Avec le sommeil le silence la suit,

L’un ami du repos, I'autre ennemi du bruit”—Ze Moyne.

“ Here again,” says our old friend, “are words in abundance. He
cannot tell us that ’tis midnight, till he first have informed us, that
the Sun is gone to bed, to a fine bed of Ais own trimming; and this is
matter enough for the first two verses. Then we are told, that the
Night of all colours makes but one great shade ; and this suffices for the
second couplet. Aussi triste que sombre is an expression the French
are so delighted with, they can scarce name any thing of night with.
out it. The third couplet is much what—as in a bill of fare

Item— Beaf and Mustard,
That friend to the stomach, this a foe to th’ nose—

the second line in both being alike impertinent.” Poor Le Moyne
was not worth neticing.

2. There is another consideration that materially affects the deci-
sions of our literary censors. We mean political feelings. This is s
obvious, indeed, that it requires no proof. But we think, that the
best way to express our abhorrence of such a system, is to mention its
effects on John Keats, whose beautiful poems, though they have not
yet risen to that d of celebrity, which they are ultimately sure
of, may probably be familiar to many of our readers. We do not deny,
that they have considerable defects. But these might certainly have
been forgiven in so young a man,—})uticularly, as they are far more
than overbalanced by beauties. Unfortunately, he happened to be on
very intimate terms with Mr. Leigh Hunt, and to hold what are call-
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ed  liberal opinions” in politics; and this was quite enough, in some
influential quarters, to decide the fate of his poe:;{ He was sneered
at for being an-apothecary, &c. and misrepresented beyond all bounds,
while his sensibility was so acute that *at the recital of a noble action
or a beautiful thought, his eyes would suffuse with tears and his
mouth trembled *.” But he had few to take his part, for he « had no
rent-roll,” only «the fairest flowers o’ the spring, daffodils, pale prim-
roges, carnations and streak’d gillyflowers;” and, if his life was not
shortened by the constant persecution, to which he was exposed, it
was, at least, rendered miserable. Reader! the subject of such
acrimony was a young man, scarcely twenty, who could write lines
like these ;—

“ A cAsEMBNT bigh and triple-arch’'d there was,
All garlanded with carven imag’ries
Of fruits and flowers and bunches of knot-grass,
And diamonded with panes of quaint device,
Inpumerable of stains and splendid dyes,
As are the tiger-moth’s deep-damaskd wings ;
And in the midst, ‘mong thousand heraldries,
And twilight saints, ang dim emblazonings,
A shielded scutcheon blush'd with blood of queens and kings.

“ Full on.this casement shone the wintry moon,

And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast,

As down she knelt for heaven’s grace and boon ;

Rose-bloom fell on her hands, together prest ;

And on her silver cross, pale amethyst,

And on her hair, a glory, like a saint ;

She seem’d a splendid angel, newly drest,

Save wings, for heaven ;—Porphyro grew faint ;
She knelt, so pure a thing, so free g:'om mortal taint,

“ Anon his heart revives; her vespers done,
Of all its wreathed pearls her hair she frees ;
Unclasps Aer warmed jewels one by one ;
Loosens her fragrant boddice ; by degrees
Her rich attire creeps rustling to her F;
Half-hidden, like a mermaid in sea-weeds,
Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees,
In fancy, fair Saint Agnes in her bed,

But dares not look behind, or all the charm is fled.

« Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest,
In sort of wakeful swoon, perplex’d she lay,
Until the poppred warmth of sleep oppress'd
Her soothed limbs, and soul futigued away ;
Flown like a thought until the morrow-day
Blissfully haven’d both from joy and pain ;
Clasp’d like a missal where swart Paynims pray ;
Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain,

As though a rose should shut and be a bud ugain.”

® Hunt's Life of Byron.
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3. A third cause for the perversion of criticiem'is equally obvions—
the influence of “ that metall whereby,” as old Froiseart says, ‘ love
is attayned both of gentlemen and pore souldiers *.” This, we believe,
is carried to an extent, which no mar with a good heart could form
any ki;ien of ':;’ dl;‘;ot:il. ml::bliaheu contrive r:;::dnly to ﬁrthetr ewn
wor] i to e pretty severe isals on their competi
tors. m principle of Wakefield’s dislike to Porson—vis. « quaseo:-—
casionem quee subvenerit, meos labores collaudandi, omnino preeter.
misit,” has its weight in such cases, though all critics may net admit
it so freely.

Now, w{atlns been the consequence of s0 many abuses, but a gene-
ral distrust in the criticism of the present day? The public, notwith-
standing the wit, scarcely know what they should believe, even in our
most respectable reviews; for, we have some notorious instauces, that
men of talents are not superior to the influence of private and political
interests. We are far from denying, that some of the finest criticisms
which were ever written, on works addressed to the imagination, have
appeared in our times. But the defects, which we have dwelt on, are
extremel¥ prevalent, and we fear that it will be long before they are
got rid of.

D e
SONG.—~TUuNE—* Bonnie Dundes.”
BY D. J. LIETCH.

Away wi’ the maddening joys o' the city,
Where folly drives faster than mirth can come speed,
Gie me a sweet hour in the gloamin wi’ Katie
'Mang the auld castle woods on the banks o’ the Tweed.
My faulden plaid round her,
er cheek d to mine,
And the bright glance o’ love, streamin’ saft frae her e'e!
Oh ! what can compare wi’
The bliss that I share wi’
My sweet blooming Kate, in the woodland sae free !

‘We needna to spesk, for the mavis is telling
The theme o’ our Jove in the warm woeded vale ;
And I fee] her heart beating, her saft bosom swelling,
As aften we linger to listen the tale.
In yon auld ruin’d castle, +
Mid revel and wassal,
What knights hae been jeyous, and ladies been gay !
But could they compare wi’
The bliss that I share wi’
My sweet blooming Kate, at the close o’ the day!

® Lord Berners’ Translation.
4 Norham-—=the old extensive ruin of a once formidable border Castle.
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AN INQUIRY INTO THE MERITS OF THE SCOTTISH
NOVELS.

Continued from page 277.

Ir our author is nea.rly faultless in the conduct of his novels, full
of poetry and nature in his descriptions, in his delineation of charac-
ter he is admirable. In this point of view, by no author ancient or
modern, I will not even except our great Dramatist himself, has he
been surpassed. I say this of the generality of his characters, but let
us enquire into particulars, and, first into his manner of delineating his
heroes and heroines. In the choice of these he is far more fortunate
than any of the great novelists who have preceded him. Many of.
their heroes have but an indifferent character. Tom Jones is by no
means a model for imitation, and Roderick Random, to say the best of
him, is little better ; Joseph Andrews is a serving man of not exceed-.
ingly good repute, and Humphrey Clinker a curious compound of.
simplicity, activity and methodism. Sometimes, indeed, a novelist
makes his hero more respectable, but then, in many cases, the errer
lies on the other side, and he is made a puragon of excellence. It was'
left to the author of Waverley to restore his heroes to a state more
conformable to nature—to surround them with Tmlitiee really esti-
mable, but not to such a degree as to make -us believe, that it would
be in vain to look for the like among mankind. It has often been as-
serted, that between the different heroes of these novels there exists a
very great similarity; that Waverley—Ivanhoe—Morton—Quentin
Durward—Julian Peveril—Mordaunt Merton, are just eopies of the
same individual placed in different circumstances. Now, in some re-
l?cts, arigid critic may certainly perceive a sameness in their-tone
of thinking, but I am persuaded that critics go too far when they make
the assertion alluded to, and that it ought to be received only with
some limitations. Among our author’s heroes there are certain points
in which their characters coincide, and even the current of their
lives and fortunes is not always unlike. In most cases we find
a young man setting out in the - worll—meeting with various
accidents in his caveer—but at last finishing it in much the
same manner. Now, upon these prominent similarities, the mind
lays firm hold, is always comparing one hero with another, and,
by consequence, we are hardly to wonder at the circumstance of
its finding them more alike than they really are, discovering or fancy-
{3 it discovers resemblances where they do not exist. But let us

| up before our minds any two heroes of our author, let us place
them in juxtaposition, and then ask ourselves the question whether
we may fearlessly call them alike. When we read of Waverley among
the mountains of Scotland, is the idea we have of him at all .similar
to our conceived notion of the mailed warrior at the lists of Ashby-de-
1a.Zouche ? or can we think of the Scottish adventurer Q. Durward
and the young man at the court of king James and pronounce them
to be the same individual? As I have already hinted, it requires but
little ingenuity to discover-between them some points of resemblance,
but they that are so disposed may find grounds for making 2 similar
remark with regard to the herces of Shakespeare himself; m;yny

VoL. 1. P
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that Macheth and Richard are much alike, and that Romeo would
have acted just as Hamlet did, had he been placed in similar circum-
stances. :

.But after all, it must be allowed that the characters of his heroes
are not always the best drawn—our author’s genius appears to greater
advantage in delineating the other ¢ Dramatis Person®’ who act in his
novels. His characters are not few in number—they are scattered
about with all the profaseness and variety of nature. They do not
eome upon us as 80 many duplicates of the same original—each bas
his own point of difference from another, the tones of thing:f among
them are perfectly distinct, each speaks in a language fitted only to
his own condition. Our author’s talent at personal delineation is
really wonderful, but never more so than when he touches upon any
one that figures in history. Take for example king James as he is
depicted in the Fortunes of Nigel, and there will be found sufficient
reason for this remark. The self-important yet kind-hearted monarch
starts up before the imagination in the very manner we conceive he
25@..-3 in real life, surrounded with all his foibles and weaknesses,

not unattended by the virtues we know existed in his curiously
compounded character. We see him not only as a king, but, divested
of the splendour of roynlt:{, we can view him as a man. No character
was ever more exquisitely drawn than this;—we see not only the
d traits and predominating features of his mind, but each sin
ty attracts our notice, and conspires to render our ideas of this
monarch still more perfect and natural. England’s Elisabeth also
as & woman, as well as a stately and decisive queen; and the
venth Louis of France rises before us in form as palpable, as when
be existed on earth, with all his superstitious fears, mistrustfal sus-
picions and political cunning. There is something, too, in such charac-
ters which renders them particularly attractive. We know that they
actually existed, we have read the events of their reigns, we desire to
become more closely intimate with their individual character—and
this excites an interest superior to that we feel for such as are purely
fictitious,

The inferior, though no less important characters, in these novels are
all drawn by the same masterly hand, and with equal originality of de.
lineation. Whether he re; ts cold-blooded :;?hny in the shape of a
Varney or Rashlei an, bonest rusticity as a Dandie Dio-
mont, learning absence of mind as a Dominie Samson, a purse-
proud yet good-natured merchant as a ie Touchwood, the fop-
pery of the Elisabethan age as a Sir Pereie Shafton, a projecting
agriculturist as a Triptolemus Yellowley, or hypocrisy as an An-
drew Fairservice, we must equally admire the of the deline-
ations, and the powers of the mind which eould strike out so much
variety. In the grotesque way our auther is inimitable, although bis
attempts in this are not very numerous. The taciturn Duwmbiedykes
is ludictous in the extreme, and so is the redoubted captain of Knock-
dunder. But no personifieation of the ludicrous that was ever yet
attempted can su that of Dugald Dalgetty in the Legend of Mos-
trose. That worthy is ludicrous enough, take him just as he appears
in the novel—a grotesque mixture of intrepid daring, concest and
self.sufficiency

