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MAN’S IMMORTALITY.

A FRAGMENT.

Trs hope of a future life seems to be countenanced by our worthi-
et conceptions of the attributes of Deity in connection with the
mature and state of man. There is a foundation laid in the principles
of the human constitution for a p sgive and unlimited improve-
ment in knowledge, piety, virtue and fappiness. Some of the powers
of the human soul have no objects in the present life on which they
ean operate, or that are fitted fully to develope the mental capacity
amd moral affectiona. Indeed, the exact accommodation of the con-
dition of the inferior animals to their instincts and sensitive powers
affords a contrast to the unsuitableness of the present world to man's
imtellectual faculties, to his capacities of enjoyment and to the ideas of
Bbappiness and perfection he is able to form. But as the analogy of
the world of mind must be in consistency with that of material na-
tare, in all the parts and processes of which God has established an
exact correspondence between means and ends,—man must be design-
ed for a more exalted state, whose society and scenes and subjects of
ceontemplation, whose occurrences and modes of mental ¢xercise and
enjoyment shall commensurably correspond to all the elements of his
Migh and noble nature. In short, the acknowledged wisdom of the
Deity involves the conclusion, that, as the acorn becomes an oak which
extends its mighty arms through the ait, spreading majestically its
Yixuriant foliage and beautiful branches, to adorn the forest; so the
eapacious aspiring mind of man shall, under the genial rays of the
sun of heaven, yet ripen and bloom and flourish in unfading fresh-
mess and undecaying vigour.

The doctrine of man’s future existence follows also from the Di-
vine Benevolence. For as there is no reason for annihilating a crea-
tare, capable of interminable improvement; so for the same reason
that the Supreme Being gave, he will ever continue human existence.
In the present life evil principles are in very considerable operation.
The harvest is precarious, and must be prepared with labour and cost
aad care;—weeds spring up of themselves and flourish and seed,
whatever may be the season of the year. Disease, vice, folly and mad-
mess are contagious ; while bealth and understanding are incommuni-
eable, and wisdom and virtue hardly to be communicated. Anda
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2 MAN'S IMMORTALITY—A FRAGMENT.

poor mortal—after travelling his round of the dark and dangerous
wilderness of life, full of care and toil and distress,—finishes the tra-
gical and fated excursion by falling a powerless victim to the inexo-
rable heralds of the King of Terrors; and who can tell the amount of
suffering involved in that juncture, when the soul shrinks back on
herself in horror, and becomes convulsed through all her sensibilities
of emotion in the immediate prospect of the final stroke that is to
sexpr the spirit from its tenement of clay, and break the social bonds
that united its warmest sympathies and affections to life! Sometimes
is there to be found nothing either in his life or as the precursor of his
death, but corporeal torture and mental gloom or distraction! Such
indeed is an exception to the general experience, in which comfort and
Ppeace do evidentf;r predominate. The goodness of God is legibly in-
scribed on nature’s systematic arrangements, the object in all of which
we see to be a usefu{and beneficial object. Hence directly the con-
clusion, that the Divine benevolence, because not fully displayed in
this world, will be fully displayed in another. Nor is the exis
tence of partial evil inconsistent with any of the principles acted
on in the general economy. The Deity carries forward his plans of
moral government in accordance with the analogy of the mode
of his operations in the external world, all of which are regulated
by a law of progression, and not of simultaneous perfection of
accomplishment. Moreover, the moral system is comprehensive
of what res, all human nature, and not merely a part of
it. It includes man’s moral character and state as well as his sensi-
tive. Virtuous qualities are no less necessary to the enjoyment of
that happiness of which the mind is susceptible, than they are, from
their own nature, agreeable to the Divine Being, and conformable to
the eternal and immutable moral obligations of the rational universe.
To promote moral excellence and merit is, and must therefore be, the
principal end of the Divine administration in buman affairs. Baut
without evils, where had been scope and sphere for those virtues
which flow from the operation of the noblest principles of the heart
and the mind’s most respectable attributes, which have all manifest
reference to dangers man is destined to encounter, and distresses he is
appointed to bear? Where, without evils, had been resignation and
patience—where had been fortitude and humanity, which all suppose
a state wherein sufferings are to be endured in our own case or re-
lieved in the case of others? In short, circumstances of temporal evil
are the direct and natural means of moral good. But hence another
argument for future existence. For the acknowledged goodness of
the Deity involves the certainty that he would not have coustituted a
world overspread so much with evil, had not the moral purposes, na-
turally promoted by occasion of that evil, been connected with, as a
necessary preparation for, a future state of happiness and virtue. The
rositive amount of religious and moral enjoyment, directly or indirect-
y arising from the possession of moral excellence, does frequent!

neither exceed nor even equal the degree of pain, inflicted as diul::'iplhe
necessary to produce that excellence. But a good being would not
subject his creatures to such discipline, if it was not to be followed in
another life with the enjoyment of greater good than the degree of
experienced evil. And for such enjoyment, such evil, being produc-
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tive of moral excellence, is a necessary pre| jon. And this conclu-
sion is the more ‘evident from the ‘consideration of those sufferings
which commonly put a period to buman existence, and, of course, to
man’s capacity of any moral enjoyment in the present life. The im-
provement produced by this final course, theréfore, points directly to
& future state of compensation, to which, as to a common centre,

volition and suffering and action in the probationary sphere of
human life finally terminates.

Another argument that reason offers on this subject arises from the
Divine Justice. There exists a Eartial discordance between our mo-
ral judgments and feelings, and the course of human affsirs. Things
are not generally regulated according to those principles of equit
which our Creator has formed us to love and approve, and all oppo:
to which is therefore opposed to his character and will. How often
do we see a royal villain sway a sceptre of tyranny and cruel oppres-
sion, while integrity by his sentence 1s doomed to pine in chains, or by
his dire inflictions to writhe in agony !—The attempt to stop the in-
roads of pestilential corruption of manners, and unhallowed maxims
and pursuits, is often only to incur the vengeance of wicked men as
the consequence of such worthy exertion. In short, danger and die-

persecution and pain do frequently accompany or follow unbend-

ing decision and inflexible resolution and effort in the cause of right,
How often, too, is a good man seen to suffer in life, in consequence of
cherishing those tender and genereus emotions which are the grace
and honour of the human heart and character ; while selfishness and
injustice and general malevolence pursue their execrable course,
blooming and flourishing in all the gay glory of pride and prosperity,
till the King of Terrors cries—Halt!—to their march ! —Now, were
this state of things absolutely final, God’s Providence could not be
justified, nor his character m{ymit of vindication. Reason would then
ave just cause to rise up in murmuring against its Author, and cry
to bim in sighs,— Thou hast deceived me.’ But when the case is
altered, that alters the case. For as God must be consistent with him-
self, and as he has formed our moral nature to approve of virtue ard
disapprove of vice, he himself must for ever love the one moral qua-
lity and disapprove of the other. But the approbation or disapproba-
tion of a just and almighty Being must, at one time or another, pro-
duce its natural effect; while to Him, who scans all snccessive dura-
tion in the boundlessness and immensity of his all-comprehensive mind,
time is nothing ; nor does the delay of his judicial manifestations at
all change the pature of what is necessarily opposed to his holiness.
It remaims, therefore, for the sequel of that plan of moral administra-
tion we see in some measure going on, the object of the general laws
of which is the reward of virtue and the punishment of vice—to ex-
hibit sach moral retribution in a direct and uniform connection with
and bad qualities and acts. Indeed our own moral constitution,
Jjuined to our conclusions respecting the perfections of God, afford us
the strongest intimations that such a system of retribution will be
more fully unfolded in some subsequent stage of our being. Then,
but not till then, will there appear in the moral world the same order
and beauty we admire in the natural,—constituted, as both have been,
according to the sublime conceptions of infinite and eternal reason.

\
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The clouds and darkness that at &reoent envelope the throne of God;

once dissipated and dispersed by the celestial rays, all will 3pear bar-
mony and glory that seems now the reverse; and instead of the won-
der that in a good world of an infinitely wise and beneficent God there
should prevail so great an amount of evil and confusion and derange.
ment—instead of the corresponding depression and pain and horror
and disgust that particular scenes are fitted to produce in the sensible
mind and susceptible heart, all shall finally reflect a Justre that will
strike every power of the soul with admiration and joy. Thus there
is just as much connection between virtue and happiness, and between
vice and misery, as to indicate, that the former is in conformity te the
Divine will and the other not. But, at the same time, the connectiom
between the two is made so irregular and limited and partial as to im-
Ply, that the present state was not intended to be final, but introduc-
tory to another where every action shall appear in its true nature, and
be attended with its just effects. In short, God's government of the
world by general laws has ultimate reference to a final judgment of all
men, according to their works. It is observable also, that the Divine
government is 80 comprehensive in its arrangements as that some of
the bad qualities of human character present the occasions for the
exercise of corresponding excellencies, and without which, such excel-
lencies could not exist. With respect to the Divine Being—as his
modified benevolence, which we call mercy, could never lnve.iad scope
for its operation, had man not incurred guilt by disobedience, 50, as
respects human beings, the moral culpability of one moral agent in-
flicting wrongs on another is necessary to the existence. and display
of forgiveness on the part of that other. And it is obvious that the
natural effect of the present imperfectly conducted plan of moral go-
vernment is—to give to moral action all that disinterestedness of
motive which is its noblest element. '

A future life may be inferred determinately from another view of
the Divine Justice in its relation to the state of man asa creature and
to his rights as a subject of the moral government of God. For as the
will of God was the absolute and arbitrary cause of every man’s exis-
tence; so the principle of equity essential to the character and admi-
nistration of Deity originates an obligation upon the Creator which
coincides with the rights of his creatures that their being should not
eventually prove to them a curse, but by his affording them a prepon-
derance of happiness, that the Author of their nature should
eventually and ugon the whole render it a blessing to them.-

This grand and definite conclusion is directly involved also in the
Divine Benevolence. And there is the presumptive proof whieh arises
from the analogy of the material world, in some parts of which the
most con:})lew and systematic order may be traced, of which our views
become always the more satisfactory, the wider our knowledge ex-
tends. It is the supposition of a future lifo that alone can furnish a
key to the disorders of the moral world, and without it, some of the
most striking phenomena of human life must a for ever inexpli-
cable. And is not the universal consent of all nature's rational off.
spring an indication of an immortality of human existence? for is mot
such consentient voice rationally to be regarded as the echo of the
voice of nature’s God ?
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And with respect to our- spiritual lystemhemﬁ 80 intimately con-
nected with our material i tionastorenertheexiamywe of
the one apparently impossible on the dissolution of the other, reason
can offer presumptive proof that such an apprehension is without

Matter and mind are in their own nature essentially differ-
ent. And not only does there appear no necessity that the mind
should cease by the death of the body; but when we reflect on the
difference between the operations of the former and the qualities of
the latter, it seems much more wonderful that the two substances
should be so intimately united as we find them to be, than to suppose
that the former ma{l-exist in a conscious and intelligent state when

from the latter. And if not a particle of matter is annihi-
lable ; but if changed or reduced in its form and qualities by human
art, it still continues to exist in some state or place ; why should we
suppose that mind, the most important existence in nature, should be
blotted out clean from the umiverse of being? Rather why are we
not entitled to conclude that it will be preserved by its Author, amid
the wreck of all besides? -

Thus does reason conclude respecting itself, that it -will never be
destroyed, but be continually approximating nearer and nearer to the
great Spirit of the world, who has made man “an image of Ais own
eternity.” But great as is the importance of reason in discovering
the probability of a future life and in rendering man ji for such a
progressive and interminable career of advancement; yet it evidentlg
requires the express warrant of God to entitle him to expect it wit!
confident assurance ; for the hopes and reasonings on this subject are
apra'auly destroyed by the demonstrations of sense. When we con-
sult the analogy of nature, how strangely do we .feel ourselves per-
}nlexed! Every thing in this system seems to have been formed only
for deca e flowers of the field wither. The trees of the forest
fall. e inferior animals die. Man .appears to share their fate, and
to become the victim of mortality as to his whole compound nature ;
for how great soever the presumptive evidence for the separate and
independent existence of the soul, the arguments are not of a kind
that irresistibly force the convietion of his immortality, or completely
silence the objections and indications that are unfavourable to hope.
The faculties of the mind seem to be dependent on the state of &
body. They grow with its growth, strengthen with its strength, and
become apparently enfeebled by its weakness. The pulse stops, the
breath departs, and the spirit seems to be for ever extinguished. How

, then, a light from heaven to direct doubting reason and
afford it certainty on a matter of such supreme importance! Such
light beams from the revelation of the Messiah,—confirmed and, so
far as the case admitted, exhibited and exemplified in Rind by his re-
surrection from the dead. When we contemplate. the. tomb of nature,
there is “darkness visible” indeed, and deep and silent and fearful

oom. When we listen to the voice of Jesus, echoing his Father's
ecrees, and then turn to his miracles, and then see his sepulchre ;
we behold the path of Immortality in unclouded radiance.

Alnwick. J.S. H.
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STANZAS.

SHE bloom’d on earth as bright and brief
As violets in spring,

When birds that wake beneath their leaf],
At eve their requiem sing:

"But feelings as of youth intense
From opening bosoms start,

Warm’d into li.ga by innocence,
The sunshine of the heart.

- If by our thoughts our years were told,
ow long on earth she smil'd,

- In heavenly virtues, ah how old,—
In worldly arts a child !

- How fair the hope of future worth
Those dawning virtues nurs'd ;

As rosebuds send their odours forth,

Before their blossoms burst.

8he bore the fornr our wishes give
To heralds from on high ;

Too fair and fragile here to live,
Yet pure enough to die.

It was the portrait of her soul-—
As portrait figst appears,

Unsullied by the wos s controul,
And undefac'd by years.

Fresh in the mild but brilliant bues
That youth and beauty yield,
While l-{opes their sunrise light diffuse
O’er mind in form reveal'd.
For by the spirit’s pow'r alone
The face and form grow fair,
As genius kindles lifeless stone
'To shapes of godlike air.

Oh could the friends that watch'd each word,
That trembled on her tongue,

Have trac’'d within her heart each chord,
To deep affection strung!

Ol;ﬁnz’d into that font of joy—

hat swell'd beneath her breast ;

They would have mark’d their shadows lie

In all its depths at rest!

From every mild and gen’rous thought,
Her smiles their radiance took,

Her tones in answering music caught
That poetry of look.

Retiring from the world’s touch,
Like flow’rs that shun the day

Drooping and pale, but ah how much,
More beautiful than they !
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Oh could that long and downcast lash
Hide aught but modest truth ;

An eye whose bright and dawning flash,
Bore all the hopes of youth.

But from its orb a nobler beam,
Like summer sunburst broke,

‘The pow'r-that from the mind’s first dream,
The torch of science woke.

But ab ! that early perfect pow’r,
That cheek’s too perfect bloom
Told, like the blush of vernal flow's,
A tale of early doom.
She faded, fair in her decay;
Life’s purple waves ebb'! fast,—
First round her lip they ceas'd to play,
Baut left her heart the last.

‘What solace after all she bore,
Of strength and hope bereft,

When e’en the pow’r of pain was o'er,
The pow’r to love was-left !

And not the r to love alone,
But thoughts of import deep:

‘Those thoughts that like a mother’s tone,
Soothe troubled souls to sleep.

Feelings that, as the spirit sinks
In death, that isthmus vast,

Connect by hope’s eternal links
The future with the past.

Calm mid her pain, no terrors shake
Her steadfast trust in heav'n:

A trust, as strong as at the stake,
To virgin-martyrs giv'n.

‘The good and great may smile at death,
The brave its anguish dare,
A nobler courage was the faith
Of that pure maiden’s pray’r.
When in her latest sigh of love,
She call’d in murmur'd woe
Upon her parent’s name above,
For those she left below.

And told altho’ she wept, ber tears
Were such as travellers shed,

Leaving their home unnumbered years
To go where glory led.

Thro’ gloomy vales, where sun nor star .
For solitude aton’d :

Cheer'd by a light shed from afar, .
On summer fields beyond.
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We start on infant lips to find
The wisdom' of the sage, *

The strength of virtuous manhood’s mind,
The piety of age. - :

But on that limit verge of life

The spirit waxds pure,
And catching glory ?rbm the strife,
_ Bursts all its bonds, mature!

She died, I heard the sullen sound
Of earth fall on her breast:

It seem’d one echo’s voice profound,

NFI:::lthose vast realms of rest.
[ tomb, no us, line
To th; fair form f:n gm

For monument our hearts are thine,
Thy epitaph’s in heaven. -

W. A.F. B

ON THE DOWNFALL OF EMPIRES.
A SKETCH.

BY H. NACHOT, DR. PH.

WaoEvER in his mind can take a survey of history, from the re-
motest times down to the present period, will be struck with a truth
which may explain the necessie? for the ruin of even such empires as
were by no means undermired by the poison of inward corruption
and weakness. If we look over the annals of history, dwelling less on
the events of a particular year than on the working of periods, we
shall find, that, if a nation was destined to extend her sway over vast

rtions of the world, conquering powerful and noble rivals hitherto
s:emed invincible, she was alwa lll)ossesaed either of a superior de-
gree of culture and civilization which she was ordained by Providence
to impart and communicate to such people as she subjected to her
rule,—or a sound strength of youth, fresh and unbroken, which it
was her task to infuse into a sickly age worn out by the moral tem-
pests of centuries; and thus by overturning a frail antiquated order
of things, she was the instrument in the hand of the highest ruler by
which he prepared the germ for new and youthful life in the decay-
ing body of mankind. Persia, for instance, was most powerful under
her Darius and Xerxes. The greatest part of the then known world
bent the neck under her sceptre; but she was hurled down from the
eminent seat she had fixed so high above the vanquished nations, and
her sun was doomed to set before the rising star of Greece, Why
must Persia with her numerous armies and well established and ma-
tured power fall before a handful of men, as Greece appeared ? Because
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the latter bore in her lap civilization superior to what Persia posses-
sed. Through her means the arts and sciences spread over for.
merly rude and barbarous pations, and mankind by the iuterference
of Providence, which manifestly assists in bringing to a happy issue
those frequent crises in men’s moral and intellectual developement,
(politicians call these revolutions) entered on a new period of advan-
cing civilization. At a later period an equally glorious destination was
that of Rome, which by splendid victories subdued in rapid succession
the greatest nations of the east and west; the bumble colony of Alba
Longa became the arbiter of powerful empires; and her glory—the
offspring of and nourished by patriotism, heroism and an iron conse-

uence in her polity—shone forth over the world for many centuries.

he arts and sciences, which she fostered with maternal care, flew
hand in hand with their sister civilization to distant climates ;—Rome
first subdued, and then humanized their tribes of barbarians. When
the Roman Emperors embraced Christianity, it was cbieﬂ¥ owing to
their supremacy over the greatest part of the known world and the
consequent unity of language—Greek in the east and Latin in the
west—that the new religion which they professed, spread with an
amazing quickness from the shores of Albion unto the Atlas moun.
taing, and from the mouth of the Tagus to the frontiers of China.
This, however, was the last of those benefits which Providence had
destined Rome to confer upon neighbouring nations; her work of
bliss was done; her hour was come; dark clouds, big with her fate,
rose in the sorth and south, which at last prostrated the proud editice
of her grandeur. From her downfall is dated that new e&ra which,
though at first attended by heavy struggles, settled at length peace-
fully and formed the beginning of modern history and modern civili-
zation. We have here an instance of that truism in history, that
when Providence designs to form a new order of things, she makes
powerful and polished nations—but worn out by centuries—fall under
the fresh vigour and unbroken strength of tribes every way their in-
feriors in point of civilization. The rude tribes issuing from the Ger-
man forests overturned highly enlightened Rome, and bid her disap-
pear from among nations. {Vhen every thing great and firm was
trampled down under the feet of savage hordes, who might then have
augured aught but ruin and relapse into the state of barbarity from
which Rome had so considerably emancipated the people? But this
glreat revolution gradually settled into harmony and peace, having

id the ground work to the stupendous and magnificent edifice of
modern history. We find that the conquering tribes soon embraced
Christianity and became the channels through which the new doctrine
was ied to the farthest north; and tEe progress of civilization,
being so materially influenced by the same, acquired a direction so
different from her sister in Asia, and the nations of Europe reached
more or less that high degree of perfection both in science and mora-
lity which the nations of antiquity, owing to Polytheism and slavery,
could never boast of. We cannot leave, however, this subject without
pointing out, in an especial manner, one circumstance which is not lit-
tle conducive to show the necessity of Rome’s downfall for the sake of
Europe’s future prosperity. We have argued, and nobody will dissent,
that European cvilization was highly influenced by the new doctrine ;
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but how, if, instead of Christianity, Mahomedanism had become the
religion of Europe? and very likely it would have been the case but
for the well-timed invasion of the northern nations ; sudden and irre-
sistible was the progress of the Crescent since it started in the sand
deserts of Arabia, and a new religion, a new empire was foun
What would then have been the fate of Christianity, exposed to the
sudden attacks of a fanatic and most valiant nation, if the south of
Europe, her only stronghold at that time, had been left to be defend-
ed by the worm-eaten power of Rome? Had the conquering Arabs
but for once taken possession of southern Europe, there is every pro-
bability that the Crescent would have supplanted the Cross in all the
rest of Christian countries, and the civilization of her people would be
now what we find still in those nations of the east which have held
themselves free from the influence of Euro manners. But Pro.
vidence called from the north rude and powertul nations whose energies
. were still unbroken, who hurled down the tottering pillar of Rome,
and, having embraced Christianity, stood up in its defence—a bul.
wark firm and strong. These iron men did not only cherish their
religion, but had the power to defend it against the conquerors of
Arabia and Africa, andp(;mving been, from ‘:ﬁl very infancy of their
yolitiml existence and religious life, roused to defend both against a
ormidable enemy, they learned to associate the security of their poli-
tical existence with that of their religion; which association, intimate
as it must be from early contraction, gas until this present day upheld
them in religion and i:)ve of their country. Thus the downfall of
Rome was a blessing for Europe, and so was the repulsion of the
Arabs; not a little owing to the total separation between the east and
the west, which at that time took place, European civilization, un-
molested during her period of developement, rose high and still seems
destined by Providence to be extended in course of time to the na-
tions of Asia, as has already been done in some respect with regard to
Turkey and the East Indies. ‘We say in some , because little
has hitherto been done, and the great eastern revolution may be said
to have but begun. Streams of blood, the horrors of war, will pro.
bably redden her anunals, before the.great boon will be obtained for
Asia—Asia will receive the benefits of European civilization,—if we
can read the signs of the times, explained by the pages of history,—
Asia, the native home, the birth-place of man, will not for ever re-
main stationary in the Pprogress of civilization as it has hitherto for
two thousand years; but with the downfall of her independence and
that partition wall which stands between her and the rest of Europe
in point of science, arts and religion, she will learn to sympathize
with enlightened Europe and be brought nearer that great and glori-
ous end, gor which mankind was created, and to which gradual ap.
proach is the type of their history.

Who will be the happy instrument in the haud of Providence chosea
for bringing about this glorious revolution for the greatest part of the
world ? Indeed the future lies veiled before our eyes, but the past dis-
closes its treasures of truth. If we look to the east, we see a giant
nation stretching its arms from the extreme north of Europe to its
southern limits, from the frontiers of Germany to those of the Chinese
empire; powerful and dangerous rebellions and bloody wars with the
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most warlike nations of Europe, so far from weakening its youthful
strength, have but been the means of cementing its grandeur. Fortune,
that fickle goddess, has shewn herself a constant friend to Russia—
that huge and awful power whose civilization is most rapidly advan-
cing, whose resources are inexhaustible, a power which within a hundred
ears has risen from the state of a rude, barbarous and almost un-
nown mass of savages to that of the greatest European power, con-
forming with the greatest zeal to European civilization, which she in
her turn confers again on such tribes as fall under her dominion.
Can we, after all this, still doubt that she will be the nation destined
to impart Euro ‘civilization to the nations of the east? What
power is better able to do it, if geographical situation, physical strength,
warlike habits, nourished by splendid victories, and implicit obedience
to the will of their ruler are taken into consideration as means for ac-
complishing the conquest of Asia,—the *sine qué non” for that great
beneficial revolution. We would greatly trespass on the narrow limits
of the nature of a sketch, if we were to dwell longer on the subject
of Russia’s part in the civilization of Asia, but believing as we do,
that every person who can reason on history will, in noticing the hints
we have offered above, agree in our assertion, we shall conclude by
turning our eyes to a late event, a deplorable downfall of a noble na.
tion, crushed under the arms of Russia. Poland is no more!
Inspired by the love of liberty, roused from the agonizing tortures
of a despotic ruler, she rose in despair; the dear blood of her noble
sons flew in streams; her virtues pleaded in vain, but she was doomed
to fall, and it has pleased Providence that her name should no longer
live among nations. Taking it as an individual event, we must certainly
feel deeply sorry for her unhappg fate, but if we take our stand higher,
and in a comprehensive view judge this single event by its relation to
the whole, we shall find much to soften down those painful emotions to
which the fate of Poland has given rise. A happy issue on the side
of Poland, in the struggle in which she en, with Russia, would
have proved fatal in the highest degree to the stability of the latter.
Russia,—a compound mass of nations—subdued by the sword, was
likely to see the end of her gigantic power, if those conquered people,
encouraged by the examgle of victorious Poland, had one by ome
thrown off the yoke and declared themselves independent and free, a
consequence which the Emperor was well aware of, and which may
therefore account for those immense exertions on his side, to extin-
guish the revolution. Had it been the fate of Russia to succumb in
the death struggle, had the rising spirit of revolution spread in her
vast domains and decomposed the awfullX august edifice of her gran.
deur, what would have become of our glad hopes, those cheerful views
of seeing Russia work out the great revolution in Asia? That power.
ful arm, for which is reserved the great task of regenerating a hemi-
sphere, would have been broken. The civilization of Asia was not to
be endangered—therefore Poland fell, and her downfall forms another
proof to that truism in history, that when Providence intends to bring
mankind a step nearer the great end for which man is created, or
when a new order of things more beneficial to man is to be establish-
ed, any obstacle that is found to check the progress, how innocent so-
ever it mhy be in iteelf, must give way, or, if continuing to oppose,
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will be crushed. We are indeed deeply grieved at'the sight of the
bleeding victim, but we bless the enngr which it was sacrificed ; and
though we can not always distinguish this beneficial result, our re-
signation will be the work of studying the history of man where we
find that when the welfare of mankind is at stake, a ial providence
achieves a glorious end through means and ways which bafle man’s °
reason and his notions of right and wreng.

Nations rise and.fall—the smiles of sunshine and the roaring of
tempests follow each other alternately, but amidst all the confusion of
things, civilization advances calmly in the path onward. We may
often see it stationary, and deem it even making # retrograde march as
in the time of the middle ages, but, like vegetation where growth is
checked during the winter cold, yet at the first approach of spring
will burst forth with renewed vigour, and bloom with greater luxuri-
ance in proportion'to the intensiti of its former depression—thus the
light of civilization always shone brighter after centuries of ignorance
~—thus its springs, whose elasticity has been preserved by Him who
is best served by an enlightened mind, began to work with renewed
activity, and hurled aside every check. Such periods of emancipation
from ignorance, religious and political prejudices, are indeed attended
with the horrors of party hatred, persecutions and war, downfall of em-
pires and destruction to thousands, in a greater or less degree accord-
ing as the age to be emancipated occupies a higher or lower place in the
scale of civilization ; but this time of horror is merely the crisis, over
which the physician of the world watches,—it will terminate in a
healthy state of things, the new day will appear, and the sun of civi-
lization shining bright over the lately terrified creation will be hailed
with joy.

In Jshy:)rt the downfall of great empires, revolutions of a mighty na-
tion are in themselves the sorest disasters which may befall a people,
but they are the crises from which emerges a new and better order of
things. :

et

SAPPHICS, TO MY UMBRELLA.
Written on a very rainy day. .

VALUED companion of my expeditions,
Wanderings, and my street perambulations,—
What can be more deserving of my praises,
Than my umbrella ?

Under thine amrle covering rejoicing,
iAll the ¢canaille’ tumultuously running
ile the rain streams and patters from the housetops,)
Slow and majestic,

I trudge along unwetted, though an Ocean
Pours from the clouds, as if some Abernethy
Had given all the nubilary regions
Purges cathartic !
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QOthers run on in pitecus tondition,
Black desperation painted in their faces,
‘While the full flood descends in very pailfuls
Streaming upon them.

Yea, ’tis as if some cunning necromancer
Had drawn a circle magically round me,
'Till like the wretched victim of Kebama,
(Southey’s Abortion,)

Nothing like liquor ever could approach me !
But it is thou, disinterested comrade,
Bearest the rainy weather uncomplaining,
O my umbrella !

How many hats, and ‘upper Bens,” and new coats,—
How many wretched duckings hast thou saved me!
Well—I have done ;—but must be still indebted

To my umbrella.

Q. Frar.

o

ON SOME DEFECTS IN EDUCATION.

‘WE are 80 mucl;fafcustlomed ;o ht;ar of the improvements xsade in
every department of know e present generation, an i
cuhrly-ly of our advanoeme:tdﬁ ueatié:: as if g:e had arrived me
ne plus witra of perfection on this point, that we are apt without ex-
amination to join in the popular idea, under the impression, that
what every one says is true must be true. It is no doubt true—other-
wise this impression would never have existed—that the minds of men
have recently been quickened from that slumber, into which they are
at all times too apt to fall ; and that they have subjected many of the
ancient systems and opinions to a severe scrutiny ; and that they have
not with.zeld the pruning knife from whatever seemed radically wrong,
or unsuited to the present state of things. But yet it is true, that
whoever takes the trouble to examine for himself, finds that this move.
ment—at once astonishing and gratifying though it be—is not perfect
in all its details, nor, taken as a whole, is what a Christian philosopher
could wish. The very nature of that improvement, which is most
eagerly pursued by the world, stamps the mind of man as being still
«“of the earth—earthy.” It is not that an objection is meant to be
urged against any attempt on the part of mankind to improve their
condition ; but to point out as an object meet for censure that contract-
edness of spirit, which can prefer animal comfort to intellectual wealth
—worldly importance to moral worth—temporal enjoyment to eternal
felicity. Were proof required in support of these assertions, the
sceptic need not be turned to the t state of society, and be called
to remark the height to which the mechanical arts have attained, as
compared with the intellectual sciences, for it would be replied at once,
that the former were subjects which forced themselves upon men’s
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minds, for they must either study them or starve—but his attention
might be directed to the fact, that now, when an attempt is made to
improve their condition, men are more anxious to have er placed
in their hands than to be made acquainted with the just mode of
exercising it. Nothing can be more plain than this, that the

sion of power by the people—say, for instance, the power of choosing
their own legislators—affords no guarantee for its due exercise ; that
in order to ascertain whether it would be used to a good or an evil
purpose, we must enquire into the condition of the Kople themselves ;
and that, if a corresponding degree of knowledge be not found with
them, the moral certainty is, that what might have been, and was
intended for a blessing, will provea curse. It should never be forgot-
ten that wherever one man is placed in a situation to influence another,
the character of his influence depends entirely nﬂon the probity of his
beart, and the clearness of his judgment. It 1s thus, tousea sporting
Ebrase, two to one that his influence is of that kind which can entitle

im to the hiﬁb appellation of a benefactor, and consequently a double
anxiety should be evinced to raise the moral and intellectual character of
all who are to fill such situations. Moral worth alone, highly desirable
ag it is for the individual’s own sake, and lovely as it must be to every
rightly constituted mind, is not of itself sulgcient to qualify an in-
dividual for filling a station of trust. It might, indeed, become a
question, which were the more undesirable—for the positive state can
be affirmed of neither—talented knavery or honest stupidity. While
the one would most assuredly sacrifice the public weaR to Zis private
interests in every case where he could do it with impunity, yet his
clear-sightedness would teach him that he had need to restrain his
moderation within due bounds, lest by grasping at too much, he lost
the power of obtaining any. He would feel that there was a limit,
beyond which the patience of his dupes would not be stretched ; and
that the very tension, to which it had been drawn, would crush him
in regaining 1ts former position. He would be compelled, therefore, from
a regard to his own interest, to ¢ assume a virtue though he had it not,”
and, by consequence, so far as his influence went, flagrant and glar-
ing deeds of injustice would find no place. On the other hand, a weak

man would stumble on from one blunder to another, conscious all
the time of the most unstained integrity, and only uncenscious of the
mischief he was unwittingly causing.

Now, leoking at the present state of society in this light, who does
not see a greater anxiety manifested to the power, than to
possess the means of using it aright ? and who does not feel, in the
eagerness shown for a political, rather than a moral and intellectual
reformation, cause for anxiety, if not for alarm?—Anxiety, not be-
cause the proposed measure o¥ improvement is either too much or toe
little for tKe pedple to enjoy ; but because the people, who are'to enjoy
it, do not evince that desire to use it right, and to extend it unim.

ired to posterity. And yet, one would think, the very fact that it
18 new, and that for a considerable time to come it must possess all
the characteristics of novelty, would induce them to make such pre-
parations. For, it should not be forgotten that the mind of man is
the creature of circumstances; and that with it, whatever possesses
the character of antiquity—whatever dates its existence prior to the
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individual’s existence, or to that of his compeers, stands connected in
bis mind with the idea of eternity. With the exception of a few
strosg minds, mankind live on in an atmosphere of prejudice, never
dreaming that beyond this contracted horizon there are other regions,
equal—to say the least—with theirs, in light, and life, and beauty ;
and enveloped in that atmosphere they would die, but for some con-
vulsion in their firmament, rolling off the clouds which had hitherto
obecured their mental vision, and enabling them to see in their naked
deformity the errors which they had been accustomed to cherish as
precious truths ; but then comes the perilous moment. When the
old system is abandoned, without a sigh but from those who had fat-
teneX on its abuses, every one seems free to recommend the adoption
of that which has caught his own fancy ; and if there be any truth in
the maxim that self-conceit stands in an exact ratio to ignorance, then,
in proportion as ignorance abounds, will be the loudness and perti-
nacity with which every one contends for the adoption of his favourite
stem. .
‘yAn objection may as well be anticipated bere. It may be said, that,
assuming the foregoing reasoning to be correct, then a glance at the
present state of society must serve to show, that knowledge, in a high
degree, and of a sohd kind, abounds; because men’s minds have
turned at once and without wavering, to that echeme of improvement
which was at first propused to them ; and that, too, at a time when
the defects of the former system had become apparent to all but those
who profited by it ; and when for years previous the attention of the
people had been even distracted by the various and conflicting measures
proposed for their adoption. If our opponents might argue, in such
circumstances, the one measure emanating from authority has had the
effect of stilling, in so wonderful a manner, the tumult in the national
mind, then this evinces a very high degree of knowledge on the part
of the people, and we see not what more could be desired. To this it
might be replied,—it is very true that a harmony, amounting almost
to unanimity, has pervaded the nation on the occasion in question ;
but |:ipon examination it will be found that this harmony of the people
—and it might be added—their desire for the object respecting which
they are so harmonious—springs in a great measure from other sources,
beside a real and heartfelt conviction of the benefit to be derived from
the measure. It is to be remembered that all who, preriously to the
promulgation of this measure, stood committed to another scheme
of reform, have ranged themselves under the banners of the present
government, because there is a greater probability of the one being
carried into effect than the other ; and because they regard the one
as a mere stepping stone to the other. Their opinions therefore, they
have laid aside for the present, merelx to resume them with greater
energy on a future occasion. Now, whatever conclusion may be come
to with respect to those opinions, it must be admitted that their
abettors have in the present instance shown great good sense, and
that they have evinced a candour and a readiness to listen to the
truth, which shows that if they are in error, they are not wedded to
it. That they actually are in error, is no business of ours to assert.
This paper is not intended to discuss politics; but rather, by en-
couraging education to enable the people to judge correctly of politics,
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or any subject which may happes to come before them. It is enough,
therefore, to say on this subject, that while there are m:ﬁuin
the mation, the one contending for the right of universal, other
for limited suffrage, both cannot be right ;—and that, as ultimately
the decision must rest in the will of the nation at large, it becomes
the advocates of both sides to exert themselves in behalf of 2 more full,
and a more efficient system of popular education. In particular we
would address ourselves to the advocates of a limited suffrage, and
cosjure them according to the importance they attach to their opinions,
to be earnest in enlightening the national j t respecting them.
We could tell them— Your opponents have much the advantage over
you ; for they may inflame the passions while you can only enlighten
the judgment. It is not by mere declamation, that {W will persuade
the working classes of the inexpediency and the inutility of entrusting
them with the elective franchise:—and yet if you fail in thus con-
vincing them, and if your opponents succeed in inflaming their pas-
sions,—an effect easily produced upon men who look at words rather
than things—then, in tris excited state, any :rpoahon to their wish
would but drive them into a rebellion against all existing institutions.
The system about to be established—as in all probability it will
be established—however desirable it may be-in your eyes, has no
charms of antiquity to recommend it to those who disapprove of it:
and the conflict once begun between those who have, ms those who
have not a voice in the government of the country, the only assign-
able limit to it, must be in the horrors of a revolution, when your op-
ponents have nothing, while you have every thing to lose.’

Reasons for the extension of education, however, do not reside in
thearnlitial state of the country alone. Their foundations are deeply
fixed in the broad and immoveable principles of truth and rectitude;
and in the obligation which is implied in the very nature of govern-
ment, to provide for the instruction of the people. And if the work
is not done officially, it must be done by individuals, unless they
would incur all the miseries attendant upon being surrounded by an
ignorant, and consequently, a degraded population. Our efforts, if
made in earnest, may redeem them from this state, and place them
in a position where t{ey may_enjoy liberty, without danger of turn-
ing it into licentiousness. Interesting as the subject is, we can-
not pursue it farther at present. What additional observations we
have to offer must be reserved for some succeeding number.

-

THE GLOAMIN HOUR!

BY DELLA CRUSCA.

THE quiet hour of the gloamin’s fallen,
Anz the face of the west is flush’d
With a rosy glow, like a waveless sea,
That has seen its God and blush’d !

One small blue cloud with a golden rim
Is emboss’d ‘mid the glories there,
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~ And it seems to me like a sunny isle
Redeem’d from all sin and care:

The Tweed in romantic beauty flows,.
And a beam of bliss is given

To the deep serene of its waters now
From the closing gates of heaven !

And the breeze is in so sound a sleep,
That the spirits of calm do seem

To have spread their holy wings to-night
O’er the bosom of the stream ;—

The starry time is approaching, too,
And soft amid ethers blue,

The vesper gem like an infant moon
Is already peering through !

O blessed hour for the minstrel-boy

While his thoughts take the hues of even,
To awake his instrument of song

And sing to his God in Heaven.

el

THE EDITORIAL CLOSET.-No. II.

SceNE—The Library at Nestor House—A table overspread with
contribisions received since the publication of the first Number of the
Magazine, and which have not appeared in :‘ts;myu—ﬁe;tordbmered
alone, possessed of a German workmanship, enveloped in
P o rmrosik It A i et A
as the President'’s feelings increase or diminish in depth and ardour.
With ovcasional puffs and pauses intervening, he soliloquizes afler the

manner.—Time—Afternoon.
Nestor. [solus as aforesaid.]

Fasr—fast fleet the winged hours. What was I forty yearsago, and
what am I now?—Then—methought life’s gay dream of boyhood
would be realized, and that the earth was a fair Paradise wherein I
should dwell for ever. Free as the bart on his native mountains, I
roved at will—fording the deepest stream, climbing the precipitous
crag, or penetrating the dark recesses of the forest—and liberty was
more than a name.—Gone—gone are the days of my innocent haipi-
ness '—Innocent indeed they were,—for I knew not that heaven had
denounced a curse on man ;—and happy as innocent,—for when the fow-
ler’s shot brought the bird from his eyry, and the villagers wept ove: the
clay-—cold corpse of the hoary-head t, I deemed not that death
extended to the young—that I, too, should be laid beneath the green
sod!—Ah! well—mine is the fate of all. (Musing and replenishing
Ais pipe. )—Solitude ! I loved thee then—and I love thee yet. True
—at times I sighed for a beart congenial with my own,—whose chords
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might vibrate at the touch of joy er of sorrow,—where the sympa-
thies of bumanity and love and friendship might awaken sweeter
music than do night breezes playing amid the strings of an
Zolian barp ;—but age and experience cooled the fervour of youth,
exposed the hollowness of the world's professions, and shewed me the
exact and preponderating amount of selfish alloy that debased the
pure gold of woman's affection. On all this I reflected—( The Liex-
tenant, who Aas entered the apartment unnoticed, and overheard a por-
tion of the preceding medilations, interrupis the monologue.)

Starting to kis and seizing the intruder's hand.) Lieutenant
Sémnybuudf?ilest&imd?— )

Sizoc.
Even so—that is—Licutenant Siroc at your service, but of solitude
not over-fond,—and, if your words belie not your belief, no friend.
Nxsron.

Nay—pardon me—I was in one of those melanchaly moods, to
which, you know, I am frequently subject, whenever disappointment
casts a cloud over my prospects.

Simoc.

Pshaw! Lay down that Dutch humbug, and the cloud will vanish
~—can’t you be satisfied with a yard of English clay>—and “ exposed
the hollowness of the world's professions "—umph —

NEsrton.
Come, come, be not angry. Besides, you misunderstand me,—the

remark does not apply to you,—my spleen was directed against the
female sex—

Siroc.

Zounds! and what objection have you to the female sex? And
what entitles you, pray, to open your mouth upon the matter >—Here
am I, Lieutenant gu'oc to-wit, who have been a married man these
eight-and-thirty years, and never had my temper ruffled by a domes-
tic squall:—my Maggy—God bless her!—is most faithful, obe-
dient and affectionate creature that the soul of man could love :—Why
—without ber, I should have been, at this precious moment, as crazy
and useless as a brig in a storm minus her helm and sheet-anchor,—
or like you there, Nat Nestor, an old gnarled oak planted apart from
the other healthy and productive trees that enliven and sdorn the

You!—you are dead to the most rational pleasures of
life :—1 have a ter—aye, and she's worth a dozen—who inhabits
all ber mother’s virtues and all the mildness of her father—blow me !
— ing.) My poor Tom was taken from me after his first voy-
age—Heaven's will be done!
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' NzsTer.
My dear sir, I Earticipate in your grief; mnor do I think the pi
ture {f your hearth and home too highly coloured. But— pie

S1ro0C

You love the haunt of the moping owl!—umph—Now, I'll be
sworn, had you been left this blessed night to the dust and dreariness
of these here shelves, crammed though they be with—as Courtly
would say— the breathing thoughts and burning words of the never-
dying dead,’ you must e'en have doffed that ante-diluvian night-cap
and hurried over to bid old Tom Siroc good night! So much for your
solitude—bah | —Go, take a wife from the thousands of unprovided
spinsters, whom the demon of emigration has doomed to pine in un-
protected and unappreciated maidenism.

Nesror.
Lieutenant, you’re uncommonly animated.

81roc.

Animated! wounds! Go, get spliced, Nat, and be re-animated !
8Seek the lost rib of thine own bones, thou fraction of mortality, and
be a whole man. How can you expect the world te deal evenly with
you, who deal oddl{Iwitb yourself? Away to Gilfillan—that jewel of
a song-writer—or Mackay Wilson, or Swain, or Lietch, or Everett, or
Riddell—all excellent and true worshippers of the Nine—away to any
of them I say, and lay in a stock of Sonnettas of the proper sort, the
which let fly right steadily at the first fair sail you observe bearing
down upon youin all the gayand gorgeous gallantry of youthful woman-
hood ; don’t recline on your beam-ends the whole of your days, like a
sea-worthless hulk—(confusion of tongues wiMout—lL sounds become

more distinct—tRe voices.of Dr. Ploddem and the Beau are
heard in altercation)—ah ! here comes your man;—now, state your
grievances, Nat, to Courtly, who, I perceive, is in the best of humours
to pour you out a cup of comfort. (Enter Dr. P. and Courtly, with
M. Placid in the rear.)

M-g. Pracip.

Gentlemen, be pacified, —~why quarrel about an event which was
purely accidental ?

CourTLY.

I know not what you term accidental, Mr. Placid, but I feel assured,
that, had the Doctor only listened to sound reason and solid argument,
no such clumsy accident would have befallen us.

S1roc. :

Why, how now, my heartys,—what’s all the fuss about ?

CourTLY.
Not about nothing, I reckon. Hear the history of mz never-suffi-
ciently-to-be_deplored misfortune. As bad luck would have it, I re-
solve({, in my simplicity, to accompany the Doctor, along with Mr.
P., to Nestor-House, and just as we had commenced our journey, a
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big black cloud came swee'!)ing from the west and nearly drenched us
to the skin. Subsequently thereupon I propesed, as was most na-
tural, to apply to our excellent host of the rubicund Lion for a comfort-
able chaise, a careful driver and superb cattle—but no! The proposi-
tion did not accord with the antiquarian views of Dr. Ploddem, who
moved an amendment, which, by an artful appeal to the third party,
he ultimately carried, and left me in the minority.—
Dz. ProppEx.

Allow me to conclude, for you'll not have dome bl to.morrow’s
dawn. The sum and substance of the story is this—I had purchased
a few days ago a fine-looking pony, and it struck me, I might venture
to try it in harness, especially as my iig had been long unused and
possessed ample ‘accommodation :—we had scarcely reached the sub-
urbs, when, owing to some deficiency, one of the wheels flew off, the
pony took fright—the Beau was precipitated on a mud-heap at the
side of the pavement, and—what was certainly provolting—at the
very moment when certain gracious tokens of recognition were being
exc mﬁed by Master Matthew and a certain lady passing at the time,
with whom he expected to dance to-night, The animnf was stopped
by the toll-keeper and we escaped without further damage.

S1roc.
So—ha! ha! ha!—the amendment was thrown out after all ?
Dn. PLopDEN.
-Yes—the original motion was carried.
81roc. .

Come, Matthew, bear up under your mishap,—I have game for
you. .

CourrLY.

Sir, I could easily enough have suffered without a murmur—in
other circumstances,—bnt I had particularly engaged myself to be
one of a Quadrille party under ‘the superintendance of that exquisite
violinist and magnificent professor of the invigorating, healthful and
spirit-stirring dance—Mr. Martin—a young man, whose indefatigable
perseverance and successful tuition entitle iim to the most Li pa-
tronage of the public at large, and—

S1noc.

Beau! Why ply about in that style? Enter your port at once, and
have done.

Dr. ProppENM.

Aye, aye—to the confession sqns geremonie ! You wish to prove, I

resume, the enormity of mx offence in disarranging the labours of
the toilette, and the magnitude of your suffering in being so terribly
humbled before the idol of your soul. Well, I8 plead guilty to the
charge in all its amplitude—do you forgive me ?
CourTLY.

On one conditien—that at Mr. M’s ensuing Ball you display your

antiquarian figure in the mazes of a contra-dance. )
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Dg. ProppEN.

Nay-—on any more rational condition—unless you will be satisfied
with a substitute in Mr. Placid, who, I believe, will not object.

Ma=. Pracip.

I have certainly expregsed myself, on many occasions, averse to
those mixed assemblies, where an indiscriminate multitude are admit-
ted, where the vicious and the virtuous meet on an equal footing, and
where the characteristic impudence of the former often puts the mo-
desty of the latter to the blush, and rudely interposes with his coarse
jests or trifling inanities to mar the social and innocent amusement.
Such meetings I abhor—where the impious and dissolute may take
the fair hand of her, whose heart is a stranger to the depraved thoughts
and impure ions which are fostered in their twice-corrupted souls.
There is pollution in their very touch ; nor can I help shuddering,
when I thus behold a young female companioned with those, who are
perhaps then excited with spirituous liquors, and will only leave her
to terminate their debauch in a place that I feel a delicacy even
in phming.