, but how increased must our desire to smile hecome,
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whea we indéntify the bold soldier in the wars of Gustavus with the
Divinity Student at Marischall College, Aberdeen ! .
These novels contain several examples of characters of a half-super-
natural description. I bave already alluded te that beautiful creation
of the faney—the White Lady of Avenel, and to this I may now add
the no less mysterious, th more palpable, characters—Meg Merri-
lies and Norna of the Fitful H In the first of these we find
realised our ideas.of the poetry of feeling which distingui the
Sybilline character, in connexion however with that of modern
ﬂpu{; and in the latter we see emabodied all the conoeptions we may
ve had of the prophetesses of Iher and Odin. The character of
Norna is well sustained. The high-tened enthusiasm of the Reimken-
mar is admirably contrasted with the milder feelings of ber nature.
The character is full of poetry and sablimity ; yet amid all the dignity
she assumes as the controuller of the elements, she canmot the
fact that she is unhappy. The hags mentioned in the Bride of Lam-
mermoor are also in some super-human—they are surround.
ed with all the sublimity, and with a mysterious terror r even
than that which our great Dramatist has given to his wi in Mae-
But tleveiunodxe:;reinofchmcten,intbe delineation of which
our author sometimes indulges, and in which he is assisted more by that
rich vein of poetical fancy which shines through all his writings, than
by any thing to be found in nature. Of this description are the charac-
ters of Rebecca the Jewess, Fenella, and old Alie in the Bride of
Lammermoor. No characters were ever more exquisitely drawn than
theee, but the very nicety of the execution excites the belief that the
peinting is too fine to be the tranecript of nature. Rebecca the Jewess
appears before us like a being of another world ; her air, manner and
actions are more than mortal ; timid yet heroic, meek and humble yet
m-hopmhefm the mind—the beautiful but unreal peree-
ification of a poetical imagining. Jeanie Deans is not a character
of this sort. Sheis ingly amiable, ber mind is lofty and her
affection towards her sister heroic, but there is nothing e all this
which we cau pronocunce unnatural or incompatible with her situation ;
—her actions and hngm‘io are just what we would expect to find in
the daughter of a Scottish peasant. Anmot Lyle alse and the Chil-
dren of the Mist in the Legend of Mentrose, rank fairly under the
poetical characters of our author. They are exquisitely drawn, and
the romantic feelings which dutmgnn{ the latter are pourtrayed in
vivid colours, and‘:z: poetry of their character is preserved through-
eut with the greatest success. The scenes of our author’s descriptions,
and the characters he developes belong not all to. one country—Eng-
hhnd, F::ee, the Isle of Man mg th;o Shetlands furnish t:emu for
is ully descriptive ut how towering soever the imagi.
mn’t:' may be that al:n?ld pent. in language the transactions at Plessis
Les Tours, or the Wild of Ardemnes in the Bishop's palace at
Liege, how powerful soever the mind that could describe the manners
ofg:linneountry, still our author is most at home when en
on the customs and scenery of his native land. A]tbouil;we want
here in a great measure the wild luxuriance of fancy, we have, in its
stead, beauties of » milder but no less attractive kind—clothed in the
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of feeling and of nature. Our author is'undoubtedly-a dever
of his country, but that love.leads him into.no extravagant eulogium.
If ever any man was a citizen of the.world, it is the auther of Waverley ;
he writes and reasons, regarding all men as his.brethoen ; yet be dos
.possess that affection towards his native land which every feeling
anind muset have, but it is a principle, latent: in bis own bosom, dis-
played:in his'conduct, d-wg: never influencing it. His novels:there-
ore..abound -in Scottish -life, Scottish churacter, .Scottisk scenery.
Notwithstanding this, bewever, these novels enjoy a popularity which
few. other worke bave attained, and are neatly as well known upon
.the Continent as they are in Great Britain. Not only are &em
.extensively through the Continent, they are .also turned-inte
and acted on the stage with no little sucoess and They
‘must therefore contain much of real human of this the very
:circumstance of their general diffusion is a decided proof. Man, how-
.ever influenced he may be by habit and fashion, 1s yet the same in
-every country, and seeing the Waverley nevels touch a chord in the
human heart, are we to wonder because its vibrations are syngﬂn‘xd
etnlly by men in this country, and in every ether ki of mﬁi
The author of Waverley is therefore well versed in the feel:ss of
manity,—to prove that he possesses genius of the most exalted kind, I
.need only allude to that wonderful performance—Ivanhoe. Of the
period, at which the events mentioned in that novel ostensibly take
place, we know almost nothing, yet from the rich treasures of the ima-
gination has our author contrived to conjure up a vast variety of cha-
racter and incident, make these imposingly palpable, and construct a
“probable and well-told tale. At the same time, there.is no confound-
ang of ancient and modern customs and.fashions—his descriptions are
in perfect keeping with the times in which the events in his movels
.are supposed to happen. The fashions of these perieds are described
and kept up with amazing accuracy, the dresses of his characters are
‘true to reality.” It would indeed be no easy matter to detect our au-
‘thor in an anachronism—even the lang of his characters is in
-conformity with the period at which they lived. ¢ Chalk him acrom
the with your cheery,” says one of the ruffians in the Fortunes
of Nigel, and here we have the slang of the sixteenth century. :
. Between Shakespeare and the author of Waverley. there exist many
‘points of close resemblance. With regard to genius and natural
powers we way place them on much the same level. Beth were able
4o grasp all human nature—all mankind from the prince to the pes-
sant are set before us in the works of both with all the foibles, virtues
and prominences of character peculiar to each. For Shakespeare, the
-bounds of Nature herself were t00 narrow—he knew how to rise above
-the things of time, and find a world for himself in the brisht creatiens
of his imagination—could describe & Caliban and even invent a lan.
guage for him. The author of Waverley, too, though comtented in
ral with a lower flight, sometimes' rises on the soaring wings of
g::y—mn describe in sublimit{:mNona of the Fitful Hez, can give
a form and a} to the tiful and romantic creation of the
White Lady of Avenel. - Shakespeare and the -author of Waverley are
both poets, both like to traverse the fair fields of nature and to rest
wpon all that is beautiful and sublime. within thew, both are conver-
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sant with the of poetic fe snd pathce. But they are so
in very (hlbl:t%m p"lt“hroe::;glll 8 v &e?:yﬂows a
stream of pure and lofty poetry, there shines a sweetness of fancy, a
. . of- a splendour and besuty of imagery which it
:would be.vain:to seek in the author of Waverley, or indeed iu any other
writer whatever.: Shakespeare and the author of Waverley are both
-wits—but the wit of Shakespeare is not unfrequently coarse and inde.
lioate, while that of the author of Waverley is refined and scrupulously
E:. Shakspeare often gives vent to ions which no well-regu-
mind can peruse with pleasure, author of Waverley never
.employs.a word which can call a blush upon the most modest cheek.
It would also be difficult to say which of two great writers is the
more original. The plots of Shakespeare’s. Dramas were all made to
-his hand, and pot a few of Lis characters may be seen in the works of
-several of the dvamatists whe preceded him. In like manner, most of
-the Scottish Novels are founded upon the legendary tales of the coun-
-try, and a .great number of the minor characters in them are little
better than copies of those' employed by other writers. In the char-
acter.of Shakespeare, fecundity of genius was a prominent feature ;
:and what writer was ever more pmlgc than the author of Waverley ?
Scarce have we digested the materials of one novel, when another intel.
Jectual feast is ready for us. Shakespeare, we are told, wrote almost
without bletting a line, and Ben Johnson notifies this as the only
thi% fanlty in him. Almost the same thing may be said of the auther
of Waverley.: His first- productions were indeed finished with the
utmost care, and none have proceeded from his pen without internal
‘marks of previous thought, but many of his later novels display a
‘want of finish, and a hurriedness of execution. .
Both of the great writers, of whom we have been speaking, owe not
4 little also to-art. Shakespeare attempted sothing which be did not
improve upon, he touched upon nothing to which he did not give a
charm, he introduced no ene into his dramas whose character he did
‘not completely and ekilfully develope. In like manner, whatever
ject our author emters upon, we perceive him fully qualified for
ing it, and every character he paints he thoroughly understands.
Shakespeare pon.g the wonderful art of making his readers never
tire of any character be introduces into his dramas. Falstaff and Pistol
appear in several plays, and no one can assert that their identity is ever
‘lost, or that they on any occasion fail in exciting as lively an interest
as they did at their. first appearance. Our author’s charactersare also
well kept up, but such as are continued before the mind for a long
period diminieh at-last the interest we originadly felt for them. The
characters of Shakespeare are always distinct from each other, and I do
not fear to say the same thing of the author of Waverley. Critics
.may, if they , search out resemblances between them, may dis-
cover a Meg Merrilies in an Edie Ochiltree, a Cuddie Headrig in a
Dandie Dinmeont, but it surely is preposterous to say that they are
just the same persons in different situations,—every reader must regard
them and does regard them as sufficiently distinct. In the art of con-
ducting his conversations Shakespeare has long been considered as pre.
mine;‘tll'hppy, and perhaps there is no writer that can be put on a
lesel with him; in this respect, except the author of the Scottish novels.
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In all the dislogues which that suthor introduces into Isis. writ.
ings, and they are not unfrequent, the distinction ¢f character is
admirably preserved, and the propriety and fine keeping of all
his convereations are, with the exoeption of Shakespeare’s, unparal.
leled. In respect of the education these two great writers have
received, the author of Waverley has the advantage.
though evidently a great reader, was by no means a great s
and of course in the conduct of his dramas he was compelled
to rely more upon the resources of his own mind than perhaps any
other writer whatever. The author of Waverley is however a
and that of some research, he is a critic, and from the akill he displays
in laying open the human mind—a philosopher. The most abstruse
subjects are not beyond the reach of his capacious mind—he is an
adept in law, antiquities and history. Shakespeare is therefore per-
haps the more original of the two, the author of Warverley the more
correct. The taste of Shakespeare appears often coarse ancultiva.
. ted, that of the author of Waverley is refined by education. The sub-
jects of Shakespeare’s dramas are often. natiosal, and the Wav
novels bear the same character. While Shakespeare presents us wi
an intriguing king John, a bloody and tyrannical Baetnd, a weak but
.pious Heary, a brave and impatient Hotspur,—the author of Waverley
treats us with a view of the lion.bearted Richard, the terrible Claver.
house of bloody memor{, the luxurious Charles L, the hapless Queen
Mary of Scotland. The author of Waverley treats of circumstances
of no ephemeral notoriety—the events in his novels take place ata
Eeriod of much real importance to the nation. If, then, S|

as an additional claim to immortality from having celebrated many
great events in his country’s history, the author of Waverley must
also go down to posterity side by side with the great Dramasist.

Such, then, are the excellences of our author, both as considered in
himself and as compared with the great Dramatist of England ; and
if he is as I have endeavoured to shew him to be, and there seems no
reason for thinking otherwise,—we may perceive sufficient cause for
the approbation with which he has been received in every part of
Europe. The attempt the author originally made was a novel one,
and that could bave given his works a tem charm. But they
possessed, we have seen, a great number of more solid merits—the
developed mankind as they are, and displaied the real feelings whi
agitate the human breast. The interest they excite is always of the
liveliest kind ;—in fact, the tales are told more with the air of a real
history tham of a fictitious narrative.

Having thus endeavoured to finish what I originally proposed,

I might have now concluded, but that I would make one or two
remarks upen the assertion—that the novels of our author are of an
immoral tendency, and at all events are unprofitable. To say that
they are immoral is to allege a thing for which there is not the
least foundation—their is in truth quite the contrary.
Maxims of morality, it will be no easy matter to say for what
reason, have to the generality of mankind a forbidding aspect. Things
are different, however, with novels—the reader loves to
read them, and the idle and dissipated, to w no other species of
literature is pleasing, find .pleasure heve. Has not the novelist there.
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fote an excellerit opportunity of inculeating 2’ moral Jesson which will
be the more effective from the very circamstance that it is unsuspect-
ed ? I have already said that our suthor delights in painting the most
amiable qualities of the mind, in personifying the best feelings of our
nature. Every ove, even the most depxayetf must admire these ; and
this admiration, from the natural disposition of the human mind, sinks
insensibly into imitation. The consequence of this must be, that from
perusing the beautifully told narrative, the reader will rise with sen-
timents more pure and refined than he possessed before, will become
wiser, better and more intellectual.
But it has been said that the Waverley novels are unprofitable read-
ing, are unable to add any thing to the stock of knowledge we already
mm Of course amusement, not instruction, is the writer's pro.
object, but indirectly his influence is of the most favourable
kind. We obtain an insight into human nature and a closer acquaint-
ance with our species than we bave hitherto had, and this will not
fail to be of the greatest use through life. Is poetry capable of refin-
ing the taste and improving the heart ? we have poe ere and that
of the truest kind ; is an intercourse with nature capable of elevating
and expanding the mind ? nature is here described in the colours of
reality ; does sympathy with our fellow_creatures produce a pleasing
influence over our souls? sympathy here has room for exertion. Who
can read the Waverley novels without feeling his curiosity raised to
the highest pitch, without a desire to become more closely acquainted
with the historical events and characters which have a place in these
productions, without a desire to become more familiar with the beau.
tiful and sublime of nature thatare there described? When the brave
and aspiring Fergus, bis queen-like sister, and his amiable and ill-
fated prince appear before the mind, do we not feel an anxiety to become
more acquainted with the chivalrous Pretender and his romantic cam-
paigns? When we think of the bold and enthusiastic Cameronians,
assembled on the mountam-side, pre with scythes and other im-
plements of rustic labour, to resist overwhelming violence of the
terrible Claverbouse, while the psalm of praise reverberates amongb‘the
hills and seems to call down warrior angels te Iight their battles, have
we no desire to search into the records yet remaining of the stern and
unyielding Covenanters? When we view the crafty Louis of France
entangled in his own toils—in the hands of his inimical vassal of Bur-
g'nndy, when the wild boar of Ardennes and his dark bands revel in
ood and slaughter in the Bishop’s palace at Liege, do we never wish
to compare these with the real history ? Have we no .desire to revert
to the past, as before the mind’s eye pass the magnificent phantoms of
England’s Lion-hearted Richard, and no less lion-like Elizgabeth ?—
¢re we content with the information we already poesess when we think
on the splendid lists of Ashby, and the glorious revelries of Kenil.
worth? When we hang over the descriptions of the picturesque
tcenery of the Highlands, do we not desire to become more closely
acquainted with all that is romantic in nature? do we not long for a
nearer sight of Lochleven as we view in fancy that strong-hold of the
Douglas, that prison of royalty, hallowed in the recollections of every
reader of history by the tears of Scotland’s ill-fated Mary—the most
utfortunste of an unfortunate race? There are novels, I will not deny
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the fict, which are both immoral and unprofitable, but the bright
emanations from the pen of the author of. Waverley must not be rank.
ed among the number. His novels are of a different kind ; and while:
purity of language, aocurate delineation. of .human nature, or the
productions of a comprehensive genius and cultivated understanding
are prized in the land, so long will they rank among the brightest
gems which this or any other age has bequeathed to posterity.J c

)

STANZAS. °
«« The heart ss deceitful above all things.'—JRREMIAR.

Auipst the gay and vulgar crowd,
‘Where busy life is seen ; ,
Where hollow laughter rings aloud,
As woe had never
The tenant of those joyous hearts,
Which spread their mirth around,—
"Tis sad to wander, and to feel
That joy—that mirth unsound.

But looking on the smiling face
Tells nought that works below ;

The youthful heart can never trace
The secret springs of woe ;

*Tis left unto the seared heart,
Grown old amid distress,

To mark, beneath a seeming joy,
A smiling wretchedness.

And I have wander'd *midst the crowd
And seen some smile in pain,—

Beheld the humble, mark’d the prond—
Each struggle, but in vain,

To wear an outward show of joy—
Veiling the heart within ;

It is a melancholy sight,
The bitter fruit of sin.
Manchester. N. GARDINER.
' ——
A SHORT HISTORIC NOTICE OF THE CLAN OF THE
ARMSTRONGS.

WE need hardly observe that, whilst the predato? and marauding
system of warfare prevailed, the Armstrongs had for a considerable
number of years the greatest sway and influence over all the -other
clans in the western districts of the Borders, and particularly in the
south-east quarter of the county of Dumfries. A short histpry. there-
fore, of them, we presume, cannot fail to interest the feelings of those
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under whose view it may chance to come, and who are no strangets to
the name of Armstrong, nor to the country wherein, even at this day,
it so greatly abounds; nor, possi;b:l, may prove altogether barren of
information to others. Hence hath our attempt its appearance, with
the approbation of the Editor, in the Border Magazine.

[

Tae name of Fortinbras, signifying in English Strong in Arm, but
more neatly by our Saxon ancestors translated Armstrong, is—if not
indeed of a much earlier date—coeval with Charlemagne in France.
We say of an earlier date, for we have seen an old French history,
edited in the fifteenth century, of the Duke of Normandy's ancestors,
which mentions & gentleman of that name of high consideration. In
the year 787 be bad fled with his family, and with what property he
could carry with him, into Denmark—the people of which country
were then called Normans—for refuge from prosecution, on account
of some treasonable practices against his sovereign and the laws of his
country; and he was, of course, outlawed. The same history re-
cords, that a descendant of this gentleman, in the tenth century, be-
ing in the reign of Charles the Simple of Frane, joined the Norman
Rolf, or Rolla, the leader of an invading army that proved successful
against Neustrae, now Normandy, and there settled himself with his
Danish comrades. It also tells us that a descendant of the latter per-
son, in the eleventh century, followed the fortune of William the
tard of Normandy inhis conguest of England ; and, shortly after,
joined the English and Saxon nobles, and Norman men of power,
become disaffected to William’s government,—the former, in conse-
quende of their being arbitrarily dispossessed by William of their
Jands and manors,—the latter, probably, for their not being rewarded
by him to the extent they might think themselves entitled for their
services—who fled for safety the vengeance of his arm to the
fastnesses of the border districts of England and Scotland. It is
doubtless from these refugees, and their immediate descendants,
that the several clanships of the Borderers first sprang up. Other
clanships followed, but of a considerable later date, as the Maxwells,
the Jardins, the Kers, the Scots and the Grahams, which became, in
truth, more formidable than the earlier ones to both kingdoms. Their
power of annoyance was established on a depredatory system of war-
fare against their neighbours on each side of them, and occasionally,
as their jealousy mightoperate, against each other ; and this system they
maintained with the most determined spirit, it is known, for many
centuries, even as low down as the accession of James VI. of Scot~
land to the English throne.

Fortinbras, who had now taken up the Saxon translation of his
name——Armstrong, sought for a domicile, and soon settled at Manger-
ton on the Roxburgh side of the river Liddel, in which vicinity also
one of his Roman comrades, Elliot, bad fixed himself; and here we
will take occasion to remark, that we know of no ancestors of the clans
of the Borderers, except those of the Armstrongs and Elliots, coming
over to England with the Conqueror. The Jardins, no doubt, are of
French extraction, but at what period they became a Border clan, we
know not. .

VOL. I 2q
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luywm—fargtbhmhe was now and ever after known——
having settled himself to bis liking, was fortanate enough very shortly,
his marsudings, to acquire no inconsiderable ion of lands 1n

umfries.shire ; and thus became the first chief of the clan of the
Armstrongs. From thence branched off, in aﬁerﬁnec,Gﬂnodxthe
second chief, and Kinmount the third, each having subordinate chiefs,
generally selected from their own relations, under them, somewhat
similar to the knights under the great Barons of England, conformably
to the Norman feudal system of&overnmt as introduced, and finally
constituted, by the Conqueror William himsel.

Whilst the two nations of England and Scotland were each under
the rule of its mgﬁve sovereign, it ever continwed the policy of
their governments but seldom to disturb the Borderers in their usurp-
ed dominion over the country in which they had fixed themselves.
The reason was that these marauders or freelo-mn.—-br they could
be considered no other than a bandit of such,—generally became auxi-
liaries, as suited either their humour or emergency at the time, to
one or other of those nations in their wars with each other ; or some-
times, uniting their strength, lent themselves to either, to disturb the

of its neighbodr whilst waging war abroad. But when the
crowns of the two kingdoms were united by the accession of James VI.
of Scotland to the English throne, the administration of the two king-
doms, agreeing together, resolved on the complete subjugation of the
Borderers; which measure they soon in a great degree effected.
Those on the south side the Esk gave them no trouble; hence they
Keickly drew over, by promises mﬁn bribes, all the leading chiefs on
Scotch side, excepting only Gilnochy and Kinmount with their
subordinates. Harielaw, the subordinate of Mangerton, hud attached
himself, some years before, to the Grahams of the southern border,
and was on that account held in utter contempt by the rest of the clan
of his name ; nor less, too, on account of his treachery in betraying
and giviag nlll) the Duke of Northumberiand to the English govern-
ment, when he had taken refuge in Scotland from the vengeance of the
laws of his country, which he had offended b{ihia treasons in the reign
of Queen Elizabeth. What had become of Mangerton at this period,
we can give ne account ; his name was never mentioned ; and it is pes-
sible he was not in existence, for we recollect once seeing in our
rambulations a very elegant cross near his castle, which we were told
ad been erected over the spot where one of his name had been assas-
tinated,—perhaps he was the last of the chiefs of his name, and his
lands had fallen to the lot of Harielaw who was descended from him.
- Chyistis, the son of John of Gilnochy, so famed in Border history
and its ballads, and in Buchanan’s history, was at this time the most
powerful, the most enterprising, proud, and resolute of all the chiefs of
the Borderers ; determined on resistance, desperate as it could not fail to
bave been considered, to which he was excited probably by the reeollec-
tion of the fate of his father recently and treacherously put to death by
the mandate of James V *.; and holding in abhorrence the mean and
dastardly yielding, as he might na be supposed, from his high

® It was an Earl of Morton, by nawe a Maxwell (originally Macous), at this
time warder of the Scotch Marches,—jealous, in his rzzsr character, of the grast
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and undaunted spirit, to estimate it, of the other Border chiefs, who
could so calmly surrender an independency that had been for such a
length of time maintained in the Borders,—and that, too, by a perseve-
rance and bravery that had no example in history.

Christie had made several raids into England, long after
the other chiefs had submitted ; and being greatly inspirited thereby,
at length, with an infatuation little, if at all, short of insanity, car-
ried his depredations as far as Doncaster in Yorkshire, not less than
two hundred and sixty miles distant from his domicile in the Borders,
where he was met by the King's troops, surrounded, and after some
vain efforts at resistance, was taken with all the other chiefs of his
clan that had followed his fortune, and with theminstantly hanged. Their
castellated towers and houses, being first ransacked, were now all dis.
mantled, and their lands forfeited and suffered to be taken possession
of, to their own private benefit, principally by the chiefs of the Scots,
the Grahame, and the Elliots, excepting such portion of them as
wras bestowed for his services on the Lord Clifford, at that time Lord
‘Warden of the English Marc] The chief of Harielaw was permit-
ted to keep his lands, having joi imself, as we have already
moticed, to the southern Borderers ; but these lands, of whatever ex-
tent they were, had become reduced by the extravagance of his suc:
cessors in the middle of the last century to so few as sixty acres, and
these acres, we have heard it insinuated, were wrested in no honour-
able way from their rightful owner, by Henry, late Duke of Buccleuch,
grandfather of the present Duke—an insinuation this we can, from
the know we had of that nobleman u‘#:lmd by frequent inter-
course with him, repel with indignation. e Acres, however, have
fallen into the great mass of the Buccleuch property in the Border dis-
triets, so that tbtl:ete is no;,a we believe, an uuh'm;lal :&he‘nﬂ; of
Anrmstrong at the present day in possession of a single o in
fee.simple that was poesessed by any of their ancestors previous to
the defeat we have just now recorded ; how much were once
by them, is not easily, for s eertaint{;eto be brought together—we dare
only name the whele parish of Canobie, in which is now comprehend-
ed what were the parishes of Sark and Half Morton ; the largest por-
tioa, if not the whole, of the ish of Langholm, and the same of
what is now the parish of Kirk-Andrews, which at the period in

uestion, constituted a portion, we think, of the parish of Nichel
orest ;—the lands of Ellerbeck, now—if we are not wrong informed—
in the possession of Fraucis Jeffery, Esq. Lord Advocate of Scotland ;

wrealth that Gilnoch bad now acquired, and, in his ¥zx7, of the incressing power
and consequence of that chief over those of the other clans,—who contemplated
Gilnoch’s ruin, which he effected, by inducing him, under a promise of forgiveness,
to presenst himself with a train of his retainers before his sovereign and yield him
hemage. Giloochy unfortunately listened to Maxwell, and approached James with
forty, some histerians say but thirty, of his followers all costly attired and well
mounted, at Fiddleton at the entrance into Ewesdale ; but ere be came within any
moderate distance of him, he gave the signal for a body of Military lying in am.
bush, who instantly surrouanded Gilnoch and his followers, and conducted them
to Cairlenrigg, near the confiuence of the Tiviot and Froaty-les, and there hanged
them on the trees, and interred their bodies beneath them, where their graves are
visible at this day. .
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-ﬁand' some portion of the lands of Moffat, ' belonging to Lord
opetoun.

11 the chiefs of the clan of the Armstrongs may be said, too, to
have possessed very respectable residences,—Gilnochy the castellated
towers of ‘Langholm, Canobie, and Kirk-Andrews, all superior edifices,
as their remains testify at this day, most particularly the one at
Gilnochy ; Kinmount had a residence in Canobie called Woodslee,
now the property and the residence of one of the Elliots, besides his
castellated mansion at Kinmount, the site of which is ngw covered by
an extensive farmstead called Sark-Tower, in the possession of Mr.
Church the tenant of the lands.

But to return to some account of the individuals of the clan in gene-
ral :—and what I am now going to observe of them is from an inter-
course I have had with several of them. Lowered as numbers of them
are in rank in the world now, as far as wealth and valour bhestowed,
and reduced as many of them must necessarily be almest to absolute
poverty, yet have they, for such they absolutely betray, the consolation
of reflecting that the Aonour of thosesef their ancestors who resisted,
though unsuccessfully, to the last extremity, the annibilation of the
Border compact of freedom and independency for eo many centuries
maintained with every possible effort that men are capable of, remains
unsullied. In truth it is almost marvellous with what equanimity of
mind and temper, it is observable, they frequeatly can advert to and
contemgate their present state consequent from their ancestors’ noble
and undaunted spirit in risking as they did, and in the end losing,
wealth, power and rank in the world. .

" Before we proceed further with our narrative, let it be permitted
us to ask, where, with perhaps the exception of the highland clan of the
Campbells, will be found a namwe so numerously abounding in any
other district at home, where their first ancestor settled himself, or
s0 spread over the surface of the globe, or atleast over those parts ofit
where the government, under the shadow of whose wings they have hith.
erto been protected, has any kind of sway, authority, or commercial in-
tercourse, as is the name of Armstrong #—And here we will remark a
circumstance which, we are persuaded, will not a little surprise many
of our readers—that notwithstanding so great a number of the descend-
ants of this once formidable Border clan is yet remaining amongst us;
and notwithstanding also, as it is wel] known, many, many individuals
of them have by their talents and industry raised themselves to wealth,
nor less to respectability of character, yet but few, very few have
found their way into court, or into aiy of the different employments
nnder government, nor eveu in the various professions, that of the
medical only excepted in the kingdom—for it is a fact, the truth of
which we had, seven years ago, opportunity of ascertaining beyond all
disputation, by careful examination into the lists published in the
Royal Calendars,—the Almanacks,—and various other public registers
that we might depend on of the ‘year of that period 1825—That not
one of the name of Armstrong was to be found in the Imperial parlia-
ment ;—not one among the higher offices at Court ;—not one among
the Peers of the three kingdoms;—not one among the Governors of
our Colonies, nor in the Diplomacy, nor among the Consuls; nor
smong the Baronets; nor in the knights of the different orders, or
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knight Bachelors ;—nor among the professors of the different universities
of the three kingdoms ;—neither among the dignitaries and proctors of
the English Church ; nor among the Stipended Clergy of the Kirk of
Scotland ; noramong the Judges, the Advocates, Writers of the signet, or
Solicitors in the Scotch Law Courts; neither among the Judges, Masters
in Chancery, and Sergeants in the English Law Courts ; anﬁe:ot even in
the different grades of our Admirals ; and but two were found in the
grades of our Generals; and three only registered among the Colonels
and Lieutenant Colonels in our Army. An inquisitive stranger to
our country, to notice this observation or rather remark of ours,
might be led, and naturally enough too, to imagine this large body of
men in a manner interdicted by the constitution and laws of the king-
dom from any share in its government, however competent in abilities
of mind thereto: and he might become strengthened in this conjecture
when informed that several of the Scots, the Johnstons and the
Elliots, sprang from ancestors, who were held in as little estimation
as those of the Armstrongs at one period of time by the government
of the country, have been intrusted in offices of the highest import-
ance, and some of them ennobled by the Peerage. We are indeed
aware but of one individual of the Armstrongs, who has made any
figure in the Annals of Britain since the Border compact was anni-
hilated,—we allude to Archy Armstrong, who resided at the Stub.
holm, immediately below the junction of the Wauchope and the Esk,
and was a subjugated individual of the last Moss-trooping marauders
of any consequence in numbers or terror-in the country, especiall
about Bew Castle in Cumberland, commanded by a William Arm-
strong, called for distinction sake Christic's Will. This Archy was dis-
tinguished for his wit, and became 2 celebrated Jester in the court of
Charles 1., but was soon dismissed in disgrace from this dignified of-
fice for his « insolent wit,” as it was termed, on Laud, Archbichop of
Canterbury. For, one day, when this prelate was about, as was his
duty at the king’s table, when he chanced to be of his sovereign’s din-
ner party, to say grace, Archy intruded, and permission of the
king to peform that duty; and it being granted him, proceeded with
t gravity, “ All praise to God, and little Jaud to the deil.” After

is dismissal from court, he retired to the parish of Arthuret in Cum-
berland, where he died at an advanced age, and was buried within the
church of the parish where may be now seen a tablet to his memory.
His name, it can hardly be dou{ted, will go down to gooterity 8o long
as that of Laud shall have place in British history, and that, no doubt,
will be, till annals of our Island are no more.