Dx. ProopEN.

I appreciate your sentiments, sir ;—but will you stand betwixt me
and danger, should the Beau insist on his Jewish bond ?

Mgz. PracIpn.

To oblige a friend, I shall not be backward, when my principles
and consistency are not involved : you may therefore depend on me.

S1roc.

I perceive by that nod of Courtly, that he is satisfied : and now,
gentlemen, I beg to introduce to your notice a rare animal unexpect—
edly captured by me: his habits are eolitary ; he feeds on tobacco,
ma{evolenee and melancholy ; and his name is very descriptive—
namely, Mi ist or Woman-hater. Here he is—(leading forward.
zancy, Mioap

NEzsToRr.

You are determined, I see, to persecute me. But jesting apart,
remember we have business to transact.

S1ro0.

A mere subterfuge, which shall not save you. Master Matthew
Courtly, I hereby most solemnly declare, that, in my own hearing,
Nathaniel Nestor did wickedly and feloniously renounce all sympathy
with the weaker sex, vowed perpetual seclusion from their society,
doomed the whole of woman-kind to everlasting and interminable dis-
tance from the sunshine of his smiles, and deprecated them as crea-
tures unworthy of the slightest confidence, fickle as the weathercock,
and faithless as the Carthaginians of old.
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CouRrTLY.

Incredible! Nat Nestor a woman-hater !—he, who once and truly
loved ! Impossible !-—Oh ! . S

. « « « “ Without our hopes, without our fears,
Without the home that plighted love endears,
‘Without the smile from partial beauty won,

Oh! what were man ?>—a world without a sun !

NzsTor.

And can you rea.]:x perceive in the female character qualities suffi-
cient to elicit your admiration and kindle your enthusiasm ?

CouRrTLY. :

Unquestionably. They are invested with sterling excellencies which
ears and intimacy can alone discover, In the hour of difficulty and
anger, which displays the greater fortitude—the husband or the

wife ? While /e, dejected and miserable, broods over his misfortunes,
sinks into despondency, neglects the usual avocations of business, and
perhaps seeks relief from the remembrance of his sorrows in the in-
toxicating draught,—ske banishes all personal considerations of com-
fort, wears an aspect of gladness and resignation, animates the desolate
hearth of her husband’s home, and not only draws upon the plentiful
resources of her love to encourage and cheer the sinking heart of her
less courageous mate, but also displays talent to invent, and power
to achieve a deliverance from impending doom.

Ma=. Pracip.

Your estimate is true, yet it is partial. Female passions, I admit,
are strongest, but is not their superior strength most frequently ex-
hibited in the worse features of human nature ?

NEsTor.

Aye,—and what is more—how often is their affection placed upon
unworthy objects! I am sensible of the value of a good wife, and I
am conscious of the existence and reality of such invaluable blessings ;
but the difficulty of attainment is tremendous, and the experiment
exceedingly hazardous. :

CourTLY.

I reckon it labour lost to reason with you. Disappointment has
engendered prejudice in your breast, mistified your conceptions, and
congealed the well-springs of your holier feelings. Therefore, by
your leave, I shall withdraw from the hopeless contest with the ex-
pression of my sincere wishes, that you may enjoy all the felicity,
which segars, solitude and misogynism can impart to your pitiable lot.
For myself I avow, that the attachment of one dear and devoted crea-
ture has ever sharpened my motives to exertion, and will ever continue
to stimulate me to increasing vigour and more ardent zeal in the pro-
secution and discharge of every duty of life.

NESTOR.

Be it s0o. Facts stare us in the face, which no argument, however
plausible, and no declamation, however eloquent—can hide. In many
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families deemed respectable, and professing to be religious, vice ts to-
lerated,—inazsmuch as the noforiously dissolute are suffered to cultivate
an intimacy in the domestic circle, where righteousness is supposed
to dwell, and poer contemned virtue is made still poorer.

MR. Pracip.

Less blame, I should think, is attachable to the presiding heads of
such families, than to the wayward dispositions of their unfortunate
daughters who, with unatcountable folly and infatuation, set their
single opinions in opposition to public sentiment, revile their friends
as their enemies because they tender them the best advice, and cling
with stubborn pertinacity to the worthless wretches, who form the
sole and slender walls o ‘Partition between the formerly esteemed,
though deluded, females of their acquaintance and the common pro-
stitute. To our young ladies are we indebted for much of that laxity
of morals and prevalent wickedness, which is the disgrace of our coun-
try. Rather say, then,—How is the noble nature of Woman de-
graded ! or, to apply the beautiful image of Scripture— How is the
gold become dim, and the most fine gold changed !" -

Dr. PLopDEM.

Pray, gentlemen, be seated :—methinks a host of unanswered cor-
respondents are at this moment loud in their demands for satisfaction.
( AUl sit—Courtly, with the assistance of the Doctor and Siroc, having
succeeded in placing before the President a huge bale of contributions,
Nestor proceeds to unloose the rope, and then speaks.)

NzsTor.

You have all perused, I presume, each of these papers, as they
successively appeared before you. With regard to the destination of
the major part of them, your opinion was unanimous, viz., that they
should serve to light the intended bon-fire by which the servants mean
to celebrate the safe deliverance of the Reform Bill and the dying
agonies of a factious oligarchy. They constitute the contents of this
unwieldy mass. The minor and more manageable bundle together
with those that lie scattered about the table, comprises those articles
which we thought meritorious and entitled to a larger or smaller mea-
sure of praise. The first is headed-Tne Curistmas Rosg, and is
signed Aliquis. It is evidently written by a person, who has no
lack of ideas, but cannot command language to express them. He
is, moreover, too prosaic for a poet. ' Hear two verses :—

*Tis pleasing in a leiaure hour
To take a little garden tour,
And view this lonely, lovely flow'r
In beauty bright.

For other flow’rs we look in vain ;
Their num’rous tribes in death lie slain,
And will not be revived again,
Till Spring return.

Here are two from one pen—LINES ON THE CLOSE OF THE
Yzar—and—S8TaNzAs.
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CounTLY.

By Scozzese! 1t strikes me I've seen the youth ; he is modest and
anxious to do well, and should therefore be encouraged. If he be the
author of those superior verses to TrE Moon, I should say he is a
poet of considerable promise. The first of his productions which you
mentioned, Mr. President, is a list of common-place metaphors, con-
cluded with an ordinary lesson of morality. You may give us a speci-
men, however, of his amorous lay.—( Nestor reads.)

I'll think of thee at morning’s dawn,
When dew-drops glisten on the lawn,—
When birds unite their warbling lays
To swell creation’s song of praise.

I'll think of thee when skies are bright,
Shedding on all gay beams of utibt:
Or when dark storms o’erhang the
Thou to my heart wilt still be nigh.

I'll think of thee at daylight's close,
‘When nature sinks to calm repose,—
‘When moon and stars beam bright above,
And hearts are touched with heavenly love.

b

81r00.

A fresh-water bard, I reckon. Out with that piece there written
in a bold black band ; I augur something solid from it.
Dz. PLoDDENM.

Beware of appearances, Lieutenant,—you have not forgotten the
terrible pirate, which you took for a French frigate, when you almost
sailed into the jaws of destruction?

S1roc.
Bah! Nor you—the rusty farthing which I imposed on you for a
coin some hun years old ?
Mag. Pracip.
Well, but let us have every thing in order. What have you next?

NEsToR.

Tae BonNie BorDER Lassie, by Amo Amavi. Courtly, recite
a couple of verses.

. CourTLY.
Read you mesn. (Reads):—

Oh! bonnie lassie, quickly tell ;—
I've wearied lang to ken your mind :
Oh! tell me, lassie, if my love

A corner in your heart may find.
Tho’ sad and bashfu’ I hae been,
My love is o’ the deepest dye;
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My looks and glances ye hae seen,

B:t never heard the bZaving sigh.

I've ken’d you lang,—I've seen you smile,—~
Yet words atween us few hae been ;

I've often watch’d your eyelids fall

An’ hide your black an’ bonnie een.

A welcome suit does this foretell ?

A welcome to your sweet abode ?

Oh! bonnie lassie, quickly tell,

Ere age lays youth aneath the sod.

Mz. Pracin.
There's room for improvement there :—but what follows ?

NEsron.

Lings oN THR DeatH oF Lorp By roN, by M. J.—The motto shall
be recorded, with a singe verse. The sentiments of the author are
utterly subversive, says Mr. Placid, of sound doctrine :—

Bovra le gemme e 1'ora
Hanno 1 versi sovente il pregio loro,
Compared to deathless verse, how cold
The brightest gem, the parest gold |
Whilst grateful Greece weeps o’er his bier,
And mourns the noble hero’s doom,~=
Methinks for him should fall no tear,
But Glory’s pall wave o'er his tomb. )
It were the height of heterodoxy indeed to suppose of Byron, that—
< There "midst the Seraphim on high
A bright resplendent crown he wears,”
merely because
« He sang of Love, and Love’s sweet pains,
*In high sublime enraptured strains ;”

yea, even though

« His course below was honour bright,
Erratic as a meteor’s ray,” &c.

Siroc.
I'm sadly disappointed. Haven't you another by the aforesaid M. J. ?
Nzsron.

Yes,—and I think it superior. It is, therefore, in the meantime
added to another list, containing such as may be honoured with a se-
parate place, or be noticed at a future sederunt. Before adjourning,
will the Doctor favour us with a specimen of that hieroglyphical cha-
racter, which has puzzled the brains of most of us, and materially
dimmed the lustre of Courtly’seye? -

Dr. PLopDEM.
Be cautious, friends, how you speak anent this MS. It hath many

a rare jewel within it. The writer has genius, though by future ages
VOL. IL D
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alone his worth may be appreciated. Listen, while I repeat a
which—with considerable difficulty I confess—I have succeeded in
transcribing :—you shall have it verbatim et literatim :—it is from an
address to some great monument erected in commemoration of Water-
loo |—

Your spiking Tower not more be envelo,

In stoﬁcfmds, than was these wmiopr:dgreat—

Nor will your massy pillar more to do

‘When thick beset by the foul bitter blast

Whose sharpest hail besmear your every part

So keenly crusting all your rustic ribs, &c.

CourTLy.
Strong, vigorous and graphic.
Dg. ProppEN.

Reserve your Plaudits for, if possible, still better morceaux to come.
The next quotation is highly descriptive of a rural scene:—

The happy cottager at morn equipt,

With fall)el:ycontmd, sling biﬂittl;e bag

Across his ragged coat and strong built chist,

All in his straw-made boots does plungeing plod
Along the rutted road and gapeing holes—

‘Well mettled headed hammer in his arm,

‘Whose lengthened shaft does well denote its use—
Thus stageing up to thé well-measured plot,

Does sit him down to strop the threadbare coat;
Then to the task begin with all his might, &c.

I shall just indulif you with a few stanzas taken at random from
a long poem on the Lighthouse and Pier of Berwick ;

What be her potion when the dreadful swell
Come bursting forth upon this fabric tell;
Impossible to count the monster wave

While driving forth upon this building brave.

The frequent introduction of fire in the succeeding verse exhibits
old Ocean with singular but overwhelming power,—leagued, in fact,
with the sister element for the surer accomplishment of his awful pur-
g)lsea. Could this discovery be made by any, save a poet’s eye “in a

e phrenzy rolling ?”

Another effort, many waves combine

To fire the fabric, all in fire shine

The fiery fluid, run as wild_fire wild,

While calmly stand the Tower and full of mild.

Aguin,
Tis fire indeed, but not the flery storm,
She burns in fire untill the welcome morn.

* % »

In the midst of such dire doings and confusion, it could not be ex-
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pected, that fair Tweed should remain an unconcerned
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spectator.

Accordingly our author, after intimating that ¢ sweet Tweed does

frighten at the wondrous swell,” proceeds,—

She hides her face asham'd at such profusion
"This body surely cannot be delusion—

No sooner said, again another mountain,

Came sweeping on from that majestic Fountain.

Convinc'd at once, this is the Tweed's great mother,

For surely there can not be such another—
Again surprized, as from the ocean’s sweep
Pier, parapet and all appear a deep.

* & »

Tii;]he ninth wave, and :ll is fearful now,
Perplexity appear upon her brow, .

8he shows her bald E:ad in terrific grown,
And o'er the lighted Tower has wildly flown.

CouURTLY.

Enough—enough. I trust, that Mr. Burnet of Leith will rescue
the whole of this author's inestimable MSS. from the obscurity of
the closet ; and give to a name, that must be endeared to posterity, s
prominent place among “ THE UNENowN PoETs oF S00TLAND.”

( Servant announces dinner.)
NEesToR.

Gentlemen, after an intellectual feast of so rare a kind, you will, I
sloubt not, enjoy my humble hospitality with ten-fold relish, Eamue,

—( Bxeunt omnes.
iy

TO THE SWALLOW.

BY DAVID MALLOCK, A. M.

‘WHEBNCE art thou come, thou bird of the flight,
Since day last slept in the arms of night p—
Whence art thou come?—ah ! sure it must be
From some sweet land far over the sea l—

Twelve hours on a tall rock I stood

That raised its crest from an ocean of wood,
Like a snow-cliff on the sun-dyed sea,

‘When the wild winds in their dark caves be
And the blue billows sleep silently.

And it was eve,—and the red day-star,

Had driven down the heavens his flaming car,
And in the fields of the western wave

Had found for bis steeds their diurnal grave ;—
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And in the east fair cloudlets went

In swan.like flocks o’er the firmament,

And in the rim of the leaden sea

Their sky-woven plumes dipped silverly !

But to the roof of the vaulty heaven

By no wild wind were these cloudlets driven ;
e dome was all hright and the temple fair,

For never a cloudlet had wandered there,

Baut in the rim of the leaden sea

Their sky-woven plumes they dipped silverly.

And I looked all around from the tall, tall rock,
And nought could I see but a simple flock

Of innocent sheep,—that far, far below,
Battened by the side of a streamlet’s flow.

And T scanned the wide home of the breezy air,

But never a living thing flew there ;—

Tho’ the heavens werengear and the wild winds still,
And the wide, wide world was beautiful. .

And nought could I see from the tall, tall rock
- But of snow-coloured sheep a simple flock,

That in the quiet vale far below

Battened by the side of a streamlet’s flow.

Then, whence art thou come, thou sweet bird of flight,
Since day last slept in the arms of night ?—
Whence—whence art thou come >—ah ! sure it must be
From some sun-shiny land far over the sea.

L ]
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BY MARY WARKWORTH ARABIN.

A FamiLY burial-ground, of s circular form, occupied a consider-
able space in the immediate vicinity of poor Emma’s remains. It was
enclosed by a light railing entwined with parasitical plants, and in-
tersected by a walk bordered on each side with sweet scented flowers ;
while jasmine, myrtle and Chinese roses, growing in front of two
marble octagons in the centre, gave altogether to this spot a hallowed
air of gentle repose, differing in character from any of a similar kind
I had ever visited. T had ogten contemplated this little cemetery with
peculiar interest, not only from the care evidently taken in its preser-
vation, but from the early deaths recorded on the marble.

An elderlf gentleman was sometimes to be seen bending over its
entrance, or lingering by the tombs ; and, upon describing his appear-
ance to an old Sybil in the village, I learned, that he had been in
some way connected with the Selwyns of Dingwall Park, whuse burial-
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this was; but to what extent, she did not know; for though
a will had been made, failing their immediate descendants, in his
favour, money and moveables only had devolved upon him, and the
large estate had gone to a very distant heir-at-law from an irregula-
rity in some legal forms. In the course of one of my visits to this
peighbourhood, I had, at length, an opportunity of being introduced
to &is gentleman ; and, during one dp our interviews, he gave me the
following recital, which, unconnected as it was, had, at least, power
to interest my best affections.

“Dear, dear Eva,” he began, “1 temember her now as when a
thoughtless boy of eight years old she first taught me the power of
virtue and beauty united in a8 female form. Myself an orphan and
little cared for at home, my earliest affections were reserved for this
interesting being, who, when I first remember her, occupied a hum-
ble but neat dwelling in the picturesque neighbourhood of J——.
Scarcely emerged from cbildEood she was herself a mother, and the
little Frances, to whom I made myself familiar by assisting her to
gather wild flowers, first introduced me to her acquaintance. -

Her mourning dress, and deep melancholy excited but one conjec-
ture,—that she was a widow,—for the sweet sanctity of her whole de-
portment, aided by the unremitting attention of the good old minister
of the district, removed every injurious suspicion. For many hours
in the day Eva was busilg enﬁaged in embroidery, by means of which
she supported herself and child ; and sometimes, she would sing me
long mournful ballads, such as Gil Mories—Chylde Waters—Fairly
Fair, &c. &c. &c. Ah! these hours were, I think, when I thus re-
cal them, the happiest of my life. Yet, among other things, that
strongly attached me to this young and isolated being, were the tears
of irrepressible sorrow I so often saw her shed. At times, as if im-

lled by sudden recollection, she would throw her work aside, lean
er head upon the table, and sob long and convulsively. On these
occasions I sat immoveable, impressed with all the sacred respect
due to grief, while Frances, creeping towards her mother, would lay
her little head on her bosom and weep in sympathy.

This intercourse continued nearly three years, when suddenly a
change took placein the manners and appearance of Eva. Her em-
broidery was thrown aside, and she would take long walks accom-
panied by a stranger, whose handsome person and zoefnnt manners
excited general attention in this secluded neighbourhood. Happiness
is the real alchemy that can transmute every form into its own like-
ness, for, neither in the graceful elasticity of Eva’s movements, could
any longer be recognised the measured tread of the pensive mourner,
por, in her animated countenance, a trace of the desolate expression
which had been its prominent characteristic.

In a few weeks she was married to Mr. Selwyn and left I ,
but not before she had made a proposul to take all charge of my for-
tunes on herself. Not to interrupt the course of the following nar-
rative, 1 may here briefly state, that I was afterwards placed at a
celebrated Academy, thirty miles from their own residence, where I
visited them during my holiday recesses,” &c. &c.
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¢ For ought that ever I could read
¢ Could ever hear by tale or histery
“ The course of trye love never did ran smeoth."—SUAXSFEARS.

Eva was the daughter of a village Schoolmaster, who had spent
many years at sea, t ough originally intended for the Church. His
had indeed been the varied life of a refmed and sensitive mind strug-
gling with disappointments, and when, unfifted for active service by
severe wounds received in both arms, while attempting to suppress a
mutiny among his crew, he sank, in the prime of manhood, into the
bhumble sphere of a village teacher, he renounced all hope as a delu-
sion ; and his subsequent union with a ﬁoung and pleasing woman,
scarcely roused him from his lethargy. He married her because she
Joved him, and though she could never fill the aching void in his
heart, she was always treated by him with that considerate tenderness
due to her confiding attachment. 'The interesting character of his
daughter first recalled him to the consciousnese of existence. The
sweetness of her disposition, that precocious refinement, which divised,
as it were, without understanding the isolation of his heart,—and the
beautiful expression of her features, which so forcibly reminded him
of one, who to bim could never die, called forth the latent tenderness
of his nature, and he felt that even for him a charm in life was left.
In her infancy, she would follow him with the first expanding leaf of
spring, the first opening rose of summer, and lead him by the hand to.
tge sweetest haunts of the Sylvan D—, —point out to him the spark—
ling of the sun’s rays upon the river,—attempt, as if sportively, to,
catch them, and shake her Jittle head mournfully at the disappoint-
ment,—then climb into his arms, gaze long and tenderly upon his fine
and pensive countenance, smile till she saw him smile, and sink at
Iast upon his bosom. To this sensibility was united, as she increased
in years, a strength of understanding which, without diminishin,
her claims to tenderness, imparted to the sentiment a respect which
it is unusual to feel for one so young, and her father soon learned to,
consider her not only as a sympathizing but an appreciating friend, .
and the cultivation of her intellect then became his dearest employ-
ment. Into her ears, as they wandered along the wooded s of
D——, would he pour the bistory of his past life—his early and
blighted hopes. With her he coulrdyeonverse on the peculiar feelings
of his mind—of his utter alienation from the adopted habits of the
world. With her he could expatiate on the unutterable delight im-
- bibed from the beauties of nature, when the woods, the glens and
:.mountains, rising sun and falling eve are all your own, yet advert to
the undefinable longings of the human heart for sublimity, tenderness
and holiness, which nothing on earth can satisfy. He delighted, at
nights, to linger with her in the small but romantic garden of his
cottage, watching the effect of ‘moon-light on the river which wound
through the vale beneath and the shadows of the deep woods on the
opposite banks, while nothing was heard but the murmurings of the
water, the soft rustling of the leaves and the almost indistinguishable
chirpings of the little nestlings beneath the parent wing. ~
If, after such walks and conversations as these, he trembled for the
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futare happiness of his beautiful child,—for she might well have recall-
ed to his poetical mind that sweet and delicate oriental flower, which
only lives while suspended in the air and dies if placed on the earth *,
—he would, in his fervent aspirations to heaven for her welfare, also
wingle a pious thanksgiving for the ion of a being so pure,
trusting that the same power who made her so would preserve her,
whatever might be her trials, unsullied to the end.

From his practical knowledge of mathematics, particularly of navi-
gation and accounts, Mr. Howarth’s humble seminary was the not
unfrequent resort of young gentlemen intended for maritime or com-
mercial eituations ; and it was, when oh the eve of entering the House
of his uncle, a rich Hamburgh merchant, that William Selwyn, grand-
son to a gentleman in the neighbourhood, was first introduced to Eva's

usintance.
mhis Kolisbed yet natural manners first attragted ber attention,—
diminished that shyness and bashfulness inseparable from her retired
education, and led ber insensibly into an intimacy, which, with any
other than her father, she had hitherto avoided. His contemplative
and comprehensive mind, and his generous and unsophisticated feel--
ings formed altogether a character most suited to the imagination of
a lone romaatic girl, and she soon loved and was beloved with an in-
tensity and purity which may be heard of as a poetic illusion, but is
seldom realized in life. Young Selwyn’s stay in the country being
unavoidably though unexpectedly protracted for nearly two years from
their first introduction, this affection which, like many glowings of
youthful fancies, might have been worn out by absence, became, by
this habitual intercourse and perfect knowledge of each other’s dis-
positions, identified with their very existence. Separation could not
extinguish that essence which was part of themselves, and which
breathed in and amalgamated with every beautiful object in nature ;
and they felt so secure in each other’s affections tg)at they never
thought of exchanging vows at parting.

Upon bis arrival at Hamburgh, William was informed that his
uncle had arranged a marriage between him and his only daughter,

revious to his being received into the Firm. He candidly avowed

is attachment to lgva, which, notwithstanding his gratitude for his
uncle’s intentions, rendered this plan impossible. His artful relation
expressed no regret at this disappointment, rather signified delight
at the candour of his nephew, and, by this weans eluding su:ipicions,
bad many opportunities given him by William's open conduct, of
which he avail:l himself, to intercept every letter directed to Eva for
the remaining sixteen months of his life, satisfied in his own worldly
mind, that total absence would soon eradicate every youthful impres-
sion, and that his favourite plan would be finally completed.

During this last mentioned period, what were the sufferings of Eva!
Scarcely had she mourned the departure 'of her lover, when a malig-
nant fever, raging in the village, carried off her tender and affection-
ate mother, and though her father survived the attack, a cough settled
on his lungs, and a daily deeay of mental and physical strength was
the consequence. The avocations by which his family was supported

* See Heber's Journal
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had successively to bé discontinued, and pecuniary difficulties were
added to other distresses, at a time, too, when more than usual comfort,
more than accustomed support was essential to the preservation of his
life. Alas! poor Eva, amfo William wrote not, though many months
had elapsed,—nearly twelve,—during the aggregation of these sad ca-
lamities, and the suit of a neighbouring farmer, rejected formerly, was
renewed again, and in, with undiminished assiduity. To this
marriage her father d:fa::ot urge her, for though,'with an imbecilit
of mind incident to the long wearing-out of his disease, he regretted,
that the union could not be effected, yet was he too well aware of the
unassimilating nature of Mr. Morton’s character and pursuits even
to wish it. But still her father declined amid the privations of
poverty, until his fine understanding became entirely clouded, and it
was when his sufferings might be supposed to be drawing near a close
that Eva, in a paroxysm of agony, became the wife of her persevering
lover. Mr. HowartK survived the completion of this sacrifice only
six months, during which time her husband’s affairs had become a
total wreck, and he himself had fled ¢he country to avoid creditors,
and, as with poetical justice for her infidelity, the full knowledge of
William’s situation had been disclosed in a letter from himself, in
which he likewise informed her of his cousin’s and uncle’s death, and
of his accession to immense property, &c. &c., of his intended return
E:l:licly to claim with her hand the inestimable heart which had long
p his. Yes! Eva learned all this, as she watched in utter deso-
- lation by the side of her dying and unconscious father,—and though
she soon closed that beloved father’s eyes, so tenacious is human na-
ture of existence—that she lived.

The sacred remains were scarcely laid by her mother’s side, when,
in compliance with her husband’s request, who had enlisted into a
regiment under orders for the West Indies, she joined him at —,
but at the very moment of embarkation she was seized with so violent-
an illness, that she was left behind, and the fleet had scudded many
leagues over the Atlantic ere the poor girl awoke to recollection. She
was now a mother, and every feeling of bereavement, of sorrow and
distress was forgotten in the mew and delicious sensations that per-
vaded her youthful heart. She had now something to love, to live for,
to idolize,—a spotless being all her own; and, as with an emotion
akin to infant purity, like a rose-bud sheltering a dew-drop next its
core, she pressed her infant to her bosom, she would find the freshness
of renewed life and invigorated health from its proximity.

The minister of the parish where Eva had hitherto resided, intro-
duced ber to the acquaintance of his brother clergyman at I—, to
which place she had removed soon after the birth of her child, and
was by his kind interest enabled to provide for herself.

William Selwyn had only returned to learn the wreck of all his hap-
piness, and again to wander about the earth; and it was about three
years afterwards, when lingering in the romantic environs of Geneva,
that he learned, from an old English newspaper, the melancholy fate
that had awaited Morton on his arrival at Jamaica,—the whole
regiment to which he belonged having fallen victims to the yellow fever.
Of this account there could be no doubt, as the circumstance was
narrated by an officer who had a personal knowledge of the event.
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Many weeks had not elapsed ere Selwyn presented himself to Eva,
who had long been aware of Morton’s decease, and they were
married, as I have related, with a prospect of happiness seldom to
be met with.
The concluding lines of Thompsoen’s Spring were truly verified in
their lives.
<« What was thé world to them,
Its pomp, its pleasure, and its nonsense all,
Who in each other clap whatever fair
High fancy forms and lavish hearts can wish,
Something than beauty dearer, should they look
Or on the mind, or mind-illumined face,
Truth, goodness, honour, harmony and love,
The richest bounty of indulgent heaven.”

Possessed of immense wealth, they only aYpropriated what was ne-
cessary for their rank in life, bestowing all extraneous dross in pro-
curing happiness for thousands. - They never mingled with what is call-
ed THR WORLD, prizing entire companionship too truly tofritter even
moments away in such heartless association. Their circle was confined
to a few sensible friends, whose literary acquirements, intellectual con-
versation, and freedom from received prejudices incited their own
researches, and kept iway those mental energies, which might
otherwise have stagnated; and, while a mutual participation in
varied resources, prevented that imlg'tion or chasm in sympathy
o frequently in married life the death of affection, a partial re.,
straint heightened, if possible, their succeeding hours of uninterrupt-
ed communion. They would take long excursions amid the sublime
and imposing scenery of their native land, and return with renovated
spirits to dispense their bounties and enjoy tranquillity amid their
own romantic shades. When Jast I visited Dingwall Park,—five
years after their marriage,—they had just returned from one of these
excursions and had only embraced their children,—two besides Fran.
ces being added to their family,—when I entered, and oh, madam, if
happiness was ever personified on earth, it was in the group before me.
The manly face of Mr. Selwyn beamed in tranquil bliss, while his
wife’s had that soul-lit expression, which reminded me of Scottish
melody, that even in its most cheerful airs inspires a melancholy ten-
derer and dearer far than joy. I passed some weeks with them,—
every minutie of which peria{ is indelibly imprinted on my memory.
Ah !- they were indeed weeks of happiness, in each day of which as
many years have since appeared to me to have been comprised. The
day for my departure at length arrived, and was ushered in by one of
those balmy summer mornings which infuses a new tide of life into
existence, and, as I entered the breakfast parlour, it breathed all the
ce of an oriental atmosphere.

A thousand perfumes wafted throngh the glass door which opened
into the garden, the more domestic birds * sang love on ilks bough,”
while the soft wailing of the more distant stock dove-gave an addi-
tional melody to the general poetry of nature. Eva met me from the
garden, enquired for Mr. Selwyn who had not yet made his appear.
ance, and, in order, if possible, to render the room more delightful,

VOL. II E
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called upon me to assist her in gatheriug his favourite flowers to place
afresh in the flower-stands. The breakfast table was drawn near the
garden entrance, his chair placed, &c. &c. yet he came not.

The first half hour of expecting Mr. Selwyn was passed in tolerable
tnn1uillity; but when another Paased, and yet another, she became se-
ricusly uneasy, as even an occasional absence was quite unusual. The
whole day was spent in fruit'.ss searchings and sickening apprehensions,
and evening was approaching when at length Frances came running to
tell us, (it 18 unnecessary to say my departure was postponed,) « Papa
was coming from the water side.”—< Oh my love, are you come at last ¢*
Eva had said, before she fully observed the horror-stricken face of her
husband, who had thrown himself on the first chair that presented it-
self. <« Oh what, what is the matter ?” she exclaimed, as she sank on
her knees before him. Frances, whose affection as a child for Sel
was little short of her mother’s in intensity—altogether she was
most singular child I ever saw—impre with the idea that some-
thing dreadful had happened, also approached him, but he repelied
her with so abrupt a movement, as to throw her against the door.
Blood streamed from her nose, but it was not till clasped in her mo-
ther’s arms, whose white garments soon assumed the same ensanguin-
ed hue, that he seemed to comprehend what had happened, his
anasuish was then so great, that he could scarcely be persuaded he
had not murdered her,—and Eva had been folded again and again to
her husband’s breast, ere his agony found utteranee in words. Then
suddenly tearing himself from her encircling arms, he exclaimed in
broken sentences—* This—this—is crime unsanctioned by God and
man. You are not mine—Eva, my own pure Eva!” Then holding
her face towards him, he noted it with such an intensity of ten-
derness as to drown her very soul in tears, though an indefinable
awe restrained the expression from her eyes, and re y
pressing his cold lips' to her eyes and forehead, be hollowly mur.
mured—* This is the last kiss of earthly love, of earthly joy.” Then
rapidly pacing the room, he muttere({ in broken accents, as if de-
bating within himself. These words were at last distinguished—
“ Oh God of Heaven, aid me i this dread extremity !”—he approach-
ed Eva who, with her face hid by her hands, had sunk on her knees
by a chair. “Thou art right, my love,” he said; « Let us pray”—
and together they supplicated the Almighty disaner of all events for
help in their present need. Notwithstanding their fervour in devo-
tion,—their resignation to the Divine will,—nature, all-powerful nature
still asserted her claims ; and when about half an hour afterwards I en-
tered the apartment, Eva lay to all appearance dead on the floor, and
her husband weltering in blood by her side.

Medical aid being summoned, it was ascertained, that the rupture
of a blood vessel had taken place in Mr. Selwyn. His wife had onl
fainted. Ease of mind and quietude of posture were recommendet{
Ease of mind ! alas poor William ! what could now convert the enve-
nomed rankling of your heart into that inestimable blessing ?

Strolling, as was his wont, on that delicious morning, inhaling,
with a joyous and grateful heart, the goods of God as they breathed
around him, Mr. Selwyn had been startled in his path by a strange
figure of a man whose hat was slouched over his forehead, and whose
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large cloak but imperfectly concealed a coarse military garb beneath.

“ Good morning, sir,” said the stranger in a hoarse tone of voice.
William returned the salutation, mildly adding, « Friend, this path
is private and if you have business at the house, the public access is
more convenient for indifferent travellers”” ¢ I am not an indifferent
traveller ;" replied the man. « How s0?” rejoined William, struck b
the stranger’s pertinacity. ¢ Give me five hundred pounds and I
not tell, or give me nothing and I'll tell,” said the man. Convinced
by such a speech that the poor creature was deranged, he hastened
back in order that the madman might be taken from the grounds, lest
Eva should be frightened at his appearance. 8o, you wo'nt speak,”
said the fellow as, with rapid strides, he overtook bim and seized him
by the arm. “ You will not answer me ; then by the powers above,
thou invader of my r:ﬂm, behold me I” Altered as he was by vice and
cul:ange of climate, unfortunate Selwyn immediately recognized

e man.

He was Richard Morton, the depraved and living husband of his
own wife,—his Eva,—who stood before him. His tale was soon told.
The whole of his regiment, excepting a few individuals, had perished
in the way recorded b{etebe public papers ; and, as he had, uK:r per-
forming quarantine, been admitted into another co he never
troubled himeelf to inform his wife of his escape. In fact, all recol-
Jection of her was effaced from his memory until the return of his re-
giment to a Scettish station, when he had casually heard of her pre-
sent affiuence ; and, as he intended te desert, it was to extort a sum
of money sufficient to support him in a foreign land, not to claim his
wife, that he thus presented himself to her present husband.

In an agony of mind, to which all description would do injustice,
Mr. Selwyn but returned to the heuse to secure the desired sum of
money for Morton, and accompanying him to the nearest sea-port
town, saw him in a vessel fortunately under weigh to sail for America.
In the first tamult of thought William imagined it pessible to conceal
the discovery and these transactions from Eva; but he was soon con-
vinced that such concealment would stigmatise her fair fame by ren.
dering her apparently a conscious infringer of laws human and divine.
The giacloeure was made, and its immediate effect has been detailed.

Had ease of mind been attainable, the situation of Selwyn was not
such as to preclude hope, but, when at the view of Eva, as with the
noiseless assiduities of tender woman she moved around his bed, the
idea occurred, that she was no longer legally his,—that from this
being so delicate—so affectionate—and so exquisitely beloved—an
earthly separation, if he lived, must be the consequence, a fresh effu.
sion og blood ensued and all hope of recovery was abandoned. He
survived one month, and perhaps the most holy felicity of their
hitherto bliasful union was experienced duri at -hopeless

riod, in that lone room, where darkness was only made visible in the

ay by occasional sun-rays penetrating through impalpable interstices
of the window shutters, or in the night by a pale shadowy flickering
from the shrouded rush light. Then, with her cheek pillowed by that
of her beloved, did Eva inhale the inspiration that breathed through
his low and interrupted accents. ¢ Let us bless God, my love,” be
would say, “for the pure happiness we have enjoyed together, and
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for this desirable termination, for how could we live separate here, my
Eva, after we had known what it was to live together. And in those
blessed regions to which we haste, for I feel you will not be long in
following me, my best beloved,—in that city where neither moon nor
sun are required to give light, but where the spirit of love and bliss is
brightness ineffable—where all tears are wiped from all eyes—where
. sorrow cannot enter, neither separation take place,—our short-lived
happiness on earth will be perpetuated to all eternity.”
isease in a different form was making its ravages in another quar-
ter of the house, and which for a fortnight previous to the dissolution
of Mr. Selwyn had required the constant superintendence of an ex-
Erienced physician. Frances and Eva, the two eldest children, had
th been seized by a raging epidemic, and though aware, from the
first attack, of the extremity of the case, such was the unceasing
anxiety of Mr. Selwyn to have his wife constantly in sight, that, ex-
cepting when sleep rendered him insensible to her absence, she could
not be with ‘these dear objects of her affection—and the young Frances
bewailed the privation so touchipgly that poor Eva’s heart was almost
rent in twain. ~
Little did William imagine that during one of these intervals, as
she aguin softly placed herself by him, she had successively cloged
the eyes of her two promising and beloved children. She but re-
mained to see necessary duties performed, to gaze upon their still pare
enshrouded faces~—to press her lips alteynately on each cold feature
and had thep rejoined her husbuu{ never more tp quit his side until
he too left the desolated world. A few hours before his death he
asked to see his children. The little William was brought who,
though he had ew;ﬁed the gpidemic, had pined hourly since deprived
of his usual nourishment from his mother's exbausted bosom—and
so pale and attenuated did he appear, that his father, after pressing
his pallid lip, faintly yet smilingly said, « He will not be long, my
Eva, in rejoining us; dear little fellow, take him a:‘a‘y—l meet
him soon.” He enquired for the others, adding softly, « Oh could
. we all go a family to Heaven!” gazing emphatically on the, represen-
tation of a Holy Family, a piece which hung above the fire-place.
« Then, oh then all my earthly cares would be ended.”— They are
ended, then, my best loved,” breathed Eva, laying her cold cheek to
his, « Frances and Eva sleep in ¢
He never spoke again, whether incapacitated by emotion or ex-
hausted by nature it could not be determined. From an occasional
energy of eye it was theught he might be in prayer, for then he
would press the hand of his beloved closer and closer to his bosom.—
The pressure at length gradually relaxed-—and the sorrows of William
Selwyn had ceased for ever. -
Eva only survived to see her little William coffined by his father’s
side—to breathe ont her soul in thanksgivings to God for thus being
allowed to rejoin them, full of faith, of houpe, and of charity.
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SONG.
BY ROBERT GILFILLAN.

O! THE gowan’s in the glen, an’ the winter is awa’,

An’ through the budding birken tree the simmer breezes blaw,
Ar’ my heart’s wi’ my lassie, though my lassie’s gane frae me—
O! my heart is wi' my lassie, for whaur else could it be ?

Why did she leave the hawthorn vale, for the city’s glitt'ring show ?
She’s no like to the city dames—they’re no like her, ah | no!

Their looks are fu’ o’ warldly pride, but soul is in Aer e'e,

Ar’ ye'se get a blink o’ beauty, gin ye my lassie see !

Ar’ it's—O ! wi’ her to wander far frae the city’s din,

Whaur the bonnie streams meander—the singin’ burnies rin :—
Whaur the laverock is piping his music in the cluds,

An’ the blackbird is pouring his wild notes in the woods !

O! her love is ever true, an’ her heart is ever warm,

An’ her smile to nature’s loveliness, it adds anither charm !
0! the iowan's in the glen, an’ the Iilrs on the lea,

A’ my heart is wi’ my ldssie—whaure’er my lassie be !

L ]

REMARKS ON SACRED POETRY.

. BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

THERE is poetry in scenery, situation, action and expression. The
eye looks upon poetry when it beholds the moonbeams dreaming on the
sea, or when awoke by the breeze, ten thousand times ten thousand
undulations glitter on its bosem, like innumerable flambeaus spring-
i;ink from the deep. » Th(:gills and the ri';;rs of childhood, a:;.d that
speaks of nativity—s in poetry. ere is in the partin,
of lovers,—the ;yeetu‘:; of fri}:):;s:—y—in' the solita]:';etﬁl;{:eral an Joyfui
bridal. There is poetry in the silent, murderous glances of defiance,
with which two armies survey each other before the conflict,—in the
wild fury of the onset; in the love of country and liberty, which
rises superior to the charge and to death; and in the thundered tri-
umphs of victory. There is poetg in expression, when Moses, in
conveying an idea of the sublime Omnipotence of the Creator, says,
«“ Gody‘ said, Let there be light,—and there was light.’—When Nathan
said unto David—* Thou art the man.”—When Joseph says “Is your
Jather well—the old man of whom ye spake ?” When Homer, at once
describing the Grecian hosts and their purposes, says—

“ From the dark abodes,
Styx pours them forth the dreadful oath of gods "

And eqnal to all but the first I have mentioned was the expression of
Dr. J?Lnaon upon his death-bed, when in answer to an enquiry he
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found he had but few hours to live, he replied—* Then farewell and
leave me,—let no one throw their shadow between me and my God.”
In a word poetry is philosophy on the wings of enthusizsm. It is to
throw the whole heart and the whole mind into whatever we say, do,
or write. The principle rules necessary te the writing of poetry may
be divided into four—the three first make an orator,—the last a hero,—
and the four combined—a poet. The first is—Be in earnest—the se-
cond is—Be vekemently in earnest—the third—Be in earmest even
unto death, and the fourth is— Fear sothing! But to these must be
added intense study, and knowledge of the human heart. A man of
genius without study is like a clock with only a striking weight,
running down at furious random, aud annoying rather than benefiting
society.

In so far as poetry will admit of critical analysis, its compoment
parts may be said to be—feeling, invention and‘fauptiou. poe

Itis by no means an uncommon error to find authors aiming at
sublime aud powerful writing, by means the most opposite and incon-
sistent. Thus we find them writing as thougb sublimity eonsisted
in swelling sentences and sonorous words, and the secret of power
lay in a musical and well rounded period. And the fact is, they are
merely crushing an emmet beneath a mountain of clothing, or
placing a tigmy upon stilts. Sublimity and power lie in the idea;
therefore the more simply and naturally they are clothed, the more
striking and the more perfect will they appear. Language which is
simple and natural can never be mean language, nor can it ever be
poor and meagre, but it will always be the best, and the fittest that
can be used upon all pu and on all occasions. There is as much
difference between simplicity of language and poverty of lan
as there is between the blythe rosy-cheeked milkmaid, who trips sing-
ing along the meadow with the early sun, glad as the lark that joins
ber in chorus,—and the poor shivering, half-clad beggar, who with
hunger deepening in his eyes, and disease upon his cheeks, begs as a
luxury to be permitted to lie down upon the straw with the beasts of
the field. Now, considered apart from their inspiration, it is this
very simplicity which gives force, and additi beauty, to the
power sublimity of the llmel;ry of the Scriptures. Evenin our
translation it possesses a loveliness, a quaintness, and freshness, which
no other poem possesses in the original, unless perhaps we are to ex-
cept the Iliad of Homer, whose style frequently aprrs to have been
formed upon the same principles. Such indeed is the simple and un-
affected beauty of the composition, that we may conceive the Holy
8pirit not only inspired the sublime conceptions and declarations of
the sacred poems, but in fact guided, or rather chose and dictated
the very words and form of expression. Here there is nothing redo~
lent,—nothing inflated. The words are “few and well chosen.”
The language is plain as the subject is lofty, simple as its truths are
important and eternal ; and well might the inspired penman say, “ he
who runs, may read.” Every word was equally understood by the
publicans and sinners, as by the scribes, the rulers and the chief
priests, and was equally adapted to their capacity. Now, whenever
a man, as was the case with the sacred writers, feels the magnitude of
his subject, and has it seriously at heart, whether he speak or write,
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the most natural and consequently the most simple form of expression
will be the first to present itself,—and whatever affected critics may
say about uste,—hti:d is t:e only true taste, thoalvlvilll make use of btk;
language so presented to his imagination. For all language is in
taste which Pis not the most u:qmi; for the subject. It was in this
simple and natural language, that the master-charm of a Demosthenes’
or a Cicero’s orations lay. It was from the Janguage being universally
understood, that

« resistless eloquence
Wielded at will a fierce democracy.”

Most of our Biblical critics have exhibited infinite labour, to point
out the laws of and affix measures to the poetry of the Bible. I cannot
sy that I consider them generally as having been very successful in
their task. But whether the transcendent odes and hymns, with
which the Scriptures abound, were measured by any forms of verse, or
sung to the timbrel, the harp, and the ten stringed instrument, with
pieces of music adapted to each like many of our own beautiful an-
tt::ma, in no way interferes with the matchless poetry with which

teem.

nd not only is ‘phin and natural language the only legitimate
form of expression for the powerful and sublime, but it 18 even more
obviously the proper clothing of the tender and pathetic. David's
uneqnal[yed lament over Saul and Jorathan is an irresistible proof of
this. Language to be effective ought never to have the appearance of
being studied. Poetry knows no language but that of the heart, and
when dressed in the artificial garb of the schools, its beauty is hidden
beneath the « foreign aid of ornament.”

Next to its unadorned style, the distinguishing excellence of Serip-
ture Poetry is derived from the subject, and the ardent, glowing and
holy enthusiasm of the writers. The inspiring principle of their muse
was Faith ; not the cold languid faith of mere believers ; but « Faith
working by love™—Faith in many instances “ perfected by sight”—
Faith such.as the apostle describes in the eleventh chapter of his
epistle to the Hebrews. It was a living fire in their hearts, glowing,
bursting upon, and illuminating their s. I hope—I almost be-
lieve, that one, who is not convinced of the everlasting importance of
the sacred writings, would not come to bear a Lecture on Poetry. I
trust, I believe,—with the Poetry of the prophets and the holy men
of old, you are all acquainted. It was the first Poetry I was ever
taught to lisp,—it was the first with whose existence I was made ac.
quainted. It was the first, and I hope it will be the last with us all,
Even considered as mere poems, apart from their eternal importance,
where is the historian who has dipped his pen in the poetic, the just,
the sublime descriptions of Moses ? Where is the poet who has equalled
him in his episodes, which, instead of merely relieving the flagging
attention of the reader, are delightful and necessary links, in hurry-
ing on the parration. Who has forgot the day when he wept over
Abraham journeying to Mount Moriah to offer up his well-beloved
oon Isaac ; and utterance failing when, arrived at the appointed place,
the intended victim said unto gis agonised father, “ Behold the fire
and the wood—but where is the lamb for a burnt-offering ?” Or who
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bas forgot the day, when he read and re-read, and wept and wept
again, over Joseph's being sold into Egypt ; followed him through all
his sufferings and exaltations, and again shed tears of miogled joy
and sorrow, when. the disconsolate patriarch exclaims, «“ Joseph is not,
<—and 8imeon is not—and will ye take away Benjamin also?” Oh,
where is the heart of believer, or unbeliever, that has not melted at
Poetry like this? Where is the Essic that can equal in its awful sub-
limity and the successful arrangement of its machinery the wonderful
poem called after its hero,~Job? Homer, in the exuberance of his
unbounded imagination and invention, runs frequently into redun-
dancy and confusion in the multiplication of metaphors ; butin Moses
and the sacred Poets, there is not a word too much. Where is there
a hymn of triumph like that of Miriam? gratitude! ‘patriotism !
wty! joy —bounding like a stream of fire throu&h eveg line.

here is there to be found the Poetry of sarcasm like that of Elijah’s
quiet, bitter, triumphant rebuke of the worshippers of Baal—« Call
louder!” or « Perhaps he is upon a journey!” Or has not the Shep-
herd king in his psalms and his songs of praise combined all that is
beautiful and magnificent in Poetry? How overwhelmingly sublime
is his description of the God of Israel, who ¢ bowed the%eams and
came dotwn,” « who rode upon the wings of the wind !” how awful is the
image of the  thick darkmess” of the ¢ earth shaking and trem-
bling,” of the « hills smoking and removing out of their place,” and
the % foundations of the deep opening, at the blast of the breath of his
nostrils !” Where is there to ﬁ found a union of all that is beautiful
in pastoral poetry, and perfect in song, equal to his 23d Psalm. «The
Lord is my shepherd ; he maketh me to lie down by the guie¢ waters.”
This inimitable song must be dear to us all, it steals the mind back
to the quiet peaceful days of childhood, when its numbers were the
evening and morning whisperings of our pillow '—Days ! guileless and
peaceful as its own never to be equalled strains. I think it is ::g)oa.
sible to read or repeat the Psalm, without feeling ourselves
better than we really are, and something of the innocence of early
yeara revisiting our bosom. In a different spirit, but equally poeti-
cal, is the 132d, sighing through the heart in a strain of sorrow,
and rousing it to vengeance and indignation, where he says—

“ By Babel’s streams we sat and wept.”  Although the conclading
part of this Poem is generally omitted in our metrical versions, 1 con-
sider it as a whole toﬁ perhaps the most perfect ode in any language.
In speaking of Job, I forgot to mention that awful embodiment of a
spiritual substance in the fourth chapter, which without being repre.
sented as substantial is fel¢ by the very reader as though it were tan-
gible. But passing over tze power of Ezekiel, and the pathetic
strains of Jeremiah, turn we to the mightiest master o:d song tg“;i.e'“
appeared upon the earth,—the gorgeous, impassioned, an ry
Tsaiah, befors whom Meonides himself shrinks back, and from whomn
Virgil copied one of his best productions.

Think of the ghostly welcome of the Egyptian king and their wek
come brother. Where is the Jew or where is the Gentile that can read
without awe, without feeling, without delight, his fifty-third chapter,
commencing ““ Who hath believed our report? And to whom is the
arm of the Lord revealed? For he shall grow up before him as a
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tender plant,—as a root out of a dry ground.”—And again “He was
led as a lamb to the slaughter ; and as a sheep before her shearers is
dumb, so he opened not his mouth.” The poetry of this beautiful chap-
ter can only be equalled by the wonderful, the literal fulfilment of
the glorious prophecy. And not less exquisite is the fifty-fitth chap-
ter beginning, < Ho! every one that thirsteth come ye to the waters,
and ye who have no money, come ye, buy wine and milk, without
money and without price.” This is a poem which we might read
every day in our lives, and every day with new delight. I might re-
fer to many of the Proverbs in their terseness and truth; and es
cially to t{e excellent poetical imagery of the twelfth chapter of
Ecclesiastes beginning « Remember thy Creator in the days of thy
th, while the evil days come not, nor the years draw nigh when
thou shalt say I have no pleasure in them.” And while speaking of
the writings of Solomon, it may be expected that I should refer to his
pastoral poem called Solomon’s Song. 1 certainly am convinced of its
tical beauties ; but at the same time, making all allowance for the
titude of eastern imagery, I do think the metaphors occasionally ex-
travagant, and perhaps I may be excused in saying, that I am one of
those who ‘consider its character questionable. And these are my
reasons for not speaking of it in higher terms at this moment. But
it is not only in the Ohf Testament, that we meet with splendid poe-
try, but the New is filled with poems of equal beauty and superior in-
terest. Not to mention the whole Book of the Revelations, the mere
bistory of our Saviour is a poem in itself of the deepest and most sa-
cred interest ; and were we to point out individual passages of s::fasa.
ing beauty and sublimity, I would refer to the temptation in the wilder-
ness—his agony in the garden, when the gnilt of a past, a present, and
a future world, gushed upon his sight, and fell upon his spirit,—to his
crucifixion, resurrection and ascension,—to all the parables,—they are
all poetry. What poem equals the description of the rich man and Laza-
rus, in the awfulness of its character, in the power with which it is writ-
ten? Who is insensible to the poetry of the « seed sown by the wayside?”
—but most of all to the most instructive and beautiful of all poems—
the parable of the Prodigal son? the poor miserable being is ever pre-
sent to the eye,—we ever see him as he is—carousing at the banquet,
——{?minlf, mourning, fainting, and repenting in the field, and “fain
to have filled his belly with the husks which the swine did eat, but no
man gave unto him!” Oh! how often has his exlcamation “ How
many hired servants of my father’s house have bread enmough and to
spare, while J perish with hunger !” been responded in agony by thou-
sands. We behold him again on his journey, and Akear him exclaim
as he falls down before his father “Father! I have sinned against
heaven and in thy sight I” Longer I will not dwell upon the subject.
And in conclusior I would add,—that where the poetry of the Bible
is once implanted in the infant mind, whether by our father’s fire-
side, or in those chiefest of British blessings our Sabbath Schools,
it will never be forgotten—it will never depart from us. It will be a
spirit speaking in our souls for ever. We may grow up, and we may
mingle with the world, and we may cast our Bibles far from us, and
we may become wicked men, and thoughtless women; but ah! those
whispers of eternal truth, though even thought to be forgotten by
VOL. I F
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ourselves, will return, and return again, and when we wander in soli-
tude, or lie sleepless on our pillow in the darkness of midnight, they
will gush back upon our guilty minds, in texts, in verses, and in chap-
ters long, long forgotten. Often, often have I wondered, when portions
of Scripture committed to memory twenty years sago, and which at
any other period I could not have recalled, have rushed back upon my
memory in their perfect form. And oh! may they return, and re-
turn again to us all—now with consolation, and now with the small
still voice of conscience, till they “turn us from the error of our
way,” and “bring forth fruits meet for repentance!” And what
try can so return to the heart, the conscience and the memory, after
ing effaced by years, but that inspired by Him who bhath declared,

“*“My Word shall not return unto me void ; but shall accomplish that
wbic{n I please, and prosper in the thing whereunto I have sent it ?*

L ]

THE STRANGER'S EVENING HYMN.
FROM THE GERMAN OF WERNER.

[The Translator has followed closely the original measure, and en~
deavoured to preserve the very natural and unaffected expression of
deeply pensive feeling which characterizes this pathetic effusion of
Werner.]

I've come adown the mountain side ;
The valley’s still ; murmurs the tide;
Slowly I wander, full of care,

And ever calls a deep sigh~—< Where 2’

The Sun seems here to me so cold,—

The bloom all faded,—life so old,—

And what you say—mere empty sound ;—
I am a stranger on this ground.

Oh! where art thou, my land belov’d,
Long sought and fancied, ne'er yet prov'd,—
Thou land to hope so green and fair ?
Thou land where roses scent the air?

Where my fond dreams aye love to stray,—
Where friends long lost dl greet the day;
The land whose speech I know indeed ?
The land so rich in all I need ?

I wander still and full of care,

And ever asks a deep sigh— Where ?’
The air gives back responsive sound—

* Where thou art not, joy smiles around.’

00
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CRITICAL NOTICE.

The Immortality the Soul; with other Poems. By David
Mallock, A. M.—Holdsworth and Ball—London.—pp. 152. 8vo.

Nxver was Poetry at such a low ebb as at present. We do not
mean, however, that there is a dearth of talent, but that publishers
cannot find purchasers. No man, who can gain a livelihood otherwise,
will think o?appl ing to the Muses for the means of subsistence ; and
not even Fame—breathing blandishzlnents from ber iilvi; trgp, and
lavishing promises of posthumous glory—can provoke the Laureate-
Bard or anpyroof his brother—stars to shed upon politic-clouded Britain
a single ray of Epic or Lyric lustre. They seem to bave undergone
a total and irrecoverable eclipse, or shifted their position in the literary
ther, to lighten l;::y world l;il;):dhebworld of dLetters. For some tir:i:

their place has been usu y pretenders to starry magnitu
mt, brightul:ss ; and the patronizers oP the Fine Arts—rzmong which
we rank Poetry—have frequently been deceived by advertised puffs
and puffing advertisements.

At this juncture, when the minds of men are fixed on one great
object to the exclusion of every other, we should have thought it ha-
zardous to speculate on an article which, the booksellers complain,
seldom pays well, and rarely secures to the author an adequate re-
muneration. Need we mention Milton, or a few of the thousand, who
were 80 pinched in life that they may be said to have died both in and
with dilz:::lty? We are aware there are private circumstances and
considerations, with which the public are not supposed to be ac-

uainted, that may induce some to rum.all pecuniary risks, and brave
&e brant of critical sagacity. But to the point. ’

With unmingled pleasure we anticipated the publication of the
volume before us, and believed it would give the earnest of supplying a
desideratum long felt—a pure, classical, and sterling Poet. Qur warm-
est hopes, our most sanguine wishes have been realized. The whole
production breathes a divine fervour ; taste is displayed on every page ;
each line is marked with grace and beauty. What our author him-
self applies to Campbell, we may safely and justly assert of Aim,—

+ HE clalms the golden harp and houled tougue.’

Besides being a rich, elegant and barmonious composition, this de-
lightful volume embraces every conceivable ment which an Essay-
ist might adopt as the entire adductions of n upon the subject.
They occur in the following order,—The universal belief of Immor-
tality ; Monumental Remembrances; the Love of Fame ; the delight
whi(i the mind feels in picturing ideal scenes of purity and bliss,
pointing to a higher state of existence ; the Unit{ and Immateriality
of Mind; Reflection on the combined powers of the Intellect and the
Imagination, impressing us with the conviction of its Immortality ;
the power of the Soul in giving life to inanimate objects, proving her
own plenitude of. that principle ; the power of Conscience—Remorse
pointing to future retribution ; the progressive nature of Mind, shew-
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ing its capability for eternal duration ; the mysterious darkness which
hangs over the moral ‘world, contrasted with the Penevolence of God,
forcing upon us the conclusion, that, since He is Goodness, this gloom
will be dispelled in a future existence ; Hope ; the unequal distribu-
tion of rewards and punishments in this life, having reference to
another ; and “ Intimations of immortality from early reminiscences.*

Afraid to trust our feelings, we shall withhold further eulogy, and
permit the ‘readers of the succeeding extracts to pronounce such terms
of praise as they may deem fitting.- The first we entitle

EcypT.

Mysterjous Land ! where Darkness lov'd to rear
Her throne of clouds, o’er Time’s revolving year,
And vainly hop'd man’s Science-beaming eye
Might never pierce the deep gloom of her sky,
Where are thy wonders ! wﬂerq thy mysteries now 2
Unveiled thy form—untressed thy sullen brow !
Thy hundred-gated Cities, where are the(?

Thy tow’ring gomes that hail’d the purple day,
Thy Temples and thy Palaces? The blast

Of with’ring Death hath o’er thy glories pass'd,
And crumbling Piles, and Monuments alone,
Mark the sad spot where Egypt’s splendour shone.

From the Second Part we take a scene of Summer Noon and Moon-'
light i ; . ummer AXoon ¢ :

Summrer NooN.

*Tis summer noon! The ethereal charioteer

Has climb'd the loftiest steep in his career,

And from his golden turret, hung on high,

Pours in full foods his radiance down the sky.
Windless the heavens—the circumambient air,
Moveless, proclaims that Mightiness is there.
Breathless the world—as with a mantling pall,

Silence, in grandeur, has envelop'd all ;° '

Hush'd is the torrent’s voice—the insect’s wing,—
Death'reigne—vain thought !—'tis Beauty slumbering !

MoonvLiGHT.

Lo! from their shadowy sleep the hills arise,

A mellow’d lustre bright'ning round the skies ;
Now has the orbed Queen who rules the night
Walk'd o’er the mountains, with her silver light
Soothing the Darkness—who, in mildest mood,
Meets her caress—and deigus thus to be woo'd ;—
Has the pale maiden gain’d her skiey tow'r,

That topples in the Heavens, at midnight hour—
Transcendent scene—lo! silence deeper still
Eunwraps the universe, all beautiful.
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What can be finer than this?— -

The laughing sky—the music of the deep ;
The dallying ;‘lzs that o'er the mendow]; creep ;
The moonlight dancing on the waters blue ;
The morning mountains rob’'d in rosy hue ;

- The gentle-minded lilies—the calm bow'rs ;
The fragrant breath of ever-blooming flow’rs ;
The droning beetle—the glad Aumming bee ;
The frugal ant—the and the free;
The gilded insects at their airy play ;
The small birds warbling on the dewy spray ;
The lark, M ist of light and song ;
The ethereal King, that loves to soar along ;
The home-stead guard, that greets the opening dawn ;
The sportive hare that gambols o’er the lawn ;
The mingled swell of happiness that floats
Around, above, pourd from a thousand throats '—
Mark well the phrases—words of love intense,
They shadow forth—SuBLIME BENEVOLENCE !

The minor poems, which accompany “THE IMMORTALITY OF THE
Souw,” are equal to any, and superior to most pieces of the kind.
Two of them appeared in the Border Magazine, in one case consider-
ably altered ; and, as we have reached the extremity of our limits, we
shall quote one and resur to them again :—

SOENE,
From Arthur's Seat, near Edinburgh.

"T1s a dull summer eve—the light of day

In leaden splendour fades along the deep,

On whose dark waters there are seen to sleep,
Like drowsy wave-birds, with their pennons grey
Folded—full many a gallant bark and gay.

Black are the Heavens—Night mantles o'er the sky
Like a huge fun'ral pall! no glittering star -
Spangles the death-formed coverlet,—the war

Of Earth, and Air, and Ocean, hath pass'd by ;
Hush'd is the lark’s shrill song,—the bleating cry
Of the stray’d Lamb comes floating down the vale,
Borne on the slow wings of the flagging gale ;
Now it has reach’d yon misty mountain steep,
And the pain’d dam responds the mournful tale !

And now—ours is an emotion akin to that which filled the breast of
an eminent Divine, on concluding a series of studies on the' Psalms
of David,—the last alone has caused us uneasiness because we grieve
that the VoLUME is done. ’
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MATHEMATICS.
QUESTIONS FOR SOLUTION.

Proposed by Ms. Matihero Pavion, Ela}.
1. The hypothenuse of a right.angled triangle is 85 chaims, and its
area 15 acres; what are the other two sides ?

Proposed by My. Thomas Ingram, Hutton.

2. A weaver wove a web, which was rolled on a beam 22 inches
round ; when the web was finished, it was 33 inches round ; now, if
we allow the thickness of a thread (or the thickness of the web) to be
one-twelfth of the eighth of an inch, what was the length of the web
in yards, allowing it to be yard-wide ?

Proposed by My. William Weatherhead, Swinton.

3. Two men, A.'and B., bought a round piece of woed equally thick
throughout ; A. paid one-third share,~and B. the rest; A. proposes
to have a slip, the whole length of the tree, for his portion. At what

distance from the centre must the line be struck, the diameter being
40 inches?

Proposed by Mr. George Giles, Tweedmouth. : .

4. Being lately employed to surve atrinpgulnconmonbe f
to a certain townshi Fluyxd having loZt the field-book, I mms
that the segments of the base (made by a perpendicular let fall from

the vertical angle) were 177 and 67 chains, and the angle at the ver.
tex 106° 39’ 44”,—required the sides of the field snd also the area.

S To the Editor of the Border Magazine.
IR,

As no answer has red to the 6th Question but an erroneous
one from Mr. W. Weagﬂerhud, Teacher, Swinton, I have sent you
the true solution of the question. Mr. Weatherhead’s first error is
where he takes the latitude of Greenwich as an angle and the diff. of
longitude as a side, and finds the meridian distance (as he says) be-
tween 0° and 5° 50/. But it is quite plain that by this method of
working, the angle should have been the middle latitude between the
two places, by which mistake his meridian distance, difference of lati_
tude, and angle of bearing are all of them wrong. Alsoin hisP. 8. he
states that the Welf Rock and Lisard Point are nearly of the same
Iatitude as that found by calculation: and on this account is at a loss
to know the rlam meant ; but he should have known that they. are not
in the same longitude, for it is quite clear that two or more places
may be in the very same latitude and still be some thousands of miles
apart. I beg leave to state (before I enter on the solution) that as
authors differ in their account of the latitudes and longitudes of
rlwes, I have calculated to the nearest minute, omitting eeconds. The
atitudes and longitude I have made use of are taken from Mr. J.
Robertson, late Librarian to the Royal Society.

SoLuTiOoN.~—As the sun is on the equinoctial, there will be no de-
clination. And having the hour of the day and the sun’s azimuth
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from a well known process in spherical trigonometry, gives the latitude
of the place 51° 29’ N. Therefore Greenwich is the place left. Then
with radius and the difference of longitude, 350, find a meridian
distance (218{l which being increased by about 1-21 of itself, or 10,
a8 I was travelling toward the equator, gives 228 miles. Then 218
and 228 may be taken for the lst and 24 departures. The distance
236.7 and these departures give the angles of bearing between the
two 8 74° 25’ and 67° &’ and also the difference of latitude 64
and 92 miles, or 1° 4’ and 1° 32",

Hence the supposed latitudes are 50° 25’ and 49° 57’ and the me-
ridianal differences of latitude will be 101 and 145. With 101 and
145 taken with their angles 74° 25’ and 67° 5’ the differences of longi-
tude are 362 and 343. 5l'hen by the Rule of Position the true depar-
ture or meridian distance is 221.6 miles. And with this and the dis-
tance the true difference of latitude is 83 miles, or 1° 23’ S. ; this taken
from the latitude of Greenwich leaves 50° 06/ N. for the latitude
come to, and heing on the meridian of 5° 50/ W., gives the latitude
and longitude of the Land's End, England.

Therefore Greenwich is the town I left, and the Land’s End the
place arrived at.

George Giles, Teacher, Tweedmouth.

——
Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

At Armley Honse, near Leeds, on the 12th ult., the Lady of John
Joseph Macbraire, Esq. of Broadmeadows, of a son and heir.
ofAt Cheswick, on the 15th ult., the wife of J. 8. Donaldson, Esq.,

a son.

Here, on the 23d ult., Mrs. R. Fluker, Hidehill, of a daughter.

On the 27th ult., Mrs. Pratt of Adderstone Mains, of a son.

On the 1st inst., at Dunglass, the lady of John Hall, Esq., jun. of
Dunglass, of a son.

Here, on the 3d inst., the wife of Mr. John M. Dickeson, Welling-
ton Terrace, of a daughter.

MARRIAGES.

On the 16th ult.,, at Stannington, the Rev. Robert Green, A. B.,
Vicar of Longhorsley, to Isabella, second daughter of the late George
Hall, Esq. of Stannington Vale, Northumberland.

In Berwick church, on the 25th ult.,, Mr. Alexander Dixon, late
of Coldgate Mill, to Margaret, eldest daughter of Mr. Robert Mil-
burn, Wallace Green.

At Alnwick, on the 26th ult., Mr. George Tate, draper, to Miss
Horsley.

At l%elso, on the lst inst, by the Rev William Kell, Thomas J.
Steel, Esq., one of the Magistrates of this borough, to Miss Mar-
garet Stewart, Bowmount House.

In Berwick church, on the 4th inst., John Brown, ship-carpenter,
lt'o Grace, second daughter of the Rev. A, Kirkwood, Baptist minister
ere,
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At Stonéshiel, Berwickshire, on the 5th inst., by the Rev. J. Ro-
bertson of Celdingham, Robert Hope, Eﬂ" Blinkbonny, Mid-Lothian,
to Anne, daughter of the late William Hunter; Esq., of Pilmure.

Here, on the 6th inst, Mr. William Johnston, surgeon, Glasgow,
second son of the Rev. Mr. Johnston of the High Meeting-house,
deceased, to Miss Trotter; Bridge-street.

DEATHS.

At Paisley, on the 1st ult, Mr. William Maclaren, author of
«The Life of Tannahill,” and several lyric pieces of considerable
merit.

James Thomson, so leng known in the vicinity of Edinburgh b
the title of « the Kinleith bard,” died at Kinleith cottage on the 6th
ult.—Jemmie was a strange old man, a sort of forester to the Duke of
Buccleugh : we are not aware that any of his effusions were ever

rinted, but his tea eups, saucers, plates, &c. were all covered with

is verses, executed at the pottery. He was an honest original, full
of simple vanity, and thought bimself a Burns, who, we believe,
visited him.—Berwick Advertiser. \

At Coldstream, on the 13th ult, Mary, second daughter of Mr.
Henry Melrose, leather-merchant, a%?d 17.

At Kyloe, on the 1lth ult,, Mrs. Fettis, widow of Mr Ralph Fet-
tis, farmer, aged 64.

At Belford, on the 14th ult., Elizabeth, widow of Mr. William
Arkle, innkeeper, aged 63. -

Here, on the 17th ult., Barbara, wife of Mr. William Stevenson,
captain of the Ann smack of this port, aged 43.

At Nesbit, on the 17th ult., John James Walker, youngest son of
Francis Walker, Esq., tenant there.

At Greenwich, on the 18th ult., at an advanced age, Mrs, Davison,
late of Wooler, relict of Mr. James Davison, much and deservedly

rezected.
n the 23d ult., at the Rectory, Ryton, the Rev. Robert Alder
Thorp, eldest son of Robert Thorp, Esq., of Aluwick, clerk of the
peace for Northumberland, in his 35th year, deeply lumented.

Here, on the 26th ult., Mr. George Nicholson, Landing Surveyor
of this port, aged 72. .

At Old Heaton, on the 30th ult., Margaret, eldest daughter of
Mr. John Grey, aged 17. ,

At Coldstream, on the 2d inst., Henry, third son of Mr. Henry
Melrose, leather merchant there, aged 13.

At his house in Union-street, on the 6th inst., John Burn, Esq.,

aged 73.

s

To Readers and Correspondents.

We shall gladly receive Q. Frat's proposed contributions.
EpmMunp Wainscor has arrived.
J. S. H. has our best thanks for his las¢ favour. It shall appear,
if gossible, next month.
hose QuEsTioNs which have come too late for insertion shall be
attended to.
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FRAGMENT IN NATURAL PHILOSOPHY.

IN “The Wonders of the Heavens displayed”—a popular work on
Astronomy, the author, Rev. C. Nelson, proposes a New Theory on
the Proximate causes of Planetary motions in general. And in par-
ticular, he attempts to account for the elliptical orbit of the ea\rtEa in
the following manner:—As the equal action of the sun produces in
the planets—orbits, whose parts vary their distance, the difference or
variation is to be found or must exist in the re-actions of the bodies
which are patients of such equal actions; for if the re-actions are dif-
ferent, the effect of the motions in intensity and direction will pro-

rtionally vary. In the varied re-actions, then, of theseveral planets
is to be found the true mechanical cause of their elliptical orbit. The
relative lengths of levers in systems in equilibrio are universally in
the inverse ratio of the re-actions or momenta of the bodies concerned.
In this case the levers are the portions of the medium of space, lying
between the bodies and these levers, or portions of the gaseous space
will vary as the re-actions. The mass and velocity of the sun are,
however, uniform, and so is the mass of the earth; the only variable
quantity, then, is the velocity of the earth; and in this variable ve-
locity lies the varied re-action, which varies the length of the
lever of space, and which by consequence produces the elliptical orbit
of the earth.

If we keep in view this unerring mechanical prim‘!liﬂ:, we shall
easily determine the variable force which converts circular into ellip-
tical orbits. It might be difficult, if, while the same phenomena
existed, we found a planet consisting entirely of homogeneous fixed
matter. All its re-actions would then be uniform, if acted upon by
one uniform force, and a-circular orbit would be the necessary result.
The earth, one of the planets, and that from which we must reason in
regard to the rest, is, on the contrary, known to be neither fixed nor
homogeneous. It consists for the greater part, at least on its opera-
tive circumference, of moving and moveable fluids. Those, with refer.
ence to the fixed parts, have, as fluids, the power of accommodating
themselres to external forces, by flowing towards any side unequally.
acted upon, and in this varied centrifugal power exist an unequak
means and cause of re-action in the planets. Nor ought we wholly:
1o lose sight of the different effects of fixation from cold, on two wn-
equal masses of water at both poles.

VOL. II -}
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But if those moveable fluids were equally distributed through or on
a planet, still the varied re-actions would balance one another ; and
though the sum of the re-actions might be greater than if the planets
were a fixed mass, yet the result would be an orbit nearly circular.
We find, however, that upon the earth the fluids are not equally dis-
tributed, and that there is a great preponderance in the southern
hemisphere. On examining a terrestrial globe it will be seen that,
when 1n the tropic of Cancer, the sun passes vertical in a diurnal revo-
lutivn over 200 degrees of land ; but, when in Capricorn, not more
than 90 degrees. Hence the earth’s re-action is necessarily less at
the former time than at the latter ; and accordingly we find, that it’
is then in its Aphelion, and in the latter sign in its £erihelion.

When the sun is in Cancer, his mechanical impulses are directed
towards the fixed masses of Asia, Africa and America; and the os-
cillations of the southern ocean, turned from the sun and coinciding
with his impulses, re-act against the northern hemisphere, diminish
the totality of the re.actions, and carry the earth progressively into
its Aphelion.

On the contrary, when the sun is in Capricorn and vertical over the
most expanded seas, the oscillations of those seas oppose the solar im-
rnlses, re-act with greater force against the fixed masses of the other

emisphere, and, by thus increasing the terrestrial velocity or momen-
tum, shorten the lever or diminish the distance, carrying the earth
P ively into its Perihelion.
other statement of the same theory is given thus:—If we
suppose the earth at its mean distance when the sun is nearly
vertical over the equator, as in the first degree of Libra, the mutual-
impulses of the sun and earth are then as the square of the distances
as the quantities of matter. The sun (i. e. the earth) advances
then in its orbit, as commonly speaking, to the first degree of Scorpio.
Here, the declination having i , the oscillations of the waters
or centrifugal force of the earth coincides more nearly with the
of the solar impulses, by which the terrestrial force is neutralized
and its re-action diminished. This diminished re-action is then to be
measured in equilibrio by an increase of distance or lengthened radius-
rector which still is inversely as the square.

The declination increases as the sun advances, and the solar im-
pulses and greatest terrestrial action approximate when the earth
arrives at its Perihelion. The reverse of the process then takes
place as the declination becomes more northerly i:rssing from Capri-
corn to Cancer, where the plane of the terrestrial force or swing of
the great southern Ocean is at the greatest angle with the e of
the solar impulses ; and then the opposition of forces diminishes the
terrestrial re-action, so as to lengthen the radius-rector to the higher
upsides of the orbit.

A third representation of this mechanical theory is expressed in
the following terms:—The waters are at present, by the peculiar ac-
commodation of the Perihelion forces, impelled in masees into the
southern hemisphere in consequence of their increased momentum of
oscillation and the diminishing re-action of the mass while in Perihe-
lion. If the earth consisted of fixed parts only, the sun and earth’s
action would be reciprocally equal. t as the sun’s action is perio-
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dically vertical to 8 body of water which moves and accommodates
itself to that action, so the re-action of the earth is unequal. Hence
the earth falls into Perihelion, when its re-action is diminished by
water, and ascends into Aphelion, when its re-action is increased by a
fixed surface.

Now, I beg leave te submit to those of your readers who are
acquainted with Astronomical Philosophy whether there is not a sys-
tem of mutual inconsistency pervading these three distinct statements.
If any of your correspondents would have the goodness to give me his
opinion on the mechanical principles and facts involved in the theory,
in itself so important, yet so full of confusion and contradiction and
inconsistency in the terms in which it is exhibited ; I should feel very
much gratified. About 1790, a Mr. Jenkins published an. Essay on
Planetary Motion, in which he controverted the Newtonian doctrine
of gravitation and attraction, and also the theory of Tides founded on
that doctrive. His arguments are as follow :—

1. There can be no progression from inferiority to superiority with-
out arriving at a poigt of equality.

2. The te centrifugal power, being once inferior to the sun's
attraction, can gever become superior to it without the planets’ arriv-
ing at a point in the orbit ‘where the centrifugal force and the sun’s
attraction must be perfectly equal.

3. The centri force the sun’s attraction can never become
perfectly equal without causing the planets to revolve in a perfect circle.

4. The ganets can never move in ellipses, while the centrifugal
force and the sun’s attraction exist, nor can the centrifugal force and
the sun’s attraction operate, while the planets move in ellipses.

After illustrating each of these pesitions at some length, he ad-
duces other argnments against the tmry of gravitation, founded on
the moon’s revolution round the earth, &e. ﬁ‘:then proposes a new
theory subject, as he says, to fewer incumbrances, and capable of
clearer proofs. And an essay on the solar system has been lately pub-
tished in Aberdeen, in wiuc{ the author attempts to show that the
moon has a imagnetic pole which is at all times attracted to the earth.
He attempts also to prove that all the planets are becoming: more
buoyant ; that this is the proximate cause of fixing their orbits in
the system, and that the light of the sun is the element in which all
the :Lneta float and move.

7 J. 8. H.

L
FLODDEN FIELD.
BY LAWRENCE GLENDALE.

Now stand I, Flodden! on thy charnel ground,
And much I love to gaze upon the scene ;
To cast mine eyes in pensiveness around,
And muse on what thou art—what thou bast been.
Wild, wayward fancy wings to days of yore,
When wasting war, with frightful death allied,
And silent grief and terror by their side,
Stalked o’er the upland hill that flowed with human gore.
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Oft have I sighed o'er history’s sullied
b mas St b the iy of thy aer
And told in tales of blood the ruthless nﬁn
That strewed the field with many a gallant name.
No spot of all the wide-extended field
But to some warrior has supplied a grave,—
But shrines the ashes of the truly brave,
Whose love to either king he with {is life-blood scaled.

Peace tq your shades, ye once-lamented dead !
My soul reflective, from its inmost core,
Breathes in soft whispers, ag I lonely tread,
In musing mood, your silent ashes o’er |—
Where is the rancour that inflamed each brave
And martial spirit to avenging strife '—
Ah here it ceased with the last sigh of life—
And friends and keenest foes partake a common grave.

O there’s a thoughtful, M]{-pleasin gloom
Enwraps the soul, if we but t upon
The hallow'd spot that proved a nation’s tomb :—
And as the senseless sleepers were all known
To us, as that in each we’d lost a friend,
A glow impulsive the wrapt breast inspires
With warlike feelings,—wakes the slumbering fires,—
As if the spirits of the dead did with our spirits blend.

No trophied figure serves to point the place

Where Scotia’s « forest flowers” so nobly fell ;
Nor rudest bust the sacred spot to trace

On which her monarch bade the world farewell.—
But ever hallowed be their lonely bed,

And'ever cherished and revered their name ;—

Th’ immortal muse shall celebrate their fame,
And in historic page thejr names be "rolled and read.

The mountain bee, as with its drowsy boom
It wings the field, shall hum their requiem ;
Spring’s sweetest flow’rs in countless myriads bloom
Upon their lonesome tombs ; and over them
The prickly pines their sombre branches wave ;—
ile ’neath the moon, as sweeps the ev'ning gale,
Ten thousand sprites shall raise their plaintive wail,

And Morn her chrystal tears weep plenteous on their grave.

No royal pride doth now annoy their breast,—
No tyrant's frown disturbs their sound repose,—
No fear of cong’rors interrupts their rest,—
Nor hate of those who were their deadliest foes.
Cease, vain ambition! cease to call it fame—
Against a brother's life to raise thine arm ;
To fill the world with feuds and wild alarm,
And by the spread of death to seek a deathless name.
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GLENGORROCH.
A SKETCH.
BY EDMUND WAINSCOT, A. M.

Tur clan of Glengorroch had long been staunch adherents of the
ill-starred house of Stuart, and in 1715, when an ineffectual struggle
was made by a descendant of that family to regain the sovereiguty of
Britain, their chieftain had fallen a victim to his Jacobitism on the
ﬂains of Kilsythe. After his decease the chieftainship devolved upon

is only son Evan, then about thirty years of age, but who from pruden-
tial motives had been left at home {y his father on the out-breaking of
the insurrection, though he yielded not even to him in his attachment
to the survivors of that race, nor in the ardour of his Jacobitical prin-
ciples. With his years his geal for the cause in which his father had
suffered seems to have proportionally increased, since after the death
of his lady, by whom he was left one beautiful daughter, we find him
manifesting so intense an interest in its behalf as to be paying fre-

uent visits to the exiled monarch at his mock court of St. Germains.

erhaps the severity of the government, by which the extensive pos-
sessions of his ancestors had been reduced within the narrow compass
of a few acres of waste and barren land, contributed not a little to keep
alive this devotiox;:gl thedcsuse of fKt’ng James by exciting within him a
corresponding hatred and spirit of revenge against the reigning famil
of answickg. Be that a:pit may, we freé f:‘vertheless lgenrtagn tbag
when Prince Charles Edward, thirty years subsequent to the unsuc-
cessful attempt which had proved fatal to his father, landed in the north
to commence anew a struggle for the dethronement of King George,
he found no one more ready to aid him in his enterprise than the poor,
bat proud-spirited chieftain of Glengorroch.

IT was on a fine still evening in the autumn of 1745 that the clans.
men of Glengorroch, with their aged chieftain at their head, marched
from the Highland glen of that name to share the fortunes of Prince
Charles Edward who had reared his standard on the heath of Glenfin-
nan. Their wives and children were collected in groups on the side

of the Gorroch mountain, in order to enjoy as long a view as possible -

of the ‘tartaned warriors” The anxious though somewhat proud
interest, with which they gazed on their departing forms, deepened
in proportion as the distance between them was magnified ; and when
at length an abrupt winding of the glen carried their kinsmen one by
one from their sight, a simultaneous shriek, or rather yell, burst from
the female multitude. Then, baving gazed for some time on the par-
ticular object of their love or affection, they hastily pressed their
weeping children to their bosoms, and slowly gegan to move down the
acclivity of the mountain to their hamlet in the vale below, to muse
in silence on the strange enterprise that was taking their relatives
‘awa frae the land o’ the mountain and heather ;’—while Lady Helen,
the daughter of their chieftain, returned in sorrow to the old castle
or tower of Glengorroch which reared its high and somewhat dilapi-
dated turrets on the summit of a.precipitous cliff that projected from
the northern side of the mountain.
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With the proceedings of Prince Charles, after his being joined
the Glengorroch and other disaffected clans, our readers are too wel
acquainted to require any further information- from us. They will
recollect that on the evening prior to the battle of Preston the ro
army, under the command of Sir John , lay encamped om that
wide and then barren plain which extends between the village of
Tranent and the sea ; whereas the insurgent forces occupied the gen—
tle slope of a hill a little northward of that vi‘l‘mhan extensive and
intricate morass, which has now disappeared under the improvements
of modern agriculture, stretching between them. Thus were the rival
armies situated on the wet foggy night of the 30th September
1745, awaiting the approach of the dawn to commence the onset.
The hardy mountaineer, accustomed to deeds of slaughter snd blood-
shed, lay wrapt in his tartan plaid on the bare ground in profound
repose ; while many a less ceurageous Lowlander, who had either
joined in the enterprise in a fit of enthusiasm or from a spirit of reta-
liation engendered by wrongs received from those in authority, heard
the the sentinels as fey changed guard, and viewed the watch..
ﬂli‘:es lazing on the plain with feelings of a far from pleasing

ind.

, On that night, as the chieftain of Glensm'oeh sat in his tent, after
his brother officers had retired to their slumbers, meditating on the
probable issue of the morrow’s engagement, there entered the form of
an aged Highlander, accoutred in a full suit of armour ; but his body
was bowed down with the load of years, and the sword which hun
unsheathed by his side was reddened with gore, that flowed in a dar
purple stream from a wound in his side. His face was uncarthly pale,
the features being contracted into a convulsive grir, rather, however,
betokening a feeling of acute pain than of displeasure. The spectre
(for such it was) glided toward the spot where the chieftain was sit-
ting, and then, fixing his lustreless eyes npon him, he pronounced
in a solemn sepulchral tone— Glengorroch, prepare, for thy hour is
coming ! Ere the morrow’s sun hath set, the last chieftain of Glen.
gorroch shall be no more !”"—and as the voice died away, the figure
became gradually more and more indistinct, till at length it almost
disappeared. At first, the chieftain had tried to speak and ask the
ofticer, whom he then conceived the apparition to be, the cause of so
unexpected a visit, when suddenly the idea of his being in the pre.
sence of Dhorach nan Dhu, the mysterious being who was supposed
to preside over the destinies of his race, flashed upon his minmd
rendered every effort to speak for some time abortive; though his
mind remained little more affected than might be attributed to sur-
prise at so strange a sight. During the vision, he sat boldly gazing
on the spectre, and instead of appearing alarmed or daunted at the
appalling annunciation, a smile ors:dness played upon his aged fea-
tures, and on regaining his speech, just as the apparition was gliding
out of sight, he calmly exclaimed—

“Spectre ! Phantom ! or whoever thou art who hast thus kindly
come to warn me of m{ approaching doom, de{nrt not, I pray thee,
till thou hast likewise foretold to me what shall be the destiny of the
heiress of our house, that when the fatal blow shall fall upon his head,
Glengorroch may die in peace !”
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While he spoke, the spectre entir]:}iy vanished, but at the further
end of the apartment the form of a lady in tears, and in deep mourn..
ing, was seen approaching a gloomy convent, at the portal of which
stood a train of nuns attired in the unostentatious garb of the sister-
hood. As the figure of the lady entered the convent, the tent re-
sounded with the solemn tones of the organ, which ceased, on the
novice and the nuns disappearing, and the gates being closed. Glen-
gorroch sat for some time with his eyes rivetted to the spot where the
vision bad melted away, efl:ﬁnged in dee;il thought. At length he
f"e utterance to the painful emotions which overcame him at the
atter apparition.

¢ And is it even s0o? are thus all my high fancies to be blasted for
ever ? and is it to fare thus hard with the last remnant of Glengor-
roch ! Alas! my poor child—how are all thy father’s proud hopes and
wishes for thy happiness in a moment departed, and the heart, which
could have smiled upon its own misfortunes, made to weep tears of
blood for thine !”

During the remainder of the night he continued to pace backward
and forward, his mind engrossed by the most melancholy reflections.
The dawn at length began to break, and they were interrupted by the
entrance of his old and faithful domestic Dugald Glen, a Lowlander
by birth, but whose long servitude had caused him to be considered
by his master rather in the light of a confidant than an ordinary.
serving-man. He entered the tent with a smile on his countenance,
which became dily dispelled as he observed that of his master
overcast with a look of unusual sadness. Without paying much at-
tention to the old man, who had now intruded himself into his pre-
sence, Glengorroch continued his perambulations, engaged in the
same gloomy reverie as previous to Dugald’s appearance. By this time
day-light had advanced so far as to render the torch, which continued
to blaze upon the floor of the apartment, altogether superfluous. This

uickly attracted Dugald’s notice, who remarked, as he extinguished
blazing faggot, that it was ¢ neither mair nor less than sinnin’ ains
mercies to use baith day an’ torch light at the same time ;” and this
ke did in a louder tone of voice than usual, chiefly with a view of
arousing his master from his reveries, that he might ascertain what
bad given rise to the painful reflections, which from long experience
of his habits, he readily saw, were passing in the chieftain’s mind.
The latter, at the loud exclamation of Dugald, turned hastily round,
and speedily assuming his wonted smile said to the venerable valet—
“ So, Dugald, you are quickly afoot,—~you, for one, seem determined
not to be ward in the fight :—how the time, Dugald ? is the
prince astart yet? and how are our English friends locking this
morning !”

“ Please your honor,” replied Dugald, bowing respectfully, “ the sun
is just beginning to keek out frae the clouds owre Berwickaw: an’
as for the Prince, he's been rinnin’ frae ane tent to anither this half
hour, an’ I doubt not will be wi’ your grace i’ the crack o’ a nut shell ;
an’ when I cam ben, the Southrens were putting out their fires and
seemed to be in an unco flurry. But i’ the name o’ the Holy Virgin,
what’s making you look sae pale an’ fearsome—I declare your cheeks
are as white as a snaw-hall or_a sliced turnip—it canna be that your



56 ‘GLENGORROCH.

honor's fear'd for the day’s work ; but aiblins you may find yourself
owre weak to fight at your time o’ life, an’ nae wonder ¢”

¢ Fear hath ever been a stranger to the heart of our race, Dugald,”
rejoined the chieftain, reassuming the thoughtful look which had
been dispersed by the appearance of his attendant, «and at no period
during my long life did I feel mgself more able or willing to wield my
sword manfully than to-day. But if my face be, as you say, paler
than usual, it is owing neither to fear nor weakness:—other and
weightier causes are required to drive the colour from my face, and
alas! these have been sent enough to curdle every drop of blood in my
veins—but thou knowest them not, Dugald, and it is better thou
should’st not, for thine old eyes will mayhap have closed in death ere
the last event come to pass”—

« By the holy St Peter,” said the old man, with a look of the most
serious alarm, “am I to believe my ears or has your honor been dream.
in’ ?—my dear maister, if you care ae straw for your puir servant,
tell him what it is that's makin’ {ou speak i’ that fashion. Before I
left ye last nicht, you were in the greatest spirits, an’ now you're
lookin’ as white asa corp, an’ talkin’ i’ that fearsome manner just
when ye're on the point o’ being restored to a’ your auncient honors
and dignities,—O ! my dear maister, tell me if ony dandger's like to
happen thee or thine, an’ auld Dugald Glen 'll no grudge the best
drap o’ bluid in his body to keep you frae scaith”"—and here the tears
rolled down the old man's face as he fell to the ground-and grasped
his master’s knees.—

 Poor old man !” said the chieftain, a tear at the same time glis-
tening in his eye, * last night I thought as thou dost even now, that
honor and power were about once more to smile upon our ill-starred
" house, but the fates have otherwise determined. owever, my kind
old man, enough hath been left from the wreck, to enable thee to spend
the remainder of thy days in and comfort ; take this, Dugald,”
holding out to the old man his purse, at which however he
without offering to.accept it, * thisis all I will be able to leave thec
for thy long and faithful services, but I will speak to the Prince in
thy behalf, and he, I doubt not, will not see our old servant want:
one thing,” added Glengorroch hurriedly, “one thing let me beseech
thee to do in the event of evil betiding thy master ; give this ring to
Helen as a memorial from her father.”

“ My honored maister !” exclaimed the poor old man after a great
many meffectual efforts to speak and in a voice quivering with emo-
tion, “waes me, that my auld een should hae seen this day—auld
Dugald Glen should hae been lang syne lyin’ wi' his forbears in
Auchtermuchty Kirk-yard—O my ?uir maister |—but what did the
bogle say was to befa’ leddy Helen ?"

“Ask me not farther, Dugald ; what I have alluded to has beén
foretold for the last time by the being who presides over the destinies
of our race ;—take the money, Dugald, you will find it useful when

ou are once more obliged to shift for yourself; and keep this for
elen.”

O my puir maister ! an’ is it so you think my affections are to be

t and brokin’ off ?—Do you think auld Dugald Glen can live after

is first and only maister has perished ?~=-no, no, my lord, the same
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hour that shall terminate the race of Glengotroch shall lay auld
Dugald i’ the dust. I need na therefore the money, m lord, an’ the
ring you maun consign to other hands togi’ puir leddy Helen—O
my puir maister ! waes me I should hae lived to hae seen this day !’
“ Thou art wrong,” said Glengorroch, struggling to conceal his emo.
tion, “thou art wrong, my kind old man—thou mayest yet live to see
many a happy day, and it were folly in thee to betake thyself to .the
field resolved to share the fate of thy unhappy master, particularly
when thou couldest be so well eml?loyed in eonveyiug to poor. Helen
this last token of her father’s love.’ :
Any further controversy on this distressing subject was arrested
by a slight tap on the door, at which almost instantly Prince Charles
cotered between two Highlanders who placed themselves by its side.
He wore a blue velvet bonnet surmounted by the famous * white
cockade,” and a tartan coat with the star of St. Andrew on its breast.
A blue sash, embroidered with gold, hung gracefully over his shoulder,
while at his side dangled a massy silver-hilted broadsword.- His
countenance was lightened up with a smile, and immediately he
began to discourse with the chieftain respecting the approaching con-
test. During this interview, the latter seemed to have regained his
former spirits, smiling and even laughing at the humorous remarks
with which the Prince’s conversation, as usual, abounded. Ere long
they sallied out together,—joined the rest of the officers,—held a
council of war, and resolved to attack the enemy immediately. The
mist hovering in dense clouds over the intervening morass prevented
either army from distinctly observing the movements of the other, so
that by the aid of a person well acquainted with the ground the troops
of Prince Charles were enabled to cross the march without observa-
tion and to draw themselves up in order of battle. A scene of bustle
and confusion pervaded the royal army when the terrific yell, whereby
the Highlanders commenced the attack, too truly proved that the
bedge, which they fancied they saw before them gradually becoming
more and more conspicuous.as the day approached, was none other
than the armed host of the enemy. Short but.decisive was the con-
flict that followed. The hardy Hyighlanders, with the fury of a win-
ter’'s torrent rushing down their mountain glens, fiercely assaulted the
troops of the foe, and in five or six minutes routed and put them to
flight, and amid the groans of the dying warriors rose the joyful shout
of “God save King James—the Stuart for ever!” After the battle,
the field presented, as might have been expected, a most melancholy
and disgusting spectacle,—strewed with the mangled bodies of the
slain who had fallen under the tremendous broadsword. The few
surviving retainers of GlenEorroch sought out from the lifeless bodies
of their clansmen that of their venerated master which was pierced
with many a wound. During the enfagement he had fought bravely
at the head of his own undisciplined group of mountaineers. The
Just charge was made. Glengorroch rejoiced in the expectation of
victory, and the prophecy of Dhorack seemed unlikely to be realized.
And victory came—but the chieftain was pierced with a bullet which
stretched him on the plain—and on that now.cultured spot where he
fell, a stately hawthorn tree, that has braved the storms of upwards
of ninety winters, points out to the passing traveller the. place wherein
VOL. IL H
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peace he rests from his warfare ;- ‘near which a solitary mound murks
the lowly sepulchre of his faithful domestic, Dugald Glen, and thé
greater part of the ill-fated clan of Glengorroch. ’
On the evening of that day, whose morn had goved 80 fatal to her
t, did the fair Helen leave the tower of Glengorroch with the
mtention of proceeding to the hamlet to ascertain if any intelli
had arrived of the proceedings of the Prince, but so occupied did her
mind become with forebodings relative to the success of the enter-
prise whereon her father had embarked his life and fortunes, that she
Pproceeded in a totally different direction through a wild and tractless
ravine, utterly unconscious or at any rate less whitber she wan.
dered. Over this rugged path did she continve to move onwards,
notwithstanding the many obtacles which impeded her progress, till
her farther advancement was eventually stayed by her arriving on the
margin of the deep lake of Gorroch, whose placid bosom was then
illumined by t.h;‘g:le rays of the moon. As she gased on its tran-
quil waters al ring in all the beauty of an autamn’s eve, the
anxious feelings, which previously bamsex her mind, became gradu-
ally subdued. Regardless of the hour and the solitude of the spot,
she seated herself on a fragment of rock which lay on the margin of
the lake, and continued, if not to admire, at least to be soothed by the
calm scene before her. At length, however, her attention was irresis-
tibly distracted from the subject that had given rise to her moonlight
excursion, on observing, at about sixty or seventy yards from her, a
sudden burst of lame arise from a small island, whereon mouldered
the ruins of a chapel within whose vaults had been deposited from
time immemorial the ashes of the chieftains of Glengorroch. Utterly
at a loss to account for so strange a circumstance, and Xosseued of a
mind impressed from her earliest childhood by the wild legends and
superstitions which did then as well as at the present day exert so
powerful a sway over the feelings of the Highlanders, it will net be
wondered at that a sort of dread overcame her at the sight. - It in-
creased, as the moon became once more obscured by a dense mass of
clouds, the dark interval being rendered yet more dismal by the ter-
rific glare in which the whole of the trees upon the island were
speedily enveloped. Motionless she sat with her eyes fixed in fearful
gaze upon the towering conflagration in which appeared to be fast
consuming the spot that had ever been held sacred by the natives of
that wild region till the lake and the hills in whose bosom it reclined
became once more irradiated by the more genial moonlight. Not to
dispel indeed the terror which {ad now seigzed upon the maid of Glen-
f:‘rroch, did fair Luna once more throw her gladsome mantle over the
th-embrowned mountains; for no sooner had the clouds floated
from before her round disk than the pale Helen descried a form ap-
parently of mortal make gliding upon the surface of the water and
nearing the spot where she sat. é)l‘:e had just time to observe that
neither boat nor oars were required to carry this mysterious intruder
on her solitude on his way to the shore, and to infer, that none other
than Dhorack nan Dhu, of whom she had previously heard much, but
whom she had never before seen, was approaching, before terror over-
came her and she swooned. On arriving within a gw yards of the dam-
sel, he halted ; and looking lopg and steadfastly on her pale features, bis



GLENGQBRROCH. 59

withered countenance assumnd a look of pity, as he uttered to himself
the following in Gaelic—

< And has it at length fallen upon Dhorach nan Dhu to pronounce
to the fairest maiden of these mountains the fate which has long been
hovering over her father's race? Now is my father’s son the most
wretched of beings, Oh! blame me not, ludy, for even now, me-
thinks, I seq an upbraiding look distort thy most beautiful of coun-
tenances :"—

Thus far had -his soliloquy proceeded, when the object to whom it
related, probably startled by the loud tone of the speaker or superna-
turally influenced, raised her head from the position into which it had
fallen on the occurrence of the syncope, and, strange as it may appear,
now looked with comparative composure upon the being whose very
"LTCI' had well nigh bereft her of existence. A pause ensued as-
cribable, probably, on the part of the one, to a certain incapability of
utterance which has uniformly been sup) to overcome mortals
when in the presence of beings of “ more than human mould,” (and of
the etherial essence of Dhorach nan Dhu, it may readily be supposed,
Lady Helen did not harbour the slightest doubt ;) and on the fan of
the other, to an uuwillinguess to conmunicate the painful intelligence
which devolved upon him as the last seer who presided over the ex-
piring destinies of Glengorroch. Turning at length half round, and
pointing to the flaming pile in the midst of the lake, he continued,—
“ Lady. of Gorroch, seest thou yonder flame in which is consuming the

where the ashes of thy ancestors repose? Thy father and the
whom thou sawest march forth from these glens shall need no
such resting place ! They and he from whom thou art sprung have
found a se re on the battle-field of the Lowlander, and there in
the last chieftain of Glengorroch rest from his warfare |
E!:e work of Dhorach nan Dhu.is now at a close, and with yonder ex-
ring flame,” continued he, still pointing to the island where the
re was now.nearly extinguished, “ shall perish the last seer of thy
father's clan I"—

Having thus spoken, he plunged head-foremost into the lake, and
the reverberation of one solitary shriek among the surrounding caverns
and glens rang the duth-lmell‘ of Dhorach nan Dhu.