It is not difficult to conceive how the families, and of course the
name, of the Armstrongs, had so greatly increased, esjarticnlarly to-
wards the close of the Border compact, when we to mind that
every male born under it was registered a retainer to one or other of
the chiefs, to whom they became attached, in after life, so strongly,
that it was rare to hear of any one leaving his home to seek for other
protection. But how are we to account for their continuance in such
great numbers, notwithstanding so many of them must have spread
themselves abroad to seek for bread, immediately on the dissolution
of the clanship in the manner we have already described it? Only two
causes occur to us as likely to have thus operated ; to wit, the ITandy-
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fist inges * which had so long obtained in the Border districts,
as tbey-h:s always done in the Highland districts of Scotland, and
against which there was no law that either of the parties might met
covenant again, however frequently prior contracts had been
by them ;—and the indelicate—to give 1t no worse a i
intercourse of the sexes 8o notoriously prevailing now, as it had dome
for centuries, among all the clans of the Border districts, both on the
north and south side the Esk, thoufh we are obliged to confess, from
mrT%wn obeervance, weht:inknmenremm thenortlemth side.
e:irucustomve ve has paseed away since the begin.
ning, though not sooner, of the last century—but tllz Istter, we Jament
{0 say, is in no degree diminishing—we will not, however, soil our
s with describing this intercourse, but content ourselves with no-
ticang, it bas doubtless tended to the corruption of morals, and most
assuredly to the increase of bastardy. Traverse these districts, and
grﬁcularly that immediately around Canobie, and will want ne
rther proof of the evil arising from these cwstoms,—must
we proceed?—I¢t is hardly to be believed how few individuals you meet
with, if you enquire of them from what chief of their clan they are
descended, or who were their fathers, can satisfy your curiesity.
there are, notwithstanding, numbers of the clan of the Armstrongs
from the original tree in a lineal legitimate male descent remaining,
there can be no reasonable doubt. We have heard of a pu?lut.
grandeon of John of Gilnochy, who kept the principal Inn at Hawick
m the memory of several yet living in that nelgb rhood ; and we
saw about forty years ago in that Inn a large Oaken Cradle, which
was known to have been brought from Gilnochy tower, in which the
boisterous chief was accustomed to be rocked asleep by his valets.

We knew also two sons of the Host of Hawick Inn, tenanting a
farm at Gilnochy under his Grace Henry of Buccleuch. There was
likewise, to our knowledge, an old gentleman at Glensier in Sark par-
ish, known under the esigned name of *“Jokn O’ the Garden,” who
had proof, he averred, in his possession of a legitimate lineal descent
from Kinmount Willie of notorious memory ; and we once had
al acquaintance with a gentleman near Edinburgh—who had in
the service of Henry Duke of Buccleuch, who in his cups was used
to boast he was a Firebrass, a corruption of the French Fier-i-bras,
signifying Heetor, intimating thereby he was descended truly from
Hector of Harielaw ; andiathe came certainly from the town of
Harielaw, we had the means of ascertaining nd all dispute.
Hence, then, we have a genealogical line of legitimate descent of
these men, from Fortinbras's ancestor flying for refuge into Denmark

® The parties intending to enter into thess depraved contracts, met at a parti-
cular place, on a certain day, most commoaly at the return of an Annual Fair or
‘Wake, when they joined bands in the presence of witnesses, and agreed to cehabit
together for one year, to prove whether they should like one another well enongh
te become man and wife, and if at the expiry of that period they were satisfied
with each other, the nuptial knot was tied by a regular priest; if otherwise, they
separated, the man beceming burthened with the child, should one have been bern
to him within the year of trial, or the woman pregoant at the moment of se-
pearation,~unless, bowever, the woman should agree to take the charge upen
herself, which it was optienal in her to do, in preference to the man, and then he
became exonerated from having any thing more to do with either mesher or child.
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A. D. 787, to the preseat year 1833, a of ene thoussad and
forty-five years, comprising, short only of five years, thirty-five gene-
Mom,reekonmg i years to & generation ; is theve, it may be
ssked, s family in the united kingdoms of England, Scotlan
Ireland, however long it may have been ennobled, or otherwise digni-
fied by the Sovereigns of either of the kingdoms, that can boast of a
descent, uninterrupted on the male side, of greater, or even of equal
length ? .

J.T.

SONG.—Tune— Gramachree.”

BY ROBERT GILFILLAN.

FaIr maiden with the bright blue eye,
Thou’st stol'n my heart away ;

Thou’rt mingled with my dreams by night
And in my thoughts by day !—

And oft thy name steals my lip
Or faulters on my ton

O! ne’er was I beguil'd before
By one s0 fair and young !—

Thy image, lonl; a8 the morn,
ppears in all I see,
For nature in ber fairest forms
But breathes and speaks of thee !~
Thy voice is in the gong that falls
ev'ning calm and fair;
And in the rose’s op’'ning tinte—
Thy beauty’s pictur'd there !—

O! welcome love, if this be love—
~Aught else it cannot be—

To think that all my joy or woe
Finds sympathy with thee !—
To wander ‘mong the buds of spring

Or flow’rs of summer gay,
And sing—‘ O ! maiden ever fair,
Thou’st stol'n my heart away '

tland and
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® intended to introduce the following article with certain obser--
vations of our own. Lest, however, delay should stamp it of too
old a date, we act on the Horatian counsel—Carpe diem, quam
minimim credula postero.” Hence our readers have the contribution
without comment.—Eb.]

THE
REFORM BILL AND SOME OF ITS CONSEQUENCES.

Tue Reform Bill, if it passes, must materially change the present
constitution. It is the new Magna Charta. Let us ask, by whom is
it to be carried into effect ? By Barristers; and were we assured that
they shall be Barristers learned in the law and not merely in name,
who could be more proper? We find that the judges are to name Bar-
risters who shall revise the lists of Borough votes, have power to in-
sert and expunge names and rectify mistakes in the lists, to summon
witnesses, administerocaths and collect evidence in various ways. A new
Court (the times are prolific in such things) will be established in each
County, City and Borough, where these new judges will settle and sign
the lists in open court, and be invested with authority to adjourn from
time to time. It is generally conceived that some degree of study is ne-
cessary to acquire the title of a Barrister, whose office entitles him to
such situations as these; the presumption of a common-sense view of
the matter favours the general opinion—that some course of study or
examination is gone through. It is known that dinners are eaten and
names set down, but it is not known that these dinners and names are
all that is required. It is known also that all persons, who go to the
bar with a view to practice, become the pupils of a Conveyancer or
Special Pleader, but it is not known that the attendance is any thing
but compulsory, and may consist either of ten months or ten days,
which is more frequent, Indeed the majority of the publicare deceived
in this respect ; we do not mean to say that Barristers in general have
not, by their own exertions, become competent to the praetice of their
own profession. But we do mean to say that a great many Barristers
are totally ignorant of any branch of law, and that the granting a d
to an ignorant person is injurious to the interests of the public. e
legislature is greatlgadeoeived on this point; it constantly acts on the
supposition that a Barrister is necessarily a lawyer. The machinery
of all kinds of acts is left to be carried on by the bar.- They are ap-
pointed exclusively to all sorts of situations,—most properly, in our
:Einion, if the public be made secure that the degree, which entitles

em to the office, is aPpmpﬁatelv conferred. - But the fact is, that the
men to whom these places and situations are given are not properly

ualified ; they are taken from among: the Barristers who are not

wyers, and hence it is that . we so constantly hear complaints in the
administration of justice in our police offices, in our colonies, and in in-
ferior judicial and legal situations of all kinds. It is explained,
. when it is known that the persons appointed to these situa-
tions may be Barristers who have never read a law book in their
lives, and who have been subjected to no examination. It must there-
fore astonish every well-wisher to the cause of reform, to whom these
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facts are known, to find that to the same class of bunglers and inca-
pables, as have in so many instances made nullities and absurdities of .
our best framed laws, has to be entrusted the managing of the ma-
chinery of the Reform Bill. It is too certain that the eminent mem-
bers of the profession will neither be the persons selected, nor is it
probable that such men, whose merit is sure to meet . with an abundant
reward, would accept of such offices as are necessary to the complet-
ing the ministerial scheme of reform. We shall have the briefless
Barristers of quarter-session circuits sitting in a court to determine
on the right of Englishmen to vote in the election of their lawgivers,
where the nicest points of the law of conveyancing, of landlord and
tenant, and of the local customary tenure and prescriptive right to
the elective franchise will all have to be mooted. Nay, if the Reform
Bill is to be carried into effect in this mode, we scruple not to assert,
that the dissatisfaction, which is sure to arise from it, will go far to
strip it of its popularity, and make the electors, who will have lost
‘that elective franchise which it was in the power of no Barrister to
take from them, and which the laws of theﬁ)nd guaranteed, bfttcrly
regret the change, when such a judge shall have power to take away
oune man’s right to the elective franchise and give it to another, and
feel the absurdity of being declared an elector one year by one judge,
and to have no vote next year by another; and such are the conse.
quences which to a greater or less degree must ensue. The conses
quences of the Reform Bill, dispassionately speaking, and without
leaning to the theories of the Reformer on the one side and the Anti.
reformer on the other, have been but slightly considered. The im-
mediate and one of the most important effects of reform, in our opinion,
will be the elevating the Houce of Peers as a branch of the Legisla-
ture to a position which it will be dangerous for it to occupy. In the
Ppresént state of affairs, the House of Peers as a body seldom put forth
their power; they have hitherto intrusted their interest to the
nominees of the Boroughmongers sitting with the Commons. Reform,
by taking away from the Peers the privilege of transacting their busi-
ness by deputy, will, while destroying the pernicious power of such
of their body as are Borough-proprietors, at the same time raise from
comparative insignificance that very large portion of the Peerage whose
a?wer has been so long u:aurzedy by the proprietors of Boroughs.
hen, it may be asked, will the House of Peers stand co-equal in
wer (except in regard to money matters? with the Commons ?—and
it will be answered that the constitution places them in strict equality;
but in the moral power, which holds its sway by the means of K:x:) ic
opinion, the House of Commons must always have the ascendancy.
here are several great questions which must come before our Legis-
lature in a very short time. The affairs of the Church will be can-
vassed, the East India Company’s Monopoly, the Bank Charter, the
Corn Laws, and many others, deeply affecting the weal of the people.
In all or most of these questions the people’s voice will be heard, and
into which scale they will throw their weight is evident enough to all.
Our present re‘)resentatives are generally men inclined to liberal mea-
sures ; and should there soon be a change, their successors are not likely
to be less so. Unless some great alteration should take place in the
opinions of the members of the upper house—and there se;m- but
YOL. I R



318 AWAKE, MY HARP.

little hope that euch will be the cass—the two houses, it is reasonable to
suppose, will meet in uncompromising opposition on most of these
questions ; or should one give way to the opinion of the other, that one
will be the House of Peers, who will thus vote themselves the tools of
the Commons. The Peers themselves, and a certain class of politicians
have canted much about the House of Peers being the safeguard of
the Monarch against ropular encroachments on the prerogative, but
to any one, whg 1s at all acquainted with the constitutional history of his
country, this agsamption of the Peers can appear very little better
than ridiculous. Whemever a Bill bas come before them that was cal-
culated to militate against their interest, or they imagined was likely
to do 8o, (such as the Reform Bill) this favourite cry was sure to be
heard,—indeed it has proved the most efficacious instrument in guarding
some of their most absurd privileges from the attacks of common sense.
But whenever their power was really needed to support the King, how
bas that power been exercised ? They voted the exclusion of the bishops
from their house when episcopacy was the best support of the throne;
condemned Strafford to death ; and ultimately they deprived Charles
L of the command of the military and naval forces of the kingdom,
denied him the privilege of a;:rointmg the great officers of state, restrict-
ed his power in granting titles and conferring pardons, and in a word
red the prerogative to a mere sound, and the functions of Royalty
to an empty pageant, and forced Charles to exclaim ¢ that his towns
were taken from him, his ships, his army, his money, and nothing re-
mained to him but a good cause and the hearts of his loyal subjects.”
Almeiok. H. P.

——

AWAKE, MY HARP.

AWAKE, my harp, once more awake
And echo forth my sorrow |

Awake to-day—1I will not break
Thy slumbers on the morrow !

For thou and I must bid adieu,—
Aye, bid adieu for ever!

M{ ours to come are short and few,—

"Il smile again—no, never !

Oh! oft, when rumour’s accents fell
My heart’s fond hopes to smother,
1 thought of her, who promised well
She ne’er would wed another.
Confiding fool ! I checked those fears,
That o’'er my mind came stealing,
For I had deemed that Beauty’s tears
Betokened earnest feeling.

For her my native shores I left
*Neath poignant anguish smarting,

Of ev' , save one, bereft—
Tbmdnpnupuﬁn‘.
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Mid storm and sunshine shat was near,—
My solace on the billow ;

By day it banished ev'ry fear,—
By night it smoothed my pillow.

My exile o'er, 1 t again

spot afar off gleaming,—
The diﬁ'%irt island of the main
Oft trod in fancy’s dreaming.
Time flew with leaden wings ;—too soon,
Alas !—it brought the token
Of all a faithless one had done,—
Of vow and promise broken !

Awake, my harp, once more awake
And echo forth my sorrow !

Awake to-day—I will not break
Thy slumbers on the morrow !

M ll;our:l to come are short and few,—

‘Il smile again—no, never !

Adieu! my harp—a long adieu !

Sleep on,—sleep on for ever!

——

»

HOSPITAL CASES—CONSUMPTION.

It is melancholy to reflect on the universal dominion and certsin
fatality of this scourge of our island. Every plan which human inge.
nuit devised for 1ts cure has been vain ; and in attempting to com.
bat 1t, the physician is but fighting a retreating battle wit.ﬁ Death.
‘Worse than the sentence against the first-born of Egypt, it is continu.
ally “ weding away” our best and our loveliest; nor have we any
token, that the destroying angel may pass by our thresholds!—As
when that sore afiliction fell upon the tians, there is a great lamen.
tation in the land, “for there was not a house in which there was not
one dead.”—Insidious also as fatal, it sprudl its meshes around those
in the full vigour of manhood and the fairest bloom of beauty ; and as it
closes in upon the victims, causes a thousand hearts to wither, whose
bappiness m emanated from hopes of their future success. Manly
genius and female loveliness are its common prey;—and bright as
stands Britain in science and literature, and fair as her daughters are
reckoned, how much higher both in genius and besuty would her
children appear, were this peculiar scourge of Aer coasts removed !

About one in five of the deaths which occur in Great Britain have
been ascribed to Consumption: about 55,000, in England alone, an.
nually. It is as provoking to the physician, as universal in its fatality ;
for active measures cannot be had recourse to, and he must tread the
beaten track which has always yet led to—Death. He may prescribe
medicines, and advise change of climate; but he knows well that the
demon bas clutched his prey, and will not leave it until it sinks lifeless
beneath his grasp.
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This fatal yet besutiful disense has been often mide the subject of
poetry. Wilson, who, as Jobnston said of Goldsmith,—beautifies
every thing he touches, and Irving and Wordsworth have exquisitely
described it in its more lovely forms. In their hands, it is like a
stately edifice which is beautiful to the eye, shrouded in its green
mantle of ivy and crowned with the thousand wild flowers which
breathe their spiritual sighs to the evening,—but which, to the wan-
derer amid the « glimmer and gloom” of its ruined arches, affords but
the smell of noisome weeds, and the spectacle of grandeur and beauty
fast passing away.

It is in the Hospital only that Consumption can be contemplated in
all its horrors. Look down that long array of couches where misery
in all her shapes may be seen ;—from the “moping madman and the

_ idiot gay,” to the wretch whose glassy eye and livid features bear the
impress of death ;—Consumption claims as her own MOST of the
mockeries of human form which met your gaze !

Mark the shrug of the physician, as he passes them with some vain
uestion, and mutters « Phthisis confirmata”’ to the students around.
n the female wards, in the space of twenty beds, you may trace Con-

sumption in all its stages. A blind man might tell, g'om the slight hard
cough of the disease in its inc?ient state, down to the low thick difficult
expectoration of the advanced stage, the various states of the patients.
But mark the difference of the forms of the disease. Some are pale,
crushed, beaten down, as it were, like broken and soiled lilies, with
leaden eyes and long pale transparent fingers clutching the very bed
clothes for support ;—others are feebly attempting to read or sew,
while a few, flushed and excited, are laughing and even—alas! jesting
with the misery of their fellow.sufferers !—misery, which they are
themselves doomed in no long time to undergo ! It is affecting, even to
the most superficial observer, to notice the appearance of the patients
at different times in the day. Walk round tﬁe wards in the morning,
and you find them weak, pale, hopeless:—visit them in the evening,
when the exacerbation of the hectic fever, which attends consumption,
takes place, and you see them full of hope and confidence, framing
schemes of future pleasures ; busied with the anticipation of approach-
ing convalescence ; and many of them so beautiful, of so exquisite a
complexion, and with eyes of such lustre that you yourself can scarcely
imagine that disease can so exactly simulate health and loveliness.
But so itis. I have a brief tale of common misery to tell connected
with this disease. The circumstances of the case created much sym-
thy at the time, and though those who were then my fellow-stu-
ents are now dispersed over the world, I yet doubt not but this
record may meet the eyes of some who beheld the sufferings and death
of poor Ellen Rainals.
he was a native of Denmark. Her father was a merchant whose
extensive concerns kept bim constantly engaged at a seaport town
some distance from home, and thus his daugbter has risen from child-
hood to the slender beauty of womanhood, without the opportunity of
weakening or destroying by her affectionate attentions a love of money
which had become the ruling passion of the old man’s life. The sole
eompanion of Ellen Rainals, during her youthful years, was a brother,
—a boisterous sporting lad, who, except the day was foul, was rarely by
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his sister’s side for half an hour together. Sometimes his excursions
lasted for weeks, and during all that period his sister was left «t home
with a few books or her harp to cheat the time away. Yet he was
kind to her in his way, and Ellen learnt to bear with patience and
even to love the boisterous glee so different from her own gentle die-
position. Her mother was long since dead, and she could now think
with calmness of that sad bereavement. In this I would fain
describe Ellen Rainals such as I knew her before her misfor-
tunes, but a painter might as well attempt to give an idea of
mix:lnl:f shape and colour. She seemed all spirits. Endowed witha
naturally retiring mind, her want of all society had increased this dis-
position to a degree almost })oinful to behold. In the innocence, and
almost in the ignorance (so far as the workings of worldly minds were
concerned) of a child, she had reached the first bloom oiy a lovely wo-
man ;—the transparent complexion liar to her countrywomen, took
the hue of her passing thoughts feelings as naturally as the placid
lake reflects the passing sunshine or cloud ;—a perfect child of nature,
it seemed as natural for her to smile and to be happy, as for a tlower
to look bright and beautiful. It was not to be expected that she had
muired much knowledge ;—but that which her mind had naturally

her to love and to acquire, was well fitted to increase the enchant-
ment which dwelt about her. With the poets, particularly the wild
old bards of her native land, she was familiar, in the knowledge of
flowers she was much ekilled,—these, and music, of which she was
E‘ﬁonntely fond, were her whole accomplishments. Such was Ellen

inals when I first saw her, during a short visit to the part of the
country where she dwelt. It wassome years afterwards when I be.
held her in her last illness, and dreadful indeed was the change which
had taken place in her fortunes. I learned the particulars of her
story, partly from herself, and partly from  the wretch who had de.
stroyed her—for he too finished his life in the Hospital, after a career
which might even be considered as an expiation for his crimes. Of him
I will speak in a future chapter,—meantime, I will retain the form
of narrative ia tracing Ellen to the close of her life.

Among her father’s commercial friends was 8 Mr. L—— an English
merchant reputed to be of great wealth, if that term can be applied to
a man addicted to exteusive speculations, and consequently Yiable to
ruin on the failure of any of his schemes. This gentleman’s son, in
the course of his travels, called on old Rainals, who not choosing 10
“be encumbered with an idle young man, and yet wishing to conciliate
his favour, dispatched him to his country house where Ellen and her
brother nsideg.‘ The frank gentlemanly address of the young Eng-
lishman won the heart of young Rainals,—they coursed, shot and
fished tegether,—they explored the old ruined towers with which that
part of the country so much abounds; and Ellen on their return
would explain to them the story, and sing them the old ballad con-
nected with the former tenants of the wasted strongholds. Man

weeks wore away in this manner, and the Englishman found himse
" a fixed inmate at Lewistadt. He had plighted his faith to Ellen and
.won her's in return, with the free consent of her father; who con-
sidered that the son of the rich English merchant might be of service
to him in his speculations. But he was destined to a severe punish.
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ment for his uunatural selfishness. Young L—— knew that his father’s
affairs were in a8 most precarious situation, and that he was at this
very time gathering together all sums of money which he could
cure without rousing suspicion,—in order to secure something

the ruin which was impending.

Influenced by this rnowledge,—the young man pressed Ellen to
name an early day for their nuptials ;—and sh })after departed
for Copenbagen with her as his wife. But the old Danish stockjob.
ber was not a man to be hurried in his disbursements. Some suspi-
cion respecting old L——'s affairs had already transpired, and he re-
fused to pay down Ellen’s portion. Meantime the young e sailed
for Enghnz, where the first news which greeted them was the failure
of the great English merchant, and his departare with certzin sums
of money—no one knew Wwhither. And now commenced the misfor-
tunes of poor Ellen Rainals. 8o soon as her husband discovered that
Ellen’s father was determined not to assist them, but en the contrary
sent him an abusive letter containing an unpaid bill of large amount,
which was due to him by the firm, of which his father was the head,
and in which he himself bad a share,—and when after various enquiries
he was unable to diecover the retreat of the absconded merchant, the
young man gave himself up to all manner of dissipation, and soom
nvolved himself in complete ruin. But why sheuld I dwell on the
misery which these unhappy young creatures suffered during many
months of the most abject poverty? I saw, as I have before said, the
closing scene of the young man’s life, and it was dreadful to behold
his wasted and prematurely wrinkled face working with the pangs of
shame and agony of soul, as with all the bitter eloquence of remorse,
he poured out curses on himself, for the mi with which he had
bowed down the young spirit of his gentle and uncomplaining wife.
It appeured, that urged by want, and love of those gratifications
which money alone could procure, and which he had long been accus-
tomed to enjoy, he had joined a gang of desperate characters, and
been engaged 1n the perilous situation of a passer of base coin—the
most dangerous and, it appears, the worst remunerated occupation
connected with forging. He had been at length detected, but escap-
ed from the police by the assistance of some of bis accomplices, and
after skulking sbout the city for some days, suoceeded in getting out
of the country. There are few hearts, so hardened by vice and
wretchedness, as not to be susceptible of moments of good and pure
feeling. KEven this poor wretch seemed to have been overceme by the
remembrance of his young wife— a stranger in a strange land,” with-
out a friend to belp or means to snpport her, and now in the last
months of pregnancy. He wrote her a &enitznt and inooherent letter,
detailing his crimes and the necessity for his banishmeut, and enclos-
ing her a small sum of money. She never heard of him more |—Oh !
who may paint the sickness of soul, the utter loatbiag of life which
this poor foreign girl felt, as day after day, alone and almost famish-
ing, she looked out from her squalid apartment upon the bustle and
noiee and cheerfulness of a populous city? Or who may imagine the
utter loneliness and desolation of heart, in which she l{tlovm upon
ber miserable pallet, drenched with the bitter tears which silently
streamed over her faded cheek, throughout her uncomparioned night ?
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The flsgged causeway and paved street thromged with the commer-
cial crowd, and reflecting the noon-day blaze of the summer sum,
seared her eyeballs with their bright and monotonous glare, and con-
trasted strangely with the sombre dreariness of her own squalid gar-
ret. Gentle and timid as was her nature, she declared to me, on her
dying day, with a shudder which even approaching death could not
grevent, that often she had been on the point of throwing herself
rom her window into the street, to end at once her existence and her
sorrows.

But maternal feelings proved stronger even than despair, and she
lived on in her misery for the sake of the unborn infant whose fea-
tures she longed “with all the longing of a mother” to gaze upon, be-
fore she might close her eyes in death. Let me hasten over this period
of wretchedness. In pain of body and mental anguish, a child was
born to the unhappy Ellen Rainals, and she, who had been nursed in
luxury, aud whose slightest wish had been obgyed with alacrity, was
now indebted to the unwilling charity of a decrepit old woman for
assistance in this critical perios.

It is well known to wedical men, that diseases which have takea
deep root in the constitution, frequex::l! lie dormant during pregnan-
cy, and break out afterwards with redoubled violence. The misery
which this poor girl had suffered, from anguish of mind and priva-
tions of every kiud, had already laid the foundation of consumption in
her delicate frame, and it was dreadful to behold the rapidity of the
disease which developed itself after her accouchement.

By the representations of her fellow-lodger to Dr. A——, a man
who does honour to his profession and to mankind,—she was instantly
removed to the Hospital, accommodated with a private room, and su
plied with every thing that could conduce to her comfort. She could
not be prevailed on to part with her infant; it was now the only link
that bound her to existence, and gradually sinking to death herself,
she continued to watch the feeble form of her child,—as the closing
evening still seems to linger until the flowers of the valley have fold-
ed up their leaves in rest.

Yet there were times when the disease seemed to become stationary,
and sometimes I have heard her in an evening, as I passed the door
of her room, singing to her child some sweet low melody—breathing of
hope and remembered happiness. But bher infant would utter a feeble
cry,—and her song would cease ; and then ‘you might hear the dee
long sobs bursting from her bosom, as if the force of her sorrow w
rend her delicate frame to pieces. At other times I have heard her
speak enthusiastically and even cheerfully of her fatherdand, dwell
with fond minuteness upon the beauty of Lewistadt, and remind me
of incidents which occurred during my short stay near her dwelling.
I would fain bave had her removed from the Hospital, but « she was
very well where she was,” she said,—and she would gase upon her
infant for a minute, and then turn her blue eyes glowing through her
tears, in the uonatural brilliancy of consumption, upon me, with a
fllnee of such deep and sorrowful meaning, that I ane up the point.

t was plain she knew that both her child and herself were dying, and
though the natural clinging to life and to her offspring gave a me-
lancholy to her anticipations of this event, it was clear also that she
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looked forward to it as the end of her sorrows ; and as she marked the
fading eye of her infant, & calm resignation mingled with her ratural

ief ; and she was willing that herself and her infant should die,

r the hope was strong in%er that they would meet in the land where
¢« the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary be at rest.” It
was a sight to touch the hardest heart, to see the young creature,
berself supported with pillows, attempting to suckle ger dying child ;
vainly trying to yield a little more natural nourishment to the infant
into whose veins she had already poured the poison which was fast
destroying her own life ; and to see her long, pale transparent fingers
steal, like a moon-beam, over its wan, shrunken features, as if strug-
gling till the last to possess herself of the consciousness of its existence,
by feeling for the movement of the lip unseen to her dimmed eye,
and trying to discover the warmth of the breath which to her anx-
iously listeninf ear seemed gone for ever.

It was on a lovely summer evening, that I received a message from
Ellen Rainals desiring to see me as soon as possible. I went imme-
diately, and found her sitting up in her bed ;—as I entered, she held
out her hand cheerfully towards me, and beckoned me to sit down.
There was a strange unearthly fixedness in her eye, which bad always,
in the last stages of her illness, been restless and brilliant, or flitting
and lustreless. I had never for many weeks seen the child out of her
arms ; it was now laid by her side, as if asleep. She saw me lookin
towards it— Ellen is dead,” she said, * she died an hour ago.”—
attempted to utter a few words of comfort— Hush !” she said, «it is
well with her,—and I feel ¢kat in my heart, which tells me I will never
again see the light of the sun which is now streaming over the sweet
valley of my own Lewistadt! Oh! how beautiful and sacred that
sun-set seems to me !"—She sto for & moment, gazing at the
beams as they played upon the distant river, and then said suddenly
—< My poor husband! it is well he does not witness this; may the
Father of Mercy blot out his errors as fully as I forgive him the suf-
fering be has caused me and my poor baby !"—She took the dead body
of her child into her arms, and {lssed it repeatedly—then laid it upon
the coverlet upon her knee, raised its head upon a pillow, and smiled
sadly as she looked at the little arrangement. The sun threw a
broad light upon the bed ;—I offered to close the blind—«Oh! let
me gaze on it to the last,” said she ; “ for see | how beautifully it gleams
on Ellen’s cheek.” I retired and sat down at a distance from the bed.
¢ Ellen and I will be laid in the same grave ?” said she enquirinﬁly—
«] promised it.” She then turned again towards her child. I
thought I saw her head fall slightly back upon her pillow,—but her
cheek glowed in the sun-light with such a beautiful and life-like tinge
that I could not think she was dead. I walked to the bed-side, and
was about to speak,—the sun dropped that instant out of sight,—and
the sudden paleness, which overspread the features of the Danish girl
and her child, showed that their griefs were gone for ever.