How or when, after the above awful meeting with Dhorach nan
Dhu, Lady Helen reached the tower of Glengorroch, the tradition,
from which we have derived the incidents of our tale, leaves us
uninformed. Certain it is, however, that from that period her health
aod beauty to wane, notwithstanding all the efforts of those
who lent their skill to effect a cure; and that, prior to her en.
tering a foreign convent not many months afterwards, such as were
familiar with her traced in the incoherency of her discourse, which
ms had reference to that fatal meeting, a lamentable failure in her
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BY DAVID MALLOCK, A. M.

Away l—away ! the sun shines fiercely—see
How yon bright blue billow beckons thee !—
Hark how it murmurs! hymning the faint song
Of its infant being '—The soft strain prolong
Thou child of Ocean !—and upon thy breast
Like drooping flow'ret will I sink to rest ;
Borne on thy crest of azure I will ride
Like thy own snow-bird on the swelling tide,
Or like the Diver* thy blue besom cleaving

I will attempt to cool the warm, deep heaving
Of my heart’s full beating.—Summer billow !
In hope’s young dream thou didst afford a pillow
Unto this aching head—when all like thee
Was bright, and full of life's sweet melody !

- Son of the deep cold waters! thou didst rise,
Ev'n now before me, and the richest dies
Of heaven were on thee ! —Wavelet! hast thou fled
Or sunk for ever down into thy bed
Of dreary sameness ?—Billow ! art thou sleeping
The sleep of nothingness P—are thousands weeping
The calm, short term of thine existence? None!l
Thy being—beauty—music—all is gone !
of {im fit emblem, who €’en now did press
Thy bosom—with a heart of loneliness !

—

ON THE EMOTION OF SUBLIMITY.

THAT the word Sublime, in speaking of the emotions of mind, is
used in a metaphorical sense there can be no doubt ; but the manner
in which this transition was made from its primary signification to
that which it now bears in common language, is a subject of some
curiosity. In its original acceptation it was undoubtedly employed to
denote clevation or considerable height, and by a very easy extension
of its meaning it soon came to signify that feeling of the mind accom-
panying the contemplation of elevated objects. That two things, so
intimately related to each other as these are, should be expressed by
the same term is nothing extraordinary ;—the transference from the
one to the other was natural and quite in accordance with the process
adopted by the mind in the formation of language. But when the
" signification of the word is still further extended, and emotions, which
have no relation whatever to height, are expressed by it; when, for
example, we bestow the epithet of sublime on the feelings we expe-
rience in viewing the sea during a storm, in listening to the thunder,
or in contemplating the unbending spirit of a Cato, then it is that the

® An aquatic bird.
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subject becomes interesting and worthy of investigation. I do not in-
tend, however, to enter minutely into any such discussion, the more
especially because I think the mere statement of the fact, that every
language has bestowed upon these feelings a generic name, is sufficient
of itself to prove that the mind every where is similarly affected by
them, and that of consequence they contain something in common.
And this is the opinion of the best writers on the subject. While
with Longinus they a‘)pear disposed to agree that ¢ sublimity fills the
mind with a certain glorying and inward sense of greatness,” they all
concur in the belief that there must be something belonging in com-
mon to all those feelings which are denominated sublime. This un-
animity of sentiment, however, does not extend to the conclusions
they have drawn from such premises. Each succeeding writer indeed
seems to have adopted, in many respects, a different theory. While
Mr. Burke appears to consider terror, more or less defined, to be the
cause of the impression which sublimity makes upon the mind, Dr.
Blair would regard the effect produced by it as resulting from the
conception of ¢ great power or force,” and Dr. Gerard would suppose
that all sublime objects possess * quantily or amplitude and simplicity
in conjunction.”
In considering these different theories I cannot help thinking, that
in the great leading features' they closely resemble each other, and
that with very little refinement they may easily be reduced to one.
For let us consider what is meant in these different theories. If we
say with Dr. Gerard that quantity or amplitude of extent is to be
found - more or less in every sublime idea, we surely do not mean to
affirm that this amplitude is the direct source of the sublimity. For
how, it may be asked, can- size or extent affect the mind? They
surely contain nothing in themselves that is sublime. Size and extent
are relative terms ; and if ever we bestow upon them such an epithet,
—that arises from our perceiving how much greater they are than
ourselves—how much we are swallowed up, as it were, in t{eir great-
pess. But it is impossible that this can take place without the mind
being awed, without being rmade sensible of a sort of impersonal ter-
ror, without being conscious at the same time of a somewhat painful
feeling of self-insignificancy, and of a pleasurable sensation arising
from its ability to grasp at once an object of such extent. In these
wints of view the theory in question almost coincides with that of
Mr. Burke. Again, if we allow with Dr. Blair that all sublime ob-
jects display within themselves—either in a latent or in an exerted
state—great power, strength, or force, we cannot deny that these
also are merely relative ideas, and that the power, strength or force
subsisting in the object are sublime only by being so much greater
than our own ; and here again the awe or impersonal terror formerly
alluded to makes its appearance. If also with Mr. Burke we agree,
that terror is more or less involved in all sublime emotions, we by no
means intend to infer that terror alone can be sublime, but terror in
conjunction with certain other ideas, such as those of vastness or
mighty power, that act as the medium through which the awe or ter-
ror just mentioned reaches the mind. While therefore these theories
agree in many particulars, although they scem to differ in others, 1
think it might be possible to form out of them a single theory which
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would account for all the phenomena of the emotion. What this is
wili be more clearly seen by an analysis of the facts- connected with
sublimity.

In such an investigation it t always to be kept in view, that
sublimity is an emotzxgcvan of mil:’(‘l:gll not a ql{ality of ﬁ; This is the
more obvious from the circumstance, that the sublimity of an object
is never apparent at the first sight. It must be before the mind
for a certain portion of time—until from a contemplation of the quali-
ties of the body which are manifested by the senses the mind draws
the conclusion, that some of them are exteusive in their kind and
powerful in their effects. It is true that, in many cases, this mental
process is very mﬂd, so much so that the feeling of sublimity seems
to be excited at the very moment in which the eye isapqn({ontbe :
external object; but if we attend closel&:: she operation of the mind,
even in these cases we will discover it really acts in the way
alluded to ; while in by far the greater number of instances of subli-
mity this process of the mind is clearly descernible. Besides, we know
that an object which one man is disposed to denominate sublime is by
no means necessarily so to every othier individual, Taste and senti-
ment, like character, vary according to the structure of every mind,
and what therefore appears sublime toone man may to another be
highly indifferent. e man of taste and refinement may contensplate
one of the Andes, and feel his mind excited to the hi itch of
sublimity as be looks upon it ;—the speculatist and man of the world
may be surprised only at the emotion which the other displays, and
consider the mountain before him as deserving of contemplation simply
on account of the wealth he conceives is contained beneath its surface.
When therefore we call an object sublime, we do nothing more than
name a particular feeling which we experience in regnﬂﬁng it; and
while that object has nothing in it which renders it eseentially sublime,
the feeling of’ mind here spoken of must vary according to the charac-
ter of mind possessed by every individual.

Hence also it is obvious, that sublimity is an entirely personal or
relative emotion, that is to say, it necessarily implies a contrast per-
ceived between self and the sublime object, or between some quality
or qualities of the former and those of the latter. But this contrast
is of a particular kind. It is between superiority on the one hand
and inferiority on the other, and it is when these are contrasted to-
gether in the most opposite extremes that the emotion of sublimity is
most excited. In contemplating an object capable of giving rise to
eublime feelings, sensation informs us of its greatness, and conscious-
ness of our own inferiority to it in the quality or qualities which most
attract our attention, and between these a comparison is immediately
and necessarily instituted. This comparison may go on in silence and
almost without the mind being conscious of it, but it is only by s
means that the greatness of the object can be brought Aome to our own
bosoms, and the emotion of sublimity be completely felt.

These things will become more clear by means of an illustration.
Let us take any object that is generally reckoned sublime, god if it be
maintained that it is essentially so, or that its sublimity does not
arise from a comparison between self and that ohject—it must
be sublime both to man and to every other sentient and rational
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being. Let the object here referred to be the sea during a storm:
Now there can be no doubt that to the majority of mankind such a
scene as this presents must a sublime in the highest degree.
But if we could conceive a being of infinite bodily size standing on
the sea-shore and looking down upon the ocean when excited to its
highest state of fury—we would not pretend to say that the scene be-
fore him could be as sublime as it would be to one of the human race,
or even-that it would be sublime at all. It contains within it nothin
capable of exciting his mind in the manner alluded to, and he woul

the uproar and commetion of the waters no more than the
child does the pool rufled by the summer breeze.

Neither ought it to be forgotten, that the emotion of sublimity is
one of the mest serious kind. While beneath its influence, the mind
rejects all ap&mches to levity or even to humble feeling, it is raised,
80 to 8 ve its usual pitch, is contemplative, grave, and some.
what moody. It hangs in a species of astonishment over the sublime
object, and strives, in a manner, to render it more so by snmmoning
up around it all its loftiest associations.

If therefore we would seek for one element or principle which may
be reckened as the basis of all emotions of sublimity, it mast be of a
kind so as to satisfy all these conditions. It must be a feeling of mind,
:Epaling directly to the selfish principles of our nature; it must be

e result of a comparison between self and the sublime object ; and it
must be a feeling of a serious nature. Such a principle as this, I
think, might be found, or rather elicited out of the ries which
have already been given on the subject, and were I disposed to adopt
one opinion rather than another, it would be that which refers the

of sublimity to—awe or what I have already termed im-
personal fear arising from a ived greatness or superiority in the
sublime object. In contemplating such objects the mind feels its own
littleness and their grandeur—is awed in their presence, and unless
this awe is excited, the objects do not appear truly sublime.

This, however, must be proved by an ap to the facts of the case,
2od the remainder of these remarks shall be devoted to such an at-

tempt.

wat, therefore, I shall tpakof Phystoal sublimity or those ele.
vated emotions experienced 1n viewing certain objects Xf external na-
ture :— , of the Moral sublime :—And, thirdly, of what may be
termed Poetical sublil::'tly or that which appears in the descriptions
of the poet or orator, and in producing whlcl‘r’,e association is the prin-

d ﬁent.

pl..l nder the head of Physical sublimity I comprehend all those
emotions of sublimity which are excited both by external nature and
by the works of man—such as arise from the contemplation of the
loblerf.eﬂoru of the architect, as well as of the performances of nature

In all these objects, there is, in the first instance, a perception of
greatness in their height, size, or energies, and these adjuncts of the
sublime object are remarked, and influence the mind only 'Lc:nse they
are so infinitely superior to the same qualities possessed by the spec-
tator. The mmd, in looking out upon a sublime object, soon disco-
vers that at one glance it cannot comprehend the whole—by endea.
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vouring to gra? it in conception, it finds it can do so omly by «
mighty effort. Hence it expands beneath the operation and becomes
elevated, and association continues to pour in new ideas, tending to
heighten the impression already made upon it. The mind is present,
if I may use such an expression, at one and the same moment in every
part of the object before it, and from this very reason has an idea of
overwhelming vastness belonﬁzng to the object, and consequent awe
in the contemplation of it. Thus, to employ an illustration, I look
upon a large cataract. I perceive almost simultaneously the immense
body of water—the rush and rapidity of the descending torrent—the
height from which it is precipitated, and I hear the confused but loud
noise of the general cataract “ boiling in endless torture.” All these
ideas reaching the mind through the organs of sense form there a
complex impression of the greatness of the contemplated object in a
great variety of particulars. Such is the external perception. The
mental emotion, however, arising out of this impression, 18 somewhat
of a painful kind. The conviction flashes upon the reason that all
the force man could oppose to such an overwhelming active power
would be as nothing. Destruction may be seen in every descending
wave, and the sound of death be heard in the angry and ceaseless
howling of the vexed and disordered waters. And it 1s thus that the
object becomes sublime. The personal feelings are aroused, the mind
is somewhat interested in .the scene, and the awe or fear spoken of is
the link which connects it with the soul in the relation of sublimity.
The case is the same, if we take an illustration from the works of maa.
Let us suppose ourselves placed within the aisle of a Gothic cathedral.
We hesitate not- to call the emotions we then experience sublime.
On what grounds do we proceed in making such an affirmation? Is
it not because the mind is awe.struck at the grandeur of the object
of its contemplation, feels itself swallowed up, as it were, in the vast-
ness of.a place where height and length and even breadth are forced
upon its notice in their sublimest shapes, while the associations con-
nected with the edifice itself—almost with the ground beneath our
feet, superinduce an emotion of the deepest solemnity, and the mighty
expanse of roof which hangs above our head, as if but feebly support-
cd, engenders a feeling akin to insecurity ?

That this awe is at the bottom of every emotion of sublimity is
farther seen from the circumstance of such objects apparently losing
their power of affecting the mind in this maoner by being frequeatly
contemplated. The sublime objects of nature and art are most o
when first seen. If they are frequently brought under the notice of
the mind, they soon become incapable of exciting those intense feel-
ings which formerly were experienced in their presence. To what
cause may this effect be traced ? It is not because the magnitude of
the object has been diminished, nor because any of its inherent pro-

rties have been taken away—but the only reason that can be given
in explanation of such a thing is, that the mind has become aecustomed
to it, is self-confident, and no longer feels that awe and dread which
the object at one time could occasion.

I had formerly an opportunity of observing, that the very circum-
stance of sublime originally meaning loféy is a divect proof that man,
in contemplating elevated objects, .experienced and of course stil} ex-
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periences that emetion known by the name of sublim.i;_y. If therefore
we could discover the reason why elevated objects affect the mind in.
this manner, we may be assured that those other objects which con-
tain mothing of height, but which yet affect thé mind with equal sub-
limity, must do so for some reason analogous to the former. Now, in-
contemplating a very high object, the first thing which affects the.
mind is the infinite superiority of it to ourselves in one particular.
We Jook to the base and from thence to the summit, and have a con-.
ception of the great extent of space lying between them. If therefore
ight is ever sublime, it is so only when it is so great as necessarily
to force itself upon our attention, exciting at the same time an emo-
tion of awe and an idea of our infinite inferiority to it in one respect.
If, however, this awe is not experienced in contemplating heights,
they cannot be regarded as sublime. For let us suppose a pole stuck
in the earth, nnﬁ‘ rising to any height whatever—such an object
would ecarcely receive the epithet in question: and the only reason.
that can be given for this is, that in the instance before us the per-
sonal feelings are not, sufficiently aroused, and awe or dread has not
sufficient room for working. But let us sup; the case of an in.
dividnal raised in a balloon to a considerable elevation above the sur-
face of the earth. Such a person must be fully awake to the sublimity,
of his situation. In his case height itself is sublime, for it comes u
his mind attended with a train og associations of danger and insecunty,
and, by consequence, of fear and awe. Here it is obvious, that awe
alone is sufficient to constitute sublimity.

Height therefore, if by itself it is ever sublime, must depend for
its sublimity altogether upon the awe which it is capable of exciting.
But we have seen that the mere height of an-external object does uot
always inspire awe, and of course is not always sublime. Why there.-
fore, it may be asked, did wan originally bestow such a name qun
such an emotion? The answer, in my opinion, is this. Man, when
he looked abroad upon nature, perceived & number of objects which
affected his mind in the manner alluded to, and these would be na-
turally objects of considerable size. But mere magnitude never ap-

I may say, by itself—it is necessarily attended with a corres-
ponding height, and it would seem that when size and elevation are
conjoined in the same body—the latter, as the more striking of the
two, sooner attracts the attention of the mind than the former. The
result of this is obvious. The mind would naturally transfer the
epithet sublime from the quality of the object, which it conceived was
t ‘zrincipal agent in exciting the emotion, to the emotion produced
by the complete object.

From these observations, therefore, it may be gathered, that the
sublimity of lofty objects depeuds upon other properties besides their
height, !or its influence over the mind. The most important of these
other adjuncts of the sublime object are extent or size, and power or
force. ghgnitude and great height frequently of themselves produce
the effect spoken of, and of this the sublimity of the unclouded heavens
is a striking example. Power or force is not always of itself able to
produce the emotion of sublimity, but when joined with the others, it
lucreases it to a very considerable degree. However great may be
the power of the steam-engine, we are scarcely disposed to bestow

VOL. II 1
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upon it the epithet of sublime, but a cataract, or a volcano during an
eruption, where magnitude and force are united, never fail to obtain
that appellation.

Now, what is there in this complex idea of power, vastness, mag.
nitude and height, which in most cases give rise to the emotion
of sublimity, that enables them to produce such an effect. It is
surely not in the mere perception of the magnitude or height
or power of an object that its sublimity consists, for, as I endea-
voured formerly to shew, those thit:r may often be perceived without
the emotion in question being excited. But it is when this magnitude,
&c. are brought hkome to the heart, when the mind feels their supe-
riority to self, when, in a word, it is humbled and awed before them.

2. Moral sublimity is experienced wherever great energy of spi-
rit is displayed, wherever the soul rises above the circumstances in
which it is placed, and, generally speaking, wherever the mind
clearly shews itself to be greatly superior to matter. Hence we
regari as sublime those characters in which integrity of principle
is triumphantly maintained against every attempt that is made to
‘weaken and subvert it ;—that innate fortitude of mind that s to
execute what feebler spirits shrink from even in conception ; thaldig-
nity of soul that scorns every thing that is mean even in the Jogst
degree, and that would exalt man to the rank of a demigod ; Wit
nobleness of mind that would uphold its purpose amid ¢ the crash of
worlds ;” that heroic endurance alike of adversity and of bodily suffer-
ing, which the bitterest scowl of Fortune cannot bend to the earth,.
which refuses to discover, by a sigh or a tear, the least mark of the
agony that rings every nerve, and tortures every joint. In the sub.
Jimity excited by the contemplation of such characters as these, morat
feeling may often heighten their effect, but does not always watch
over and direct the emotion. In fact, it may oftem be experienced
where strict morality must condemn. It is observed in the admiration
that accompanies the contemplation of the character of a conquering
Alexander or of a destroying Timour, as well as in that of a dying
Socrates or of a patriotic Mi?tiades. It is not therefore in the moral
sense that we are to seek for the source of this species of the sublime.
But if we consider the matter a little more closely, we will find that in
all cases of moral sublimity, there is perceived some great obstacle to
be s:m;)ounted, by overcoming or btam:ll encountering which, the
mind shews that it is possessed of equ t or ter e
than the obstacle alluded to. Or if :ﬁis isyngtre:he “ga we mﬁﬁgv:
of some all-subduing energy acting upon some single mind, but unable
to make any impression upon it. Both these ideas may be perceived,
but more particularly the latter, in the conception we form of the
character of Cato. On the one hand, we conceive of the great difficul.
ties he has to encounter, and the more appalling they appear to us,
the more is our admiration and wonder increased at the man who had
resolution enough to meet them; and on the other, we have a high
notion of the overwhelming power that is directed against him, and
are filled with astonishment when we obeerve that, although it is able
to subdue the world, it is unable to conquer Cato’s mind :

Et cuncti terrarum subacti
Preeter atrocem animum Catonis.
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That this conception of great obstacles to be overcome enters into the
comstitution of the mon{r:blimc, -may be Pmed from the conside-
ration that the sublimity of the nobler principles of our nature and of
its gentler virtues is seen and acknowledged only when they are put
to trial. Courage and Patriotism ave always ennobling to the
human character, are always illustrious ; but when with Leonidas they
expire at Thermopyle, or with Wallace shrink from no hardship or
danger in their attempt to repress tyranny and oppression, then they
becomee sublime. Benevolence is beautiful when exerted in the calm-
ness of private life, when it is attended with wmeekness of character
and charitableness of disposition, when like the sun of spring it sheds
serenity around, dispelling the winter frosts of external poverty and
drying the tear on the cheek of sorrow ;.but when with Howard it
descends into the depths and damps of the prison-house, pointing out
the star of hope amid the darkness of despair,—when it travels the
world in search of objects of its indefatigable philanthropy,—when no
dangers can stop its progress, nor even the terrors of death in its
worst shape arrest its steps in advancing to succour and to save—then
it is that we bend in admiration and wonder before it—then it is.that
it becomes sublime.

In every case therefore.of the moral sublime we have a personifica-

tion. of great power of mind and strength of resolution, and our admi-
ration is increased by the consciousness that the object of our thoughts
possesses a common nature with ourselves. Here also the sublimity
spoken of is a personal emotion, and seems to be made up of wonder
mixed with veneration—a sense of joy on the one hand, that the
sublime character was a human being—a feeling of humility ap-
proaching to awe, when we consider. that he was almost more than
man. :
3. Poetical Sublimity, of which I shall say little, is closely connect-
ed with the other two, but in other respects it is somewhat different.
Both in the Physical and in the Moral sublime there is, properly
speaking,” but one object before the mind, and if association brings in
other ideas to heighten the sublimity felt in contemplating it, these
ideas confessedly hold a secondary place in the emotion. Not so in
the Poetical sublimity. The Poet or the Orator goes on in his sub-
lime description, and while each object he presents to the imagination
is sublime of iteelf, it forms but one single part of the complete picture
which be draws. Thus in the famous battle-scene in Homer, where
both gods and men are engaged in mortal conflict—we see Jupiter in
the clonds—Neptune shaking the earth—Pluto agitated in his infer-
nal kingdom ; we hear the war of the elements,—the noise of the com.
batants and almost the shrieks of the ghosts below :—all sublime ob.
jects, and each almost a8 sublime as another. In such scenes as this,
awe is obviously the great source of the sublimity.

But, in enquiring into the nature aund coustituent parts of the
emotion of sublimity, we ought never to pass over the effect produced
upon it by the imagination working through the medium of the as.
sociating faculty. ile, by its means, every object that is in its
own nature grand and imposing is soon surrounded with many asso.
ciated ideas of still higher grandeur, some of the most indifferent
objects in creation may through means of the imagination become in-
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vested with the most awful sublimity. What object, physically con-
sidered, is more common aud on that account apt to become more
indifferent than a grain of wheat? Yet to the tful and ima-
inative mind, to what sablime ideas may it give rise ! At first view
e sees in it little of beauty and still less of sublimity, but let him
consider it as comprising within its dimioutive circumference a full
and complete s¥stem of vessels adapted for the purpose of growth and
fructification ; let him contemplate it as containing within itself the
embryos of a million of plants, like that from which it sprung; let
him view in imagination granaries filled with and nations feeding upon
its produce ; the little grain of wheat becomes little short of sub-
lime. What object is at first more contemptibly minute than the
animalcula that swims invisible in the rain-drop? But let thought and
imagination be directed towards it; let the mind be informed that,
diminutive though it be, it is still instinct with a srinciple of life and
motion, that it is possessed of faculties corresponding to its nature ;
that it is endowed with a system of muscles and a complete a
for the performance of all its animal functions, that it bas a heart that
beats, and veins for the conveyance of its tiny stream of life ; let the
mind be informed of these things, and it will perceive that the might
of omnipotence is as conspicuous in the formation of such a diminutive
object as in the creation of a world,—it will rise from such a contem-
- plation impressed with emotions of the deepest sublimity. ) C

——

SONG.
FOR THE ANNIVERSARY OF THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO.

' Phis Song—for which, as well as for many other favours, we are
indebted to a venerable and talented friend—was composed and sung
by Lieutenant Skinner, on the first Anniversary of the period, at
l!ul], when the NINETY-sECOND entertained the whole of the Officers
comprising the garrison there, and the Heads of Departments. It
has not, so far as we know, been published.—Enb.]

Tune— Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled.”

RevoLvine time has brought the day
Which beams with glory’s brightest ray

In Hist'ry's or poet’s lay—
ve pige Tneday of Waterloo.

Each British heart with ardour burns,

As this resplendent day returns ;

And humbled France in secret mourns
The day of Waterloo.

Then lift the brimful goblet high,
‘While rapture beams in ev'ry eye ;
Let shouts of trium'Fh rend the sk;}—.
he toast be—Waterloo !
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To all who can the honour claim—
From Wellington'’s immortal name,
. To th’ humblest son of martial fame—
. Wheo fought at Waterloo !

Fill, fill the same cup yet again,—
But alter’d be the joyous strain,
To those the cup now silent drain
Who fell at Waterloo.

Soft sigh ye breezes o’er the grave

Where rest the relics of the brave,

And sweetest flow’rets o’er them wave
Who sleep on Waterloo.

From their ensanguin'd honour'd bed
The Olive rears its ful head,
Nurs'd by the sacred blood they shed

At glorious Waterloo.

In Freedom’s sacred cause to die—

In Victory's embrace to lie—

Who would not breathe his latest sigh
Like those at Waterloo ?

et

A VISIT TO ONE OF THE MILITARY COLONIES IN
RUSSIA.

A TRANSLATION.
BY H. NACHOT, DR. PH,

Frox Nowogorod our road consisted for forty miles of a wooden
mound upon which we were jolted during several hours; when all at
once a wheel of our travelling-chaise broke. Thus we found ourselves,
towards day-break, alone in the midst of a wood whose solitude no
living being enlivened, and at least three miles (German) from the
nearest vill Muddy water covered the soil around, and inundated
at various ;f:;u the main-road which appeared to lose itself in an
endless sea. A thick fog, driven by the icy north wind, sank to the

. Our situation, vexatious and comical at the same time, was
not s little puszling ; but we were soon relieved by Russian dexterity.
« Neboss!” (never mind) said our postilion, jumped down from his
seat, and repeatedly crying  Neboss !"—an exclamation which is al-
ways to be met with in the mouth of the common people in Russia,—
he drew forth a hatchet, cut off a large board from the wooden mound,
prepared it hastily and mended the broken wheel, and thus enabled
us to reach the next stage, a military colony, where we passed the
rest of the day.

Soon after our arrival, our ears were struck by the mournful songs
of a funeral which shortly passed us, and we followed the procession
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to the church. The coffin, borae b‘y soldiers, was g:?d before the
altar; it was open, and contained a female corpse. sister of the
deceased went on singing the dirge which had excited our attention.
The song, which was not interrupted even during the funeral mass,
was beart-rending in the highest degree, and made on all the by-stand-
ers a deep impression. Most of them threw a few Kopehes on the
corpse, in order to procure some dozens of wax tapers ; which were im-
meﬁ:m kindled and placed around the ceffin. When the priest had
finished his prayer, the tapers were extinguished, and instantly all
the females present broke forth in lamentations and death-son In
the height of their frantic despair they reproached the corpse for hav-
ing died, and, pressing round, asked her why she had left them ;
covered her mouth, hands, arms and feet with kisses, and filled the
_ church with groans and sobs and cries. The priest approached again
~ the coffin, and threw upon the deceased an image.of St. Nicholas,
several small crosses of wood and a piece of paper, a pass-port address-
ed to St. Peter for obtaining admittance into heaven ; he drew
forth a bottle containing some liquid which he poured uqon the corpee.
Instantly all that were present, men, women and children—dipped
their fingers in the liquid, and brought them in contact with their
mouths. We left the scene in disgust.

The military colony where we halted served as a residence to & re-
giment of infantry. The whole of the district bears the marks of
careful industry. The roads, which join the different vill are
constantly kept in excellent repair, and lined on both sides with birch
trees, which alleys yield a fine view. In the centre of the colony are
the mansions of the staff; and, besides the dwellings of the -offi
cers, they contain the schools, the prison, the hospital and a great
hall to go through their exercises during winter. Each village is oc-~
cupied by a full or a half company; thatin which we were consists
of about 180 houses forming one regular strait-lined street, overspread
with a fine soft sand, and ‘by the. growth.of a :great number of trees
was converted into an agreeable walk.

The houses of the colonists are built of wood after one and the same
"model ; their rural architecture is not totally destitute of elegance,
and their furniture ];: less ctl)]arse and clnmsy.utban that of - tl‘;:
Russian peasantry. tween their houises are sm: easure-groun
or orchards. Inrythe colonies there is nothing to rel:ind you of the
solitude and filthy monotony of the generality of Russian villages;
and their cheerful aﬂpeamnoe could even lead you to form a more fa-
vourable opinion of the situation of the inhabitants, in whose politeness
you would, however, look in vain for that cordiality and gaiety which
distinguishes the Mwuaschiks (peasants.)

These military colonies are the work of the Emperor Alexander,

-and, at their commencement, contributed not a little to originate all
sorts of apprehension. The south of Europe was thought in danger
from this mixture and union of the Russian army with the country
population. People talked of the power which the immense empire
would wqbueire by this transformation, into a fearful camp, of the mil-
lions of obedient slaves, grown up in arms; and the question was
agitated whether such an inetitation was not a certain sign of a plan
for attacks and conquest.  Still such a-plan was foreigu to. Alexander's
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view of the matter. ‘The colenisation affgir was by no means so colos.
ml as it had been given out ; a small portion only of the Russian arm
was connected with it, and the whole affair had much less to do wi
ambitious views than with a plan for reform and the reduction of enor-
mous expenses. Besides, the ‘organisation of the regiments wanted
some material improvement. The very considerable: number of the
armed force, indispensable to the extensivenes of the kingdom, is an
oppressive burden to the state with its slender resources. Series of
in an empire larger than all the rest of Europe together cannot
take place but slowly and with many difficulties ; and experience has
shown what a fatal effect this circumstance may have on military ope-
rations. Moreover, the necessity of leaving to the land proprietor
the selection of the necessary recruits, introduced into the army the
dregs and refuse of the country people. These poor wretches, destined
by their masters for warfare, join their regimeats without being
possessed of any military habits, and in the most deplorable ignorance.
Afar from their home they remain for two and twenty years under
arms without any claim to a regular furlough, and this time of ser-
vice being over, they are left without a place of refuge and support.
Again, the want of towns, the high price of transports,—perhaps,
also, political motives, oblige government to put the army in canton-
ments and disperse it in all directions, which cannot but render dif-
ficult the coucentration of a large body of troops. The Emperor
Alexander conceived the institution of military colonies as the fittest
means of obviating all these difficulties. This tnstitution wrought an
intimate union between the colonized troops and the rural population
from which those garrisons were completed. The soldiers were se-
lected from the children of the colony, and enjoyed the great privi-
lege of living during peace in the lap of their family ; and their indus.
try .mring them the means of subsistence, the country was less
bu with their sustenance. Accustomed to military service
from early childhood, they felt no repugnance towards the duty, and
such of them as showed superior capacities could, from the beginning
of their career, be trained for being good non.commissioned officers.
In their old age they found refuge; at all events, their lot was the
better one. At the same time, these institutions contributed much
to the extension and perfection of agriculture, as they were to be
formed in parts of the country still uncultivated. Alexander’s loft
character is surely enough to intimate, that he intended by this X
plan to improve the situation of the try, enlighten them, and
thus render them fit for moving in the path of progressive liberty.
We may even eay that the great opposition which the plan met from
the high nobility, and the very energetic measures they took to frus.
trate it, is accounted for by the fear they entertained of the above-
meutioned philanthropic object. Another desirable object which sug-
gested these military and agricultural colonies was,—to erect a lasting
bulwark for the western provinces, and thus to secure the western
frontiers against Prussia, goland and Austria, as those of the east
against China and the tribes of Caucasus. Foreigners ought therefore
to bave regarded the step as the means of defence rather than of at-
tack ; since an army, fettered to their home by habits of domestic life
aud the hopes of possession, are less fit than any other for wars of
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conquest. At all events, it would appear, that the execution of Alex.
ander's plane secured a formidable power to the Russian Empire. The
new regulations were to be extended over the greatest part of the
army, almost all the crown estates were to be applied to the same
purpose, and hopes were conceived of calling into the field, if neces.
sary, 1,600,000 well disciplined warriors. The result, however, fell
short of these expectations. The infantry and cavalry colonies con-
tain no more than 46,000 men in active service, and about half that
number as regerve, and it is now quite clear that the present govern.
ment does not intend to follow out the extensive views of the late pro.
jector. The colonization of foot regiments is far from yielding a
satisfactory result, Their cantonments are for the most part in the
gouvernement of Nowogorod, a marshy country where the calonists are
exposed to all the hurtful influences of an unwholesome climate.
Great capitals were wasted in the first establishments of the kind, and
thus the main object of saving was lost ; and last of all, the agricul.
tural population transplanted to the inhospitable soil was so small in
number as to be quite insufficient to cultivate the ground, and furnish
in the same perio% the number of recruits uirecgl.

Itis a different thing with the Horser-:gloniea. They are in a
flourishing state, and their cantonments in the south-western part of
the empire would give them a great imporfance in the event of a war
with Turkey or Austria. Since 1818 they exist in the gouvernements
of Ukraine and Twer, and contain twelve regiments of Lancers and
eight of Cuirassiers. The immense territory they occupy, formerly a
vast desert, is now covered with rich cornfields, and the breeding of
horses becomes there more and more general and perfect ; the young
Reserve is more than sufficient to supply the active service ; 27,000
children frequent the schools, and the annual saving thereby is cam-
puted to be upwards of 2,400,000 roubles.

The head quarters of these regiments are generallz among the tur-
bulent tribes of Moldavia, Caucasus and Bursia. The spirit of inde-
pendence and lust of plunder, for which these tribes are so distinguish-
ed, might easily endanger the peace of the empire but for the severe.
military arm that keeps them in awe. The colonial system babituates
them to labour, softens their manners, and teaches them ahedience.
Indeed the undertaking aas not easy. and more than once their re.
bellious spirit had to be checked by instances of uncommon severity ;
but now ttey have toa considerable extent conformed to civil order and
obedience, which is eeminly not one of the smallest advantages of the
colonial system. The colonisation of a regiment consists in heing con-
stantly quartered in oneand the same place, never leaving it unless to
take the field, and the rest of the inhabitants are tenants of the lying
grounds on condition of providing for the military lodging and nourish-
ment, and of supplying the recruits. In such a colony every thing
has a military appearance. The tenants or farmers wear a military

_ dress—and, commanded by veteran officers, form the colonial battalion.
During their whole life they are subjected to a rigerous discipline
which extends even to the ﬁelzi labours ; their children become soldiers
from birth ; at the age of twelve they receive a gun and cartridge-box,
somewhat later they enter the Reserve, and afterwards the active bat-
talions. After fifteen years service they retura to the Reserve fog
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five years more, and conclude their career as invalids of the colony,
unless their patrimony, or a-new distribution of land, enable them to
become themselves colonists or farmers. .

The male portion of a colony are as follows :—

1. The farmers or colonists in a narrow sense.

2. The cantonists, by which name the boys are designated,—they
are taught gratis in schools established by gevernment; at the same
time they learn a trade and go through the exercise of arms; at the
age of eighteen the most vigorous among them, after a due examina-
tion, enter the reserve. . .

3. The reserve-soldiers. Every colonial regiment bas a battalion
of reserve, the half of which in time of war accompanies the active
battalion into the field. In the Reserve the cantonists complete their
military education ; they remain there for two years, and at the
of twenty, when they enter the active battalion, they are fit to be

led A;;;n st the enemy.

4, e soldiers ny the active battalions. Their long service, still
more their training as cantonists, makes them excellent soldiers.
Their pay is not so much as eleven rubles a year, but government
fuarnishes their uniform, while the colonist must provide for lodging
and nourishment. If they are eldest sons of a farmer whe
died, or if in any other legal way a succession comes to them, this
renders them quit of their service, and they enter immediately on pos-
session of the farm. During peace, when they are not absent from
the colony, these soldiers assist the farmers in cultivating the ground,
and thus their labour pays for their sustenance.

5. Invalids or veterans. All soldiers of the colony, after twenty
mrs’ service, go by this name. They enjoy over the rest of the in-

itants the privilege of wearing 8. They live with their family

on some farmer, and assist in field laboura; in their old age, when no
longer able to work, government provides for their wants.
6. A sixth class form those who either on account of bodily weak-
ness or from not being wanted, are exempt from military service.
my have to look for their sustenance as servants or by carrying on a
e.
The lot of the colonial regiments is by far happier than that of the
other Russian soldiers. The latter are in some manner lost to their
families ; whenever they join the banners, all their former relations are
torn and destroyed, whereas the colonial soldiers are not deprived of
their family relations, they remain sons and fathers, nay even citizens
in a certain degree. The former, serfs of the crown, of whom the first
settlers were chosen, aré indeed far from appreciating the barpy change
that bas taken place with them. Their ignorance and simplicity of life
make them consider their former situation a more convenient one. It

* cannot be denied, howerver, that they had to struggle with great difficul-
ties at the beginning of their settlement ;—to render arable a barren
so0il, to build villages, bridges, roads and canals. The next genera-
tion, however, will find less cause to deem themselves unhappy, and
their lot will certainly be less hard than that of the serfa.

The colonists are considered as free men, and though this name is
not quite applicable to persons saddled with the above-mentioned
military burdens, still the intention of government to raise this

VOL. 1I. K
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class is quite obvious. Government allows to each settler a furnished
‘house, thirty or forty acres of land, the necessary cattle and imple-
ments of hushandry, vequiring in return no land-tax nor Aead-taz*
or rent. The gain of their labour comes down to their heirs, and
the farm even can in some manner be considered as their property.
If a farmer feels himself from old age incapable of superinten
ing his farm, he can choose a successor, and thus a farm may be a
regular succession coming from a father to his children ; only in ex-
traordinary cases the succession may be declared invalid by a judicial
decision. The colonists stand by no means under an arbitrary rule as
the rest of the Russian peuantrg. No colonist can suffer the inflic-
tion of a bedily punishment without the fact being taken down in a
protocol, and in every village the minor parts of jurisdiction are
managed by a magistrate elected by the inhabitants. Charitable in-
stitutions are rapidly increasing, such as sick hospitals, orphan insti-
tutions, places of refuge for widows and old men. A savings.bank se.
cures to the farmers their savings, and in unfortunate seasons advances
them without interest sums of meney not exceeding 500 rubles. In
their schools the Lancaster and Pestalozzi method of teaching has
been adopted, and singing, music, religion, the elements of arithmetic,
geometry and drawing are taught without any fee being paid by the
rents.

p‘The situation of the officers is, however, not suitahle to their rank,
and far from being agreeable, which has produced a general discon-
tentment among them. This unfavourable disposition is even shared
by many of the subalterns, and may in course of time lead to some
dangerous consequences for government. Perhaps it is owing to this
eircumstance that these institutions are always kept under the veil of
mystery, and foreigners cannot without extreme difficulty obtain per-
mission to see the colonies; even Russians are not easily admitted,—
a chief reason why this work of Alexander's has been blamed in
such a violent manner, arnd become highly unpopular. :

——
. _WAR SONG.
~ BY ALEXANDER CAMPBELL.
OF war shall be my song,—

Of the glorious field of strife,
Where the stout of heart still throng
And the valiant pant with life
Beneath the cloud of battle’s murky shade,
Where in long extended line
See the flashing bay’net shine,
As the sun-beams bright recline
On each blade.

Now wheeling right and left
See the thundering cannon fly,

® A oertain tax to which every adult peteon is liable.
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Whide heav'n in twais is cleft
With the shout of victory,— .
Aud s charge, a charge,” resounds alongst the line:
Advancs, proud he ! advance,
Till each bay'net, sword and lance
With the levelled steel of France
Shall entwine.

Now up! 1y sonl, now up!
£nd let ev'ry Berve be strung.
O what jeys are in the cap
‘When the kriell of battle’s nmg,
And e'er each heart the pride of strife hath gone!
Then, then the soldier's eye
Speake hie purpose stern and high,
As to conquer or to die
He moves on.

Then hurra! hurra! hurra!

Set on ! brave hearts, set on!

And, point to point, the day

Shall by British steel be won :

8t. George and merry England be our cry !
Let drum and trump speak out :—
Soldiers ! raise your battle-shout,
And with hearts and hands so stout

Win or die!

e e

FRAGMENT.

FROM THE DIARY OF & MISOGYNIST.
CHARACTER OF A YOUNG LADY.

“ Give me leave, my Lord, to present you with a picture of yeur deceased
daughter, drawn in dim water-colours, but taken from the life.”

ALTERED FROM JEREMY TAYLOR.

# = % » & Tagre was nothing artificial about her. If she were
a ed to on a subject, with which she was not sufficiently familiar
to give an opinion, she would frankly own it, even when a vague an-
swer would have passed off very well; and, unwilling as she was to
offend, she would not humour a prejudice so far as to say what she
did not think. Her accuracy might be relied on in the minutest de-
tails,—not because she attached undue importance to them,—but from
her habitual regard for truth; and with all this, there was nothing
stiff or finical in her manner.
I never saw an eye more expressive of deep feeling. It had

“ The gentle gaze that to the sufferer seems
Compassionate of anguish yet unspoke,

As if with instant presage it fereknew

All grief, and listen’d more te 300THE than LEARN,”
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But she was altogether free from extravagance. Her feelings were at
once ezalted and controlled by thought.

She was remarkable for an acute perception of character, though,
like Meleander in Barclay’s Argenis, she was much readier to be de-
ceived by a partiality than 2 prejudice. :

She was, indeed, a perfect impersonation of gentleness. * It lay
on her countenance like a steady, unshadowed moonlight.” But it
was entirely different from the combination of qualities, which often
passes under that pame. There was no deprecating softness,—no as-
sumption of inordinate diffidence in her manner. On the contrary,
she expressed herself with ease and firmness, But no one could ac-
cuse her of presumption, and I never met with a well-educated and
reflecting woman, whose opinions I could venture to oppose, with so
little fear of giving offence. '

Her gentleness, in short, was the natural co.relative of expansive
but discriminating benevolence, of simple and enduring affection.

Her faults I shall not dwell on,—for, as it has been said, the cha-
racter of a deceased and beloved friend may justly be contemplated
like a tree through a tender hage or a luminous mist, which, though it
conceals some parts, brings others, that had before been only imperfectly
or unconsciously observed, into distinct view. ‘

TRISMEBGYSTUS.
—’—‘
THE MOON.

See! from her couch, the beauteous Queen of night,
Peers forth in majesty, serenely bright ;

Slowly and solemnly she rises high,

From the horizon to the upper

Oh ! Nature then is in her loveliest form,

And sweet as mercy in a'threat'ning storm :

Calm is the hour ; unheard the fanning breeze,—
Unheard its murmursrustling through the trees ;
And all around is quiet then and stﬁf,

Save the soft accents of & purling rill

And the rude hum of ocean’s distant roar,

Which soothe us with their sound in that sweet hour.
And on old Neptune’s dark and gloomy brow,

Bright Cynthia sheds a silv’ry lustre now ;

Wide o’er the blue expanse she glitt'ring gleams,
And scatters splendour with her lucent beams.

The brilliant host, that late illum’d the sky,

At her approach have vanish’d from our eye ;
Eclips'd by ber, they’re shrouded from our gaze,

By the ref‘t'llge'nce of her lunar rays ;—

Save a few scatter’d gems which still remain,
The brightest of the vast, unnumber'd train ;
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These in their glory with her seem to vie,
And sparkle in the mild, cerulean sky.
Delightful hour! when not a cloud is seen,
Through all the agure vault to intervene ;

- When all is spotless as a seraph’s face,
The seat of ev'ry beauty, ev'ry grace.
O.lovely Orb | zow pleasing *tis to stray,~—
To muse in silence *neath thy gentle ray ;
To feel thy influence upon our hearts,
Which ev’ry tender, holy thought imparts ;
To soar in spirit far above thy throne,
To where a cloudless sky is ever known,—
Where a gay scene will ever cheer the sight,
And to the soul convey a pure delight.

ON THE CHOICE OF FRIENDS.
FROM A DIALOGUE OF CASTIGLIONE'S CORTEGIANO.

" ¢It appears to me, that there is yet another thing which greatl
adds to gr detracts from our reputat’;on, which is t:heg choice ogfr:hos{
to whom we are to be allied in the most intimate bonds of friendship ;
since it is evident that those joined in strict companionship have also
their minds, inclinations and dispositions the same, and he who asso-
ciates with the ignorant and ill-dis passes for such, while, on
the contrary, he who is friendly with and esteemed by the wise and
good is himself reputed to be endowed with those virtues; for by
nature every thing associates with its like.”

¢« There should be much caution used, I think,’ replied M. Bembo,
¢ in uniting ourselves by the ties of friendship, not only for our repu-
tation’s sake, but because there are few true friends to be had, and
now-a-days there exist not in the world friends such as the Pylades
and Orestes, or Scipios and Lelii of the ancients. And I can-
not discover why friends, as now happens daily, who have spent
many years in cordial love, should at last deceive each other, actuated
by malice, envy, levity or some such bad spirit, for which each throws

e blame off himself, when not unlikely both are in the wrong. And
having been more than once deceived by those I much loved, and by
whom I supposed myself much beloved, I have thought it would be
well to trust to no one; nor in any case wgive up the heart so freely,
as to communicate without reserve all its thoughts, seeing that in the
mind so many secret recesses exist, that it is nearly impossible for
human saswtty to penetrate its dissimulation. It may be well enough
to love and esteem one more than another, if he deserve it, but never
to carry those affections so far that we may have reason to repent of
our temerity.’