DanieL MERSHAUNM.
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THE HERMIT OF THE MOUNTAIN. °

BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

INTRUDER, thou shalt hear my tale,—the solitary said,

While far adown beneath our Let, the fiery levin play’d,

The thunder clouds our carpet were—we gaz'd upon the storm,
Which swept along the mountain sides, in many a fearful form.

I sate beside the lonely man, on Snowden’s cloudless height;
Above our heads was glory, but beneath more glorious might,
For the sun was shining over us, but lightnings flashed below,
Like the felt and fiery darkness of unutterable woe.

«1 love in such a place as this,”—the desolate bega,

“ To gaze upon the tempests wild that separate me from man,
To muse upon the passing things that agitate the world,
View myself as by a whirlwind to hopeless ruin hurled.

My heart was avaricious onoe, like yours the slave of feeli

Perish such bearts—vile caves of crime! Man’s selfishness concealing,
For self! damned self’s creation’s Jord,—man’s idol, and his god,
"Twas torn from me, a blasted, bruised, a cast off, worthless load.

Some say there’s wildness in my eyes, and others deem me crazed,
They trembling turn and shun my path, for which let Heaven be
They say my breath is blasphemy—they marvel at my fate [praised.
While 'tis my bappiness to know, they pity not but—hate.

My father fell from and wealth the day that T was born,
My mother died, and he became his fellow-gamblers’ scorn,

I know not where he lived or died—I never heard his name,
An orphan in a workhouse—I was thought a child of shame.

Some friend by blood had lodged me there, and bought my keeper too,
Who pledged his oath he would conceal what of my tale he knew ;
Death came to him, he called on me the secret to unfold,

But died while he was uttering the little I have told.

My soul was proud nor brooked restraint, was proud and I was young,
And with an eager joyancy I heard his faultering ton,
Proclaim me not of beggars born, yea as he speaiing ied,

I—greedy—mad to know the rest,—stood cursing by his side.

I looked upon the homely garb that told my dwelling place—
It hung upon me heavily—a token of disgrace !

I fled the house, I went to sea—was by a villain prest,

But the stamp of his brutality was printed on my breast.

Like vilest slave he fettered me, my flesh the irons tore—
Scourged—mocked, and worse than buried me upon a lifeless shore,
Where human foot bad never trode, upon a barren rock,

Whose caves ne’er echoed to a sound, save billows as they broke.

"Twas midnight—but the morning came. I looked upon the sea—

And a melancholy wilderness its waters were to me ;

The heavens were black as yonder cloud that rolls beneath our feet,

But neither land nor living thing my eager eyes could meet. 9
VOL. L 8
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I naked sate upon the rock—I trembled, strove to pray—

Thrice did I see a distant sail and thrice it bore away.

My brain with hunger maddening, as the steed the Zattle braves,
I plunged me headlong from the rock and buffetted the waves.

Methought I saw a vessel near, and bitter were my screams,
But they died within me echoeless, as the voices of our dreams;
For the winds were howling round me, and the suffocating gush,
Of briny horrors rioted—the cry of death to crush !

My senses fled. T lifelessly upon the ocean slept,

And when to consciousness I woke, a form before me wept—
Her face was beautiful as light, but by her side there stood,

A group whose savage glances were more dismal than the flood.

They stood around exultingly——they snatch’d me from the wave,
Stole me from death—to torture me—to sell me as a slave—
She who stood o’er me weeping was a iutner of my chains,

We were sold, and separation bled my heart with deeper pains.

I knew not what her birth bad been, but loved her with a love,
Which nor our tyrants’ insolence nor mockery could move,

I saw her oﬁ'eredy::l; Moor—another purchased me! .
But Heavens! my arms once fetterless ! ere midnight I was free.

Memory with eager eye had marked her master’s hated door—

I grasped a sabre—reached the house and slew the opposing Moor—
I bore her rapidly away,—a boat was on the beach,

We put to sea, saw morning dawn, beyond our tyrant’s reach.

I gaszed upon her silently—I saw her sink to sleep,

As darkness ﬁathered over us upon the cheerless deep—

I saw her in her slumber start, unconsciously she spoke—
O death ! she called upon Ais name who left me on the rock.

Then! there was madness in my breast and fury in my brain—
She never heard tkat name from me,—yet uttered it again !

I started forth and grasped her hand,—¢ Are we pursued,’ she cried,
I trembled in my agony, and speechless o’er her sighed.

I ventured not to speak of love in such an awful hour—
For hunger glistened in our eyes, and grated to devour
The ve! that covered us—its pangs I cannot tell
But in K::{istﬂe hour I tore Eternity hell !

For the transport of its tortures did in that hour surround,
Two spirits on the bosom of a shoreless oceau found,

As we upon each other with a dismal longing look,
While jealousy, but not from love, our tortured bosoms shook—

I peed but add that we were saved, and by a vessel borne,
Again toward our native land to be asunder torn,—

The maiden of my love was rich, was rich—and I was poor,
A soulless menial shut on me her wealthy guardian’s door,
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She knew it not, nor would I tell,—tell! by the host of heaven,
My tongue became the sepulchre of sound !—my heart was riven—
I Xed society and hope—the prison of my mind— \
A world of 1nexpressible and guilty thoughts confined.

I brooded on my miseries, ambition fired my soul,

Sweeping round me like a fury, while the beacon and the goal,
Of my sleepless ever turbulent desire was to bave

The hand that mine had rescued from the fetters of a slave.

At length blind fortane favoured me,—my breast to joy awoke,
And then the wretch who left me on the isolated rocL

I met within a distant land, nor need I farther tell

But, that we met as equals there, and my antagonist fell.

Awhile I brooded on his death, and gloomily it brought,

A desolateness round me stamping guilt on every thought ;
I tremblinﬁefound how bloodily my vengeance was appeased,
At what vile price my bosom was of juf:::y released—

For still the breathing of his name by her I loved had rung,

In remembrance like the latest sound that falleth from the tongue,
Of those best loved and cherished when upon the bed of death,
They bequeath to us their injuries to visit in our wrath.

But soon those griefs evanished, like a passing summer storm,
And a gush of hope like sunshine flashed around me to deform
The image of repentance, while the shadows of remorse
Retreated from 1ts presence with a blacker gathering curse.

I hurried home in eagerness—the leaden moments fled—

My burning tale of love was told—was told, and we were wed—
A tumult of delightfulness bad rapt my soul in flame,

But on that day—my wedding day—« mourning letter came,—

Joy died on every countenance—she trembling broke the seal,
Screamed, glanced on me and lifeless fell, unable to reveal

The horrid tale of death that told her new made husband’s guilt,
The hand that she that day had wed, her brother’s blood had spilt—

That brother in his mother’s right another name did bear,
*Twas him I slew—all shrank from me in horror and in fear—
They seiz'd me in my bridal dress—my bride still senseless lay,
I spoke not while they pinioned me and hurried me away.

They lodged me in a criminal cell by iron ﬂlﬂn —
And there the third day heavily a funeral bell I heard.

A sable crowd my prison past—they gasz'd on it with gloom—
It was my bride, my beautiful, they followed to the tomb !

I was acquitted—but what more had I with life to do—
I cursed my fate—my heart—the world, and from its creatures flew !
Intruder thou hast heard my tale of misery and of guilt,
Go—mingle with a viler world, and tell it if thou wilt.”

N
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Seven o’ C{ocb—&ld Gourly and Della Crusca.
Davin GouzLy.

I poor, sir, ye will think Daisy-Bank but a dowy place through-
out the night, an’ mair especially as ye wunna alloo me to help ye to a
drap o’ our Islay whusky to put the neb on your cauld yill

Dxrrxa Crusca.

Nay, nay, my kind sir, does it not accord with reason and common
sense, that he must have a very poor opinion of his friend, of his con-
versation, of his talents, and o? his society, who cannot enjoy his com-
pany—who is not able to endure it, without the aid and the assistance
of spirituous liquors. Is it not undeniable that he must feel very lit-
tle interest in the subject of which he speaks, who cannot become
animated with its importance, until a portion of intoximﬁ:f liquors
has heated the animal passions? I conceive that spirits are altogether
unnecessary amd pernicious for conversation, for liveliness, and mirth.
They burn up the social affections—they ‘destroy the physical ener-
gies, and the cheerfulness obtained by every one glass, is one step
ascended on the ladder of insanity !

. Davip Gourwy.

Haw! Haw! Haw! That's maist intemperais lauguage, howsom-
ever, nor can I see that ava; for confoun’ me gin I could say ony
thing worth a pinch o’ souff, unless I had a wee drap speerits to
clear my head. It’s nonsense gan aboot the bush wi":{e maitter,—
I mak free to confess, that I couldna for the verra life o’ me sit hum-
min’ an ba'in, in a twa-bhaund crack wi’ the best fallow I e’er met wi’
without a thumblefa’ to gie the blue deevils the fling. Od keep us !
it me a’ grew to see ye sniff, sniff, snifftin® ower that sma’ —

| ye no at ance an’ to be dune wi't, tak a quiet sook out o’ the
toddy jug?
- DsuiLa Crusca

You will excuse me, sir,—you will not succeed in overruling my
determination. X have become a member of a Temperance Society,
and by so doinf, I have nailed up the door of Intemperance. You
may tell me that it is more wmanly to abstain from spirits, and be
temperate in all things, without giving a , by which ¥ bind wy-
self and become the servant of a ;5—1 will answer your questien,
by asking amother—Whether is it safer to avoid temptation alto-
gether, or wilfally to risk, to femp¢ temptation, for the mere sake of
trying whether it or our powers of resistance be the strongest? By
your admitting that it is more noble to resist—

Davip GourLry.
Losh preserve us! I ne’er admitted ony sic thing.

Dzaira Crusca
Hear me, sir,—By your admitting that it s more noble to resist,
you are admitting that in ardent spirits there is the presence of evil—
and where is the merit of resisting an evil, when the evil exists merely



NOCTES GOURLIANZE.—No. 1. 329

in accordance with your own will and deed. By your mere admission
of resistance, you are admittinx the possibility of your falling a vic.
tim to the power you resist. And how can you pray in the words of
our Lord “Lead us not into Temptation,” while you are affirming,
and acting upon the Principle, that it is more noble, and more y
to permit, and enter into temptation, than to avoid it ?

Davip GourLy.

An’ what for wad ye no be puttin’ awa’ that blash as weel as the
ither? Isna the presence o’ evil in wine? Moreover, I shud like to
ken distinckly the difference between it an’ whusky. Now ye are
alooed to drink the ane, while ye are forced to steek your een, an’ to
turn awa’ your head frae the ither wi’ a perfeck loathin’, as if the
thoosand ills that flesh is heir to lay in ambushcade in a caulker o’
guid Scotch drink. Heard ye ever o’ sic unacoontable conduct,—
there’s surely as muckle o’ the evil it, as ye are pleased to ca’ it,
in the wine as in the whusky ; an’ I hae mony an’ mony a time thought
that he wha could sit for ony length o’ time drinkin’ the former maun
be a doonright doitered sot. Troth, sir, it's nae better than burn
water, an’ far ower cauld for my stamach at this time o’ day ; an’ yet '
I'll uphaud it :Eninst ye that the maist feck o’ your wine-bibbers
are gien to get themselves fou as auld drucken fiddlers. Has it been
weef' certified, or can ye say as sure’s death, that nane o’ your temper.
ance chiels get ower far ben wi’ the yill an’ the wine? But aiblins,
I’'m ower hard on zf now—shove across the jug as ye'll no hae’t, an’
I'll sing ye a sang fu o’ the true Scotch speerit, in mair senses than ane,
(sings.)

THE BARLEY BREE.
Tuneg— Bide ye yet."

The barley bree! the barley bree!
My bemisen on the barley bree,
at reddens the haffets, an’ brightens the ee,
Like fu’ brimming bickers o’ barley bree !
Gin ye wad be strang, sir, and scaithless frae sairs,
Gin ye wad live lang, sir, untroubled wi’ cares,
Then tak ye this wholesome bit counsel frae me—
Instead o’ cauld water, drink barley broe.

The barley bree! the barley bree!
Come fill up the bicker wi’ zarley bree!

Nae swilling o’ swipes or thin gruel for me
Unless they're weel season’d wi’ barley bree.

It cheers the faint-hearted, it warms the cauld,
Maks wise men o’ haverls, and young men o’ auld,
Gars douf dowie bosoms loup lightly in glee,—
Hurrah for auld Scotia’s barley bree !

The barley bree! the barley bree!

Hurrah for the land o’ the barley bree !

My ain honest kintra, oh ! blessings on thee
Thou land o’ guid fallows an barley bree !
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Noo thae verses were written by Maister Wilson the sticket mini-
ster, an’ what wad ye say to hae them humbly inscribed to the mem-
bers o' the Berwick Temperance Society, and put in prent in the
Border Magazine !

DzeLLA Crusca.

While I admire the vigour and naiveté of the song, I cannot help
hmenting that the author’s genius should have been drawn into the
service of the drunkard. Such compositions have a very bad tenden-
cy, and the pernicious influence which they exercise over the inexpe-
nienced heart, has instigated thousands of our youth to their own ruin.
Spirituous liquors are neither neceseary for health, for shenft.h, nor
for existence, and they are healthier, stronger, and fuller of life who
never taste them. It is all very well to tell usof the exchange of soul
and of sympathy, and of the expansion of heart produced by intoxi-
cating liquors; but it is fitting to remember that they likewise
beget shame, disease, prostitution and crime; nor can we ever think
the night’s jollity over in the morning without s headach.

Davip Gounry.