<1 think,” said M. Federico, ¢ that the loss would be by far greater
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than the gain, if from human intercourse were removed that supreme
grade of gxz’endsbip which, in my opinion, afferds ws all the blessin
life can give. I will not therefore admit your reasoning, but will
shew you clearly, that without that perfecs friendship man would be
the most unhappy of the animal creatien. For—because its holy
name has been profaned by some—is it therefore to be rooted out of our
minds? and shall the wicked deprive the good of a felicity o great ?

¢ Indeed I believe, that there is mow amonget us more than ene pair
of friends, whose love is equally indissolwble ard free fromr deceit ; and
as likely to endure to the last with unchanged inclinatiow as that of
those celebrated ancients ;——Nor will it coase te be 80, when; allowing
for the bmf:én his mnm“chm‘_l whuue'thelfmeofmhr' i
manners and inclinations. suppese the purtics amongst
the virtaous and good, for the alliance of the'vicious is not friendship ;
neither should this knot bind more than two, since, you know, it is
with more difficulty that three musical instruments agree than two.

I would, then, that our Cortegiano possessed one principal and cor-
dial friend of the kind, if ible, we have mentioned ; and that ac-
cording to their merits he should love, honour and esteem the rest, en—
deavouring rather to associate with the good and noble than the low
and base, that he may also be esteemed by them. This he will obtain
by being courteous, kind, liberal, affable, and.as far as he may, good-
tempered in company ; obliging and dilifent in serving them ; and by -
caring for their weal and honour, as well when absent as present—en-
during their natural or supportable deficiencies, quarrelling not about
trifles, and correcting in himself those defects which he may in kind-
ness be warned of ; never setting himself before others—ambitious of
the first and most honoured places, uor, like some, appearing to despise
the world and who wish, witﬁ a certain troublesome authority, to give
rules to every one,—who are, besides, contentious in every lﬁ;ﬂe mat.
ter, censorious in things they are ignorant of, and always seek occa-
sions of lamenting their friends’ defects—all which are vices much tor
be avaided and detested.” c 8.

| ——t—
THE MAID OF CORINTH TO HER LOVER.

PROM FONTENELLE.

Bra ’Fﬂe lamp’s scarce wav'ring light,
bat lent my musing aid,
On the smooth wall, reflected, lo!
I caught thy pictur'd shade.

The shade, my lov’d Palemon, now
My fond attention drew,

For O! how joys the melting maid,
Her lover’s face to view !

Yea, ev'n th’ imperfect form delights
Of those we most approve,
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And soothes with an impressive charm,
When 'tis of them we love.

But I the sweet illusion would
Beyond the moment stay,

And fast the fleeting shadow fix,
On which to gaze each day.

Then thy dear likeness to preserve,—
Though faint, in truth, it shone,—
A slender wand I eager seiz'd,
And trac'd it on the stone.

J. T.

———

CHURCHYARD RECOLLECTIONS.—Ne. IIL

BY MARY WARKWORTH ARABIN.

Tax field of Epbron, the son of Zobar, bordered and interspersed
with trees, frequently recurs to my mind, when I see a bleak neglect-
ed burial-place ; and the delicute care, with which the patriarch en-
shrined the earthly remains of Sarah, affords an example to all whe
may have it in their power to select a piece of ground for a similar
purpose. In a well-constituted mind there must ever be a feeling of
sanctity peculiar to sach a si::,—-but, at the same time, the imme-
diate or surrounding scenery has an incalculable tendency to heighten
or diminish the effect. A situation remote from the bustling routine
of life forms one indispensable requisite, and when to this is united a
harmounious assemblage of Sylvan or wilder beauties, the whole scene
has that silent but effective eloquence, which, for the time, raises the
soul s0 much above every ordinary emotion as to send it back into the
world fitter to endure and to enjoy.

The burying ground of G————, a small sea-port, in which { am
an occasional resident,—placed immediately beneath a precipitous
ridge of red earth and marl, and only separated from the street by a
low wall covered with loose straw and weeds, is apt to inspire that ides
of death as an wter mingling with clay,—as “a going down with the
beasts that perish,”—which is so repugnant to the mind, and in some
cases 50 subversive of that sacred respect with which the dead ought
to be regarded.

In this ungenial spot at last repose the remains of Caroline Belmont,
whose character was the best commentary on “ Love thy neighbour
as thyself.” Blessed, therefore, must be thy rest, my venerated friend !
Little does it affect thee, where thy earthly part, until it be re-united
to thy heavenly, is now imprisoned! Though there is not eveh a com-
mon stone to mark the spot,—thy memory is embalmed in the sighs
of the ?oor and the desolate, and thy name is written in the Book
of Life

Miss Belmont’s fortune had always been very limited, but the ex-
tensive results of her active -and discriminating benevolence were as-



80 CHURCHYARD RECOLLECTIONS.—No. III.

tonishing to a casual observer. Many were the individuals whom she
literally clothed and fed; and others, in better circamstances, she
supplied, during illness, with those delicacies which they could not
otherwise have commanded. In short,  take her all in all,” the little
to;vn t;f G——— will consider itself fortunate if it should ever see
“ her like again.”

Her fate had indeed been a melancholy one, but she had all the
consolations which flow from peace with God and good-will to man ;
and her last illness, which merely gave her time to say to an affection-
ate friend,— This is death,—but do not be distressed,—I am pre-
palrelslfefor it,”—was in perfect keeping with the harmony of her gene-
ral life.

In‘her youth, she had been engaged to a brave and enterprising
sailor, and their long attachment was diversified by all the joys and

iefs incident to such a situation. At length, the welcome intel-
igence of a decisive naval victory arrived, and was soon confirmed by
a letter from Charles Darnley himself, in which he informed her,
that he had been deputed to bear the despatches to the Admiralty, and
had received an appeintment to a Frigate on a home station. - He add-
ed, that, as every obstacle to their union was now removed, he hoped
she would become his, immediately upon his arrival at G——, and
that she might expect him in the course of a fortnight. To this pro-

Caroline "at once assented, and, after making some preparations

r her approaching marriage, she determined to accept a pressing in-
vitation which she had received from her intended mother-in-law, to
spend a day or two with her. :

Mrs. Darnley resided about twenty miles from G——, and it was on
the evening of a general illumination for the victory already alluded
to, that Miss Belmont reached a village situated at a short distance
from tbe place of her destination. The people were all in a tumult of
delight, and as she had to pass through the principal street, on her
way from the inn where the coach stopged_. its unusual splendour was
forced on her notice. Some of the windows appeared in all the naked
ﬁlare of long tallow-candles ranged in each pane,—while others ex-

ibited more tasteful attempts at crescents entwined with laurel
boughs, &c. But a transparency,—the first ever seen from time im-
memorial in that simple district—intended to represent Britannia,
seemed in particular to excite the wonder and admiration of the in-
habitants. A confused multitude were assembled round the cross of
the village, huzzaing and buming tar-barrels and piles of faggots,
while squibs and crackers flew in all directions. It was with consider-
able difficulty, that Caroline extricated herself from the crowd, and
gained the river side which led to Mrs. Darnley’s; and here samid
the tranquillity of reposing nature, an image of her future life rose
before her mind in all the colourings of youthful hope. She was still
indulging in that imaginative reverie so natural in her situation, when
she reached the entrance to Mrs. Darnley’s cottage, which was deco-
rated in a very different style from any she had seen. Only one
candle burned in the centre of each front window, as if merely to re-
pel any riotous attack, and the light was even rendered dimmer by
encircling branches of fir and yew. What could this mysterious,—
this chilling solemnity forbode !—A thousand indistinct and sicken-
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ing fancies floated across Caroline's brain, and had she not caught
of a rustic chair in front, she must have fallen to the ground.
Some time elapsed ere she could so far rally her vital powers as to
approach the door. Again and again she resolved to open it,—egain
and again withdrew her hund,—passed and repassed the cottage, and
lingered at each window, till, at length, her agonizing suspense could
no longer be sustained, and she entered the usual sitting-parlour.
The light from the window, obscured by a thin curtain, displayed in
broad relief the fantastic shadows of the branches on the floor, but
the room was empty,—a faint gleam issued from a door, half a-jar, open-
ing into an inner sleeping-apartment, and Caroline approached it.
The bed was occupied and some one was kneeling by its side, and
Jevery thing was s0 hushed and dark and motionless as to leave ber in
doubt whether or not it was the chamber of death.—With what un.
utterable sensations did Caroline stand for a few seconds! Might it
not be Charles Darnley lying dead on that bed -—She staggered
against a chair, and the figure arose. It was Mrs. Darnley, who,
softly withdrawing her into the outward room, pressed her in silence
to her bosom.  And is he dead?” exclaimed Caroline, gazing wildly
on Mrs. Darnley’s pale countenance. ‘Mre. Darnley seemed to hesi.
tate, and the agonized girl rushed to the bed-side and saw—her lover,
alive indeed,—but his eyes rolling and his features convulsed.
Anxious to surprise éaroline y his arrival at G——— five or six
days sooner than he had led her to expect, Captain Darnley, though
unwell when he left London, had travelled day and night, and he had
scarcely entered his mother's house that morning ere he became deli-
rious, and the physician pronounced his illness a brain faver of the
most dangerous kind. A message had been despatched to Caroline in
the course of the afternoon, but she had left G before it came.
There is an acmé of aflliction, in which the human mind becomes
more strengthened to act and endure,—when, as it were, abstracted
from every selfish adherency, it is actuated alone by regard for the
object it wishes to serve—After the first paralyzing effect of agony
had subsided, Caroline took her station in the sick room of her lover,
and many were the days and nights she passed literally without sleep,
his mother, naturally of a weak constitution, having gradually sunk
into a state of health which rendered her unable to attend him. Me-
lancholy, indeed, were these watchings to poor Caroline, for, though
her name was often repeated by Charles for hours together, he was
not even conscious of her presence. Still she thought that this insen-
sibility proceeded alone from fever, and that idea supported her amid
all her sufferings. But when, at length, health was restored, with-
out intellect, (owing probably to the combined effect of the fever and
an injury which he had received on the right temple in the late en-
ﬁgement,)—wben she implored him to “say if he knew Caroline
Imont,” and his large {-azel eye met hers without recognition,
while he mechanically repeated “Caroline Belmont,—Caroline Bel-
mont,” without the slightest intonation implying that he recollected
“that once familiar word,”—her resolution, so long supported, gave
way at once. A violent fever was the immediate consequence, and
for many months she lingered in a state between life and death. At
length, howerer, her mind became strengthened by the stedfast con-
VOL. I1. L
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templation of religious truth, and returning to her native town G—,
she passed the remainder of her life in the way I have attempted to
describe.

Captain Darnley survived his severe misfortune a considerable
time. After his mother’s death, he was placed under the care of a
medical man at G , though he did not require to be confined.
His recollection never returned, farther than to impress him with a
sort of instinctive attachment to Miss Belmont, and he was latterly
observed to be restless and uneasy if any thing occurred to preveat
him from paying her a daily visit. Often have I met his pale, majes-
tic wreck wandering along the bold coast on which the little sea.sort
of G is situated—occasionally leading in one band a little child,—
for, during his harmless insanity, he would only associate with chil-
dren—and holding in the other, a collection of flowers or sea-weeds
gathered pu ly for Miss Belmont. Sometimes he would present
them himself, noticing his mistress by a faint smile,—and at others
would scatter them unwittingly as he passed along. At length the
unfortunate sailor sank to rest, and the hillock :iich encloses the
earthly remains of Caroline Belmont rises at a short distance from the
grave of her first and last love.

———

SERENADE.

BY DELLA CRUSCA.

O comk, Adelaide, while the soft'ning mist

Of the evening falls on the ocean’s breast,

And watch with me till the moon shall peer,
From the sombre clouds round her crystal sphere,
And ride up the east with her starry band

Like a flaming torch in an angel’s hand !

O come, Adelaide, and to-night shall we

See the rale moon bathe in the broad blue sea,
And we’ll sit us down on the neighbouring height
And gaze on the waves all fring'd with light,
That come so calm o’er the glowing deep

Where the cradled winds have lain down to sleep.

O come, Adelaide, for the stars that stud

The vaulted heaven of the tri-une God,

Atre reflected down in the glistening caves,
Where the lost ones sleep in their oozy graves,
And a holy sheen on the sand bank lies
Where the low still moan of the ripple dies!

O come, Adelaide, to the pebbly strand,

And I'l lead thee, love, by thine own white hand,
And I'll tell thee, leve, what thy heart must hear,
‘While none but the God of truth is near;

And I'll seal my vows on those lips of thine,

With a long, deep kiss in the pale moonshine.



SCRAPS FROM THE GERMAN.

;-THE just man offends no one, and makes himself therefore no
enemies : the philanthropist. entertains more compassion than anger
towards those who oﬂ'eudp him without provocation: the valiant man
bas less animosity, because he isin a condition to make resistance
without being provoked : and the modest man often escapes enmities,
or allays them, because he does not notice, and consequently does not
feel them.— Glarve.

King Antigonus once heard, in bis tent, two soldiers, who were on
the outside, speaking very opprobriously and wickedly of him. After
having listened to them a nEort time, he opened the tent, and said to
them,—¢ If you wish to speak so of me, go at least aside, that I may
not hear.”— Sultzer.

Philip the Fair, King of France, was from misunderstandin
and instigations involved in a quarrel with Pope Boniface the Eighth,
which ﬂve him much uneasiness. Some of his courtiers recommend-
ed to him to punish the Bishop of Pomiers, and be revenged on this
prelate, who was in a t measure the author of the differences.
“I can do s0,” replied Philip, “but it is a fine thing to be able to do
this, and yet not to do it."— Historical Pictures.

A sum of money was stolen from an Englishman settled in America,
and he imagined, that it must have been done by one of the negroes.
Awordinﬂr he had all his negroes called before him, and addressed
them as follows:—< My friends, the great Serpent appeared to me
last night, and discovered to me, that the thief would have at this
instant a Jnrrot’s feather upon his nose.” Immediately the guilty
person laid hold of his nose—< It is you,” continued the gentleman,
“who have rebbed me ; the great Serpent has made it known to me,”
and he recovered his money.—R:

e umd

SONNET.

Unconscrous I have wandered far—alone—
Into the deep recesses of a wood,
Till darker and more dark the gloom had grown,
And stayed my erring course : then I have stood
Awhile bewildered sore,—then gazed around,
And floundered on again thro’ dismal glades
Ne'er sought before by man. Silence profound,
Arrayed in horrors, reigned "neath midnight shades.
Oh ! then—methought—the human race had
The bourne of Time, and I was left behind—
My doom eternal !—through the desert vast
Of a dispeopled world to range, nor find
One kindred soul ;—forbidden to elude
The pangs of never-ending cheerless solitude ! AER.
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1. The College Album for 1832. Written and Edited by Students
il%he University of Glasgow.—Smith and Son—Glasgow.—pp. 352.
0.

. WE have positively waded through 240 pages of the Glasgow Col-
lege Album ¥3:'1832{—a very rare circumstance for an Editor ; and
though we do not intend to engage in microscopic dissection, yet as
we are very conscientious, we shall exhibit a little more to our readers
than its mere title-page. The College Album—we do not love its
milliner-like cognomen—is nearly as good as the yonng students in
the University of Glasgow can make it, which, we regret extremely
to say, is not altogether enough. Baut let no one imagine that
this “ Selection of Original Pieces” is to be sneezed at with impunity.
On the contrary, though they do not aim at being profound or eru-
dite, there is a plentiful sprinkling of jokes, sentiments, and reflec-
tions to be met with which cannot fail to amuse the fancy and refine
the heart. We are convinced that critical acomen mgy good taste
have presided at the selection of the letter-press; but at the same
time we are at no loss to discover that they have had to deal with un-
promising materiel. We can picture the dilemma in which the Edi-
tors would be placed by the kindness of friends addicted to the
eacoethes scribendi. There is t inequality of merit in the poetry.
Nor are we disposed to yegufrt;: Preface as an interesting portion
of the Volume. It appears from what is put forth there, that the
reputation [literary, we suppose] which the Students of Glasgow
have already earned can only be maintained by the annual publication
of their Album. This, to say the least of it, is a great misfortune.
Now, we remember baving read the College Alhum for 1830, and we
are quite ready to admit, what our numerous readers will be most
ready to believe, that there was some good writing scattered through
the publication. But unfortunately for the reputation of the poetical
students who wrote for it in 1830, we happened, in one of our plea-
sant fits of good humour, to tragnsfer to the pages of our un-common
Rlaoe-book, some of the pitiful doggrel which survives even to this

ay to witness against them. A writer who signs himself Y. Z., and
who possesses a sort of coarse cleverness or cockney vulgarity, is
quite at home in “ A Drinking Song.” He struts in glorious pre-
eminence over the heads of his fellow-contributors, and we are sre-
ga.red to say that po poetaster ever felt more proud than be in dab-

ling his lips in the puddle of the new river. Y. Z. may imagine
that he is l)rivileg_ed to drink of the pure waters of Helicon, but there
is gross delusion in the belief. Let us for a moment attempt to swal-
low such egregious rhymes as the followipg :—

“ Which makes tbejzfretty faces glow,” (the faces of the ladies!)
« and look more and rogier,

«Than if they tippled nought but upadulterate ambrosia (/)

« Well, let them drink” (the Iadies again) ~ though I'm not there,
« I'll not refuse, or murmuyr,

“While goddesses and nectar, too, I find on terra firma.” (!)
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It is worthy of remark; that the whole purpose of this disgusting

rformance is to express and excite a desire for dram.drinking. Nay,
it indicates in the author a thirsty temperament, united to a we
do not know what to- call it! Perhaps the Secretary of the Berwick
Temperance Society will request the Dundee orator to give him a
Mﬁ handling when he next visits the western metropolis. He
richly deserves it. But our business is with the volume before us,
and we confess that we should be sorry, if the talent and genius of the
Students of the University of Glasgow were bound up in the College
Album for 1832. With four or five exceptions, we cannot for the
life of us assert that we discover in it any high claim to general atten-
tion. ** Youthful endeavours,” say the Editors,  however poor,” [the
Jtalics are ours] “ought not to I{e crushed.” Indeed! but we can-
not coincide in opinion with them, and we are apt to doubt the pro-
Ppriety of iublishmg the College Album at all. But let the Editors
of the work speak once more,—* We trust that our youth and inex-
perience will bluat the arrows of criticism.” Bah! what a modest
mouthful ! Who, we would ask, them before the tribunal of
the critic with all this boasted youth and inexperience ¢ thick upon
them ?” Surely the republic of {ettcrs could have waited until their
« greatness was a-ripening.” And is there no danger to be apprehend.-

from lulling a common-place young man into the erroneous belief
that he is a very great cresture? We fear there is,—and we charge
the Editors of the College Album with having brought into preco-
cious existence & gro'u{'of ¢ sweet composers’ and "¢ amiable writers’

who have beea tem to commit contributions, which, had time and
experience been allowed to sober their judgments, they had never
lived to be ashamed of. Has not the cultivation of the science joyeuse
set aside more useful and important studies! Aye, it Aas,—and we

ially pity the slave of a dreamy brain, who, getting possessed
with visions of , allows his mind to luxuriate amid scenes of the
imagination instead of steadily exercising his talents and judgment
in the investigation of professional subjects. But we have no heart at
this moment to say more, and we will give relief to our remarks by
extracting a clever ingenious

EPITAPH ON A WATCH.

Stranger!
Ere thou pass, contemplate this tablet,
Nor rdless be told,
That near it rests the worn and shattered frame
Of one,
Who, in his youth and maturity,
Was never known, if wound up to exertion, to lose a single moment.
But regular in his habits,
And unremitting in his industry,
He marked every minute as it passed :
And pointing with unerring finger to the lapse of time,
Often admonished his friends,
Seriously and faithfully,
Of its rapid flight.
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By example as well as precept,
He enforceX the sa}:;lred duty of e;:nplc)ymg it-well.
: He never went wrong.—
He never told an untruth.—
Nor did he ever proceed
Faster than suited
The even tenor
Of his well regulated life.
His face was indeed an index te his proceedings.
- He witnessed many revolutions,
All of which were unavoidable and quietly effected ;
Yet he never hastened forward,
Or disclosed any of them
Prematurely ;
But contented bimself
With silently marking
And faithfully chronicling them all
In his later years,
Owing to some internal disorder,
His conduct became somewhat irregular:
His motions were at times too slow,
At others hurried and uncertain.
His band was unsteady ;
He was found
To be often erroneous in his calculations ;
Little dependance could be placed upon him,
For alas! his principles were perverted.
-At length
The spring of his existence
ing worn out,
He desisted altogether from his occupation,
And departed this life,
To the infinite regret of many,
Who knew his early virtues.

We were much pleased with the powerful writing to be met with
in « the Magician of Padua;” «a Day in Ancient Rome,” is charac-
terised by a delicate sensibility and a fine philosophy ;—the same
anthor’s attempts in verse are most successful. * Pas
of a Bachelor” are sketchy and spirited. Our limits forbid us to
particularize further, and we shall proceed to wind up our notice by

ving a pretty poem, written by our townsman, Mr. John Morrison
hitelaw, and which appears to us to be one of the chief attractions

in the poetical department of the volume :—

PAUL TO VIRGINIA.
After hearing her sing.
To me the music of thy tongue
Was as aerial murmurs flung

From angel's harps, at fall of even,
While resting in their flight from heaven.

in the life
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Like a bright dream, it call’d to view
What frigid-art could ne’er renew ;
Fair images of earliest years

Ere hope dissolv’d itself in tears,

Or memory dipp’d her iron pen
In gall, and wrote a curse on men.

As by a spell, the purple hills

Of childhood, with their silvery rills,

And summits towering to the sky,

Arose and gleam’d before mine eye ;

Again I trode each herbless steep,

And saw the antler’d wild-deer leap,

From crag to chasm, o'er rock and leas,
Fleet play-mate of the mountain-breeze.
Each dim and long-forgotten scene,

The starlit woods, and dark ravine,—

The stainless lake, around whose rim,

The moen at midnight seem’d ¢o swim,—
The proud and ever glorigus sea,

Reposing like & monarch free ;

And all unfathom’d as the fountain
‘Whence it flowed :—the lonesome meuntain
‘Which thou didst climb at eventide

To pray, while Twilight, like a bride,
Stretch’d slowly o'er the firmament

The dusky curtains of her tent,

And mystic voices floated nigh,

Like echoes from Eternity.

Oh ! what is life? 'tis but a dream
‘Which vanisheth,—a glittering stream,—
A dark and toilsome pilgrimage,—

A race where youth and hoary age
Contend, and friends who meet to-day,
To-morrow may be far away.

The moon, who from her lattice high
Now marks the lightnings of thine eye,
Aud Jistens to each joyous laugh,

Ere long may scan thine epitaph ;

The radiant flowers which round thee bloom,
Perchance, were planted for thy tomb,
And ere their fragrance pass away,

May wreath thy cold unconscious clay.

2. Original Songs. By Robert Gilfillan~John Anderson—Edin-
burgh.—pp. 152. 12mo.
The Immortality of the Soul ; with other Poems. By David Mal-
lock, A. M.—Holdsworth and Ball—London.—pp. 152. 8vo.

W= class these two productions, not so much because the subjects
are similar, as because they have been both noticed in our pages, and
we are anxious to favour our readers with a few additional specimens



88 CRITICAL NOTICES.

of the varied and superior talents of the Authors. Mr. Gilfillan,
with a praiseworthy modesty, pays due respect to the names of Burns,
Tannahill and Macneill, and to the genius of * living masters of
Scottish Song ;" and with unaffected sincerity he begs it to be under-
stood, that he enters ¢ the lists with no pretensions to the character of
a competitor, but merely as a humble follower—not as a belted knight,
but as a lowly squire.”” If the writer of these « Original Songs” will
not speak out for himself, the public, it is to be hoped, will do him
justice. His muse is right powerful and pleasant, and he seems to
have imbibed the true spirit that pervades the melodies of his great

redecessors. If our readers peruse the following extracts with but
Ealf the relish, that we have again and again, they will not think the
space allotted to them unprofitably occupied.

WHY TARRIES MY TRUE LOVE?
TuNE—¢ Robin Adair.”
Way tarries my true love so long on sea ?
Spirits of ocean! tell, why tarries he?
Dark is the midnight sky,
Loud raves the storm on high !
; Where closeth he his eye ?
To dream of me! .

When once my love returns, we part no more:
Spirits! oh! where is he, by sea or shore ?
“ Far in the ocean’s deeps,
“ Where death his vigil keeps,
“ There thy fond lover sleeps,
¢ ’Neath its loud roar !"

The next is a parody, which we gladly reprint, were it only for the
sake of intimating, that it was originally published in Blackwood’s
Magazine for January 1828 :—

WRITE, write, tourist and traveller, 4

Fill up your pages and write in good order ;

Write, write, scribb’ler and driveller,

‘Why leave such margins ?——come nearer the border.

Many a laurel dead flutters around your head,

Many a tome is your memento mori !

Come from your garrets, then, sons of the quill and pen,
Write for snuff-shops, if you write not for glory.

Come from your rooms where the farthing wick's burning,
Come with your tales full of gladness or woe ;

Come from your small-beer to vinegar turning,

Come where the Port and the Burgundy flow !

Fame’s trump is sounding, topics abounding,

Leave, then, each scribb’ler, your high attic story ;
Critics shall many a daé sKeal( of your book, and say,

“ He wrote for the snuff.shop, he wrote not for glory "
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‘Write, write, tourist and traveller,

Fill up your pages and write in good order ;
Write, write, scribb’ler and driveller,

‘Why leave such margins >—come nearer the border.

« Fare thee well” is beautiful and touching. We can merely ven- i
ture to convey a piece of information respecting it, which we take !
from an appended note. These verses, we are told, will be found in
a work, entitled the * Spirit of British Song,” with the name of
“« Moreland” attached to them as the author. This mistake, how-
ever, the publishers readily acknowledged in a very handsome letter
of apology, which is now in Mr. Gilfillan’s possession. Besides the
parody given above and others of a like stamp, we were much pleased ’1
with the piece, beginning— The poets, what fools they’re to deave |
Kidx there is evidence incontestible of a keen perception of |
the humorous. |
We conclude our hasty refurn to Mr. G's book of songs with—and
we consider it equal to any of its kind—

A BUMPER TO THEE!

Set to a spirited Air, from a forthcoming volume of Original
( ‘p'mw;a, {;Pnrnfn M<Lzop, Esq.)
A bumper to thee! a bumper to thee !
A cu'x to the fair, and a health to the free ;
o!

is toast hath a spell, we shall quaff it with glee,
A bumper to thee ! a bumper to thee!

Lz the wine mantle high in a goblet of joy,
Be it Alicant bright or Burgundy famed,
O! my soul, like the cup, to my lip shall spring up,
When friendship and thou in a bumper art named !
A bumper to thee, &c.

O! the Arno rolls deep through Italia’s gay land,
And fair on its banks grows the wide-spreading vine ;
In the juice of that vine I shall pledge heart and hand
To bright eyes that sparkle, as sparkles the wine !
. A bumper to thee, &c.

As the Arab, while wand’ring the desert along,
Forgets half his toil if a streamlet he find,
80, in life’s d waste, fill a cup deep and strong,
And sorrow and care we shall throw to the wind
In a bumper to thee, &c.

Since the past is away, let this night be our day,
Nor brood on to-morrow to waken a sigh ;

For to souls if there’s bliss, "tis a moment like this,
When cups flow with wine, and bosoms with joy !

A bumper to thee ! a bumper to thee !
Aatttothefair, and a health to the free ;
O! this toast hath a spell, we shall quaff it with glee,

A bumper to thee ! a bumper to thee! ’
YOL. 11 u
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We finally—at least Editorially—close Mr.. Mallock’s delightful
volume by transferring to the Border Magazine two more of his minor
poems ;—we may be allowed, however, to express a hope, that the
success of the present work will be sufficient to encourage the talented
and excellent author to complete his proposed extensive poem of
“ The Survey.”

MUTABILITY.

THE Winter came, and the winds blew high,
And the fields were wrapt in snow ;

And the mighty streams, and the little brooks,
And the rills, forgot to flow.

For the Frost’s cold hand had chain’d them down,
And the breath of the storm had past,

With its hurricane sweep, o'er their waters clear,
And their music had breath’d its last.

But the balmy Spring came round again,
And the brooks, and the rills, and the streams,
Like the rosy dawn of youth’s bright years,
Started forth from their icy dreams!

And the sleeping flow'r, in its earthy bow’r,
Upsprung from its snow-wreath'd pillow,—

When the radiant Eye of the golden sky
Glanced brightly on the billow.

And Summer was seen, with her mantlé green,
Adorning the new-wak’d earth ;
As a beauteous child, by its mother mild,
. Is deck’d for the day of mirth.

And Autumn came, with her locks of flame,
And her brow adorn’d with gems

Of pearly dew, to the wreath that grew,
Like bees to the honied stems.

Thus Change was renew’d, and the chase pursu'd,
Round, round the gliding year :

And nought stood still, nor good nor ill,
Till all sunk on earth’s cold bier !

Ah! ’tis with me as the Seasons be ;
My Spring, Summer, Autumn, are past,
And Winter again bath assum’d his reign,
And chill'd bright Hope with his blast.

STANZAS.

WHEN clouds gather fast, and the prospect all dark
In gloom mﬁn shadow is closing,

*Tis sweet "mid the scowl of the tempest to mark
A spot where the light is reposing.




CRITICAL NOTICES. 01

So ’tis with my heart, in the lone hour of grief,
When Sorrow and Anguish enfold it ;

I dream of thy beauty, then comes my relief
The moment I seem to behold it !

8. Emmeline. - By Mrs. Sherwood.—Melrose—Berwick—18mo.

W are often provoked to see old siectac]ed people fuming and fret-
ting at the innocent amusements of children, as if they had forgotten
that they were once children themselves. These wise-acres—they are
of both sexes—would have us to believe that they were prudent ma-
tronly ladies and sober-minded gentlemen at ten and twelve years of
age! Their design is to put an extinguisher upon childhood, and to
do away with one of the four ages of man. They are the most sweet,
and tender-conscienced of moralists, and they will sit down hob-a-nob
with you at your parlour window,—if you have got one,—and tell you
with all the gravity imagiuable, that the romping of children is higily
detrimental to the growth of virtue, as if there were not a possibility
that the refinements in morality may be carried too far. The pleasant
little histories, too, of * Cinderella,” * Blue Beard,” ¢ Little Red Rid-
ing Hood,” and the thousand-and-one delightful fairy tales, so excel-
lently adapted for engendering the love of reading in the different
stages of infancy, childhood, and youth, have been pounced upon by
these Sensibles, as an unclean thing, and banished from the infant
library, to make way for a budget of canting and foolery, all about
my sweet Miss this, and my dear Miss that, who, for the sake of
elucidating the absurdity of the design which the worthies have in
view, talk most feelingly of their compassion for the unfortunate—their
hatred of cruelty, and so forth, till we discover at length that the in-
teresting misses, with all their excessive sensibility, are nothing more
than so many little ridiculous caricatures of matrons and divines.
This cannot be tolerated. Children must have children’s books, nor
must “ Blind man’s buff,” or one of their romping games be pro-
scribed.

It now comes to be asked if Mrs. Sherwood’s one-and-sixpenny book
has obtained the verdict of our judgment ? We answer—and we will
make every extenuation to Mrs. Sherwood for our rudeness—that had
it been placed in our hands, at an age when such books are said to
charm, we would have been apt to kick it under the table, in the very
face of its injunctions to practise gentleness. But we ask Mrs. S's
Erdon,—-—“ mmeline” is a story for ounrgro::isaes, who wear ““ brown

olland pinafores to preserve their clean frocks,” and who are able to
comprehend the obligation to the performance of a duty ! We will not
stop, however, to enquire whether or not a certain maturity of judg-
ment is required to understand and feel the nature of a duty. Mrs,
Sherwood and her publisher appear to understand these matters bet-
ter than we do. ’leey have conceived and reared a numerous pro-
geny of little books, too tedious for us to particularise by their Chris-
tian and sur-names, with the view of teaching children morality, and
of leading them on to read and to relish those writings which are the
basis of it. Now, has a child of eight or nine a predilection for this
species of reading? It has not, and they are but cramming the mind
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of the poor darling with the most indigestible food, which, for any
thing we know to the contrary, may render it bilious for life! Nor
must we be told that a certain discipline and course of reading is
necessary, in order to prevent ¢ foolish thoughts” from taking u
their abode in the infant mind. Education must be in agreement wi
nature. It is preposterous to make it run counter to it. Nature
must be looked to as the guide, and we must accommodate infancy
with the nursery mythology, because it is impossible for it to read or
take delight in any other thing. And indeed, these same fictitious
relations are worth a hundred of their * suitable presents for chi-
dren.” They excite benevolent "affections, engender sympathy, and,
improve the imagination and instruct the jugment at one and the
same time. In our young days, we remember havin&awept for ome
hour and twenty-two minutes, when we were first made acquainted
with = Theé Death and Burial of Cock Robin ;”—it was the earliest
offering to our intellect, printed on coarse white’ﬁbmq‘paper, and
adornecgl with fourteen highly affecting wood cuts ! Then we got « Robin
Hood,” and * Robinson Crusoe,” being best adapted for ournext era in
life, until we acquired such a love o? reading that our old granny—
she was a sly gipsy—determined to make us a preacher whether dad
consented or not. It is just such books as those we have mentioned
that breeched and unbreeched academicians desire to possess, and we
assure Mr. Melrose if he will but set about the business, and
issue from his shop a goodl{ bunch of tiny quartos, that the « Juvenile
Society for the Diffusion of Knowledge” which we are going to form
in this town immediately after the Jubilee, shall present him with
the diploma of honorary member, as a mark of their gratitude for the
unprecedented interest which lie has all along taken in the promotion
of juvenile literature. "~ - -

4. The Mercantile Navy Improved ; or a Plan for the greater Safety

of Lives and Property in Steam-vessels and Sailing-vessels ; with
atory Drawings, &c. By James Ballingall, Surveyor of Shi

ging for the Port of Kirkcaldy.—W. Morrison—London.—pp. lgz

V0.

TaE very attempt to effect the important objects noted in the title-
page, if coming from a respectable quarter, is'a recommendation to the
work. The annual loss of lives and' property by shipwreck is-enor-
mous, and as the Public, without question,  ultimately pay for all
wrecks and damages, either by water or fire,” it must, one should
think, be an inducement to the legislature to make a fair trial of Mr.
Ballingsll’s plan, especially since it is" universally admitted to be cha-
racterized by strength, safety and durability,—and is, moreover,
practicable at 4 comparatively trifling expense at the outset. The
Author was examined before a committee of the House of Commons,
in consequence of the loss of the Rothsay Castle, Steamer, where he
produced various models, which, so far as they were inspected, were
approved of. Tbegt’n]s'o' met with the approbation of numerous par-
ties interested in Merchant Shipping;’ some of them, indeed, object-
ing to the additional charge which, in the first instance, comes out of
the pocket of the builder or original purchaser of the vessel. It bes
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ing difficult to analyse a work of this kind, which cannot well be
understood without the presence of the Explanatory Drawings and a
competent knowledge of nautical terms, we are necessitated to content
ourselves with recommending the volume to every one connected with
the maritime interests of Britain. It is clearly the result of much
research, industry and skill, and is entitled to a serious and attentive
consideration. In ;e:'reorenee to t}l;a tri;'ia:‘objeclt’i]on above alluded to, we
subjoin a paragra m the publication :—* The Ame-
ﬁaﬁnmﬁneed pus of tge practical aps ication of steam to mnaval
purposes, after it had been condemned and discountenanced here, (be-
cause it interfered with the interests of parties,) and still dispute the
honour of the invention with us; it is to be hoped, then, that we will
not, for the sake of keeping up a false and fictitious system of classing
shipping, which benefits no person, and sacrifices the property in the
sea, permit them, the French, Russians, and other nations to shew us
an improved construction of Merchant Sl:gsing, and practically to
convince us that ¢ the preponderance of trade is preserved, not by
enterprise only, but by conducting commerce in the most efficient
manner, and on the most economical principles,’ since, besides the
lives lost, all expenses must come at last out of the pockets of the
consumer.”

MATHEMATICS.

SOLUTION OF QUESTIONS IN LAST NUMBER.

Solution of Question lst, by Mr. George Giles, Tweedmouth.

To the square of 25 add four times the area in chains (600), and
the square root of the amount will be 35, the sum of the two sides.
From the square of 25 take four times the area, and the square root
of the remainder will be 5, the difference of the sides. Add half the
difference of the sides to half their sum, and we have 20 chains for
the greater side; and subtract half their difference from half their
sum, and we have 15 chains for the less side.

Solution 1?. Question 2d, by Myr. William Ferguson, Assistant to the
Rev. N. Blythe, Greenfield House Academy, near Whittingham.
First, 22 divided by 3.1416 = 7, diameter of beam’s end; and 33

divided by 3.1416 — 10.5, outer diameter of the cloth when wrapt

about the beam. Their sum is 17.5, and difference 3.5. Now, the
included between the two concentric circles will be equal to

the length of the web multiplied by its thickness. Therefore 17.5

multiplied by 3.5 multiplied by .7854 — 48.10575 — area of included

space, which divided by one-ninety-sixth, (= one-twelfth of the
eighth of an inch) gives 4618.162 inches, or 128.282 yards, the length
of the web requi
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Solution of Question 3d, by Mr. George Giles, .Tweedmouth.

The square of 40 multiplied by .7854 and divided by 3 gives 418.88,
the area of one third of the circle. Then 418.88 divided by the square
of 40 is equal to .2618 whose tabular ver. sine is .367535 ; this mul-
tiplied by 40 is equal to 14.7 the ver. sine, and 40 divided by 2 gives

the radius of the circle. Then 20 minus 14.7 leaves 5.3 inches,
the distance at which the line must be struck from the centre.

Solution of Question 4th, by Mr. William Weatherhead, Swinton.

As (177 plus 67) : $l77 minus 67) : : Sine 106° 39’ 44” : Sine
25° 35" 14” difference of the angles at the base, one half of which is
12° 47’ 37" ; then (180° minus 106° 39’ 44”) gives 73°.20’ 16” to one
half of which add, and subtract 12° 47’ 37”, we shall have 49° 27’ 45"
and 23° 52’ 317, the angles at the base. Again, 193,562
. o " . . . J Siune 49° 27’ 457 : 193 .

As sine 106° 30’ 447 : 244 : : J SN 28037 20 maoss} Sides.

Lastly, As Radius 90° : Sine 106° 39’ 44" : : half product of the
containing sides : 9556 square chains, or 955.6 acres.

QUESTIONS FOR SOLUTION.
Proposed by Mr. George Giles, Teacher, Tweedmouth.

5. On the 17th day of June 1832, two men, A. and B., started a
Jjourney from two different places (but on the same parallel of north
latitude) and observed the sun to rise 52° 34’ from the north towards
the east. After travelling 3 days they met together at 6 P. M.,
and found the sun's altituﬁe to be 17° 45’ 40”; they also found the
sum of their distances to be 140 miles, A’s distance being the least, and
the angle A. made with the meridian he left is equal to the comple-
ment of the angle which B. made with the meridian he left. fﬂmred
the dli]st;nee between the places they left, also the distance man
travelled.

Proposed by Mr. A. Moscrop, Tweedmouth.

6. On the northern hemisphere, a ball fell from the top to the bot-
tom of a tower in 5 seconds, the distance between the ball and the
point in s from whence it fell is 4317.8 feet. Required the lati-
tude of the tower? The ball fell 16 feet the first second, the earth’s
annual motion excluded.

Proposed by Mr. William Weatherhead, Teacher, Swinton.

7. A tree standing on an horizontal plane, was broken down by a
tempestuous wind, struck the ground 30 feet from the root; but if it
had been broken 20 feet lower, it would have struck the ground 70
feet from the root ; required the height of the tree.

We can see no propriety in publishing Mr. Weatherhead's com.-
munication, unless he can shew that Mr. Giles is wrong. Moreover,
Mr. W. must be aware that, while he denies that his solution is e-r.
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roneous, he admits in the same sentence the existence of a ¢« defect”—
but enough. We recently saw a work of great oelebrita wherein a
problem is wrought uron the same 1vfu-inciples as Mr. G’s solution
of our Question 6th, vol. I. Perhaps Mr. Weatherhead might put his
method to the test, if he will insist upon its correctness. 'l{e pro-
blem is as follows :—Given the latitude left 37° N., the distance 1027,
and the difference of longitude 790 miles,—to find the angle of bear-
ing and the latitude come to.

‘We beg to remind our -Mathematical friends once more, that we
consider them pledged on honour to send us their own bona fide ori-
ginal questions for Solution. We should be sorry to be driven to the
necessity of exposing an apparent deception.

i —

Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

On the 26th ult., at his house, Mile End, Middlesex, the wife of
C. M. Brody, Esq. of a son.

MARRIAGES.

At Edinburgh, on the 13th ult., by the Rev. Dr. Robert Gor-
don, George Dunbar, Esq., Professor of Greek in the University of
Edinburgh, to Elizabeth, daughter of William Molle, Esq. of Maines.

At Leith, on the 18th ult, Mr. Joseph Thomson, of this town,
laker, to Mary, eldest daughter of Mr. S. Mather, of the former
place, brewer.

At Chester-le-street, on the 21st ult., Col. Robert Bell, of Benton,
late of the 86th regiment, to Emma Donna, daughter of the deceased
Isaac Cookson, Esq. of Whitehill, in the county of Durham. .

At Paxton House, Berwickshire, on the 28th ult,, by the Rev.
John Edgar of Hutton, the Hon. A. F. Cathcart, youngest son of the
Right Hoo. Earl Cathcart, to Margaret, second daughter of W. F.
Howe, Esq. of Paxton.

At Ford Church, on the 4th inst., by the Rev. Thomas Knight,
David Logan, Esq.," Ferney Castle, Berwickshire, to Isabella, eldest
daughter of Adam Smith, Esq., Berry hill, Northumberland.

DEATHS.

At Huddersfield, on the 20th May, Robert Graham, formerly cop-
persmith, Tweedmouth, aged 73.
wAt Paris, on the lst ult., the celebrated General Lamarque, aged

At Swinewood Mill, on the 6th ult., after a short illness, Mr. Gow-
an Lawson, aﬁed 42,
At Alnwick, on the 9th ult, Mr. John Hindmarsh, painter, aged
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At Chirnside, on the 11th ult., George, son of Mr. Ebenezer Coch-
ran, baker, aged 14.

On the 12th ult., in Cleveland-row, London, in her 18th year, the
Hon. Harriet Caroline Lambton, third daughter of Lord Durham.

In Dumfries-shire, aged 79, Mrs. Isabella Scott, relict of Dr. Wil.
liam Russell, author of the History of Modern Europe, &c.

At Marwick Hall, on the 12th ult, Mrs. Moises, widow of Mr.
Moises, vicar of Felton, and mother of Captain Moises, Amble House.

At Anpnan, on the 17th ult, Gawin Irving, Esq., father of the
Rev. and celebrated Edward Irving.

At his house in Edinburgh, on the 23d ult., Sir James Hall, Bart.
of Dunglass, in the 72d year of his age.

At Coldstream, on the 25th ult,, Margaret Smith, relict of Mr.
Thomas Melrose, aged 84.

At Wooler, on the 28th ult., nfed 71, much and deservedly re-
spected, Mr. George Stephenson, leather cutter.

Same day, at :ﬁ: residence of Mrs. Colonel Booth, Montpelier,
near Bristol, where she was on a visit, Miss Anna Maria Porter, the
celebrated novelist.

At Burnmouth, on the 28th ult, Mr. Adam Willis, in the 76th
year of his age, deeply regretted.

At Greenlaw, in the 84th year of his age, Mr. Andrew Kerr, for-
merly farmer of Cornrigg.

At Alnwick, on the 7th inst., Mrs. Busby, wife of Mr. Daniel
Busby, auctioneer, aged 54, much regretted.

To Readers and Correspondents.
The Review of Mr. Melrose’s new school book is unavoidably post-

The paﬁer on Atheism shall find a place.

Maany of our correspondents who ma; to have been hitherto
neglected, are not lostp:ight of.  sppet

We venture again to remind all and sundries, that we expect our
unknown friends to post pay their communications; and we have fur-
ther to assure such, that—except in cases where we Anow, as we al-
ways do, the manuscript of our regular contributors—the unmpaid

are laid up for a certain period, and then are consi un-
o to the ﬂnnez. periods goed
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ON ATHEISM.*
A REVERIE TERMINATING IN A DREAM.

¢ Hail, human liberty ! There is no God.”

It appears to me that the sublimer scenes of the material world were
intended by the Creator to be used in the moral education of the
mind, as a basis for its musings on the immaterial beauty and gran-
deur of a higher sphere. It has always appeared so to me, and to
many, in all ages, with whose genius I can presume to hold no com-
munion, but that called forth by the inspiration of their own awaken-
ing words. They have ascended the mountain top with a religious
awe, as if they were approaching the nearer vicinity of Heaven, and,
the more the horizon expanded, the vaster bave their conceptions
grown of the animating Spirit, that pervades and sustains the infinity
of things. But it has not been so with all even of those that la
claim to a profounder sympathy than is felt by ordinary men with
nature, in her deep significance, and oracular intimations. They
bave entered, as it were, the very sanctuaries of creation, or have
ascended its high and holy places, that their contempt of the Being
who surrounded and supported them by his conscious presence, might
acquire a character otp blasphemy, and blasphemy itself assume a
deeper tone, from being reverberated in those solitudes, where none
but God could hear. It is mournful to dwell upon the aberrations of
genius, and to see some of the strongest and fairest emanations from
the infinite mind turning a malignant aspect on the fountain of their
being and their splendour. Such a train of thought was excited by
a casual recollection of one whose transcendent powers and melancholy
fate would bring us to ascribe the extravagances of his career to a

® We reckon it but right to inform our readers, that this article on Atheism
appeared some years ago in a periodical which existed during only two or three
Nombers. We question if one of them ever saw the defanct in question. At all
events we bave ample authority for appropriating the able composition of——we
are just permitted to say—a young Baptist clergyman. It is also due to the an-
thor “ 1o state, that the former part of the paper was a real dream, and that the
idea of the latter part was snggested by a reverie of John Faul Richter.”