A headach !! wha minds a headach! It's true feelosophy to pur-
chase pleasure wi’ pain, an’ for my ain pairt, I think the writer o’ the
lines I hae just sung, is deservin’ o’ unqualified praise for his nervouns
an’ beautifu’ sang. Its features are entirely Scotch, an’ surely ye
haena to be tauld that a bard o’ nature’s ain makin’ maun be keenly
alive to the cheerfu’ an’ pleasant humanities o’ this world o’ ours.
Ye're no ane o’ them wha wad fain ogeese for sic men as Rebbie
Burns an’ Ferguson! Ma faith! ony o’ the twa hear o’ the
racket that has been raised ower their cauld clay by the chawk chow-
ers, an’ vinegar drinkers o’ ye're Temperance Societies, they're wad
be a fine colleyshangie bere, or I'm &’ cheatit. Puir chiels! there
were nae Hippocrene's or Helicon’s wi' them,—¢Guid Auld Scotch
Drink’ was the enly muse they coortit, an’ yet whar will ye meet wi’

roductions sae weel steepit in the natural Jvzwo o' poetry, or fin’ twa
Eearts mair delicately susceptible to the finer impulses o” the internal
an’ external world. ileard ye ever o’ human laws that are mair influ-
ential than their compositions? An’ what waur is the peasant lassie,
windin’ doon the lang glen in the happiness o” her ain innocent heart,
that she has been taught to sing the sangs o’ Scotland’s twin-stars o’
genius. Tell me if they will lead her to the abjuration o’ the faith
that her forefaithers sealed wi’ their heart’s best blood on her native
hills? Na, na, it's the dilutions o’ trashiness, concoctit by a herd o’
rhymin’ guid-for-naething gentlemen, an’ the hidden venom o’ the
Little schuil that ought to be visited wi’ the waters o’ truth, an’ swept
awa wi' the besoms o' destruction. The writings o Burns and Fer-
guson address themselves to our nawtional an’ patriotic associations,
an’ link us closer an’ closer to our hames an’ to our country, nor is
there a heart in a’ bonnie braid Scotland that disna hallow the memo-
ries o’ them baith.

DeLra Crusca.

My good sir, you cannot but admit that spirituous liquor destroys

the quickness of the apprehension, and the strength of the memory ;
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and as a lively imagination, and a clear conception, depend upon parts
in our structure, which are easily impaired, there 1s nothing that
more immediately affects those organs, by the help of which we con-
ceive, reason, and remember. Is it reasonable to think we can in-
fiame our brain without injuring it? and though we drink to raise
our spirits, by thus raising we weaken them, for whatever fresh
vigour we may seem to derive from the bowl, it is a vigour which
wastes them, and ruins its source, our natural fancy and understand-
ing. The hand of friendship may attempt to hide the bleat which
attaches to the sepulchre of Burns, by mellowing it over with the
bright halo which his genius shed over his native land, but it was
his thoughtless follies that laid him low, and stained his memory.
Nor will bis proud and far-flown fame ever palliate for a moment the
deep debaucheries, whose repeated indulgence too frequently fired
his muse to lewdness and profanity, and at last crippled the force and -
the grasp of his mind, and hurried him off the stage of life, bowed
down with a variety of painful distempers, in the full blossoming of
manhood! What a mournful picture does the fate of Burns and
Ferguson present to the rational mind! What lofty ruins to contem-
plate '—Ferguson! ill-starred Ferguson ! See him plun ing heedlessly
on in the giddy and boisterous round of dissipation, deserting him-
self, abandoning his own discretion, and relinquishing all hopes of his
God's assistance, madly borrowing support from his misfortunes, from
the inflaming bowl, till at length reason is hurled from her throne—
his mind, a sad, sad blank,—and the marvellous youth, whose ha
had already taught his wild mountain land to echo its beautiful
sprightly lays, is torn from the sheltering roof of a tender and discon-
solate mother, and huddled out of sight im the cell of a lunatic
asylum.

Davip Gourly.

Mercy on us! but ye're preaching noo wi’ a vengeance! An’ yet I
wush ye wadna sa anither word anent aither the ane or the ither this
nifbt. For though it be contrar to the rules o’ guid breedin’ I canna
help frae tellin’ ye that I look on ilka attempt to blacken their fair
fame as a misdemeanour o’ nae little magnitude. Burns was a jovial
warm-hearted fallow, an’ Ferguson was a canty callant, an’ for this a
vile, hypocritical crew whose approbation I wad consider a disgrace
to the auld collie that noo sleeps sae soon on the hearth stane, raised
a thoosand revilin’ falsehoods, an’ the world believed their slander.
But I'm glad frae the bottom o’ my heart that they baith had the
manliness to expose, an’ the honesty to despise sic cantin’, flap-eared
boobies ; for in spite o’ &’ their daffin ye will find that the character
o’ Burnsan’ Ferguson will brush up to as perfeck a moral polish as that
o’ ony o’ the inspired pairt o' the poppilation o’ the nineteenth century.
But let us change the subject. i’ your permission, bere’s the
“ Border Magazine.”

DeLra Crusca.
Thank you, sir, might I beg a short communication from your pen
to grace its pages?
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Davip Gourty.

To tell ye the truth, m might as weel be in the goose’s wing
as ony th: else the m’)o. y’lPl‘:: is, sir, I'm devoored wi’ visitors ;
I'm pever a day without some,—an’ yet—as I sall answer, od, man!
but I'm glad to see them. .

DzxLLa Crusca.

I can appreciate the hearty honest squeese of that hand. It is fel,
and I shall long remember with gratitude and pride, Daisy-Bank’s
hospitable master and mistress.

Davip GourLy.

Hoots! I wadna hae ye to speak o’t. Wha's the Editor ken ye o’
Tait's Magarine? Its garrin wud's folk cock their lugs brawly.

DzerLrA Crusca.

Two of the principal conductors of the defunct Edinburgh Literary
Journal—Bell and Weir—are said to be connected with it. Be this
a8 it may, it is iot up with extraordinary talent, and its first and
second numbers have exhibited specimens of most powerful composi-
tion. It is out and out a politimrlfhgazine. But there is no heavi-
ness nor fustian about its material. The writers use the thrilling
food old language of England, full of its home power,—and though

might object to the unnece warmth in which they occasion-
ally indulge, yet as the politics they espouse are supported by the
great mass of the nation, I can well forgive the saucy, cutting, trench-
ant style of its political papers. It might be properly called the
National Magazine !

Davip GourLy.

Aye, that gars ane scart their head ;—but I see ye're a whig, or
;o wadna hae thocht sae highly o' them. Iax on, sir, for dif-
erin’ wi' you,—yet I canna admit that the gratification to be derived
frae the readin’ o’ them is aither considerable or endurin’. They are
owre shallow, pert, an’ vapid, to become extensively po ular. An’ wi’
scarcely ane exception I dinna see that ony o’ the light articles con-
tain muckle promise. Nor can ye hae a presumption in the Magazine's
favour, frae the names that hae clubbed to produce it ; for I'm no sin-
ﬂe in my opinion, when I affirm, that nane o’ them ", wha are said to

attached to Tait’s publication, afford a pledge that ony man o’ let-
ters wad tak, for the guid and substantial value ¢’ its contents. Only
look at yon attack on Soothey, an’ our late King, an’ sae if ye can help
frae turnin’ pale wi’ anger at the puir frensied cretur wha wrote it.
But isna the poetry a’ unco sumphish ?

DEeLLA Crusca.

With regard to the light reading I think it puts forth at least as fair
claims to popular favour, as any I have met with. Whether or not any
of the reigning dynasty of big-wigs have lent their talents to the li-
terary nndse ing, I cannot say ;—but certain I am that cles¢, scru-
tinizing, and philosophic pens are engaged in its composition. And if
solid ability, and a thorough acquaintance with the national character
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and wants of the people bave any claim upon the public mind, Tait's
Magazine will have its reward. The lines “On the late remarkable
" silence of the Poet Laureate” are unspeakably harsh. But the poetry
of the second number is full of stroug feelings and good conceptions.
Motherwell’s “ Scottish Ballad” is worth more than the price of the
Magasine. It is replete with beauty, simplicity and power.—I fear,
sir, you have read the publication with the assistance of Tory spec-
tacles. .
Davip GourLy.

Eh? It’s kittlier readin’ through Tory specks than Whig anes. Ye
wad see that they hae ta'en Leigh Hunt under their guardianship:
stap awee, there’s a queer sort o’ jookery-pawkery in yon notice. But
nae doot they'll butter ane anither.

DEeLLA Crusca.

My good sir, you have not to be told that the author of «Rimini”
is suffering at the present time from shattered health and family dif-
ficulties. And when such a plea has been made out, every feeling of
Justice and generosity forbids us being unguardedly influenced against
the man, by the political and poetical opinions which he may enter-
tain. I wish no spurious sympathy to be created for him. As a sin-
gle-minded consistent advocate of the great principles of public liberty,
even in the worst of times, his name will long ge dear to every true
lover of his country. As a poet, his wit is versatile, his apprehension
ready, and his E:etration strong and clear,—and in the gwe of the
abuse that has been heaped upon him by Kit o’ the North, and the
legion of godless witlings, who put their trust under his shadow, his
genius will ever sparkle brilliantly in the galaxy of our literary firma-
ment. .

Davip GourLy.

Aye, Maister Hunt's tried lang to trample on our venerable insti-
tutions, that’s sure aneuch—an’ even our time-hallowed, improve-
ment-proof constitutions are no sacred amid a’ their glorious antiquity
frae the evil designs an’ machinations o’ sic dem es,—for weekly
an’ daily, through the medium o’ an infidel an’ revolutionary press are
they instigating the ignorant to their ain ruin, forbye the ruin o’ the
state. An’ yet I can only pity the stoopit idiowits wha believe that
Leigh Hunt is qualified to enter upon the feelosophy o’ government,
an’ define political, personal, an’ moral rights, because he wears velvet
knee-breeks wi’ lang silk ties, an’ writes stiff an’ affected verses on
Paddock-stools. :

DeLrA Crusca. :

Seriously, have you read his « story of Rimini,” or his ¢ Hero and
Leander” where the theory he brings forward in his notes to the «“ Feast
of the Poets” is so happily and beautifully exemplified? In brief, I
would beg leave to say that the vividness of description, combined with
the melting tenderness, fine taste, and expressive sweetness, display-
ed by the author, can never be without interest.

Davip Gourwy.

That soun’s weel, yet I didma think ye had ken’t sae little ahoot
YOL. I . 2T
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him an’ his obscene writings. Baut, to be sure, 2’ men maun hae their

crotchets, sae I'll alloo ‘Ie the pleasure o’ barpin’ ower yours. Wrote

ye ever in a Leddy’s Album ?—Maggy, my dear wee 'Pet, fetch me

B:n braw book, wi’ the bonnie pictures in’t, frae your faither’s desk.
inna knock the ink-pud ower on’t.

[ T%e child places a splendidly bound Album in Mr. Gowrly's hand.]
Do you ken I aye thought that the Albums o’ green girls were fill-
ed wi’ trash, trifles, and butterflees, to sae naething o’ the sublime
thoughts o' idiowits, an’ the scandalum magnatum—is that guid
Latin ? I extracted it wi’ some ither scraps, frae a book o’ accidence,
for the purpose o’ juggin’ my common places into “ college triteness™—
but that’s rinnin’ awa’ frae what I'm speakin’ aboot.—I jalouse ye
never saw ony thing finer than that engravin’ o’ Wilkie's Bag-
piper. He’s the king o’ painters, sir,—look at the blendin’ there o’ the
simple an’ original, the plain an’ the prbfound, the calm an’ the en-
thusiastic, a’ brought together wi’ an effort o’ manual labour an’ ac-
quired practical dexterity, an’ composed by an effusion o' mental
energy. An’ what an exquisite embellishment there is, “ Christ bless-
ing the bread,” by Carlo Dolci. Hoo shooblimely simple is the ar-
rangement o' the whole. Anpe gazes on it asif it were a piece o'

inted music ! for its 2’ suffused ower wi’ genius an’ holy imaginations.
gl"ech! but there's a grand engravin’ o’ Martin’s. What a magnificent
composition ! thae black skies are fu’ o’ lightnin’; I see’t as plain as a
pike-staff, ane might clutch it ; an’ only look at thae deep masses o’
shade, an’ thae pyramids an’ temples, an’ that uncoontable concourse
0’ people, fu’ o’ intense misery, a’ rushin’ they kenna where. What
in’ power is seen in the conception, an’ yet it is a power that is

m by discriminatin’ tact an’ feelin’.

DxeLLA Crusca.
I perceive you are not of the number who affirm that Martin's
mind is tinctured with enthusiasm even to the verge of insanity.
: Davip Gourwy.

They're daft fules wha said sae. Sumphs! ye'll ken that our Jeemes,
the Airtist, can talk the maitter weel, thongh he hasna acquired ony
ractical skill in the art that he professes. Weel, sir, he’s ane that
tlushea at Martin's “ hideous jumbles,” forsooth, an’ to shew off his
mother-wut, the cretur will tell ye that it wad tak a lang calendar
month to hirple up the flights o’ steps that lead to his unearthly pil-
Jars. Wheesht! wheesht ! that's him comin’ ben. Let's turn ower.
Be seated, Jeemes.
DELLA Crusca.
Are the literary contents respectable ?
Davip Gourwy.
"T'weel they're &’ that. Ye may select your ain fawvorite,—here’s
mine. (reudtg
LINES,
Written by Dr. Southey in a Lady's Album.
WaILE this fair p:ge before me open lies,
It were an easy thing to write upon it, -
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Of sorrows, sensibilities, and sighs,
In sympathetic.song, and plaintive sonnet:
But yet, methinks, ‘tis better not to try
Such sentimental theme to show my art in,
Lest you should, reading of my tearful eye,
Think of your own, perhaps, and—Betty Martin !

DzxLrLA Crusca. :
Admirable!
- Davip GourLy.

It's funny aneuch, for the Poet Laureate. But what do ye think
o’ Albums yoursel ?

DEeLLA Crusca.

The possession of an Album, sir, by every lady, whose education
has led E:r to perceive that there is beauty in literature, is an evidence
of the progress of Taste amongst the middling and bigher classes of
society ; and affords in some degree a criterion by which to estimate
the habits and pursuits of the fair world, in the nineteenth century.
Unfortunately many Albums bave departed as far from the original
design of sucg volumes as man from his pristine holiness, and not un.
frequently they resemble a beautiful, but vain and ignorant woman—

hear) without, all is elegance and attraction—within, all is empty,

ull, tedious, and trifling, (hear, hear.) An Album, as its name
implies, should be spotless and without blemish. The productions
admitted into its s should breathe a morality pure and exalted as
the virtue of a British maiden. Every sentiment should be benevolent
as the smile of a British mother. All the efforts of the pencil should
be chaste as nature in her summer mood. (Hear, Asay, Jeemes.) A
true Album is a treasury in which the memories of friendship, and
the remembrances of genius are bound up ther. An Album
should be a transcript of the mind and principles of its fair owner.
Its '[:igea are spread out as a fair rre in which every friend is
invited to plant a flower, though it be but a field one, but the thorn
and the thistle are exotics to its soil.

Davip GourLy.

That's Lgeyan like eloquence. I wush I could get it aff by heart, to

spoot to Miss Jenny Elphinstone, the neist time she comes out bye to
aisy Bank. Jeemes, my man! the half o’ that wad do your business

doon at Leddy Betty’s pairties. O, ye coof! dinna blush that gate.

James.

T sometimes speak in my sleep. Last night, I dreamt I was holding
forth in the Vatican chambers with Michael Angelo and Raphael,
when after a great deal of snarling and scuffling—

Davip Gourty.
Yes, just sse. Ye wad be in a fine poetical predeecament.

DEeLLA CrUsca.

And did not the genius of Sir Joshua Reynolds whisper in your
dreaming ear, that « whoever is resolved to excel in painting or in
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any otber art, must bring all his mind to bear upen that eme object,
fm’mt.benomltbeﬁ.tillh”bbd?'

Davip GoczLy.

You speak God’s trnth,sir,ﬁrlkenved'htitistomd’.
Jmthbhmnqﬂefnlﬁndfortbemﬁd-eﬁo’ymm
self importance. But was a valuable text o’ Maister Crusty’s
(pardon me, sir, I should hae said Crusca) an’ it certainly deserves a
lang commentary, an’ some day soon —— Eh! he’s off! an’ I'l
a hoggit o’ whusky to a glass o’ ama’ yill, bell no be back afore mi
night. : )

DEeLLA Crusca.

I did not wean to say any thing effensive, and if my counsel has
scarred his timidity, or wounded his pride—

Davip Gocryy.

Sae muckle the better, he’s aye the same, speak to him wha will
Let him keep his skill an’ judgment to himsel, and nae lose. Do ye
believe, sir, that a’ fashions are absurd ?

DzrLia Crusca.
I do not.
: Davip Gouzwy.
Then there is nae real absurdity in fashion,—an’ my wife has as
id a right to wear a bannet the size o’ a pinched farthin’, as the
liss Elphinstones hae to put on their great gavy, anguller—cut anes.
If the ane be absurd—so is the ither,—an’ sure ye wadna be preferrin’
a leddy’s bannet drest up like a muckle simmer caulifiower, or a big
bush in blossom, to a douce cottar’s, wi' twa peony-rose knots o’ rib-
bans round the front o't ?

DeLrLA Crusca.’

All fashions are, or ought to be, regulated by the rules of order and
proportion. It is not so much the mis-timing of things that makes
the ridiculous. A graceless or eccentric dress cannot please the eye
in bebolding it, for pleasure rises out of order, and beauty from pro-
portion. In a fashiovable dress the inventor should avoid every thing
:ltif and formal.mdlt must be m:frked,out ina natﬁ c'o:lnlrse, and the

ue symmetr roportion of eve in i ill not be com-
founded withythtt or another. You ge,p;;twever—

Davip Gourry.

That a’ fashions are a mere freak o’ vanity! Wherein lies the order
and proportion in the puffed-up monstrosities o’ Paris? Is there ony
o’ nature’s elegance to be seen about the puir feckless windlestraes,
cased in pasteboard, that infest the stalls o' the Italian Opera? Od
rot them they're naething ava but wund an’ buckram. ” what's
waur than that, the creturs hae the assurance to set up a titter when
e'er they see a woman in her natural shape, I could find in my heart
to swear a muckle aith this very minute, that I could, to see the mad-
ness o’ the age in vyin' wi’ ane anither in every reignin’ folly. Re.
finement, sir, has arrived noo at the last stage o’ consumption—that's
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beyond 2’ manner o’ doébt ;—an’ I dinna ken but in a short time ye'll
see its abominable influence proscribin’ a’ that is grand an’ beautifu’ in
the warks o’ intellect an’ art. But ye can improveese, sae gie's some-
thing aff hand, connected wi’ the subject.

Derra Crusoa.

I have not improvized for some time, yet as you wish me to dash
my fingers over the <lyre’s loosened strings,’ I will make the attempt,
feeble as may be the music, and harsh the execution.—(writes.)

THE TON OF TQ-DAY,

Mirrored in the TEARS of a doating Husband !
O wao may paint the anguish of a doating man who grieves,
To see his wife’s two slender arms enclosed in “ gigot sleeves !”
I vow I'm like a cypher, when standing by her side,
For by a hideous regime, her shoulders are as wide
As those of Barclay's draymen,—and oft, O fie upon it !
She places on her little head a huge umbrella bonnet !

She, with her lord and master, went forth to walk at noon,

But at the Park’s strait entrance she dropt down in a swoon!

For as she struggled edgewise, to press her body through

She crumpled many yards of silk, and squeez’d the buckram too;
And this did put her narrow soul in such a shocking passion

That she skew'd off;, in consequence, while railing 'gainst the fashion !

O who may paint the anguish of a doating man who grieves,

To see his’vlizl’a two slender arms enclos’d in « biahogr;leeeves —_
I have her full before ye,—my poor ambitious wife,— .
As on the night she all but lost her dear and precious life ! s
But sure her hands will never more a pair of snuffers handle,

For oh! her sleeve took fire when she rose up to snuff the candle!

In her own proper person, my board she will not grace,

But an egregious outline she offers in its place ;

And what is truly monstrous, she’s call’d the tailor in,

To have a pair of muslin———O, to name them were a sin!
Alas! alas! her conduct, a fearful lesson teaches,

For who can tell how soon my wife may seek to wear the breeches !

Davip GourLy.
Weel, that's maist extraordinar !'—O man! but I wush we had the
guid auld times back again—('sings.)
O wae is my heart for the guid auld times,
That hae sped like a dream awa,

For there’s naetbinf seen in the warld noo,
That a body can like ava !'—

But I'll hae to gang ben the hoose to ripe the ribs o’ the kitchen
fire, as I'm gaun to roast the twa « Glasgow Magistrates” for sipper,
that I hung up by the necks in the mornin’ ahint the press.

‘ag‘&‘km with slight interruptions, and no conversation for about
an howr.]

N
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" MATHEMATICS.

SorvuTioN or QuEsTIONS IN LasT NUMEER.
Solution of Question 4th, by Mr. Matthew Pazton, Etal.

Here 8d. the deficiency at 3d. a-piece, being added to 3d. the over-
Plus at 2d.; and their sum divided by 1 (the difference between 3d.
and 21]3 gives 11, the number of beggars required.—General Rule:
—Divide the sum of the deficiency and overplus by the difference
between the sum proposed and that given to each person, and the
quotient will be the number required.

Solution of Question 5th, by Mr. Matthew Paxton, Etal.

As the expense of digging the pond at 3d. a solid znrd, and that of
enclosing it at 16s. a lineal yard are to be equal,—by dividindg 192,
the pence in 16s., by 3d. we obtain 64 as the proportion of soli s
in the pond to one yard of its periphery ;—and 64 being divided by 3
(the depth of the pond in yards) gives 214 yards as the proportion
which the area of the base, or superficial area of the pond one yard
deep, bears to one yard of its circumference ;—whence the question is
merely to find the diameter of a circle, whose area is to its circumfer-
ence as 214 to 1. Now, as the area of any circle is always equal to
the rectangle of its circumference and one-fourth of its diameter,—it
is evident that 21} yards are equal to } of the diameter of the pond ;
and, consequently, by multiplying this number by 4, we obtain 85}
yards or 256 feet for the diameter itself, which being multiplied suc-
cessively by 3.1416, 21}, and 3, we have 268.0832 lineal yards for the
circumference, 5719.1082§ square yards for the superficies, and
17157.3248 solid yards for the content. Hence either 268.0832 yards
at 16s.—or 17157.3248 at 3d. give £214 9s. 33d. 0.8976 for the ex-

pense.
Solution of Question 6th, by Mr. W. Weatherhead, Teacher, Swinton.

As 90° (radius) : cot. (azimuth) 59° 1’ 27" :: cot. 37° 30/ (=24
hours, time from 6) : sine 51° 28’ 227, latitude of Greenwich, the
place left. Then, As 90° : cos. 51° 28’ 22” :: diff. long. in miles
(850) : 218 miles, distance between the meridian of 0° and 5° 50/ in
latitude 51° 28’ 22", Again, As 236.7 : 90°:: 218 : sine 67° 4’ 44”7
bearing of the place arrived at from the place left. Lastly, As sine
67° 4’ 44" : 218 :: cos. 67° 4’ 44” : 92. 168 = 1° 32’ 11” difference
of latitude, which taken from the latitude of Greenwich gives 48° 56’
117 latitude of Land’s End (nearly), the place arrived at. P. 8. The
Wolf Rock and Lizard Point are nearly of the same latitude as that
found by calculation : which of the places are meant, I am not certain.

————

We have also received solutions of the foregoing as follow :—of Q.
4th by Mr. Giles, Mr. Weatherhead and Mr. Ingram ; of Q. 5th b
Mr. Ingram, (who will observe a slight difference in his result)

Mr. Giles; and of Q. 6th only the one published.—Our matbematical
friends will see the propriety of postponing additional Questions for
Solution till the commencement of a new volume. .
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LITERARY GOSSIP  AND VARIETIES.

Mr. Burner, bookseller, Leith, is preparing for publication—and
for this purpose has engaged the services of a talented Editor—Tar
UnzxNowN g)::'rs of ScorLanp. The object of the contemplated
work is, in the words of the publisher, « to rescue from obscurity and
neglect, in so far as it may be competent to effect that end, the merits
of men of genius, whose modesty or whose unfavourable position in
the world has hitherto debarred them from doing this justice to them-
selves; and who, from these circumstances, or from others equally
depressing, might otherwise sink into the grave ¢ unnoticed and un-
known.’” Along with the specimens, it is intended to give biographi-
cal sketches of the authors, in such cases as the authors themse?vea
will permit, or the interest connected with their lives shall demand.
Mr. Burnet concludes his prospectus with soliciting the favour of
communications from humble and retiring merit, either immediately
through the individuals in question, or their friends.

el

Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.

BIRTHS.

Here, on the 26th ult, Mrs. Thomas Bogue, High-street, of &
daughter.

At 29, Regent Terrace, Edinburgh, on the 27th ult, Mrs. MGil-
christ, of a son.. .

Here, same day, Mrs. Patrick Clay, Union-street, of a daughter.

Here, on the 7th inst., the lady of Captain Raynis, 42d Royal
Highlanders, of a son.

- MARRIAGES.

At Edinburgh, on the 20th ult., Mr. Alexander Wilson, tenant in
Whit;i;g, Berwickshire, to Janet, second daughter of Mr. James Glas-
gow, Edinburgh. -

At Swinton, on the 24th ult., by the Rev. Mr. Lee, Mr. William
Gilhome, Alnwick, to Isabella, second daughter of Mr. Bookless, mer-
chant, of the former place.

At Kilmarnock,.on the 26th ult., by the Rev. Mr. Smith, Mr. John
Hill, merchant, Kelso, to Ann, daughter of the late Mr. James Mill,
distiller, Old Rome.

!

DEATHS.

At Pl{moutll, on the 12th ult, George, only son of Mr. William
Bell, innkeeper here, aged 34.

At Southampton, on the 14th ult., Frances, the youngest daughter
of the late Capt. William and Lucy Baird, and sister of Sir James
Gardiner Baird, Bart. of Saughtou-hall, Mid-Lothian.

On the 16th ult, Mr. Robert Taylor, tenant of Paxton North
Mains, in his 84th year.
mAt Etal Moor, on the 16th ult,, Mr. William Dixon, farmer, aged
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At Eccles Tofts, on the 23d ult., Miss H , aged 45.

In Berwick Workhouse, on the 20th uit., Mr. Jobn Moscrep, aged
77. He was many years a teacher in this town, and once possessed
a library seldom equalled in point of numbers or value, especially im
mrivate station. e bibliomania clung to his constitution till the

t.

At her house in Union-street, on the 2d instant, Miss Armorer,

80.
‘g;dt Sheffield, aged 37, George C. Brown, M. D., only son of the
Rev. Dr. Andrew Brown, professor of rhetoric and belles lettres in
the University of Edinbargh.
At Haggerston, on the 4th inst. the Rev. Mr. Tidyman, pastor of
the Roman Catholic congregation there, aged 71.
Here, on the 6th inst., Elizabeth, wsi%: of Mr. William Smith,
cooper, aged 55.
ere, on the 11th inst., Agnes, wife of Mr. Thomas Alexapder,
cooper, aged 34.
In Northumberland street, Newcastle, in the 52d year of his age,
Christopher Cookson, Esq. Recorder of this Borough, and also of

Newcastle, much res .

——

To Readers and Correspondents.

H. P.is assured that the statement which startled him is a plain
unvarnished fact, for the truth of which we appeal to the confession
of the yet surviving and astonied compositor.

If N. P. will favour us with his real name, which shall not be divul-
ged, he may expect to have a page allotted to the lines he sent us
some months

Let the patience of our numerous poefical contributors hold out
a little longer, and they shall speedily and in good earnest have jus-
tice administered to them.

M. J. is under consideration ; likewise a paper which, whatever be
its other merits, we certainly regard as a literary curiosity. An
English essay by a German is not an every-day publication ; at pre
sent we may only express a hope that this foreign friend and our
readers will be better acquainted ere the lapse of many weeks. Se-
veral articles forwarded in company with the foregoing met a hearty
welcome at NesTor Housk.

We are grievously disappointed at the non-arrival of Mr. Mallock’s
volume, which prevents us from fulfilling a recent promise.

Several artic]:as in readiness are unavoidably postponed for want of
room.

The present Number concludes the Fimst VorLume; and it is
intended that the Skconp VoLuME shall be completed at the end of
the year, when Title-pages, Index, &c. will be given.

End of the First Volume.

D. CAMEBON, FRINTER.