VOL. 1. N
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partial derangement of reason,—so as to deem him either the most
guilty, or the most unfortunate, of those on whom Poesy has breathed
out the inspiration of her very soul. In this forlorn hope, of charity
weeping over the sepulchre og genius, would we forbear the mention
of his name ; lest, on the one hand, we should rouse up the swarming
bigots of all creeds and parties—and, on the other, (if consciousness
inform the dead,) lest we should disturb the slumber of those remains,
o'er which the guilty Adriatic weeps, with her daily tide. Such,
however, was the demeanour of that wayward bard. On one of the
grandest elevations of an Alpine scene—with the untroubled heavens
above, and the tempestuous clouds beneath—where the very elements
would seem to speak, in the ear of reason, with an overpowering voice,
~—did he dare to subscribe his name with the epithet of « Atheist”—
thus leaving the ordinary track of life, and seeking out the place
where Deity shed forth the strongest manifestations of his presence,
as if for the sole purpose of more nearly insulting his Creator. One
could almost have believed the report, had such been made, that the
very elements had breathed out some intimation of wrath, and, in
the absence of articulate voice, that the surrounding rocks had broken
the silence of ages, at once to refute the derision vented against their
Maker ;—as that youth, in ancient times, burst asunder the strings
which had held him dumb from his birth, through the vehemence of
his anger at the threatening of his father's life. Far different were
our emotions, when standing on one of the sublimest, if not one of the
loftiest heights which our island can boast,—the summit of the Malvern
hills, which form the boundary of that chain of mountains that runs
through the whole of Wales, and terminates in Snowden to the north.
From that highland peak,—whence might be seen twelve counties, all
teeming with luxuriance, overshadowed with the glory of historic recol-
lections, and, to our imagination, thronging with airy phantoms of chi-
valry and romance, called forth by the remembrance of Shakespeare,
whose remains rested in the extreme verge of the horizon—from that
spot, which seemed made as a sort of vantage ground whence the
imagination might soar away to higher spheres, did we look forth and
around upon the scene, as a vast panorama, on which might be traced
out, in the varied shades of an autumnal eve, the iudications of a
Minp—informing, sustaining, and beautifying the whole. Close
under the base of this inland promontory lay the village of Malvern,
with its white cottages nestling together, in a paradise of gardens,
round the old Gothic tower of the Abbey church. The deep irradia-
tion of the setting sun was now reflected, at the distance of six miles,
from the windows and pinnacles of Worcester, which hence seemed
the very miniature of a city, placed by fairy hands on the banks of
the Severn—* Sabrina fair !"—here wandering in lowliness through
the vale.

The sun at length retired, like a Patriotic emperor, at the close of
life, with a grandeur which became his early ministration to the inte-
rest of man. “ The gorgeous company of clouds,” which rolled after
the chariot of the retiring monarch, soon spread themselves in mist
upon the mountains. The whole earth was at rest, and the heavens
came down upon it, in the freshness of their dews, whilst the stars
peered forth from their hiding-places, and shared out with the rising
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moon the deep serenity of the scene. I lingered on the declivities of
the mountain, and, once more, in the fulness of my heart, sat down
to imbibe the inspiration of the place. The last murmuring sounds
of day had now ceased in the darkening twilight, and I heard no-
thing from the solitude around me but invocations, as it were, from
beings of a higher order, and a strange, incessant repetition, (as by
some mysterious monitor, anxious, at such an hour, indelibly to brand
with abeurdity their schemetsl) of the phrase—¢ Without in the
world !” I was amazed at the deep insinuation of argument, and indig-
nant exposure of depravity, presented in these few short w

“ Without God in the world !” as if to state the theory were to con-
fute it; or, as if no man could look round on the universe, teeming
with ionumerable forms of beauty, and PrinciPle. of order, without
recognizing the arrangements of a controlling mind.  As if a residence
in this world, which is adorned with intermingling systems of harmo.
nious operation, were enough to urge upon the mind, as a first and
elementary idea, that there isa God. My thoughts soon acquired
the deeper tone of a Reverie, proceeding thus :—

The Reverie.

I ax astonished at the earnestness with which some philosophers
have contended against the existence of a God. They have not merely,
as philosophers, suspended their belief, in order that the demonstra-
tion of his being might acquire a double force,—but they have reason-
ed against it as a stupendous evil, in the same spirit as the adherents -
of Saturn are represented by the poets, as groaning and declaiming
in the prisonhouses of Tartarus, at the ascendency of the Olympian
Thunderer. Like these imaginary beings, I have heard them, with
wonder, assuming the language of patriols of the universe, overpower-
ed by destiny, in their endeavour to subvert a tyranny intolerable to
the creation, and sullenly awaiting a decree of that same power for a
revolution in the government of worlds. I was amazed at the similarity
of their deportment to that of the rebellious deities under chains of
darkness, when I compared their situations, and found that, whilst
these men were venting a malevolence against their Creator, equal to
that which is exto by the sorrows of the damned, His air was
breathing through their organs, His sun was shining upon their heads,
and His earth was spread beneath and around them, in the luxuriance
of revolving seasons.—I was alarmed at the provocation ; and, as if no
remains of human virtue could overbalance the impiety, I waited in
expectation of some catastrophe, by which the Creator should vindi-
cate the benevolence of his reign. As if the realization of their own
schemes, for the shortest period, were the most appropriate and
severe of punishments, I looked for the extinction of the sun, the con-
fusion of the stars, the insurrection of contending elements, and all
the fearful portents of a retiring Deity,—with voices in the air, call-
ing the malignant powers of the universe to supersede his reign. I
looked for these things—but I saw no more than the deep radiance of
the solar beam, still shining on the just and on the unjust, or the
rain descending on the and on the evil. The whole inanimate
earth was heaving with delight,—the overhanging hills, the laughin
fountains, and the roaring seas. A trembling ecstacy thrilled roung
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the world—and, in the pause of admiration, I imagined I could hear
the distant music of the spheres, as th:X still rolled murmuring on-
wards in their ancient and unviolated order.

I turned away from the contemplation of this visionary scene to the
realities of my situation; that, in the calmness of reason, I might
estimate the advantages which render the existence of a God the basis,
and wonder, and ornament of the universe.—Vain, said I, is the
. philosophy of that man who could be desirous of removing the basis of
support, and the centre of operation, from the whole physical economy
of nature! Rivers may circulate round the world, each world may re-
volve round the sun, and the sun may carry round with him the
planetary spheres and their intermingling orbits, as he sweeps in a
more sublime revolution round some unknown centre, at an immea-
surable distance,—but where originates the career of suns, and what
sustains them in their uniform and undiminished force? If we must
trace the long series of animated beings back to some primary point
of suspension, on which the creation hangs—by what reason are we
prohibited from tracing the regularity of the seasons, and the har-
mony of worlds, to the same elementary power, as the origin and
main-spring of operation? If that hand were withdrawn, for a mo-
ment, which upholds the strength of the hills, and guides the stars
in their courses, there would need no more to bring back the disorder
of chaos—to cover the heavens with blackness and the earth with
mourning, so that all nature should give up the ghost, and nothing
remain but darkness, as the funeral ¢ pall of a’ de ¢ world.”

Poor is the imagination of that man who could wish to annihilate
the one living consummation of ideal excellence—to throw down the
towering apex of the universe, and reduce all to a monotonous level
of existence. God bas endowed us with an instinctive admiration of
beauty and order ;—but he has combined with this an aspiration after
the infinite. “ Vires acquirit eundo” may be said of the human mind.
The more complete are the specimens of beauty, material and immate-
rial, which it contemplates, the more does its conception and admira-
tion of the abstract quality expand. It is refined by the ethereal food,
and ascends, with an accelerated flight, through innumerable grada-
tions of beauty and grandeur, till it comes to repose in the beatific
vision, before the sunlight of that countenance, which is the first good
and fair,—the realization of all that poesy has feigned, or imagination
shadowed forth. This is the mystic ladder of the patriarch’s dream,
from the earth climbing upwards to perfection. Angels ascend and
descend ; guiding us through the intermediate clouds and darkness
into the splendours which environ the throne of God.

Deep is the depravity of that man who could seek to undermine the
last foundations of a moral government,—that eternal justice, which
ensures to virtue her ascendency, and to impiety her doom ;—to re.
move that living support, to which their own nature instinctively
clings in the season of extremity, so that, when the seas work tem.
pestuously, and the mariners begin to quail before the storm, there is
not one but will cry to his God,—though that God were no more than
a Sidonian shepherd or a Tyrian whale. But these men know that
they are not aiming at an idolatry, (which were to be tolerated rather
than a malignant Atheism,) but at the worship of a living God, who



ON ATHEISM. 101

holds the very seas in the hollow of his hand,—who thundereth mar- .
vellously with his voice—breathing out the whirlwind from his postrils,
and darkening the creation with his frown. They know that they
are meditating no ordivary crime—(the murder of an individual, or
the revolution of a commonwealth)—at one blow they are stabbing at
an immortality, and stretching forth a parricidal hund against the
Father of the world: So far from being desirable, I can almost
imagine that their success would carry sorrow into the regions of woe,
since it would destroy the melancholy resource they may find in the
mere existence of an infinite benevolence. Nay more,—so great were
the calamity, that, methinks, the bare announcement were enough to
rouse from their slumbers all the mighty dead; that they might,
ouce more, gaze upon this fair and boundless universe, and then—
retire and die !

Such were my thoughts—deepening and darkening as the night
with gathering clounds—as I sat upon the mountain. I once rose up
to descend the valley ; but so profound was the stupor into which my
meditations and the chill air had brought me, that the effort was abor-
tive, and I again sank down upon the rocky seat. Every thing ap-
peared, for a time, trembling and swimming around me, and the last
sound which I heard, as I fell to slumber, was the deep tone of the
Abbey clock striking one. But it served rather to accelerate than
retarx that sleep, which has been to me a vista, through which eter-
nity has appeared, with its terrific and sublime realities. May that
night never return, till its impression is erased !

Avnd, now, fair and gentle reader, wearied as you are with the
perusal of these wandering words, lay them aside for your morning’s
perambulation in the fresh air, and, in the evening, with imagination
solemnized, a lamp, dim as may be,—alone—ang, in the gloomiest
apartment, read over, with a slow and varied modulation of your
breathing voice, the narrative of that dream which now makes me
tremble, even in the crowded streets, at noon-day.

The Dream.

In the dawning of that vision—which seemed as if intended to
realize all that I had feared—methought I lay down by the sea shore,
in that horrid silence which pervades the earth when under a total
eclipge. The sun was darkened in his course. The heavens were
shronded in a melancholy gloom ; and nothing but a solitary star, like
the presence of a patriot in the crisis of an empire, remained as the
monument of expiring grandeur. I lay me down,—but the silence
was too deep for repose; and, to my imagination, it appeared as if
Nature were drawing breath, and gathering strength, ?or the pangs
of her approaching dissolution. I dared, at%ength, to look around,—
but I saw neither man nor beast, and the very birds of the air had fled.
Along the sea verge were scattered some fragments of a wreck ; and,
on the mangled remains of a mariner were strange sea-monsters luzily
feeding. Again I looked,—and the whole earth trembled—for a change
had come. The heavens were wrapt in tenfold night—the air mur-
mured with innumerable storms—and the roused ocean seemed to
speak, with a strange articulate sound. Once more,—the darkness
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remained, but the turmoil of the elements had ended, and then that
fearful stagnation of sense was broken, as by the resounding of an
armed host—the deép trampling of horsemen over afrozen plain in the
solitude of a northern winter. It ceased,—and there stood before me a
chariot, heavy and warlike, as it had been made for them that of old
warred by Hebron, and Arcer, and the wandering Arnon, three thou-
sand years ago. It was drawn by four steeds,—not black, but of a
deep bronze appearance,—and in it there sat a being who looked
neither man nor god, but as one might have imagined, the very prince
of darkness. He seemed neither naked nor clothed ; but of an iron
and sinewy frame, like a coat of mail, and dark—as if gendered in the
darkness of a bundred ages. His eye was fringed round, at every
movement, with a glimmering of deep red fire ;—and he fixed it on
me, with a most infernal fascination. I bad fainted—but that gaze
was upon me, so that my nature had not strength to melt away. As
the bird moves onward into the jaws of the Indian serpent, so did I
find myself seated beside that charioteer. He said nothing,—but he
made those coursers start, at the strokes of a burning thong. They
seemed another kind of demons, as if they had been animated with the
souls of apostate kings and priests, suorting and bounding at the
thought of soon reaching their own place with another soul,—for then
they would enlarge the society of hell, and deepen the wailings of the
human damned.

Thus for a long time we seemed moving,—for the coursers rushed
like a mountain storm. As for me—J durst not move—but I saw—
and the habitations of men were far, and far, behind. And still he
drove,—and still the fiercer his deep-sounding horses went; and, at
every stroke, he turned, but uttering no syllable, leered round upon
me with a scowl of most fearful significance. We passed all the boun-
daries of common being, and lo! the earth seemed spread forth into a
vast continuous plain. O memory ! who shall retrace the journey over
that waste, whicE seemed as if conscious of the presence of that minis.
ter of sorrow, trembling far and wide, and sending forth subterranean
sounds of alarm, until we reached a forest, which was boundless and
umbrageous as the shadow of death. I thought that his coursers must
have quailed before the darkness, and the thunder, and the spreading
trees ; but on they rushed,—as that sea-monster Leviathan, th
the waves of an ocean-storm. Once more I beheld a change, as of the
glimmering morn,—but a morning of such light as may overspread the
world, when the sun shall be turned into darkness, and the moon into
blood. In the dawning of that day—if that may be so called which
was no more than the revelation of danger heretofore unseen—and by
the light of flames, which came farth from the higher apertures, I be-
held a vast and towering edifice—embrasure andiuttlement and keep,
ascending and frowning upon each other, in the size and majesty of
mountains, till the eye lost them in the mingling volumes of the smoke
and clouds. What was this drear and tremendous pile I know not,
por could learn, from the shrill cries which sometimes were heard
overpowering the hollow resonance of the flames. What it was I know
not ;—but it seemed the erection of no mortal hand, and the strong-
hold of no earthly tyrant; and, methinks, an infernal power might
have made it the receptacle of them that had sinfully enjoyed the high
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and dominions of the world, lording it in arrogance over pro-
strate millions, and here meeting their just recompense, in the burnin
towers of retribution. Here, also, methinks, might have been founﬁ
their sycophants, and paramours, and derers, and all that have
sold themselves or their fellowmen to the lust and cruelty of power.
Such were mz thoughts ; and my inmost mind was refreshed, for a
moment, by the dreary consolation.

All, all, was now far behind, the abodes of men, the boundaries of
life, the forest with its building,—and, again, we traversed a vast
plain, spread forth, on each side, to an immeasurable distance; but
ascending, forwards, in a range of mountains, higher than the Andes,
and fringed along their summits with perpetual storms. Above and
beyond them,—as the wakeful mariner gazing over the Italian deep at
Stromboli or ZEtna,—I could see an atmospiere of gloom ; and, me-
thought, I could hear sounds of weeping, and wailing, and gnashing
of teeth.

Up the hither side of that barrier mounted those four-footed pur-
veyors of the dead—bounding the faster as they ascended the higher.
And, again, I essayed to look ; but my heart fainted within me, and
I saw nothing but a fearful throng of phantoms, and clouds, and
winged plagues, careering round and round the chariot; and then,—
amid that whirlwind of darkness—as the young charioteer of heaven,
from the constellation that o’ershone the fiery Lybia, to the Hesperian
plains struck earthward, burning through the air—so, I, like those
wandering stars aye quenched in the mist of darkness, with a dim
sense of overwhelming wretchedness, dropped headlong, downward
and downward, through the sulphurous air, far down into the dun-
geon of the common damned.

I know not how long I remained beneath the power of that fearful
trance; but it seemed as if I had been for years, and, I had almost
said for ages, separated from the living, and yet, not separated from
the body. At last—whether I saw or only dreamed—there ra.ssed
before me strange appearances, such as come not where holy souls may
dwell. Forthe power that held me seemed to liberate my thoughts from
their first bondage, that I might have withal to tremble at, in sights
which I durst not tell to living man, and in sighs, and groans, and
most piteous moanings, from unknown sufferers. I saw, and I heard ;
and then I knew that it wasno dream. But where was I? and where
was m{ charioteer ? and those dark steeds, were they resting their
gaunt limbs, or had they once more gone forth, on that strange foray,
that brought me down to the place of everlasting sighs? Then I
sprang up, yet bearing the form and substance of earth; and when
I looked round through the darkness of the place, I saw, not by any
light, but by the intensity of their blackness, many giant forms gath-
ering about me; and I cried, in the thrice holy name of Him that is
threefold and Almighty, that they should answer me— Where am 1?
—and who are ye?” {‘hen answered one of them—(O misery! that
eye of vengeance glares upon me now)—

“ Son of earth! we know ,
Thee, and thine aspirations, and thy ways;
How that thou hast forsworn th’ ascendency
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Of the material gods, and, now, dost call
On Him,—the threefold tyrant of all worlds,
But most of thine and ours. From thy childhood
We have seen thee scorning at the thrones,
Powers, and dominions, sway'd on earth by him
(Star of the morning !)—whom we serve as gods
Their high commander ; and thine orisons
We have heard thee lisping forth at morn and eve,
To one called Father oiP Eternity,
Sole Monarch of the Universe—to one
Whose mightiest thunders we have felt, and live,
Unconquerable, whose thunders we defy !
Hear’st thou the challenge—heard, perchance, by Him
The challenge to extreme combat for the throne
Of all majesty, now shared by more than half,
And dost thou tremble,—cowerihg before
The sons of immortality, unborn
Save of the teeming elements, that move

. %iontaneous? Ay, and thou shalt e’erwhile hear,

e heavens, th’ emancipated earth shall hear,

Echoing the deep, that ll:; a strange device,
Mightier than his thunders—the Thunderer is no more !

When I heard these things, I essayed to speak, for I kmew that
the power of the Highest would sustain me; but I saw them no longer.
And then the driven darkness gathered round me, and strange things
of a fiery buoyancy came thronging through the air; and, as
these passed away, &ere were curses, and then sounds of laughter,
and then echoes of those awful words—* The Thunderer is no more !”
Then did T feel as one fearful of some dire and solitary doom ; but,
when I stood with hands lifted up to pray, with thoughts of our holy
Mother, and remembrance of my earthly sins, there came over me
such a mournful stillness that I could not pray, but lay me down as
he who dies without repentance. I lay me down ; and then, from the
blank solitude around me, methought I could hear the power of the
air murmuring forth the dirge of a departing world, as they sang,
choiring, in the deeps of their invisible existence. I know not whether
I heard these things indeed, or that I could not help thinking that
they must be heard, at such a time, and in such a place. But I list
again; and a voice cried, “Come, 'and see! son of earth, come
and see!”

Aund immediately I rose up, and a band reaching through the
darkness, from a form which I saw not, led me to another place, which
was HADES, where the unpurged souls of them that heard not of the
Redeemer wait, till they shall hear the voice of the Archangel, calling
them to judgment.

And, lo! it was a vast and dolorous cave,—a huge vault, where
each one lay outstretched upon his own bier. Some, pale and mo-
tionless, in soft slumber; and some, quaking, as in the dreams of
their earthly crimes. Some, I saw, graven with the scars of murder;
and some wasted with unholy pleasure: some with the aspect of an
iron age; and, anon, some passing fair! All dead,~—and yet, informed
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with a strange cadaverous life. The whole region had been garnished
out, by the hand of demon mockery, in the fashion of a holy church,
sombre and sublime. The roof wasas the night bespangled with a
few dim stars—which were lamps, revealing darkness and the things
thereof. As the sound of a tempest in the mountains far away,—so
did I hear the sighing of the mlghs? dead, as they sighed, each one
upon his throne of darkness, in the sleep of many generations. Then
one of them,—O sifbt of misery! O sound of saIness !—haviog on his
brow the seal of olden times,l?ift up his heavy eyelids, as I passed,
and mournfully said, < Art thou also become like unto one of us—
thou, who hast heard of Him—the Nazarene?” And then he raised
up his hands, as it were to pray; but the joints of his shoulders could
not sustain the burden ; and, as they brake away, (with a deep groan
from his inmost soul,) his arms separated from the body, and, with
joined hands, they fell down beside the tomb. O God! there is no
prayer beyond the grave. At the far end of that place was the cavern
of eternity, where a dark hand, slowly moving round and round,
made known, to the shades who beheld it, the lapse of ages and of
generations. -

Then I heard a rustling sound, as the gathering of birds in autumn,
or the scattering of the leaves in Vall’ ambrosa, and I knew by the
voices passing through the air, that the unseen forms of all demons
were now thronging to the place of these millions of slumbering men.
And, behold ! there was a light, and a sound, and an earthquake,—if
that may be so called which made the foundations of deep Erebus to
tremble. And, forthwith, descended through the roof of clouds, and
alighted on the mimic altar of that place, a thing of radiance—an angel
of light—a star of the morning, but having on his aspect a deep and
imperishable sorrow. Then the shades who for ages had been
groaning in the bondage of corruption, travailing in the pangs of a
coming immortality, rose up each one from his couch, and, thronging
round that stranger, cried aloud, (for they had heard those fearful
words—the earth and the heavens had heard, till revolving systems
paused in their courses, and each star, in his glory, trembled and
darkened at the soundgl—they cried, « Hast thou heard aught of God ?
Hast thou seen aught of God? Or, indeed is the Thunderer no
more ?” And then he with a loud moan, as if he had died in that
answer, said— There i no God! The Thunderer is no more !”

O horvor! In that misery which followed, methought for a time,
that I bad witnessed the very of an expiring God, and heard
the last groan which was re.eclfz: , by millions of mourners, in mil-
lions of worlds. And amid their lamentations, he went on— I have
wandered through the labyrinth of stars, and ascended far above all
suns, and there I found no God. I bhave crossed the last boundaries
of creation ; and, looking down the abyss, I cried—* Father of the
universe ! where art thou ?’ and I had no answer, but the whirlwind,
and the turmoil of unregulated storms. Again, I crossed the domi-
nions of the sun, and the earth hung darkling in its orbit. As the
fiery star, when he stays to sweep round the centre, ere he again
shoot forth to the mist of unfathomable darkness,—so I paused awhile,
gazing at the tremulous orb. The eyes of a troubled universe were
upon it as the scene of a tremendous crisis in their fate, now rising

VOL. IL o
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and trembling on the verge of consummation. I saw! and, ¢ here,
I cried—is the Invisible found,—the living incorporation of ideal
beauty,—the material disguise of the immaterial God,—now groaning
as the man of sorrows, bard by the holy city, whilst the rending
. sepulchres yawn forth their wondering dead, to an untimely resur-
rection, and the darkening sun, as an appropriate signal, announces
the moment of his departure, to the waiting millions that throng the
immensity of space’ Lo! This was he. But,—he is gone! Ye heard
the reverberation of those voices round the deep. Time heard it, and
lay down his staff, for his pilgrimage is ended ; and Eternity out-
stretched himself on chaos, for a long, and untroubled, and sublime
repose.—Time, and order, and being, and enjoyment, are all ended,
for the Eternal is no more !”

At the voice of these words and their fearful ending, I saw the
shades of men sinking on their tomhs, and spreading themselves forth
for the slumber of eternal death; when—alas! for the miseries of
earth—I saw the infant dead, roused up in turn from the side of their
many forefathers, coming forward, in a band of innumerable thousands,
and crying eloud to him that stood upon the altar,—< Where is our
Father? Hast thou not found our Father?” and he, with a loud
weeping, said,— We are all orlig)ans! Henceforth we faint and die,
for our Father is no more ! our Father is no more!” And then mine
eyes failed, and my knees trembled ; for I thought that the heavens
and the earth, and the things under the earth, even where I stood,
must have breathed out their sorrow, in one vast and common groan,
and then—have yielded up the ghost. And when I was waiting for
these things, and heard no more sound of commiseration from him that
bare that message, I beheld—and, lo! a change came over his coun-
tenance, and, lo! he vanished from the altar, in the roar of many
thunders. And when the shades of men sprang up to see, for instead
of him there stood one s:_ike :;to the Son o;; M:'ll, f’hurd a loud voice,

‘ni——Samn is transformed into an angel of light! Fear not,—for
(I:Tm e that liveth, and was dead ; and,gebeholdﬁ am alive for ever-
more. Fear not; for death is conquered, and a greater enemy laid
Jow. Rest! Rest! my children, rest! and soon the archangel's
trump shall sound, and a regenerated world arise—a new heavens and
a new earth, from the ruins of the first.” And when the chorus of
applause came forth longer, and louder, and deeper, from every cor-
ner of creation, I awoke ; and cried, * The fool—the fool, hath said
in his heart there is no God !”

I awoke ; and found myself half way down the mountain side, ex-
hausted and faint under the power of that strange dream, whilst fair
hands were chafing my feverish temples with the water of St. Aon's
fountain, and discoursing with pity of that storm which, all night
Jong, had raged upon the hills and now yielded to the morning sun.
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TEN YEARS AGO!
Written in a Young Lady's Album.
BY DELLA CRUSCA.

I'm twenty-two—I'm twenty-two—
And yet my spirit strays

-In visions still, amid the light
Of long lost yesterdays!

L
“TEN years ago—ten years ago”—
As o'er this page I've written,—
My hands ne’er knew the luxury
Of either glove or mitten.
For I was then a reckless boy,
. Just entering on eleven,
With a heart as full of wild delight
T l:&s the fitful breeze of heavenﬁ
at sports among the panting flowers,
An(;p:hrough thge foreps:ntreegs,
Performing in its wayward mirth
A thousand gallantries!
IL
“Ten years ago—ten years ago”—
I raced the moon in pride.gn
As she career’d 'mid drifting clouds
Through heaven’s etherial tide ;
And when she spread her wings of light
Across the silent ses,
O what a lovely mystery
Her beauty was to me!
I've known the tears steal from my heart
And gush out from mine eyes,
Because I could not sail with her
In radiance through the skies !
IIL
“Ten years nslo—ten years ago”—
I thought the winds blew out
The shining stars, when through the clouds
They boom’d with frantic shout,
For then the heavens appear’d to me
A spangled dome of blue,
Ronnfa:bich the crystal Jamps of God
Their lucid glories threw !
Alas! that knowledge e’er should crush,
Or make our pleasures less,
For who can hellll but dee?ly love
Such ignorance as this!
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Iv.
“Ten years €ars ago’—
I lived within a lan
Where youthful hope is fond to clasp
Delusion by the hand !—
Where fancy’s spurious coi
Is pass’dc¥or sglid trntb,mge
While no suspicion of the cheat
Can reach the heart of youth :
And yet the happiness I knew
‘Was no delusion then,
For I have long’d ten thousand times
To be a boy again !

i —
CONVICTION.
And Nathan said to David, Thou art the man.—2 Sam. xi. 7.

IN my travels through and about a mile from the village of
I found a care-worn man sitting on the trunk of a blasted
pine, and aggarently very ill. He was the wreck of a powerful frame ;
every part of the mind, if we might judge from its effects upon the
face, was imbued with deep, desperate grief,—the very smile, with
which he tried to thank me for my assistance, was full of it. He was
exceedingly pale—whether from his illness or not I could not say—
but was inclined to think it the effect of a more permanent cause
disease of body.

But to hasten to the subject, suffice it that he recovered so far as to
be able to reach the village of ~————; we were directed to the house
of the Clergyman, where we were received with the utmost hospitality ;
cordials having been instantly procured for the stranger, he recovered
so much that he declined withdrawing immediately to the bedroom
which had been prepared for him. Our conversation turned upon
Dreams. I denied their truth, except in the cases of prophetical reve-
lation ; and, even in these, expressed some doubts of their being the
same operations as are named and now understood to signify Dreams.
The Clergyman replied that the Dreams of the prophets were similar
in many respects to those of mankind in general ; we were told in
express terms that they were dreams, and, to confirm it still further,
that they were the visions of the night, when deep sleep falleth upon
men. ¢ That there is truth in dreams,” the reverend gentleman con-
tinued, “I have not the least doubt, and if you will hear me out I
will convince you,—and, truly from my heart, I wish that power had
not been mine,—I wish I could be of your opinion. ¢ Dreams in-
deed !” said the stranger, «the phantasies of repletion,—the over-
loaded stomach’s application to our senses for relieg they, half asleep,
jostle each other, and, quarrelling, produce disturbance, ¢confusion
worse compounded,’ as the poet hath it. Lies are they all from the
first, and will be to the last.® <«Iam not of your opinion,” said our
host ; « the visions of the night have always been regarded as past the
comprehension of men in their present state of knowledge ; that they

-
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are produced by disturbed imagination may be true of some; that
they are all of them lies from the first to the last is what no christian
can believe. But, listen,” said he turning to me, “ and do you decide
whether diseased imagination could bring about what I am going to
relate, and judge if there are not grounds to affirm that a saperior in-
telligence guided the events.—I had been wandering on the neighbpur-
ing mountain and viewing the lovely garden of nature spread before
me far and near; I came home tired, but far from being either weary
or toiled ; my walk bad not extended beyond a few miles, and to a
man who almost daily, forty is but httle.

¢ It was moonlight when I reached the village here, and the lads
and lasses had assembled and were just finishing their evening dance.
The spot fronted the door; we had our supper on the green, con-
sisting of the fruits of our garden, and the pure element which ran in
the burn at ou:ef;et.and

« We separated, the laugh of the me: up was yet heard
when I was preparing for bed. gOm- Maker b:;nygg::mgmbereﬂ, I went
to rest at q;aee with heaven and earth, was soon asleeg, and in obli-
vion ; how long I lay thus I know not, but I remember a feeling coming
over me as if awakened to active life,—yet it was not like it—there
was a consciousness of the two different states; there is no such feel-
ing natural to the human heart,—human beings have not experienced
it—save, perhaps, in the death-struggle—else our lan would
have a name for it. There was a mental firmness and a bodily fear ;
my whole frame shook. The mind made an effort, and the body was
instantly overcome ; every sense seemed more acute; the tick of my
watch was loud and reverberated ; the beating of my heart was dis-
tinct, and I heard the very blood ing along the vessels of my
neck. This state continued for a short time when, in an instant,
shrieks—loud—yet distant—filled mine ears; they had scarcely
ceased, ere a female form—or rather the shadow of one—stood before
me,—a purple stream issued from her neck, and the face was marked
asifa broc?y hand bad.been upon it,—the garments were torn, the
head bare and the flaxen ringlets in many places dark with gore ;—her
arms and hands were cut, and the shrun{en flesh hung dangling from
the bone which, white and bare, shewed itself along the whole length
of thearm. She beekoned me with hurried gestures to follow her. M
mind seemed known to her, for it had scarcely resolved on obeying, ere
found myself in the centre of those old ruins which stand but a little
way hence,—and, Oh! horror! what a scene! Before me, on a hea
of stones, lay the substance of the fearful shadow—the head stretche
back, and the mangled throat was gurgling out some words,—I thought
for mercy—but the blood choked her, so that I could not tell. One of
the cut and mangled limbs was stretched out, and the hand held fast
the clothes of an infant which lay on the other side of the heap, bleed-
ing from a deep cut in the forehead, and apparently dead. Beside the
ii:?ant stood a tall fair man ; a torn cloak was hanging from his shoul-
der; he stooped and wiped the blade of a short thick sword upon the
clothes of the infant; he raised his head, tossed the child with his
foot towards the dead body of the lady, muttered a curse, turned upon
his heal and left the spot—I awoke and found myself sitting in that
chair with a baby in my arms, bloody and apparently dead from a
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wound in the forehead, and my wife and neighbours standing round
me.

¢ I had risen about dawn, my wife tells me, and there was something
80 peculiar about me that struck her with astonishment; I was mut-
tering— I will go! I will go;’ when she looked at me and found my
eyes shut. She tried to awaken me, but failed; I opened the door
and went out. She followed me. I took my way towards the old
ruins, and she called my two next neighbours who came with her;
they overtook me and asked what was the matter; I made no answer
but bounded into the ruin; they followed me and were in time to see
the murderer escape from the opposite side. I took the child up and
carried it home ; I sat down and awoke. The child recovered, and
that boy sitting there is he.

¢ There is the mark on his forehead ; here are my neighbours who
saw the whole as I have told you. That night will never be forgotten
by me; and the features of the murderer are as distinct on my mind
as they were when he did the deed six years ago;—and you are the
man!” said the clergyman, seizing the pale stranger by the wrists.
“Tam! Iam!” exclaimed he witE a despairing energy; «Mercy!
Oh God—mercy!” and sank at our feet a corse.

Life was gone never to return until the great and terrible day of
judgment. He bad no papers about him to lead to a discovery who
he was, D

———

TO THE MEMORY OF MR. —— ——— SURGEON,

Who died at Grenada, 27th April, 1829.—The Tribute of a sorrowing
Friend.

BY DAVID MALLOCK, A. M,

Away all meaner thoughts, and let my soul
Ponder with solemn musing ‘mid the gloom
That now enwraps the world, and veils the eyes
Of heav’n’s bright centinels—the sleepless stars l—
For deep’ning thunder-clouds are gath’ring fast
In gregnant masses o’er the midnight sky,

And, like dark shadows from some spectre-land,
In soundless march are moving, while they take
All varying shapes and muster into gloom.

Oh! for a deeper shade than midnight brings
With its dark train of tempests, to o’ercast
The vivid joyance of this wayward heart

And teach it solemn thoughts, and musing sad,
On life, on death, on judgment and the tomb.

The light'ning flashing through a sky serene,—
The sea-waves swelling in a breathless calm,—

The earthquake’s shock uanat'ral, and the reel
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Of stricken cities, while the revel song
Rises amid the crash of falling domes—
&Too swift a doom to change that joyous note

o the wild shriek that pictures forth despair)—
Could not more heavily—departed friend !—
Have fall'n upon this woe-oppressed heart,
Than the sadp:ews that told thou wert no more !
Flow forth my tears,—no forced restraint shall e’er
Be laid upon {our gushings, since ye rise
In natural wellings from a heart that owes
Nought but deep feeling to the tears it gives.

Oh ! I had deem'd,—that 'neath the flaming heavens
Which pour their splendours o’er far Indian isles,
And lighten up the regions of the West,

Thou wert most happy, and that life was thine,
Lush and luxuriant as the nameless flowers

That shed their rank sweets o'er th’ untrodden waste !
And fancy Eictured thee in some deep dell,

Gazing with wonder on the gorgeous thin

Which with external eye thou might’st behold ;
While o’er thy busy mem’ry there arose

B;ight dreams and visionings of fairer worlds,—

And then thy wrapt soul on its eagle-wing

Would rise in aspirations to the throne

Of Him, who brought such beauty to thy heart!
And then I hoped that o’er th* unmeasured wave—
The restless gulph that rolls betwixt two worlds—
To thought vain barrier | —thou would’st waft a prayer
For blessings upon those, who like thyself

And all their fathers too, these holy men,

Deem’d themselves pilgrims in a vale of tears,—
Alas for human hopes ! their brightness is,

Like midnight meteors, only born to fade !—

When thus I pictured thee, a foreign isle

On its green shores had offered thee a tomb!

Sweet be thy rest, Departed ! may the spot,
That now inurns thy mortal part, remain
Untouched and hallowed : may the breath of heaven
In balmy gales blow o’er it, and may Spring
Continual, shed her flow’ry banquet there !

If airy words could shadow forth, like art,
Features like thine, I could depict them still ;—
For while affection, feeling, friendship live
Within this bosom, there in bright remembrance,
Even as the rainbow in the darkest skies,

Amid the gloomiest scenes of this bleak world,
Thine image, lost one! brightest will appear.

Is there no solace to thy sorrowing friends ?
Can the bruised heart anticipate no balm ?
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Oh yes! like rain-drops on the sun-scorch’d flower,
O’er the torn bosom :ge, that comes from Heaven,
Sheds peace, and tells thy home is in the skies.

Blest spirit ! mark a wand’rer here, who longs
For joys like thine; and who, amid the storms
Of evil days, views with unshrinking faith
That glorious morn, when, as an unchain’d bird
Pluming its pinions in the windless air

And soaring far into the fields of light,

He shall, upon the spirit's lightning-wing,
Arise above this gloomy speck of earth

And meet thee in the starry courts of heaven!

———

A BUDGET FROM THE GERMAN.

ALL FPOR THE BEST.

LET man accustom himself always to think,—“ What God orders is
good, whether it appear to me goox or evil.”

A xions sage arrived at a town, whose gates were closed : nobody
would open them to him ; hungry and thirsty he was obliged to pass
the night in the open air. He said,—* What God orders is good,”
and laid himself down. .

Near him stood his ass, and at his side a burning lanthorn, by rea-
son of those parts being unsafe. But a storm arose and extinguished
his light ; a lion came and devoured his ass. He awoke, found him-
self alone, and said,— What God orders is good.” He quietly await-
ed the morning-dawn.

When he reached the entrance, the gates were open, the town
devastated, plundered. A band of robbers had invaded it, and
even on that night had led captive or killed the inhabitants. He
was spared. “Observed I not,” said he, « that every thing, whick
God orders, is good?” We generally do not see till the morning, why
he refused us something in the evening.— Herder.

FIRE-POTS IN ROME.

THE poorer class of women here always carry about with them in
winter a Fire-pot, in which live coals are deposited: They warm
their hands over them, and indeed they seldom look out of their win-
dow, without holding this pot before them. The strangest thing is,
that they call it marito (husband). Whether this is meant as a com-
gliment to, or a satire on, their husbands, I have not learned. Per-

aps the Roman women only find in their Fire-pots what théy desire
from their husbands—warmth.— Kotzebue.

NAPLES.

NaAPLES seems to me a large house inhabited by a number of men ;
and the dwelling-houses appear mere chambers, since, sleeping except-
ed, every other thing which men usually do, goes forward in the street.
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All the artisans bave not only open stalls, but they carry out their
tables, and whatever else they want for carrying on their trade, to the
streets, and there they are seen and heard rattling, hammering, sew-
ingz weaving, filing, ing, hair-dressing, shaving, the live-long day.
The cookshop-man plucks and roasts chickens, boils and bakes fish on
the street ;—the hungry draw near and take their meals. To quench
their thirst, they need just go a few steps farther to one of the many
water-sellers, who has his stall in the street. On both sides of the
seller are suspended two long drum-shaped casks, through the middle
of which runs an iron axle, so that they can easily be turned or tilted.
These casks contain fine clear water and ice. On the forepart of the
table several glasses and lemons are arranged. At such stalls people
assemble in ter or less numbers, often in dense crowds, and one
cannot but admire the extraordinary activity with which the merchant,
right and left, tilts his barrels, fills the glasses to the brim, squeezes
in a little lemon juice, presents the drink, receives pay, returns
change, &. Whoever looks on for a length of time, will fancy the
fellow to be a machine by springs. In hot summer-days the throng is
indescribably great, and the number of stalls proportionately increased.
In the evening they are lighted with eight, ten, and even twelve
lampe. The price of a drink is one of the smallest copper-coins. It
looks truly tempting, when the water clear as crystal rises in pearls
in the glass, and the cold immediately takes effect on it. It is like-
wise managed, contrary to custom, with cleanliness: the seller always
rinses the glasses previously, if those importunate from thirst only allow
him time for it, nor does he press the lemon-juice through his fingers.
Besides, there are also water-sellers who go about, crying their agua/!
the whole day, and in like manner carrying three or four clean glasses
on their wheel-casks.— Kotcebue.

ALBERTS MURDER.

Not far from Schinznach (in Switzerland), and near the termina-
tion of Brugg, the traveller comes to a place celebrated in ancient his-
tory, the secularized abbey of Konigsfeld (King's-field) ;—not the field
of a triumphant monarch, but that of the murdered Albert of Austria,
the second emperor of that house. He was murdered by his nephew,
duke John, on his passing over the Aar, forsaken by every one in this
last hour of hislife, and only attended for a few moments by a young fe-
male peasant, in whose arms he expired on the first of May, 1358. After
his widow Elizabeth and his daughter Agnes, in order to revenge his
death, had caused a number of noblemen from this and the neighbouring
parts to be put to death, they founded, as is very well known, this ele-
gaot cloister. The lofty altar was placed exactly on the spot where
Albert sank in death. ﬁonuments and inscriptions eternized the sor-
row of those two princesses, who in their vengeance mingled the in-
nocent and the guilty ; they were both afterwards interred in the same
place. There also were deposited the mortal remains of the two Leo-
polds of Austria,—the one of whom was elain at Morgarten, and the
other fell at Simpach—and along with them the greatest part of the
nobles who perished on the latter field of battle. Those old armorial
bearings, those window-panes, which represent the history of the two
princesses,—all these monuments of revenge, of mourning, and of for-
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mer grandeur deserve to be noticed by every reflective traveller. How-
ever, most of the royal bones are no longer here: the great Maria
Theresa has demanded them back. They were, in the year 1770,
brought to St. Blasien, on the Black Forest, where they were furnish-
ed with new graves more worthy of them than those which they had
inhabited beside the ancient enemies of their house. The conspirators
were six in number, of whom only the Baron of Wart remained a calm
spectator, and did not stain his sword with Albert’s blood. And yet,
strange fate! he suffered for them alone. He was betrayed for a sum
of money by his nephew,—who thence received the name of the trader
—condemned to be racked alive and bound on the wheel, where he re-
signed his spirit not before three days. As soon as night approached,
his young and beautiful wife, of the house of Balm, came under the
wheel, stood near him, took care of him, as if he were reclining on a
death-bed, t{:rn.yed with him, and soothed him, as much as lay in her
pover, in the excruciating torture he had to endure. 1In vain he con-
tured her to withdraw, because he suffered doubly from the sight of

er distress. But she, whose strength of mind, particularly in an
Ife like ours, would be thought incredible, as exhibited in such a
pledge of conjugal affection,—she never forsook him, until, after pro-
tracted and dreadful torment, she could ultimately close his eyes.
From the foot of the scaffold she repaired to Basel, where, « beloved
and admired for her propriety of conduct,” says an old chrosicle, she
faded away in the bloom of her years, while the remembrance of her,
embalmed in the savour of holiness, survived.—Reichard.

———

TO PYRRHA.
Horack, Booxk 1. Opr V.

WaaAT slender youth on bed of roses,
Pyrrha, by thy side reposes,
With odours perfum’d sweet,
In shady grot reclined ?
And when her waving auburn tresses
Plain in her neatness Pyrrha dresses,
O whom is it to meet >—
For whom art thou so kind ?

Alas, how oft will that fond boy,

Who now so blindly can enjoy
Thy venal beauties, weep
Thy broken vows of Jove,

When all thy perjury he finds !

And, wond'ring at the rough’ning winds
That brush the darkling deep,
Will woman’s anger prove !

Heh unconscious of thy wiles,
To mor ever in thy smiles,
And have thee his alone.
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Yet more are those unblest
Who all untried thy charms admire ;
In token, then, of my desire
Before great Neptune's throne
I hang my dripping vest.
Q. Frar.

———
THE POETRY OF VISIBLE OBJECTS.
BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

THERE is inspiration, there is poetry, in all that is beautiful, all
that is vast,—in the blush upon the cheek of a maiden—in the modest
violet and drooping lily—in the dewdrop on the rose—in the pale
glances of the moon ; in the glory of the sunbeams—in the cenviction
of an immortality—in a stupendous eternity—in the idea of a God!
All these are poetry, and last, not least, Religion, haly, pure and un-
defiled religion—religion is the poetry of Heaven! There is poetry in
eternal ocean, with its thousand tongues ; in the glorious and circuitous

rtings of its hoary waves; in the blue beams of the lightning, and
the hoarse roaring of its voice ; in the tranquillity of evening, when
the music of the wild-dove welcomes the gloaming ; in the reflection
of sparkling moonbeams on a waveless sea; in the works of nature
jonumerable.

Poetry is a living, a thrilling, an exciting something. Its principles
are universal as motion in matter. It is the lan of the soul; it
is its actions. It is a grasping of the heart and its passions. It is,
and is in, every thing that elevates a man from the prose around him.
Poetry is enthusiasm ; is every or ar:x thing in which is beauty or
power. It exists in the power of producing effect, and in the ez‘ect
produced.

The whole life of Napoleon, for example, was one great and glorious
epic. His every movement was the poetry of action. There was poe-
try in every word he uttered ; his very existence was a concentration
of it. There are more noble and sublime instances of poetry in some
of his addresses to his army previous to engagements, than in any
production of the present age. Take but the following single sentence,
and picture a host of splendidly armed and panoplied Mameluke cavalry
covering the {lain before them,—on their right hand the sacred river
of Egypt,—the mountains of Mohratam, the cities of Cairo and of
classic Memphis, with the everlasting pyramids upon their right, and
his army eager for the charge. « Go!/” said he, pointing to the pyra-
mids— Go! and think that from the height of those monuments forty
ages survey our conduct !” It were fruitless to follow him through his
long line of glories and of victories. But who can contemplate, with-
out astonishment, his descending a second time the Alps like a mighty
avalanche, sweeping away the resolute resistance of the Austrian
squadrons on the plains of Marengo; and, in the midst of the strife
and the swell of battle, think of the heroic Desaix, with his single
arm, dashing aside the tide of fortune,—almost of fate; and as the



i16 THE POETRY OF VISIBLE OBJECTS. ~*

last wave engulfed the hopes of their enemies, the blood of the kero
mingled with the flood ; and when, in the swift tumult of triumph
and pursuit, the echo of the brave man’s warlike is borne to his
leader, and that leader Napoleon, he exclaims, in the whirlwind of
conquest, of sorrow, and of battle, « Why Aave I not time to weep for
him 8 If there be not poetry in these things, where is poetry to be
found? While his feet yet stood on the tottering ruins of Austria,
and the glories of Ulm, green in the exultings of his heart, he looked
on the self-confident and combined legions of the German and the Russ,
and exclaimed, in the confidence of his own aspiration, “To-morrow
these armies are mine !” As the sunbeams glanced on their glittering
steel from the heights of Austerlits, when, in the breathless moment
of onset, he rushed along the line like the genius of war borne u
lightnings, and proclaimed, like a second Jove, « Soldiers! we finish
this campai%x‘xi by a thunderbolt that shall confound the pride of our
enemies!” When, in reply, the hat and the tricolor waved om the
gleaming bayonet, and “Long live the Emperor I’ echoed like & tem-
pest from 80,000 voices! When, at Jena, it was but necessary to
say, “ Are not we the soldiers of Austerlitz ?” and Prussia became 2
cipher among the nations! When, with 900 men, he left the isle of
his exile to overturn a government that bore rule over 30,000,000 of
souls—yea, backed by the united interest of Europe to boot—only ex-
claiming, « Paris or death !”"—when his feet touched the soil of France,
and be called out, * The Congress is dissolved !”—when meeting the
force sent to oppose him, he advanced dauntless to the point of their
weapons, and exclaimed, throwing open his coat, and presenting his
breast, “«Soldiers! you have been told that I fear death ; if there be
among you one soldier who would kill his Emperor, let him plunge his
bayonet into this bosom !”—if there be not poetry in this,—in its
effect, when 6000 hostile men instantaneously cast their arms upon
the ground, and fell upon each other’s neck, exclaiming,  Lon
live the Emperor !"—if the very soul of poetry be not in this, an
in these things—what, in the name of prose and stupidity, what
is Poetry ?

If there be one born in Britain who can hear the name of Nelson
pronounced without feelings of poetical enthusiasm, he is a bastard,
and a bloat upon his country—coward, traitor, is written on his milky
heart. No man can think of the hero of Teneriffe, of the Nile, of
Copenhagen, and Trafalgar, without glorying in the idea that he is
his countryman! The name of Nelson was the talisman of victory ;
his very presence was inspiration, and the record of his last triumph
is a poem more sublime and imperishable than the Tliad itself. There
was a volume of poetry in his last signal—« England a{u#a that every
man will do his duty!” This was the last signal of Nelson,—the last
whisper of the God of Battles to his servant! The sentiment wasa
something hovering between the confines of earth and immortality,
breathed only by the angel of death and of victory, as he descended
to wait for the soul of the hero. Was there not poetry in the feeling
that followed, when courage became sublimity, as the loud, lon
shout of ten thousand voices rushed along the line with the speed an
the power of electricity, arresting the astonished sea-bird in its flight,
silencing the deep-tongued voice of the waters, and falling on the dis-
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maye!d; hearts of their enemies, saying, « Every Englighman will do his
ut it is unnecessary to record the actions of the mighty dead to
illustrate ioetry as existing in deeds; there is one still with us whose
whole life has been an examfle ; and in saying this, need I name the
name of Wellington—of Wellington, the conqueror of Vimiera, of Tala-
vera, of Salamanca, Vittoria, the Pyrenees, Orthes, Thoulouse, and
Waterloo? On the morning of his last battle, when the first shrill
notes of the pibroch rang in the streets of Brussels with the gathering
air, “ Come to me and I will give you flesh !”—was it lwm'd{|l one of
the tartaned mountaineers, who felt not in his breast the enthusiasm
of a poet, and the heart of a Scotsman? When in the heat of the
strife, the leader exclaimed, * Stand fast, 95th! we must not be beat !
what would they say in England?” What would they say in England,
was a volume of poetry bound up ib six words. But if ever poetry
were exemplified 1n action, it was at the crisis of Waterloo, when the
Imperial Guard of the enemy, rushing like a torrent of fiery lava,
amidst the thunderings and the roarings of artillery which covered
them, sweepin away the opposing Jines like chaﬂ’r{efore the storm,
had approached within a hundred yards of the dictator of the conflict,
who, with his eagle eye, watching his opportunity to strike, to the
veriest division of a moment, exclaimed to his troops, who had been
reserved, “Up, Guards, and at them!” Then three of those cheers
which are inspiration to the ﬂgiver, but despair to the opg?ﬁing hearer,
announced the rushing of a flood of British bayonets ! e existence
;fndpo:tic feeling in deeds and in things visible, was made manifest,

the fate of Europe decided. These things were not merely the
soul of poetry, but the body also.

——

THE FAREWELL.

To a Friend.

FarewEeLL !—but ’tis no common feeling
That thrills me at our last adieu ;
Tears may not fall—yet shades, revealing
The sorrows of a heart still true,
Now pass across my brow, and show
The unfeigned eloquence of wo.

Could we—yet oh, the thought’s as vain
As other dreams—have paced unperted
Life’s lonely dell, adieu’s sad pain

‘Would ne’er one moment’s have thwarted ;
Long we'd have shone in friendship dear,
The paragon of hearts sincere.

Oft o'er the poet’s page—sweet teeming
With scenes of witchery—we’ve turned,

Oh! then of laurelled forehead dreaming,
At others’ praise my soul hath b 5
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Aud envying oft—to thee unknown,
I've wished the poet’s fame my own.

Wrung with the saddest grief my bosom
Hath drooped this many a day—yet now,
Tho’ fame smiles forth a tender blossom,
Oh! shed its halo round my brow,
I’ll sing ev'n in the murk of sorrow,
And hail or sad or blightless morrow.

Should e’er in hours of grief or gladness, .
Your wand'ring thought but light on him,
‘Whose soul, ev'n in its whims of aadness,
Loved thee unchanged—fill to the brim
One cup, and drink with friendship’s thrill
To him whose bosom loves thee sti D
. W.

S —

THE CONFESSION OF A MURDERER.

EXTRACT OF A LETTER TO NATHANIEL NESTOR, ESQ.

My Dear Nestor,

AccorpING to promise I forward the MS.
about which we conversed at our last interview. My friend in Ger.
many, from whom I received it, expresses his regret that some of the

ssages are illegible, and that the entire history 1s not fully developed.
’Fhe subject of the Confession, as I informed you, devoted the feeble
remains of his strength and recollection to this imperfect auto-biogra-
hy. Before its completion, death’s dart entered the seat of life; and
1t was not till his wasted t;m::e had been t.cls:'nmnitt:ed to thle t(;:m:, that
my friend got possession of this among other rs. e parties
eoﬁnected vsvithp?l:e catastrophe being dead, nog:p:mong the living can
be personally injured, * * * :

IN the earliest moments of my recollection there was an obvious dif-
ference to me in the manners of my parents. Although my father
treated me (he had but one other child—my brother) with a marked par-
tiality, which was extremely agreeable, yet there was a something about
him, or in his general habits, that prevented me from feeling any affec-
tion for him. I cannot actually say that I disliked him ; and even when
he conferred a favour upon me, I could not help receiving it with an
~ indifference that made me very impatient under his caresses at the

time he was bestowing it upon me. Not so with my mother :—there
was a winning softness in her disposition, which went directly to m
heart—it was a ray which nourished the good qualities I inheri
from her. Where threats and punishment from my father could not
oblige me to obey orders ;—a simple request, accompanied by a parti-
cular look from her mild persuasive eyes, would make me fly to
execute them.
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When I grew older, I discovered the cause of this charm. My fa-
ther’s habits were those of a low-bred man, and his conversation that
of an ignorant illiterate man; whilst those of my mother exhibited
the graceful polish of good breeding and an elegant accomplished edu-
cation. She had ficst been married to an amiable English gentleman
who took her to England, where he died two years afterwards. She
was left a life intercst in some of the funds of that nation. I do not
know by what means my father succeeded in gaining her hand, who
was also an Englishman ; but she took him for her second husband ;
and they continued to reside for some years in the neighbourhood of
Loadon, where my mother had a house which belontsed to her late
" spouse, and which was also left to her during her life. This match
gave very great dissatisfaction to all her relations in Germany, and was
the chief cause of my parents living in England. I am inclined to
sup that, after a time, differences were common betwixt the pair,
as indeed their manners were so dissimilar that any other result
could not be expected—and my mother once hinted to me that she was
frequentl[::ll-used, because she was unfortunate enough not to have chil-
dren. 8he had incautiously told my father that her grandfather in-
tended to settle the whole of his property on ber children, and from
that moment she enjoyed no happiness until the birth of ason had
relieved ber from the effects of his violence. His ill temper increased
after the actual death of her grand sire, when he found that the will
had been so drawn up that no benefit would accrue to either himself
or my mother without their having an offspring ; for that, in the event
of her dying without issue, the estate was to pass to a cousin; or, if
she should have any, then the interest was to be enjoyed by either

nt until the coming of age of the eldest born, who was to provide

r what other children there might be. Until the above event pro-
duced an heir to the property, my mother said her life was miserable,
nor was it until three or four years after the death of her grandfather
that she joyfully became enceinte, when she was removed to Germany
that the child might be born in that country.

Two years afterwards I came into the world. At this time my
rents were in possession of all the property of my grandfather’s, which
enabled them to bestow every care and comfort upon my brother’s and
my own infancy. AsI grew up, I became sensible that I was a greater
favourite with my father than my brother; for he appeared to have
a rooted dislike to him, which upon all occasions was exhibited. This
partiality sowed the seeds of discord between us two, which ripened as
we advanced in years ; for my brother could not but be alive to the in-
justice and ill-w1ll which he ever met with in the settling of all disputes
when the reference was made to his father. My mother’s influence
was not able to protect him from frequent and almost unmerited chas-
tisement—and if any mischief was done, although I was a partner in
it, he was sure to receive all the blame. This favour, shewn towards
me, made me domineer over my brother, and indeed over the whole
bousehold. I was insolent and presumptucus to every one, and cruel
and vindictive to those who gained my dislike. My father being one
day from home hunting, a dispute happened betwixt my brother and
myself, which was decided, upon referring to my mother, against me,
when instantly, overcome with a violent fit of rage, I seized hold of a
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kuife and made a cut at my brother, which he parried with some
difficulty : a servant who was in the room seized hold of me, and not
without considerable danger to himself wrested the weapon from my
grasp. At my mother’s earnest request I met with a severe chastise-
ment, and almost the only one I ever received, from my father. I per.
ceived now that I was not sure of escaping from punishment in the
injuries I inflicted upon my brother, which made me hate him more
than ever, and prompted secret modes of retaliation.

There was a principle, however, which swayed all my little actions—
a sort of probity existed in my nature—a manliness, if I may so ex-

ress it, that caused me always to act in such a way as rendered it no

ificult matter to guess who was the perpetrator of the injuries.
And if the question were put point blank to me, it was answered in a
fearless exulting tone, accompanied with a defiance which never failed to
have the proper effect upon my brother’s weak and vacillating temper.
When I was fourteen or fifteen years of age, I was under no controul
whatever, and my father himselfv began to feel some of the disagreeable
consequences of his indulgence. At length my brother and I were
sent to College. There so many things took flaoe in favour of his se-
niority that I more than ever disliked him. I associated with several
Loung men of my own disposition who were studying the same pro.

ssion—surgery. They were all of a bold and reckless disposition ;
and in our amusements we stuck at nought to gratify ourselves. We
soon procured the name of the « Gordian Knot” from our being inse-
parable companions. But notwithstanding our dissoluteness we vied
with each other in the study of our profession, and it was a maxim
with us, and most religiously kept, that when we were at work, we
should be seriously at work—amr silent also; and when at play, that
every body should know it by the noise we were to make. 1’ﬂ:e Pro-
fessors distinguished us in every class, and the « Gordian Knot”—for
learning—was held up as an example for all the college to emulate.
This produced many asﬁuecimens of folly which arose from our vanity,
and disputes occasionally took place betwixt us and the other colle-
gians in consequence of 1t; but as we were always together, an equal
number of our opponents seldom could be mustered to cope with us,—
therefore we were suffered almost to make laws. We had hours among
ourselves to debate on philosophy, and indeed upon all sciences.

Debates soon took place on religion—when, perhaps through caprice
and wishing to differ from the rest of the college, more than from ac-
tual conviction, we became Deists—then Atheists. But we saw that
no kingdom could ever exist with such freedom in opinions, because the
power which religion has over men’s minds would be wanting to make
them submit to the laws or to be governed. We therefore sought not
to make proselytes; but bound ourselves to regard Homowur as our
deity in all things, and our motto was Honowr before Age.

About this time Phrenology started up. We found so much to ad-
mire in this new science that we became its strong advocates. We
examined each other’s heads, and freely owned as to the truth when an

was observable in its predominancy. We wrote our observations
on the science, and Spurzheim himself qnoted our remarks. We knew
that the brain must fill the protuberances of the skull, and that oar
actions would be influenced by the form the brain assumed, and that
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mature had bad recourse to this mode to produce the differences in
men’s dispositions.—They were the cause of our natural feelings, and
the passions sprung from those feelin, We argued that we might

ualify our natures by proper regulations; but we would never

ange them entirely—that is, make a meek man, hot and hasty; or a

ionate man, meek and cool—and how they might be checked.
ear first shewing itself in our infagcy convinced us, that nature had
planted this feeling the foremost in our dispositions, and upon which
the comforts of society were established—therefore those human be-
ings who bad less fear, upon certain occasions, would be the most
likely persons to disturb it—these individuals might be known aud
proper systems of education pursued with them in their infancy. In
short, we saw incalculable advantages in the results to follow from.the
science being ubiversally known. If these ideas should be thought
absurd, it must be recollected that we were little more than ine
rienced lads ; and I have only mentioned them merely to shew with
what enthusiasm we supported the new science.

Of course, opposition in the college started up, and, if there was
not much sound argument, there was plenty of animosity between us
to make up for it. e, the « Gordian not,” swore, as men of honour,
to support the system to the end of our lives.

I had to bear the brunt of many a joke in consequence of an extra.
ordinary developement of the organ of destructiveness on my head ;
and whether it proceeded from the innate liking to my profession, or
the desire of succeeding in it, I know not, but I became passionately
fond of dissection ; the results of which, in some measure, might have
betrayed the influence of that organ, because that many of my dissec-
tions were upon living animals; therefore my companions gave me
the credit ofP:)eing a zealous upholder of, and, in my own individual
self, an admirable reference for, the truth of the science of Phrenology.

My brother had considerable talent in mimicry, and made himself
very popultr on the side of the Anti-Phrenologists, (as in the mere
spirit of opposition to me, he chose to be one of that dissenting body)
?I mimicking many of my companions and myself among the number.

e also wrote a Jampoon upon the “ Gordian Knot” which excited
laughter and was enjoyed by the whole college. We seldom met, avoid~
ing each other as much as possible ; but when we did, an angry glance
was the only recognition. This served to feed our deadly animosity ;
and the reciprocal injuries, which at every convenient opportunity were
ocecurring, applied a constant fuel to the fire which but wanted an op.
portunity, on my part, to burst into a fatal blaze.

But at length our college studies were finished. My brother being
educated only for a gentleman, his were concluded before mine, there-
fore I had some time to remain after his departure. But the receiving
m.y’dliunee as & surgeon brought mine to an end very soon after-
wards.

I bad not been home many days before I saw an evident disposition
en my father's part to extend the breach of enmity betwixt his
sons, and the independent bearing of my brother, who bad now a
very near prospect of receiving his inheritance, appeared to be the
principal cause of it. This shewed itself distinctly in endeavours to
create arguments, and then throwing his decisions in my favour so as
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to rate hiin to the hi itch. The of my mother
w‘:x::pntem to these distu wrhnoes,l'but a mrﬁﬂm to ze would
always quiet them om my side, for I saw her heart almost ready to
hmz at my father's unnatural dislike to his first-born, and pity at
her misery would soften my resentment, though my hate was almost
mdfv to sacrifice my brother on the spot.

Matters went on thus far for many months, when my father met
with an accident which terminated bis existence. He was thrown
from his horse and broke his thigh in two places, besides being severely
bruised internally—his situation became hopeless when a mortitieation
easued. He called me to his bed-side and demanded the candid state
of my ideas ou his case, and whether it was likely he would recover?
I replied in the negative, and told him I did not think he could possi.
b}:y ive through the wight; for his symptoms were most alarming.

e seemed greatly agitated at his danger; but said that it was for.
tunate be had made the request, because that if life was 8o near its
close with him there was a necessity of using the brief time allowed in
doing mie all the justice in his power. He spoke as follows in an
under and sup tone :—

* «] have kept the secret, which I am now about to entrust
to you, inviolate, because its disgraceful details would have reflected
irremediable dishonour upon myself, and entail feelings of shame and
ignominy upon your virtuous mother. It has always been a matter
of wonder to her that I should so constantly shew an unquenchable
batred towards your brether: nor could her utmost peuetration dis-
cover the cause. You yourself must have noticed it, or else have
been blinder than I have given you credit for. Yow have been the in-
nocent cause of all the barshnesses exhibited towards him ; for in you
I recognised the real stamp of myself, while in brother—that of a
forgery.” « How mean you, father ?” said I. « Have patience, Ernest,
and I will make a disclosure, which heats my already cooling body
with shame’s burning agony. You sincerely love your mother—this
assures me that unfilial taunts wil never stain your lips. Nor does
she deserve any—the water that coses out of the spring is not purer
than her mind. The whole contrivance, which I have ever deplored,
was mine, and the completion entirely unsuspected by an injured,
loving and confiding woman. It wouz.l be quite needless to go into
details concerning the cause which could prompt me to be the pander
to my own dishonoar ; but this much I will inferm you of, which indeed
may be considered as my real motive, divested of its other causes
that perhaps bave not much reference to the present confession.
Despair at your mother's producingno heir to inherit your grandfather’s
roperty, which he left in such a way as by her dying would

. leave me a beggar upon society, obliged me to have recourse to an in.
famous impostor whose wondrous * * * * * * * filled the advertis.
ing columns of all the journals. As soon as the situation of your
mother became a responsible one for removing her to this country, we
took up our abode in in order that there might be no cause for
doubt to her relations: and the birth of your brother placed us in
possession of this estate shortly afterwucfs(.m When two years had
) r.ned away, you, my own son, came into the world—then how bitter-
y I repented the vile stratagem played off upon thy innocent mother !
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Uncessing regrets occupied my wind, and anger inflamed my bloud,
when I thought of her first-born and spurious offspring inheriting this
noble property instead of you, get dared not—could not—thrust him
aside to make room for you. e after scheme was planned, but
none proved feasible enough to get rid of his claims—in short none
could be tried without ruining your mother's reputation—and this I
could never think of ; for she gecnme doubly dear to me after she had
presented you to my arms. I once was roused almost into an act—
which forms my only consolation now, in this my death bed, that it
was not committed. Murder! Ernest, is a fea remedy for any in-
jury; but it was the only one that could be applied for that grievance
wlnel; Idwu mﬁer;n under! I wanted e:ll:rage d:)n execute several
deep-laid plans, and let years over without ing to their
success ; but, Ernest, 1 feyol theplr:;pinees at this momeft of :; flick-
ering resolution. In the secret drawer of my escritoir you will per-
ceive an account of a plan which I drew up a few months ago, and
which, I dare say, your brother will subecribe to:—if 80, you muy
live, each of you, handsomely enough on this estate in amity and .
It bas not been without considerable pain that I have impnm«re::ies
account of a shameful transaction ; but as some atonement for my sel-
fish crime was necessary, I trust that this diselosure may_ be received
as an act of repentance by Him before whom I am shortly to appear.
Leave me, Ernest, for a little, that I may supplicate mercy for ﬁr my
transgressions.”

Astonishment had struck me dumb during this mean and despicable
account of dishonour, and I felt a sentiment approaching to joy that I
should lose for ever the sight of the ed being who was the
suthor of it. There only wanted a nometbiof which could produce
contenipt to operate in extinguishing the weak feeling of love and dut
which were burning in my bosom, and it was a relief to me to thin
tllut it had taken its possession with the las¢ moments of my degraded

arent.

But what tumualtuous pleasure agitated me at the thought that I
had a real canse for my hate—and that my slumbering desire for ven-
geance was to be aroused and called into action by the usurpation of
this apology—this brother of mine—for me the rightful inheritor. I
exulted in the means I had already planned to build him a new house
which should never require re?iring, and which I intended he should
occupy for ever and a day. I laughed outright at my own conceit,
when {thougbt of writing a label to the worms to tell them to luxuriate
in their feast, for that it would not often happen that they would have
such flesh to feed upon as * * *

My father was buried. And the paper of his dishonour I destroyed ;
because I found the plan of the division of the estate was too absurd to -
dwell upon. Besides, I chose not to hazard a disclosure for more rea-
sons than one. Therefore as soon as the measures I had conceived
were ripe, I proceeded to put them in execution for getting rid of this
hateful brother. :

His bed-room was adjoining mine, and a door led from one
room to the other. This had been locked for many years, but I found
means with a crooked piece of iron to open it. I knew I might safely
leave the door unfastened, because as no one would imagine that any
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alteration had taken place in its usual fastenings, so ne ome would
think of trying the lock ; and as none had any business to do so, all
would remain safe and unsuspected. The next night I watched until
I beard from my brother sure indications of sound when I

in, and sprinkled a little powder on his upper lip, which, if inhaled

would have the effect of producing nausea and headaches. I then re-

turned to my bed and awaited the morning for the success of my plan..

A dizziness and sickness obliged him to keep his bed all day. The
next night the same mode was g:nued, and every succeeding one for
a whole week. He got up at di times, but was obliged to return
to his bed almost immediately afterwards. At one of these moments,
in his hearing, I advised my mother to send for a medical man who
lived a dozen miles off ; bat rather than owe the advantages of his at-
tendance to my suggestion, he resisted all the supplications which in
her anxiety for his recovery she tried in order to remove his obstinacy.

« Right ;” I sneeringly said,  but for the supposition, that X was poi-
soning instead of curing him, which he would entertain if I were to

ibe for him, I would proffer my own services.” :

« It would offer the fairest opportunity which your hatred could de-
sire, therefore would I decline for the very fear of the eonsequences.”

«Ah, me !” sighed my poor mother, ¢ your enmity, sons, will drive
= d]i)o (i” h. .I h dispositi longer

« not, dear mother, consult his perverse disposition an "y
but send for Doctor Diaclum—=there icpn:on danger in Ais uz than ke
imagines. Or sooner than he should not be sent for, I myself will
take horse and bring him.”

“ Many thanks, sir,” he retorted ; «but where there is to be poison-
ing—and I the subject of it—I would rather let another administer the
dose than afford you the pleasure of it. So let him be sent for.”

I made no answer to this sarcasm ; for why should I-~revenge was
brimming my cup, and death was fringing a deeper dmught to satisfy
m thirstB Zntred. C S

r Diaclom soon made his appearance, and, imagining that he
knew the complaint, prescribed for it. I contrived to add a quantity
of laudanum to his prescription, which would throw him into a heavry
sleep.—The medicine was administered by my mother.

I waited with considerable {mpatience until the silence of the house
shewed that all were wrapt in sleep, and then starting from my couch
entered the chamber where slumbered heavily my victim. His broad
chest heaved with the powerful breath of youth ;—the swollen veins
exhibited & fulness of lusty blood making its active visit in every cor-
ner with mnoiseless haste, and returning with proud report of the
habitation being secure in life to the fountain seat of the heart ;—each
muscle puffed up, round and sinewy, by the shoulders of strength,
forced a tribute of admiration to the natural work before me, 8o wond.-
rously compact for all its functions ; and its economy so perfect for all
its desires. : : ‘ '

There was a soft and clear light playing into the roem from the
bright full moon—its beams rested on the dark cheek of the sleeper,
illuminatinﬁ his features and lighting' them up with a rich effeminine
fairness. His eyes were half opened, and I hesitated for au instant to
proceed, fearing that he was awake and watching me. But his breath-
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ing continuing loud and heavy convineed me, that be was in a deep
dreamless aleep, and that from their patural love for light the eyes
were stealing in delicious streams in the absence of the greedy senses.
Ia my victim—he lay on his back as if courting his death
blow in the guiet of that beautiful moment. He started and heaved a
heavy oppressive sigh as the house clock struck one. His inspirations
and expirations were in exact accordance with the time-piece, which
seemed as though it were mocking the creature whose last moments had
arrired—asecurely I stood at his bed foot ; for the strength of the opium
ftennd on his brain and bound him in sleep. Were he already

thought, he could not be more insensible to the awful event which
was spproaching than he is now. What a fatal error in our creation !
Hands were given us for our defence, and reason also that we might
guard against the approach of danfer; but when a few short hours of
exercise have exhansted our frames, a giant of the greatest
strength becomes, I:'Ltbe deadening influence of sleepy rest, more
helpless in warding the stroke of the midnight murderer than a wak-
ing infant of an hour's life.

«Murderer!” I mentally exclaimed. ¢“Am Inota midnight murderer?
A vile dishonourable assassin, lurking in a secret haunt of the chamber
for the securest moment, as regarding my own eafety, to complete my
dastardly pu on a helpless enemy? Where is all my vaunted
hooour now ? The only deity I acknowledgo—the only deity I have
wished to —where will it fly to after this deed is accomplish-
ed? Can I ever lure it back, by a strict adherence to its principles of
honesty ? I will! The destruction of a loathsome reptile in our path
is no infringement of honour's Jaws ;—the removal of an enemy in the
safest way is justifiable in the General ;—his treachery in surprising
the sleeping centinels is loudly applauded ; and the annihilation of the
foeman’s stronghold by the secret mine enrols his name in the laureled

of history ; then how can I easchew the adored name of honour ?
s not yon beap of flesh and blood my mortal enemy? Has be not
struck up a not-to.-be-disputed claim on my estate,—shouldering
me on one side by his own base mixture and counterfeit elder-
ship? Is not this abborrence and rancorous enmity which has reigned
in mzul::wm towards this vile first-born from my very infancy, result.
i being formed” * * *
took the sto) from a bottle which contained a poison known
only to the scientific few, and which stru so briefly in its conquer-
ing grasp with animal life, that the lightning’s bolt could only vie with
it—and every single d.r? of the frightful liquor was armed with this
all-subduing power. I dipped a lancet amongst its sleeping atoms and
drew one forth on its point, and turning round was approaching the
bed when I was mrﬂedpzy the sight of a figure dressed in white stand.
ing before me. It was my mother. I was in the act of stammering
ont an excuse for my presence in the chamber when a motion from her
mi?l“‘:l'u she whispered.
« He ' whi

1 ium.t‘lly”’uw that her eyes were fixed and glassy, and that she
was walking under the influence of slee;. therefore I moved not ; but
waited in anxiety for her departure. She knelt down and offered up
a prager for the recovery of her son.
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“ What a horrible dream it was !” she said, turning to me—~ His
father murdering his first child! How thankful I am it is but a
dream ! Stay here, Ernest, and guard him, and may heaven bless

u both I She stooped over the senseless sleeper and imprinted on

is forehead a silent kiss, and with a sobbing bosom left the room as
noiselessly as she had entered.

I listened until I heard her close her room door with a gentle
slam, when I dipped wy lancet a second time in the phial and ap-
proached with cautious softness to the bed-side, where, sitting on its
edge, I muttered— I shall soon be able to clear my account with ho-
nour when you are out of the way;” for the scene I had witnessed stirred
up the whole of my ire.—She could not have expressed more solicitade
for me, her own rightful offspring, than she has this night for thee,
thou spurious anomaly! Anger inflamed me because that she should
have no disgust, no nataral antipathy towards this creature of infa-
mous chance, and which 1 thougi‘t ought to have been the case when
upon reading his features and perceiving strange lineaments endea-
vouring to mix with her own lovely ones.

I stooped over the sleeper with the roisoned lancet securely held,
and was in the act of inflicting the deadly wound, when I saw a tear
on his brow, tracing its course downward as if seeking its home—the
eye. It was one shed by my mother while taking her last kiss. I
" watched it tremble like a rolling diamend .on the eyebrow—it fell on
the half_closed lid—it spread on its edge—the lashes jealously divided
it—it stood for an instant bright as a dew.drop spangle—when the'in.
stant it disappeared in the eye—I thrust my envenomed lancet into
it up to its very sheath. Every muscle of his powerful frame quiver-
ed with agony—the teeth gnashed as though glass were betwixt them
—the hands closed with a convulsive grasp—the knees drew up—the
chest heaved and the head sunk in it—and in the short space of one
minute my enemy lay a stiffened corse. He had slip:ed from life into
death unconsciously ; for during that short pang I do not think that
he was in the least sensible of it—so0 suddenly did this alert poison
spring into his veins.

As soon as I saw his form stretched before me, quivering with de-
parting vitality, I gave way to.a burst of satisfaction and delight—not
that delight which i:esroduoed from the dancing of the soul when j
sings to the intoxicated senses, but a’ sensation of delicious gaiety sucz
as 18 caused by the ebullition of the heart upon some sudden escape of
danger ; or similar to that thrill of pleasure a gamester experiences
when he has his last and whole stake scattered before him in a des-
perate heap and the card of fortune has just turned up which restores
all his losses back uiuin. I could scarcely keep from dancing, like a
wild Indian round the body of his torturef{ foeman ; I could hage burst
into a song of triumph, if the fears for my own e‘l;emmal safety had not
kept still my exulting spirits. But I wreaked my ven, to the

on his detested body: I smothered my laugh with difficulty when
I struck his face and the head returned to its former situation as if
courting a fresh blow—1I pinched his limbs and told him to help him-
self if he could. I whispered into his ear irritating remarks, and de-
nived him te retaliate in his usual happy sarcasm. In short, I onl
left off with the morning sun .playing on my gratified. bead. {
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made all secure in the chamber and' then returned to my victim,—
shook his dead hand with mock grief and bade him bye.

Flinging myself on my couch, this extravagant humour suddenly
left me, wﬁen 1 thought of the singular coincidence of the presence of
wmy mether at the mement before the death of her offspring. I fell
into & truin of reflections in endeavouring to account for it. “ What
a very strange presentiment of an over-banging danger,” said I,
“it was!” ';geow remarkable that the alarm should seize upon the
mind when the body was resting and recruiting iteelf in sleep!
The imagination might conjure up a thousand ideas of danger
while suffering under a fit of nervous irritation without any thin
baving previously happened to kindle the alarm. But what eouli
have whispered into ber ear and bid her rise, in the midst of helpless

to save her son even when death was prowling in his chamber ?
Was it a Providence watching and warning -her by causing the ten.
derest chord in the maternal bosom to vibrate to a tale of fearful im-
port under the semblance of a horrible dream? ¢ His father murder-
ing his first child” ¢ Yes,” said I, « his father Aas murdered him;
for if his dreadful secret had accompanied him to his grave, my bro-
ther never would have met his fate by my hand. My hatred would
have swelled with words of war when he crossed my path; but m
death-dealing arm would have slept by my side. It was not till
learned that be had sprung into life to rob me of my own that I con-
demued bim to death, and the memory of the selfish, dishonoured, and
sup father,” I exclaimed, “must suffer—if there is any thing to

"

“ Yon ‘poor pearent,” I eaid, dissolving into mournfulness as I
thought of my mother, “ has been bereaved this night of balf her ex.
istence.—Her dreamy pangs have been borme in vain—pangs which
fall on the senses a thousand times more severe than reality——pangs
which by seme utaccountable whim of the imagination are suffered
but for a few minutes, yet appear to last for an age—she has endured
all and will wake to e second agony with the painful certainty of its
being no longer a dream.  But the wounds of the mind may be cured
as well as ¢ of the body—and memory’s sleep—forgetfulness—
shall close its eyes: oblivion's cerate shall be spread on their greea
edges, and my cheering kindness shall heal them. Now this scorpion
is dead, peace shall remain in this chateau chained to her side,” eaid,
1, with enthusiasm, “ and no more shall she retire to her pillow with
ber ears ringing with the disputatious hate of her sons.”

She came to the ‘breakfast table with a smile of satisfaction, and
seating herself eaid, « I stole into your brother's chamber and was re-
joiced to find that he was in a sound sleep”— .

“ When,” said I, with an agitation which I could ot conceal—for
I thought she was alluding to her visit in the night, and that she
had not been walking in her sleep. . .

“ A minute or two ago. But I did not wake him,” she replied.

“ This sleep,” I cautiously returned, « will do a great de't:lp of good:
Dr. Diaclum said that he would administer some laudanum, which
I suppose is the cause of his re‘poae."

I scarcely dared trust myself to converse with her for fear that my
faltering voice would betray the confusion of my mind. I was dread-
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ing the effects of the discovery on her sensibility too. Her

ment was of 8o gentle a nature that the slightest shock of her feeli
would confine her to bed, and I loved her with such ardent affection,
that I almost repented giving rise to a cause which was sure to
pain her. At length the repast finished, and the doctor’s i
:;s heard driving up the avenue. A minute afterwards he entered

e room.

My mother begged, that, if possible, he would wait a little, be-
cause the invalid wus asleep, and she thought that it would be better
for him to awake of his own accord.

¢ Certainly, my dear madam, you are very right indeed. Sleep
is a modicum given to us to render life endurable. Were it not for it
~—nature would have no business to inflict us with disorders ; for we
mever could be cured without its balmy influence. Sleep on the pa-
tient's side is what medicine is on the doctor's—it cures the mind ;
while physic cures the body.” Upon saying this he put his left band
under his coat behind, and planted the head of his gold headed cane
in one of his large nostrils, and then swaggered two or three times up
and down the room ; feeling secure that he had said something clever ;
but which I dare say he was in the habit of saying every where, when
the remark could be advantageously brought in.

My mother left the room.

Doctor Diaclum, stopping in the midst of his walk, turned to me
and said, « You see, sir, you wanted calomel exhibited, but I knew
the nature of your brother’s complaint too well to listen to it : look at
the favourable result of my prescription. Young men may come from
the University with - their heads well crammed with theory, and may
be very clever independently, but the difficulty is in putting it into
practice, sir—putting it into practice.”

I was glad that he had begun an srgmt,uitwoulddeh{ his
visit to the chamber, therefore I replied in a way which was likely to
prolong it. < Yes,” said I, « Doctor Diaclum, I acknowledge that
there is every ap of your prescription succeeding as you
could desire ; but g am fully able to substantiate the plausibility of
e;l:mel being u proper medicine for such. complaints as my zm.
ther's.” )

¢ I'll tell you what, sir, I do not intend to deny your powers of ar-
gument ; they stand very prominent in most young men, and are the
result of their overflowing stores of acquired knowledge. The fact
is, sir, that so much information is crammed inte their heads that it
must bave vent somewhere. When I was a student, my class fellows
called me Practitioner Positive Participle, because I was such a tough
disputationist. Even the Professors tielmelves gave way before my
powers of speech, and if I happened to side with any party in an argu-
ment, every one became convinced that that side had the weight at
least, and, of course, stifled all further discussion. But clever as X
was then, I can perceive by my present practice that I knew nothing,
nothing whatever. My theory was knocked down by the very first
case of Elephantiasis I met with, sir. 'What do you think of that 2™

¢ In what way, doctor ?”

“In its ruimnﬁthe prescribed form of cure laid down by the College
of Surgeans, sir. I blistered and bled, and then my store of theory was
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‘out” at the efbows; for the patient’s.leg remained still as large asa
bolster. However, I came to my own resources, and imagined, if I
could atop the circulation, that then the limb would decrease as a mat-
ter of course. Well, sir, I tied a ligature about the middle of the
thigh and left the patient to herself—she was a young woman. Wo-
men are the best subjects for tryini experiments upon, because the
submit and euffer more patiently than men. Two days afterwards
loeked at the limb, when there was an evident alteration. You seem
surprised, sir!”

“ Oh ! no, not at all,” I answered ; “but’—

« Well, sir, hear the end. My object was to produce a mortification
in the extremity, and then cut and remove the flesh, and apply remedies
such as bark to check it in the vital parts. But the patient was not
strong enough to be cured that way—eo she died”—

¢ Of the mortification ?” .

— Stay, sir, till the end, if you please.~ Well ;' I had several cases
of the same complaint very soon afterwards, in consequence of the cele-
brity which I gained from practising this new mode of cure, and as a
convincing proof that what I sa.{, sir, concerning practice is correct,
each’ of the patients lived a day - longer than the young woman,. and I
have no doubt that if they had had constitutions strong enough to resist
the mortification, or withstand the antiphlogistic remedies which I
gave them, which is the same thing, they every one would have been
alive at this hour. Now, sir, you see the triumph of practice—it en-
abled me actually to prolong the lives of these sufferers a whole day
Jonger than the first case that I took in hand.” -

I was in no humour to give way to mirth, or I could have indul,
myself with a hearty laugh at this ignorant quack, who was walking
about and assuming all the airs of a man of science, vain of his know-
ledge and of imparting his discoveries to an astonished audience ; but I
eonﬁ not let pass the opportunity of aiming a sly blow at his foolish
and wilful mode of cure—or killing, more Eroperly speaking—so re.

lied,— Doctor Diaclum, with submission, but do you not think that
1t would have been better to let the patients live, although incon-
venienced with-a.large limb, a few.years longer, than practise an uncer-
tain plan to reduce its size, an rticularly when such practice
cannot be borne out by any theory whatever ?”

« Ah! T thought you would come to that. Yes, yes, I knew what
was coming. But let me ask you a very simple question. Do you
not think that it is better for the patient to die the very day after the
limb has been reduced to a size even less actually than the one which
is sound, than to have to endure all the torments of an old mode of
treatment for months, and at last be given over as.incurable? Do you
pot think that the satisfaction felt must be more than an equivalent for
the few short years that might remain burdened with such a de.
formity ? .To be sure it would”—and he strutted about the room with
the condeit of having drawn a fine picture of profeesional ability, and
imagining himself the very frame of it. :

At this moment a violent scream announced the discovery. We
both rushed up stairs. My mother was in a fit and lying on the
ground in the ted-chmber of m{ brother. While the Lcwr help-
ed me to place her in 2 chair, I told him to look to my brother.

VOL. II R
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Asinxgheaexplﬁneduhihththem the reach of
medicine ; but he proceeded to let blood, and shortly thereupon pro-
nonnoodtl':im irrecoverably gone. He then turned his attention to my
r mother.
Poghemconveyed to her own chamber and means applied for her
recovery; but it was late at night before she was thought to be out
of danger; for one fit another until we thought, at last,
that nature would be overcome by their continued violence. As soon,
however, as they had left her, she sank into a deep sleep, when I re-
quested Dr. Diaclum to descend and take some re ment. For,
to do him justice, he displayed considerable skill in compounding
and administering some soothing draughts, and was so absorbed in
the real feelings of his profession that nothing could induce him
to leave the bed-side until all fears for the safety of his patient
had subsided.

When he had eaten a comfortable supper—~he commenced some re-
marks upon the sudden and unexpected death of my brother, which
the anxiety caused by my mother's danger had prevented bim from
before adverting to.

T certainly was not prepared for so sudden a re,” said he ;
“ it must have ‘been some spasmodical affection, which, if there had
been relief at hand, might have been happilmbdned. But, mi dear
sir, what a pity it is that there was any delay—delicacy, no doubt,
prevented you prescribing.”

I replied, “my brother had objected to any medical aid, and it was
not until I bad resolved to apply in person for your advice that he
consented to your being sent for. There were reasons for my wishing
other assistance than my own.” * % * # # & &

——a

EPITAPH.
On an Audacious Satirist and Suspected Atheist.

FROM THE FRENCH.

HE subject of the following epigrammatic epitaph—an
ex!‘.:rTaordinary and infimous mang—vras born at Ar?.uo—and m
the influence of his wit and political' genius, that they acquired for
him the caresses of the greatest men of the age in which he lived :—
Leo X.—Charles V. and Francis 1. disdained not his flattery, and pa.
tronised his works. The author of the Spectator, (vid No. 23. of the
papers in those vols.) says ¢ he laid all the kmgs of Europe, and even
the Sophi of Persia, under contribution to him.

A biographical notice of some lenﬁth, of this mortal will be feund in
LA DICTIONAIRE CRITIQUE par Bayle; and also in the prcTioNarmz
HISTORIQUE, wherein will be seen the original of the Epitaph.

- A recent Author too, J. D. Sinclair, in his “ Autumn m Italy”—
‘grilves the following account of the death of Aretin—while one of his
iends was disclosing some scandalous Anecdote regarding his sister
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who led.a most disselute life at Venice, sach was the Satirist’s depra.
:I?,bemu much amused at the relation of her gallsatry, that he
tbeofhischi:::ani:hmoderrﬁtoflm hter, struck his head on

t expired on the spot,”—this happened in the year
mfinmdtbechnmbesdwﬁchplzghewnhﬁi&]

FzLL time, which all things does consume,
Secure within this marble tomb,

The mould’ring parts has laid,
Of AmBTIN, Whose pois’'nous pen
‘Wounded alike all ranks of men,

Both living and the dead.

Ev'n Monarchs gone, whose mem’ries yet
In glory’s sphere are far from set,
His wit would dare defame ;
And if "gainst God, you ask me why
He ne'er let loose his blasphemy ?
—<¢ He never knew his name.”— T
J. T.

i

"OLD BRIDBURY.

OLp Bridbury was considered a strange man in the village. Where
all were smugglers, he was none; where all indulged freely in their
favourite liquor, he was sober; where all were extensive dealers in
scandal, he was unacquainted with his neighbour’s glaring faults ; in
short, whatever they were, he was not. e little cottage, which he
called his own, looked to the sea, and was 8o very conveniently situated
for a certain trade, that it was the envy of every one in the village.
But to that illegal commerce, Old Bridbury was an inveterate enemy ;
and he would sit at his window for hours every day, without one de-
sire, that the sea he gazed upon was the bearer of a vessel, of whose

roicious freight he might be owner. Often in the dark nights,

e would surprise his neighbours, while in the act of carrying on their
contraband trade, by his presence ; and though no violence was done
bim from the respect in which he was held, his words, dissuading
them from their evil way, were disregarded. To reclaim them from
such hazardous and unlawful undertakings, and to set them in a way
to procure their livelihood by honest industry, appeared to be the
whole business of his life, but scoffs were the answers to his admoni-
tions. He was now old and infirm, and he leaned on his son and
daughter as supports of his declining years. His wife was dead; his
som, just returned from school, was about to be articled to a respect-
able merchant, at the neighbouring town. The feelings of the old
man’s heart may be conceived, when his son returned not one night to
bis home, and on the following morning intelligence was brought him,
that he bad set sail for Holland, in a small sloop, in company with
some others, on an adventure of their dangerous trade. After this
occurrence he became an altcred man. The sight of his daughter,



132 OLD BRIDBURY.
who, he gloomily thought, must soon be left an unprotected

»
filled him with sorrowful apprehensions. He felt the inﬁmiﬁe::l;b::e
creeping fast upon him. For.hours he. would look upon the sea ; he
would then turn away from it, and with his hands coveriag his face,
appear buried in deep thought. He was the father-of a disobedient.
son who had plnnges in scenes that had ever been his abhorrence ;
his daughter was left deprived of a protector, and he of a worthy sup-
port of his declining age. As long as his strength remained he was
seldom in his room, and, alone, he would wander along the beach. In
this manner months passed. One evening, which was dark, and show-
ed s{mpwms of an approaching storm, he was after his usual time in

ing home, and his face betrayed stranger signs of melancholy and
despair. Retiring early to rest he became gradually worse, and ap-
peared to be falling.into a slight fever, with some symptoms of fading
recollections,— My son, my son,” he said at first in'a tone of re-
proach,—* ah Billy, why ungrateful ! and thy sister, to leave her,—and
thy father, to leave them all, all,—and for such an exchange.” His
daughter in vain attempted to soothe him, and finding him aally
growing worse, she was ferced to call in two or three of his neighbours,
who were his favourites when in health, to her assistance. In the
mean time, the storm increased, and the loud dashing of the waves
below, and the howling of the winds above, added fresh tortures to the
patient’s feelings. He had always been considered a man of mild dis-
positions, and bad evinced much affection towards his children, but
this sudden breach of duty and gratitude by.his son, this destruction of
all his hopes of happiness, produced such an impression on his soul, that
reason appeared to be affected, and fading away. He was old, and  had
not that strength of. mind which bears up against misfortune. «My
Billy is on that rude ocean,” he said; “ he is the sport of the waves
and the winds,—he will perish from his folly. I see his frail vessel,—
oh how rudely the waves buffet her l-—her sails are torn away, her masts
are broken and hanging over the side, the crew are exhausted, they
are in despair, and my son, ah—that is he,—he clings to the stamp
of the mast, how frail is that to the support of thy God.” Such sen-
tences he would pronounce in a8 melancholy voice, until, exhausted by
these representations, he would remain in silence for some small
Sometimes he called his daughter to his bed-side, press her hands, bid
her be comforted, and then burst into tears. In the midst of such a
scene, one of his friends, gazing upon the foaming sea from the win-
dows, observed some light at a little distance from the shore, and
hearing a noise of passing footsteps, left the house, and hastened to
enquire after the event. On arriving at the shore, he found the ob-
ject of his alarm was a ship entangled among the rocks, between
which and the land, the sea was so boisterous as to render all assist-
ance impossible. It was a small vessel entirely disabled; the thin
sails were waving in the gale like ribbons, and the cracking of the
mast was followed by its giving away. The crowd assembled on the
‘shore were most anxious to save the vessel, for it was now begun to be
whispered around that it was the sloop returned from Holland, with
its cargo of gin, tea, and other contraband goods. The storm was
most unfortunate to them, and, unless the cargo could be got on shore
that night, instant-discovery by the custom-housc officers' was in-
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etitable in the moruing. "Every plan to effect this appeared -impracti~
cable, and they only could lo:p’:‘n in silence and";\:nit theP::enL
Gloomy were their apprehensions, and they could not banish the fear
they entertained for the safety of their comrades on board the vessel ;
they could only hope she would-bold together till the storm abated, to
Em“ them to cross the water which separated the rocks from the shore.

ut all their feeble hopes were cut off by the strong gm of light which
burst upon them from the vessel, and told them she was on fire. A
shriek of agany arose from the shore at this dreadful accident, all eyes
were bent to the ship, and the sufferers, as they walked upon the deck,
could be seen, when the thick smoke was driven off by the wind. It
was, indeed, a terrible scene. - There stood the friends of the suffer-
ing erew upon the shore, without the least means of assisting them ;
while the light from the vessel would certainly bring down the men of
the preventive service to inquire of the accident, and thus all hope of
safety or concealment was at an end. While in this situation, a man
rushed among the crowd, and with a voice, which seemed not of this
world, cried out—< Cowards ! villains! this now is the reward of your
sinful courses; my prophecy has been fulfilled: and ye are cowardly, too,
——see your friends burning to death in that vessel, and ye loitering on
the shore ; I tell ye, my son is consuming in that ship, and your sons,
and your friends, all, all will perish, and ye are loitering here, shame!
shame ! man the boats,—attempt, try, or perish.” The effect of these
worde was visible on every face: all shrunk back and would have hid
themselves from the eight of the speaker; for it was Old Bridbury.
His face was h rom recent iliness; and as the light from the
burning vessel g upon his features, in all the violent impression
of wrath, his counsel, or rather command, was so firmly given, that no
one could resist it. But before they could make ready their boats for
this m)oae, the King's men, as they were called, alarmed by the
fire, reached the ogore, and learning the ship was a lugger, they
resolutely refused to allow any of the assembled crowd to make an
attempt to reach ber, resolving to try that hazardous adventure them-
selves. Experienced in this kind of work, it appeared Jess dangerous
to them, and, with the utmost activity, they sprang into the boat,
and, after a few strokes of the oar, reached the burning vessel.

Her stern was the only unconsumed, and on this small portion
the crew were collected. I, save one, jumped into the boat, anxious
to preserve life at the expence of their liberty which was forfeited b
this breachdlof the laws. That one was old ricll.bury’s s%:: — I wi
not go to disgrace,” be muttered ;  let me rather peris , Z0,—
no g?ma ration, death rather.” There was silene':e whe:gt‘ilegoboat
reached the shore; all rushed to gaze upon their friends,—whbat were
not now theirs; old Bridbury was the first,— One last look upon my
Billy, one only”—but the shriek which he uttered when he found he
was not there, can only be faintly conceived. At that instant the fire
bad communicated to the inflammable cargo, but the vast sheet of
flame which arose, was not seen by the old man ; he sank down upon
the sand, whence he was conveyed to his cottage from which he had so
shortly escaped. :

Many ni%ts did not pass till the few friends, who visited the sick
bed of old Bridbury, saw that he was fast approaching to decay. It
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was about the twilight, when seated round his room offering words
of comfort to his daughter, that a stranger entered, muffied up in a
great coat which concealed his face, and took possession of an empty
chair at the bed-side of the dying man. He spoke not, but sat down
in silence. There was a pause in the low whisperings of the friends
which were not resamed. The difficult breathings of old Brid
might be heard, and the unintelligible murmurings of the soul, about
tofeave its earthly habitation, apparently produced an indescribable
effect upon the listeners. But the stranger spoke net. His face was
not opposite the bed,—perhaps he dared not look into it,—he kept his
eyes upon the ground, conscious of being observed. The distressed
daughter was too much abeorbed in her own bitter feelings to scruti-
nige the stranger, and all kept a mournful silence. A hollow
from the bed interrupted it, the stranger was taken off his , and
on looking up caught the eye of the weeping girl. The feelings which
rompted her to call « Brother!” could not be repressed, for it was
indeed he. He had escaped from the blazing vessel by the most
desperate effort, for seeing all other method of escape cut off, he flung
himself into the sea, and aided by the light found means to get upon
one of the rocks, where he had remained till the abating of the storm
enabled him to swim to the land. Concealing himself from the pre.
ventive men in one of his friends’ houses, he heard of the illness of
his father with the utmost horror, and nothing could prevent him from
attempting to see him. The brother and sister gazed wpon one ano-
ther at this recognition, and as the latter etill looked upon him, for-
tting his misconduct, all her affection for him returned, and she
ge“ upon his neck, and again sobbed out that endearing name. Scarce.
ly was the word pronounced, when the patient, exerting his remaining
strength, looked up ; “ Why does my daughter say b ?” he calmly
said,— Has he left his grave to visit his broken-hearted parent ! te
be a protector to my child? ah Billy, thou wert wont to be
and affectionate, but for one time—all, save once,”—he was exhausted
by the effort, and again sank back. During this scene, his son flung
himself again on his former seat, and covered his face with his hands.
Again the old man attempted to speak, and his friends bent forward
anxious to catch his worSs, but they were indistinct.  Could I but
see him once more,” he frequently repeated—and his son, unable to re-
strain himself, came near to his father ; the shock was too great for
the weak frame of the old man,—he clasped his son in his arms, and
expired without a groan. LW

——gi—
EUGENE.
A Tale in Rhyme.
BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

"T'was the feiry month of blossom and flower,
And gloaming clad in her holy hue

Heard whispers of love in every bower,
Like spints of day biddisg light adieu. .
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When Mary, lovely, wandered slow
To list the mnﬁz’of its moan.

For erst with Eugene by her side
_ The song of joy wuonblyutide,
And still, when all around was mute,
She dreamed the echo of his flute
Yet mingled with the sound.
‘There ever by a beading willow,
Whoee b kissed the :i‘fpling billow,
Was Mary nightly found.
For there they breathed their parting vow——
A vow the maiden ne’er had brokea—
And there (to her it seemed but now)
Their last—their wildest worde were spoken ;
Theugh ten years with leaden wings
Had numbered ’s wanderings,
gut wiethemr dead, or N.e,wgﬂ true,
ven r's ue w.
Heedless m' the waurgl:endilg—-
Saw the mooa and twilight blending,
While loved visions of the past
Fadeless, lingering, shadows cast .
Qi ot
music swept t
Aﬁd trembled on &te river.
To her it breathed in tones of fire, .
For strains onoe struck from Eugene’s lyre
Could. be forgotten—never !
She harried to her holy tree
Whose leaves waved in the melody ;
Beneath its weeping branches lay
A tuneful minstrel old and y
Who, wearied with the worfd? ad lain
Him down, to breathe his evening strain
In solitude to heaven.
“ Arise,” she said, « thou man of song,
The chilly night dew falls among
Thy hoary locks—arise !
“'Tis vain " he sighed, “ from mankind driven,
Thie turf my couch mpﬁ{iu.’"
The tear-drops gushed from Mary's eye—
“This turf thy couch I” was her reply,
“ No, aged wanderer—no !
My home, my-father's house is near,
And he would love thy Iays to hear,
Rise, minstrel, Jet us go.”
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« This turf thy couch !” she turned to say,
“ Ohvh::x‘ns! aps my Eugene lay’—
But here the stranger rose,
And as he bowed bis thanks and spoke,
The sound, as an echo that slumbers, awoke
Anud startled the presence of woes.
Glad welcome at her father's board
The grey-haired minstrel found,
He struck his barp, and thus he sung
Rapt in the varying sound.
« I have wept an adieu on the breast.that I loved
While I clung to that breast as if heaven were there ;
I said not farewell! for.no tongue could have moved ;
*T'was a moment of madness,—a glut of despsir.—
I have seen desolation reign lord of the hearth—
Of the home of my joys—of my love of my birth,
There have fmtei with famine, and herded with death—
Felt hate like a Upas with poisonous breath
Alike blast the dead and the living ; .
Till'a-stranger I stood in my forefathers’ hall,
And TExeL was stamped on the forehead of all
Who nought but-cold pity were giving.
A fugitive hunted—I slept on the tombs
Amidst charnel damps and their taverned glooms.
Then oft in maddening misery I
Have prayed -till prayers grew blasphemy,- -
e(f to God in agony— .
Th lI'nubit.t;erne'ss for eati !
e hollow tombs wrang back my groan -
Like echo’s ghost, but Islived ony
A blasted thing of wrath !
Oh torture! I remember yet—
Remember | —Aye, can ne'er forget
The pangs—the almost death of soul,
When greedy want my life-blood stole,
And hunger gnawed my heart ;
Then pain leaped wild in every limb,
My brain burned mad, my eyes were dim.
I longed, till longing frenzy grew——
Tore my poor garb—the very dew
F That round my feet dild start,
rom out the ic ves I la ,
With tremblingy;f?mantlo 51:‘:)
- I, shivering, bade my soul depart !
I heard the legal bloodbounds ba;
Around the gravestones where I lay;
Then burriei‘r:n, unconscious where,
Now led by Hope, and now Despair .
Dashed Hope aside, and plungenf:e on _ -
Till day-cawn, when I stood alone
A fainting and a breathless thing
Whose last of life was withering !
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Upon a giant cliff I stood S ’
here caverns yawned and rocks were strewed,
Old ocean's many waters sang, - -
And with & voice in every wave
The eternal hymn from cave to cave
In solemn echoes rang !
Oft—oft while yet a dreaming boy
On such a scene I've gazed with joy
Till venturous darin, egi(ld grew:
But then I little recf or knew
A time would cotne, as come it did,
‘When to the precipice I fled
And only stopped to breathe a prayer—
A prayer of madness and y—
Ere weary with life’s galling
I plunged into' the hande of God
A coward red with guilt |
Like a seraph’s wing the thought of one
Flashed through my dreadful orison,
I breathed Aer name—a name to me
The sunlight of my memory,
And all her presence felt !
* For thee I'll live " 1 wildly cried,
« Aye, madman, do,” a voice replied,
With harsh unwthlr sound; - -
“ Food !” cried I, « food! from want I die!”
And s loud laugh was the reply '
Of those who gathered round.
They were a rude and corsair crew
Who e(rnpathy nor mercy knew.
They dragged me on, their ship was near,
And beauteous did that ship appear,
Without—a glorions dream, within—
A sepulchre, & world of sin.
They gave me food—they gave me wine,
e sword of death hung o'er me bare ;
“ Now die or live, the choice is thine,
Die as thou art, or deeply sweare
Swear to be ever one with us—
Swear, beardling, swear, or instant thus
I seal thy babbling tongue.”
8o spoke their leader, as he clasped
My neck, and firmly, sternly grasped
The sword that o'er me hung. . -
“Thy oath !” I cried, and fancied then
Like him, like them, I hated men.
I swore! O murdering memory !
Could its accents from thee part;
Still the dark, the deep impiety
Strikes as palsy on my heart.
Once on the accursed deck of blood,
Unstained, alone I viewed the flood ;
VOL. 1I.
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All else from deep carousal slept
While I the watch of miduight kept ;
The scene was tranquil beauty's own,
And the stars of an eastern heaven shone
In their fulness of loveliness bright:snn
The glorious sea, which there unfurl
The splendours of an illumined world.
Unheard I left the vessel’s side
And on the bosom of the tide
Struck eager for the bay,
While every proudly bounding swell
Swept back defiance, back farewell,—
Urging, away! away!—
In childhood’s first and fondest pride
My earliest courser was the tide,
Yea, "twas as the breast of my love to me
To bound on its bosom merrily,—
Could I feas for life or helper need,
With ocean’s arms for my noble steed !
I knelt to pray when the land I gained,
Then rose like an eagle that once was ehained,
And scaled the mountain, and swept the plain,
;‘Iill fear s:er:;k' back, and pursuit was vain.
feet sped light o'er the bending grass,
Asy the shadow gfclouds o'er the mgeadows pass,
Till the sun arose, and his glory-came
O’er the singing earth like a silent flame ;
I felt the music around me roll,
While the glowing air seemed a thing of soul,
Then raptured sank on earth’s glorious green,
Like a dlt))ﬁng child that long has been
From its mother torn, and on her breast
Sinks in excess of love to rest !—
Months rolled away—my feet once more
Trode Britain’s soul-encircled shore !
Its proud free waves—its giant strand—
Burst like the epirit of the land
Upon my withered heart! Again
A freeman’s blood thrilled every vein !
Again I reached my father's hall,
My faithful harp yet decked the wall,
And midst the gaping menials all

. I dashed my hands across the chords

And sang in wild and vengeful words.
The stricken: fiend, whose wily guilt
To me had charged the blood he spilt—
My father's blood ! that he alone
Might seize my:birth-right as his own,
Came forth amidst his hireling throng
To list the wanderer’s frenzied song—
A moment tremblingly he stood—

I sang of vengeance and of blood !
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Then paused! and bade him upon
The li:;tuings of an injured g;’z;e Fe
He screamed aloud ! convulsive stared !—
The righteous sword of God was bared !
He owned his guilt ! and wildly cried
¢ Take all! but curse me not !"—and died !
in my father’s halls are mine,
Mine—my loved home and harp divine !
 But wherefore leave a home 80 dear
To roam a lonely pilgrim here ?”
Enquired the gentle maid.
The minstrel laid his harp aside
He raised his hand a tear to hide,
And tremblingly he said—
« Long years have fled since wandering wild—
An only and a favoured child—
Far from my parent’s hearth,
T hither as a stranger came
Concealed beneath a borrowed name
As one of humble birth ;
A maiden fair as heaven’s young light
Passed as 2 spirit o'er my sight—
I loved,—was loved again,—my vow
Was pledged, and I will pay it now !
To thee and heaven !” The minstrel stopped,
The cloak—the masque of age, was dropped ;
Around bis neck the maiden clung ;
To grasp his hand the father sprung ;
The youthful lover stood confest,
And Mary wept on Eugene’s breast.

MATHEMATICS.

SOLUTION OF QUESTIONS IN LAST NUMBER.
Solution of Question 5th by Mr. George Giles, Teacher, Tweedmouth.

Tuz Sine Amp. : Rad. : : Sine Dec. : Cosine Lat. left 49° 12’; again,
Sine Dec. : Rad. : : Sine Alt. : Sine Lat. come te 50°. Then 50° minus
49° 12’ leaves 48 miles, the Diff. of Latitude., By Plane Trigonome-

,—First, assume 58 miles for A’s distance; consequently 82 miles
will be B’s distance. . Therefore the Diff. of Lat.% : Rad. 90°::
Dist. 82 : Sec. 54° 10/ 16” the angle B made with the meridian he
left ; and the Diff. of Lat. 48 : Rad. : : Dist. 58 : Sec. 34° 8’ 54” the
angle A made with the meridian he left. Then 90° minus 54° 10’ 16"
equal 35° 49’ 44” which minus 34° 8’ 54” leaves 1° 40’ 50" or 6050
the first error. Secondly, assume 59 miles for A’s distance; then 81
miles will be B's distance, and going through the same process, the
second error is 47' 117 or 2831”. Then 2 multiplied by 2831, and
the product divided by 6050 minus 2831 gives 1 nearly for a correc-
tion. This taken from 81 leaves 80, and added to 59 gives 60 miles,
the true distances. Therefore with the true distances and Diff. of
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Lat., A will be found to make an angle with the meridian he left of
36° 52’ 117, and to travel 60 miles; and B's angle with the meridian
he left is 53° 7/ 49", and. the space travelled 80 miles. And as they
meet at right angles with each other, the distance between the places
left is 100 miles.

As 1” square : 16 feet :: 5” square : 400 feet the height of the
tower. Then from the square of 217.8 take the square of 400, and
the square root of the difference is 4298 feet, which the tower moves
in 5” ; and 360° divided by 24 gives 15°, 8 in one hour on
the Equator. Hence, 15° multi;)lied by 69.5, and divided by, 720 equal
1.4479 miles, ssed in 5// on the Equator: this multiplied by
5280 equal 7 12 feet. Then, As the distance 7644.912 : cos. 0
42& : cos : 556° 47’ N., the latitude of the tower.

Solution of Question 7th, by Mr. Thomas Hudspeth, Bowsdesn.

It is evident that the length of the part broken off must exceed 30
feet, and at 20 feet lower down it must exceed 70; it therefore follows
that it is more than 50.. Suppose it first to be 56, and working ac-
cording to the well-known property of right-angled triangles, we set
the height of the tree equal 1032863616 in the one case, and also
equal to 105g972972 i;d ! e :hthclar, :tl;:ich mbx:k;l an e;r:ll; of 2,31(:9356
too t. u Y , the len to an ere results an
errorg'::o little %?%9988&6 ; then, by Double Position and its rules,
we obtain 175.184284 to be divided by 3.2108242, and the quotient is
54.5 and a little more. But any farther operation by the smd Rule is
unnecessary, since, by assuming 54.5 as a new supposition, it resolves
the question, so that the part left standing, comes out to be 45.5, and
therefore the height of the tree is 100 feet, as was required:

QUESTIONS FOR SOLUTION.

Proposed by Mr. Thomas Ingram, Hutton.

8. A sugar-loaf was cut into 5 equal parts by horizontal el
sections ; f;e solidity of the part con%aining the yapex was 10(13%
inches, and the periphery of ‘its base 18 inches: required the height
of the loaf?

Proposed by Mr. George Giles, Tweedmouth.

9. Our ship sails in the forenoon, on the 20th of May 1829, from a
port in north latitude; at the same time observed the sun’s altitude
to be 18° 30’ ; after lying to 3 hours his altitude was 44°; we then
filled and sailed towards our port which bore from us 8. 30° W. ; after
sailing 473.6 miles, we observed the vertical part of a rainbow to bear
N. 61° 8/ E. at half-past two P. M, ; therefore we found ourselves 100
miles due west from the port bound to, and, upon examination, the
variation of the compass had not begn allowed for. We directly shap-
ed our course to our intended port, but to our surprise arrived at a

rt 50 miles distant from the port bound to, and bere 8. 30° W,

pon trial, a current was found to set between the two ports, which
should have been allowed for. Required the setting of the current, the
nature and quantity of the variation, with the true course and
#listance in each posjtion. .
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Mr. Ferguson’s solutions could not be inserted without immense
trouble to both the printer and us. .

We are inclined to lon the correctness of Mr. Moscrop’s astro-
nomical riddle. We have racked our brains not a little, and cannot
for the life of us comprehend, how more than a half of the earth is to
be illumined by the sun, whatever be their supposed relative position.
In one sense, the sun does enlighten more than a half, if we include
its light reflected from the moon. But at what distance he (the sun)
must be from our globe, in order to enlighten directly two-thirds of
the latter, is to us, and we dare say to many others, insoluble. Is
Mr. M. in possession of any method? He must conceive either of in~
serting the earth in the centre of the sun, where the darkness of the
former might be dissipated with a vengeance, or of fashioning the so-
lar rays after the style of the Patlander's gun—¢o shoot round a corner.

LITERARY GOSSIP AND VARIETIES.

It went the round of the Journals some time ago, that the Officers
of the 71st Highland Light Infantry Regiment, latel{ stationed here,
appeared on the Dundee Stage as Amateur Actors for the benefit of

e charitable institutions connected with that town. We have been
favoured by a friend with a communication, which enables us to fur-
nish our readers with a more particular acceunt of the proceedings in
terms of the Dundee Courier. The play was «“ Ways and Means,”
and the farce,  High Life below Stairs.”

It is but fair to these gentlemen to say that they acquitted them.
selves most admirably, and we have seldom seen a comedy so well per-
formed in all its parts. Genteel comedies ought to be a picture of real
life, and therefore gentlemen of good education and talents, it may be
gmumed, would at all times make a tolerable appearance in them ;

ut from the t ease displayed by most of the gentlemen on this
occasion, we oonclnofe that they could hardly say this was
their first appearance. The 8ir David Bunder of Mr. Robertson was
excellent, and Mr. Bernal as Random, and Mr. L’Estrange as Tiptoe,
also acquitted themselves admirably. Nor can we withhold our ap- -
plause from one of our own citizens, who took a ]]J)rominent part in this
effort for the relief of the poor. Mr. John M. Lindsay’s Scruple was
well sustained throughout, although we were under some apprehen-
sions at the commencement from his seeming diffidence. young
gentleman named Diamond, who performed the part of Harriet, shew-
ed a degree of taste and feelinilw ich we were not prepared to expect.
The part of Lady Dunder by Mr. Dutton, was also much applauded.

We thought well of the Play, but were still better pl with the
Farce, which repeatedly convulsed the audience with laughter. Mr.
Bernal’s My Lord Duke was a masterpiece, and Mr. L’Estrange in Sir
Harry, shewed he was no novice in the profession. Mr. Robertson in
Lovel, and Mr. Trapaud in the Cook, were brilliant. Mr. John
M. Lindsay’s Kitty was also excellent, and much applauded. The

uadrille, which was so irresistibly ridiculous, was encored. Al-
'&lbaufh the audience were prepared to have viewed the performers with
ndu tﬁm yet tbz required none ; the whole went off in d style,
and repeated shouts of applause were spontaneous and universal.
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There has not been such a treat at our Theatre for a long time, and
our townsmen must be much gratified with the pains taken by the mi.
litary gentlemen in providing them such a treat.”

thtla following Prologue and Epilogue were spoken before and after
the Play :—

PROLOGUE TO «WAYS AND MEANS.”

“What : dress in satins? Act a woman’s part ?
And learn some whining sentiment by heart ?
Squesak a high treble, to seem like a girl ?

And rob my visage of each well-train’d curl ?
Whatever woes my ill-starred head befall,

This last request’s the “unkindest cut” of all!
Shall I, who've played the Roman, act a slave—
Assume false locks, wear petticoats, and—shave ?”

Such were the sounds which through our Green-room ran,
In frequent murmurs, when the day

In vain we argued with the unruly fairs,

They spurned alike our scissors and our prayers ;
Persuasion failed to move, till pity tried,

And claimed the boon which vanity denied !

Then novel changes “fore our eyes appeared.

Miss Kitty lost her anger, and her g)eard !

My Lady g)nnder spoke our purpose fair ;

Charlotte wax'd soft ; and Harriet ceased to—swear !
Sweet Lady Bab grew tranquil at the sight,

Aund in her shaving gave the * widow's mite !”

Alcides-like, each metamorphos’d man,

Laid down the musket, and took up the fan ;
Mouths which before had wak’d the bugle’s notes,
Now breath’d the voice of love in petticoats !

Whilst fingers train’d to grasp the ready gun,
Flirted their fans, and show’d how hearts were won !

Thus have you gain’d a peep behind the scenes,

And mark'(y the progress of our “ Ways and Meauns ;"
Then, after this, should some *frail fair one” faint,
Pray don’t confound her blushes with her paint !

Even the men, and strange it will appear,

On this occasion feel the women's fear ;

For ne'er against their king's and country’s foes
Have they encountered such bright eyes as thoee ;
Yet, 'neath their fire each player strives his best,
Ladies or not?

( Prompter, from side door.)

The ladies, sir, are drest!

Well, since they're primed, we’ll strike the scenic tent,
And in quick time ¢ Make ready, and present !”
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EPILOGUE.
Enter Old Random.

Well, we've finished the play, but the worst is behind,
For, betwixt you and I, my part’s not to my mind ;
- *T'is right to be useful and worthy of praise,
Yet I don’t much approve being Emed up in stays;
Besides, "tis an insult I hardly can bmoE,
That my female debut should be made as a cook.

. Enter Paul Peery.

Your nce is wanted ; of girls we've so few,
That we're forced, in the farce, to effeminise you.
Ran—"Tis very indecent.
Paul. Nay, there prithee cease,
And speak as becomes the great Empress of Grease.
Go dress for your part, we're all ready to play,
And there’s nought but your bustle and gown stops the way.
Ran—But my bustle is monstrous, my gown’s a bad fit,
And I can’t say I like being link'd to a spit.
Now, to tell you the truth, I am sure, my good fellow,
My figure has more of the cut of Othello.
Yes, Shakspeare’s my forte, pray allow me to shew it—
‘Here's the speech to the Senate.
Paul. Be quiet: I know it.
Come awidy to the Green-room, your petticoats wait,
Here's rouge for your cheeks anx false curls for your pate ;
When drest, recollect that you step not too wide,
Your voice must be soft, and contracted your stride.
In short, through your part, you must bear in mind this—
For the night, youre transformed to a boarding-school Miss.
[Ezit Peery.
Ran—Lead on, then—I follow: Yet, ere I depart,
I must beg, if the cook makes a hask of her part,
You'll remember she’s one of the softer creation,
And grant your indulgence, if not approbation.

T%e or an ancient mode of announcing marriages is curious ;—it is
taken from Dr Cleland’s Satistical Work.

1746, 24th March.—On Monday last, James Denniston, jun. of
Colgraine, Esq. was married to Miss Jenny Baird, a beawtiful young

1747, 4th May.—On Monday last, Dr. Robert ITamilton, Professor
of Anatomy and Botany in the University of Glasgow, was married to
Miss Mally Baird, a beautiful young lady with a handsome fortune.

1747, 3d August.—On Monday last, Mr. James Johnstone, mer-
chant in this place, was married to Miss Peggy Newal, an agreeable
young lady with £4000.
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Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

At the Manse of Ratho, on the 18th ult., Mrs. Hendérson, of a son.

At Norwich, o the 19th ult., Mrs. J. Mather, of a son. -

At Easter Warriston, on the 24th ult., the Lady of William Bonar,
Esx., of a daughter.
i thStitcbell House, on the 28th ult., Lady Elizabeth Pringle, of a

aughter. . :
ere, on the 12th inst., Mrs. Cameron, of a daughter.
MARRIAGES.

At St. Mary’s Church, London, on the 22d ult., Captain Millen
to Jane Clark Dent, eldest daughter of the late James Dent, master
mariner of this port. ) .

At Paxton House, Berwickshire, on the 30th ult., Ig the Rev.
Jobn Edgar of Hutton, David Milne, Esq., Advocate, eldest son of
Vice-Admiral Sir David Milne, K. C. B. of Milne Graden, to Jean,
eldest. daughter of William F. Home, Esq., of Paxton.

At Ladykirk, on the 31st ult, Mr. William Paulin, innkeeper,
Horndean, to Elizabeth, daughter of the late Mr. Henderson, Paxton.

DEATHS.

At Salutation Hall, near Norham, on the 15th ult.,, Mr. Thomas
Colston, farmer, aged.69.

On the 20th ult., in Pimlico, after a few hours’ illness, Mr. Wm.
Robertson, late of the Victualling-Office, Somerset House, aged 68,
son of the deceased John Robertson, Esq., merchant, Berwick.

At Dunbar House, on the 16th ult., in the 11th year of her age,
Charlotte Julian Balfour, third daughter of James Balfour, Esq., of
Whittingham.

On the 19th ult., of spasmodic cholera, Arthur Lumly Davids, Esq.,
Member of the Asiatic Society of Paris, &c. This talented youn,
man, who, had he survived till August, would only have comlieteﬁ
his 21st year, was the author of a Turkish Grammar, a work that
will immortalize his name.

On the 23d ult., at the house of Lord Dacre, in Chesterfield-street,
London, of a rapid attack of cholera, Mr. Scott, brother-in.law of the
Earl of Oxford, and of W. Ord, Esq., M. P. for Morpeth, and his
Majesty’s Consul at Bourdeaux.

f{t 'enton Mill, on the 27th ult, Mr. Thomas Hastie, aged 62,
much tted by his friends and all who were acquainted with him.

At Alowick, on the 1st inst., Thomas, infant son of Mr. Joseph
Turner, hat.manufacturer there.

Suddenly, on the 2d inst., at Athelstaneford Mains, East Lothian,
Mr. Robert Scott Bell.

———

To Readers and Correspondents.

No answer to the communication in last Number of our esteemed
contributor, J. S. H. of Alnwick, has reached us. We bope he will
favour us with a fragment for next month.
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ON PARTY SPIRIT.

Rixa rixs causa est.—GREEK SENT. LATINE.

For zeal's a dreadfal termagant,
That teaches saints to tear and rant,
® [ ]

Tuarns meek, and secret sneaking ones .
To raw-heads fierce and bloody bones:~BuUTLER's HUDIBRAS

ONE should think that, when experience has demonstrated the
wisery which is uniformly the consequence of political dissensions,
modern statesmen would profit by the lesson. The earliest misfor-
tune which man suffered ¥rom the hand of his fellow originated in
envious opposition, and this principle, like a demon of destruction, has
continued ever since to involve our race in a succession of calamities.
Like the confusion of tongues which dispersed mankind when congre.
gated on the plains of Shinar, the spirit of party has divided people,
revolutioniledp nations, and changed—alas how oft !—the whole face of
the political world.

hen Greece, proud in the consciousness of liberty, burst forth
like a pheenix amidst her enslaved neighbours, the patriot, the philo.
sopher and the philanthropist might rejoice in the cheering prospect
which her genius opened np to the world. But the mutual jealousies
of her different states, and their internal cabals soon overclouded the
scene, and all of them eventually sank under the weight of tyranny
and ignorance. The long continued dissensions of the Patricians and
Plebeians at Rome frequently brought them into imminent danger ;
they retarded the advances of the republic in civilization, and though
they led to beneficial results, inasmuch as they regained to the people
their rightful privileges, yet they were 8o obstinate and sunguinary as
to render the success dear-bougl!t. The lower empire, too, was dis-
turbed, not less frequently than seriously, by the blue and green fac.
tions in the Hippodromes of Rome and Constantinople; and in mo-
dern times, we need mention no more than the Guelphs and Ghibbe-
lines in Italy, and the Whigs and Tories in England.

We are by no means so sanguine as to expect that men will even-
tually emancipate themselves from the influence of this principle, nor,
while we confess that it has sometimes -been carried to extremes,
would we wish to see it extinguished. The truth is that it cannot but

VOL. I1. T
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exist. Royal prerogative, aristocratic influence, and plebeian privi-
lege have each their several advocates, whose opinions and interests
perpetually clash with one another. Differences are thus engendered,
and it is exceedingly difficult for persons to regard each other with
equanimity, when their public conduct is mutually marked by systema-
tic opposition. The only way to preserve harmony is—by a skilful
adjustment to settle the re ive rights of each y, in a manner
which shall seem most conducive to the public interest. But each
faction is so jealous of its own rights, that the slightest aggression,
even though unintentional, on the part of the opposite one, kindles in
a moment the flames of rankling animosity, and sets the whole nation
by the ears. A moderate and liberal plan of conduct, and a disposi-
tion to overlook or to conciliate, would, without in the least injuring
either one party or another, prove much more advantageous to the
nation at large. :

These observations are equally applicable ‘to Religious party spirit ;
and here, indeed, this canker-worm has proved much more destructive.
The different forms of Paganism have few or no dogmata, and thus
from their very nature exclude, in a great measure, the operation of
factionism. But the Mahometans have split into sects numerous al-
most as the eand on their own deserts ; and the scbislll:s that ha‘;;: dis-
graced our own holy religion defy the powers of arithmetic. ea
prove of the most 'bemfl tolerat’i'on ofp:.ll sects, because it is reasopl;
and not brute force that has to do with the intellect ; and we are much
mistaken if the unseasonable, injudicious and intolerant treatment,
which weaker sects so frequently receive at the hands of the more

werful, has not in every case tended to confirm the evil which it was
intended to remedy. Just as water makes coals burn more fiercely,
as the ravages of the plague makes the thinned population increase
more rapidly, it has been found that persecuted sects have become
more obdurate and more powerful in proportion to the severity with
which they were harassed. :

We know of no country where Sectarianism prevails to a greater ex-
tent in modern times than in Scotland. There are in it about a dozen
of different parties which are Presbyterian,—differing more or less
from the established church, and all distinguished from one another
by some peculiar tenets, which, however trifling tb&y may seem to the
uninitiated and the ungodly, are yet thought sufficient to warrant
others from “entering into their secret.” There is, for instance, one
sect which dissents solely from believing that it is a sin not to swear
to a covenant, entered into b{) the Reformers 250 years ago, and
which bound them to extirpate Popery, Prelacy, and other. damnable
errors with fire and sword ; as if the more christian spirit of madern
times was bound to subsecribe to practices which the cruel necessity of
the times rendered it necessary for our venerable and illustrions and
meritorious forefathers to follow. Another party stands aloof because
it will not allow the magistrate a voice in ecclesiastical courts; and a
third, because his Majesty King William will not believe in each and
every article of their creed. Others, we think, have separated them-
selves for still more frivolous reasons, as from doubts about the law-
fulness of the ntor repeating the line which is to be sung, and
about his intreducing modern tunes into the sacred psalmody, or about
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the clergyman’s using a gown ; and so on. We are far from thinking
dissent unlawful in all cases; the United Secession &as they call it),
for example, seem to have sufficient grounds, when they contend for
the right of choosing their own minister,—a right, indeed, which, we
are happy to see, the most able members of the establishment now
admit htl: be justl.‘ But it is foolish and even ludicrous t‘? observe re-
spectable men ing w ies for the most insignificant reasons,
and gravely exp;P;in tbl;imbts that the belief 51: some ahstract
dogmas, concerning which scripture is silent, is sufficient to endanger
the salvation of those who adhere to them.

In truth, this is the natural consequence of religious dissensions.
The more numeraus sects are, and the slighter the grounds of their
differences may be, the more virulent is their opposition. This is an
indisputable fact, though it is at once irrational and paredoxical. It
appears to us that a :t:gbborn, unbending requisition of belief in every
tenet whatever, on the part of churches, has done more than any thing
else to encou schism ; and we have ground to suppose that, were
a charitable liberality indulged to every sect, and their differences
calmly .examined by the test of scripture, of reason and utility, &
fﬁree of unanimity might be produced, which all the controversies,

persecutions, and intolerance in the world could ot effect. Party
spirit has a natural tendency to aggravate and to perpetuate itself ;
for it engenders a morbid fondness for controversy, a resoluteness of
rsisting in long-cherished opinions, and a2 banghty and unyielding
igotry, which looks down with disdain upon a person who will pre-
sume to say, ‘ You are in the wrong.” Hence uﬁe sectarians are won-
derfully expert controversialists : the good people of Scotland—to recur
to them again—are quite proverbial for their theological acquirements,
and many is the peasant whom we have heard refute the s¥stams of
Popery, Socinianism, &c. with the eloquence and energetic logic of a
Chillingworth or a Horsley.

But this is not all. The indulgence of party spirit goes directly to
narrow the mind, and to generate ignorance m?‘ fanaticism. As an
instance of this we may remark, that at the commencement of the
Scottish Secession nearly a century ago—a period when the tide of
religious animosity ran uncommonly high—a t number of farmers
set themselves stoutly against the introduction of fanners into the
thrashing mill, an improvement then brought over from Holland ;
and, gentle reader ! canst thou imagine for what reason ? Merely be-
cause it was an ungrateful rejecting the gifts of providence,—even of
the breezy zephyrs which, as any%lind man may see, are obviously
sent into this earth for the express purpose of winnowing the corn of
honest men. Such is the fact ;—we shall give another, the hero of
which—he was of the same sect as Old Mortality—we were once ac-
quainted with. Every sabbath he footed it away half a score of miles
and a bittie, in order to hear the «“ word” preached genuine and una-
dulterated, by a godly, edifying saint, as he called the clergyman.
One day however, when he had sorely exhausted his body with the
journey, that his mind might receive something savoury when he ar-
rived, ie was not a little disappointed to find that from some circum-
stance or other there was to be no sermon. The doors of many other
churches and chapels stood wide open, as if inviting our drooping
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“traveller to enter, but he manfully-resisted the temptation! Was a

little bodily rest to be preferred to the salvation of the immortal soul ?
This question suggested itself, and spurning the oong:gations of the
unrighteous, as if their very neighbourhood were as us a8 €X-
communication, he ¢ with fainting steps and slow” trudged away home,
wiser no doubt than when he left it.

The theological knowledge of the common people of Scotland is at
once a cause and an effect of their religious dissensions. Their life is
a species of bush-fighting ; at every turn they are liable to be assailed
by some one ready loaded and primed for deadz controversy ; and wo
betide the poor wight who has not wherewith to make resistance.
They are, tE:orefore, one and all of them, up to the ears in theology,
and have sounded the lowest depths of Calvinism.

Now, we have nothing to say against this, but thiok it laudable and
necessary that every man be able to give an account of the faith that
is in him. A complete knowledge of the Christian system is in every
man a meritorious and a valuable acquisition ; but what we are dis-

to find fault with is the spirit of Sectarian acerbity and rancour
which they also display, and which men are therefore apt to identify
with religion. It is a feeling which has ever had an influence con-
trary to what it was intended  to have ; for zealous opposition kindles
what it means to quench. Can there than this be a more powerful
dissuasive from Religious Intolerance?

Kind reader! if &ou hast followed us thus far, thou mayest per-
haps wish to know what party in church and state, we who, you
think perbaps, are here dictating too magisterial advices, adhere to;
and in truth, most worthy reader, we could not for the eoul of
us refuse to answer so small a request but for dreading that we might
tend to keep alive the disposition which we have been humbly essay-
ing to knock on the head. For—we put the question totbyse{f, most
excellent friend !—were we to say we were Tories and Episcopalians,
would not the canny inhabitants of Scotland, and all the Whigs among
us, regard us with aversion ; and, on the other hand, were we to
ourselves Whigs and Presbyterians, how would England and her Tories
show their grinning teeth to us? Be not mistaken, however; we
are not lax nor unconcerned in these matters,—we are neitber sce
tics nor radicals; and we can with perfect sincerity drink the health
of the Duke of Wellington and Lord Chancellor Brougham, Sir
C. Wetherell and Francis Jeffrey. We can, moreover, relish a good
sermon, whether concocted by a Presbyterian or an Episcopalian di-
vine, and have frequently, wit{out any ‘ compunctious visitings of na-
ture,” gone to the High church in the morning, the Scotch church in
the afternoon, and been edified at night among the dissenters. In
short, good reader, for we fear thy patience is now exhausted, we prac-
tise, as far as we can, the liberality which we have been extolling.

A. N.
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TO A ROSE-BUD.

CoxmE from thy dew-gemm'd palace green ;
Ascend thy throne of silv’ry sheen,
And by thy subject flow’rs be seen,—

Queen of the Garden !

Rise from thy bed of loveliness,
Garb’d in thy richest virgin dress ;
Assume a blush of fairiness,—
June’s pretty Maiden !

Wake from thy dreamless slumbering,
And all thy native beauty bring ;
Smile, till the bees thy geath.son sing,—
Child of a Sunshine!

Haste—haste thee, Bud,—thy moment live,—
Around thy fragrant sweetness pour,—
But ere thy roseate dream be o’er—
To the proud fair this lesson give,—
BrAvuTY 500N PADETH !

AER.

——

SCRAPS FROM THE GERMAN.

A mixture of strength and weakness produces anger or animosity ;
true greatness produces mildness.—

A gardener entered into-conversation with a coppersmith, and had
resolved to amuse him with a downright lie, because he looked upon
him as a blockhead. He told him, he once planted a cabbage, which
had grown to such a size that a whole regiment of soldiers could have
encamped under it. “ Yes, yes—that I can readily believe,” replied
the other; “but I will also tell you something remarkable ;—I once
made a copper kettle, which was so large that, when one hammered
at the top, another could not hear the sound at the bottom.” < For
heaven’s sake, tell me—for what purpose was that large kettle made ?”
enquired the gardener. ¢ To boil your cabbage in, to be sure,” was
the reply.— Rievethal.

It is related of Holbein, that he once entered into an agreement
with bis landlord, to paint the wall of his house. The latter per-
ceived, that Holbein often left his work, and followed his pleasures.
This induced him to keep an eye continually upon the artist. Hol.
bein, who was very anxious to shake off the troublesome spy, painted
two legs on the wall, which seemed to hang down from the scaffold.
Hereby the landlord was effectually deceived on his coming, accord-
ing to custom, to see if the painter was at work.— Reichard.

To obey one’s moral sense is the duty of the present moment; to
correct it—the duty of one’s whole life.— Garve.

As Philip of Macedon entertained Dionysius the younger at table
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with him in Corinth, the former ridiculed the father of the latter for
being a prince and an author at the same time. “ How did your fa-
ther,” said the Macedonian monarch, “ ever find leisure to write such
stuff?” «In those hours,” replied Dionysius, “when you and I
drink and make merry.”—Zimmerman.

Some one took a journey on horseback with Professor Bodmer
through Appenzell ; they came to a turnpike. “ Open the gate, m
lad ! cried the one to a boy who was just standing by. < Eh!
must first know who you are.”—<I am so and so, and this person
here is a Professor.”—“ What is a Professor ?”—* He is a man who
can do any thing.”—* O then, he does'nt want me; he will be able to
open the gate himself.”—Reichard.

A prince kept a buffoon at his court for entertainment, and gave
him a stick with the command, that, when he should find one who
was a greater fool than himself, he should oonsi%n over the stick to
him. A few years afterwards the gentleman fell ill, and his jester
visited him. When the patient said that he must soen leave him,
he asked,—¢ And whither are you going?” « To another world,” re-
plied the gentleman. “ And when will you return—in about four
weeks ?”’— No.”— A year ?"—“ No."— When, then ?”— Never.”
—=< And what have you provided yourself with for so distant a jour-
ney, and for your stay at the place to which you are travelling?”—
« With nothing at all.”—<« What—with nothing at all !”"—rejoined
the jester: “here, take my stick! I you are on the point of tra-
velling for ever, and have made no preparation, nor cared by what
means you may live happy and contented in another world from which

will never return, receive my staff; for such folly I have never

n guilty of. You are a greater fool than L"— Suleer.

A soldier came in terror to Leonidas, and informed him that the
enem{ was near. “ If the enemy is near us,” replied he, « we also are
near him."—Sulzer.

The Cardinal Campeii was once involved in a violent dispute with
a certain Duke of Modena. The latter reproached the former with
his father’s having been a swine-herd. ¢ Certainly he was,” return-
ed the Cardinal, « and if your’s had been a swine-herd, you would un-
questionably have been one too.”— Weisse.

A Spartan Philosopher was asked, what children ought to be taught.
“ What they ought to do, when they become men,” said the sage.—
Anonymous.

When the commander of the citizen-soldiery (national guard 2 at
Paris appeared in the apartment of the unfortunate Louis the Six-
teenth, the kini could not refrain from complaining about some dis—
turbance that had arisen on the previous night. The commander
exculpated himself by stating that necessity obliged him that night to
sleep several hours. “If I had known,” replied the good-natured
king, « that you were sleeping, I would not have awakened you.”—
Anonymous.

Some cavilling literati having asked the Egrptian anchorite, Anto.
nius, how he could live without books, his lofty reply was—«My
book is God and nature.”—Zimmerman.
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THE STUDENT.
A PARODY ON “ THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE.”

ScENE—An Attic in < Auld Reekie.”

Nor a laugh was heard, nor a bacchanal note,
As to write his prize-essay he hurried ;

Not a soul dared approach the gloomy spot,
Where amid dusty tomes he sat buried.

He sat lone and darkly at dead of night,
The leaves with his thin fingers turning,

By the pale farthing candle’s dusky light,
Or the oil-lamp dimly burning.

No dandy stays inclosed his waist,—
No trappinis of finery bound him,
But he sat, like a happy soul, at rest,
With his thread-bare garments around him.

Scanty and short was the supper he took,—
For to him meat and drink were a trifle,—
While he counstantly gazed on the back of the book,
Whose stores he determined to rifle.

He thought, as he took up his stump of a pen,
And laid out his sheet before him,

How his name in the Newspapers would be seen,
And the friends of his home would adore him.

Some lightly will talk of the Essay he’ll write,
And swear it was copied verbatim ;

But nothing he’ll reck, for sure he is quite,
Those only will say so who hate him.

Not half of his heavy task was done,
When he saw his dim light expiring ;

And he beard St. Giles' clock toll one,
So he thought it was time for retiring.

Slowly he rose and extinguish’d his fire—
Then sank on his couch deegly thinking ;

He slept,—and he dreamt of the fame he'd acquire,—
Then he dreamt that with NorTH* he was drinking.

AER.

® North, (Christopher, Esq.) Editor of Blackwood.
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THE CONFESSION OF WISHART COLVILLE.

TaE grave has closed over the being to whom I owed the only
moments of happiness which I bave enjoxed in this world, and I now
feel that misery, desolation, and utter oblivion only await me. The
ties of kindred, of home, and the amenities of human intercourse have
lost their heart-awakening influences, for I have sought for rest every-
where, but I have found it nowhere, while mK internal struggles have
driven me to the very brink of madness. My brain is compressed,
and my heart is longing to break, but I feel it chained up in my
breast, as in a lone and weary prison. Alas! how darkly evolved are
the destinies of some whom this earth numbers : but let me not murmur
impiously at the severe decree of fate . .. The hand which now trem-
bles over this sheet and traces these lines has helped to mould my
destiny. I myself feel this. My poor Agatba!—but why ex
the feebleness of language by attempting to describe her sufferings
and my guilt.

*# X ¥ ® ® 2 £ =

Our attachment was of many years duration, and the remembrance
of the hallowed hour that our mutual attachment was tirst confessed,
felt, and rejoiced in, shall be the last to leave the perishing tablet of
my isolated soul. It is locked up for ever in the innermost chamber
of my heart, and though its retinue of nameless, undefined, but bless-
ed emotions, are gone—all gone! yet they have made my memory
their monument. At this very moment my Agatha seems present
with me, and in my imagination she has su no prostitution, no
decay, no mortality. Her spirit was all brightness, and the image of
the being that has se often called up my sunniest hopes, and unsealed
the fountains of pure and gentle emotion, is again reflected in all its
vividness from the mirror of my heart, as when she smiled at my side,
with a face pale in bliss, like a holy statue of enchantment. But now
another picture has sprung, with horrid distinctaess of detail, before
my vision. I again see the bright eyes, into whose innocent depths I
have looked down, till I have seen the soul beautifully indicated from
beneath the dark eye lash, glazed, and the nerves fixed. I see the
last faint struggle that quivered through her attenuated frame, and I
again listen to the deep convulsive moan that betrayed the agony of
her sufferings, and hear the earth rattle on her coffin. Oh! God ! the
very recollection of.it makes my blood run cold, and the revulsion of
feeling almost chokes me. * * * * # » & &

It was a beautiful summer’s evening in June when I last walked
with my Agatha. She was unusually sad, but the landscape that
stretched before us, with its little amphitheatre of trees, and shining
tracks of water, mellowed down with the soft radiance of the moon.
light, lent its tenderness and beauty to her mind, till her mood of
sorrowful excitement again gave way to vivacity, and melted into a
feeling of sympathetic delight :

“Oh! I remember, and will ne’er forget
Our meeting-spots, our chosen, sacred hours ;
Our burning words that utter'd all the soul ;
Our faces beaming with unearthly love !
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Sorrow with sorrow sighing, hope with
Exulting, heart embracing heart entire.kope

These meetings were always h meetings to us both, and the
happiness which they h:{soﬂe?lzm me tgs sleep without a care,
and surrounded my pilfow with visions of bliss. We now reached the
door of her father’s house, aud we parted, but not until my lips had
given utterance to the fond prayer, that the hand which I then clasp-
ed in mine own, might be linked for ever with my fortanes. How
dear—how unspeakably dear did I hold her at that moment ! I indeed
was blest ! yes, blest beyond the limit of my wildest dreann, for I then
ching to my belief in the purity of the human heart, and I would
still cherish, wretched as I am, the absurd dream. But my Agaths
complained of desertion, neglect, and cruel treatment; and my
pledged heart, corrupted and petrified by a selfish and scrupulous
Eride into inhuman insensibility, crushed at oice every hope within
er bosom, and left her to perish in the embrace of infamy.

Mine is a dark tale. A few days after our interview, Agatha re-
ceived an invitation from Eustace Dillon, a young friend of her father,
to attend a ball, which was to be given that night. Early in the fore-
noon of the same day, not being aware of Agatha’s engagement with
DiHon, I forwarded a billet, claiming the pleasure of lier company, as
¥ intended to be present at the ball myselg.) I was disliked, howerer,
by ber pavents, principally from a misunderstanding that existed be-
tween my uncle and her father, and the consequence followed imme-
diately. "My note unfortunately reached hier mother, who very uncere-.
moniously broke it open, and, after fuming over its contents, committed
itto the fire. Agatha was kept in entire ignorance of such a com.
munication, and my surprise and chagrin may be tore easily imagined:
than described, when after passing a day of the most bitter anxiety,
I encountered Agatha, on ber way to the festival, leaning on the arm’
of Eustace. Her glance met mine, and a haughty gleaming of anger
escaped me. The expression of her countenance told that she wae’
touched to the soul by this silent but expressive exhibition of displea—
sure. She turned half round affectionately to me, but my pride forced
me to pass, without recognition, the being round whom my v
heart-strings were entwined, and in a few minutes Dillon and Agatha
entered the Assembly. An influence more powerful than my will
drew me after them. I saw that my favoured rival was proud of his
supposed conquest, and I was determined to scrutinize his actions
cosely. Mortified to’the soul, I wandered around the ball room,
wrapt in the half conscious reverie of a madman. It wasin vain I
strove to shroud the strong emotions of my heart in a borrowed apathy,
for the intense and oppressive selfishness that took possession of it,
silenced every manly and generous feeling, till life seemed curdled into’
one jealous thought. The commencement of the music had a wild’
meaning on my quivering ear and beating heart, and the temper it
excited was the sullen and desponding one which makes the soul in
love with deep and melancholy reflections. Agatha was now thread.
ing the mases of the dance—my attention was roused, while mine
eyes glanced involuntarily to the’ object of my conflicting” passions.

YOL. IL v
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She flitted along, a thing of light, the rich blood mantling up under
the soft cheek, and her every feature expressive of happiness, but
my thoughts and feelings at that moment I dare only whisper to my
own heart. It pierced me to the soul to see Agatha smiling upon an-
other, yet the selfish nature of my love arose only by its excess, and
polluting though it was, I offer no apology for such selfishness. I
watched Eustace and Agatha alternately in a state of condensed de-
spair, and I bad the mortification to see that being, who was more to me
than heaven and earth, led down the dance by one whom I utterly
detested. A death-like coldness ran thr:\;gb m‘{ veins at the very
sight of him. And now the prevailing mood of the music was one of
passion, and it floated like the voice of the spirit of youth adown the
stately measure, and called up blissful rapture into every countenance.
I alone wandered like a dark and bewildered cloud through the
dazzlingly lighted assembly room. Twice I attempted to greet Agatha,
but it was impossible,—my lips trembled, and pride stifled all yearnings
of kindliness. After a short time, the music ceased, and Agatha sat
down, and turned an inquiring glance towards me ; but I felt wronged
and lowered in my own esteem, and my anger was succeeded by that
callosity of feeling which pride engenders in the human heart, when
the spirit is bitterly stirred. I spoke not to her, but regarded her
with a look of easy indifference, and approached to interchange a com-

liment with Miss G. who sat by her. Agatha changed colour, and

ropt her eyes in confusion. This was enough for me. I knew not
till then how much she had loved me, and I felt what it was to ac-
quire importance in the eyes of a rival.

You will call this cruelty—but spare me, for you can form no judg-
ment of my motives. My own misery at that moment—for til{ that
night the tranquil progress of our affections had met no check, no
jealousies—propelled me to act in the manner I did. But I digress
from my story. Agatha listened silently for some time to a conversa-
tion of half-sportive gallantry, carried on by Miss G. and myself, un-
til, impatient of this show of coldness on my part, and secretly piqued
at being thus baffled in her intentions of kinduess, she pressed the
hand of Dillon with her slender fingers, and requested to retire. This
was not unnoticed by me. , The simple pressure of Dillon’s band ap-

ared in my eye an indelicate extravagance, and when she rose and

eft the dance, roused, as if from insensibility, I sprang from the
room, regardless of the gay mglroups that laughed and talked on either
side of me, and entered an adjoining apartment, in the utmost agita-
tion. I had been left but a few minutes, however, in this state of feel-
ing. when I heard Eustace pressing Agatha to a slight repast as they
passed the door of the room which I had entered. This served to irri-
tate yet the more the insidious passions that had grown up in my
mind, and, distracted with the various emotions which struggled for
utterance in my bosom, without a moment’s besitation I started to
my feet, and thrust myself into their privacy. Agatha looked at me
with surprise, and my presence of mind seemed to have forsaken me
altogether. At last, however, I found my voice, and frantically per-
sisted in accompanying her home. ¢ Not now,” said the trembling
girl, with unaccustomed bitterness, at the same instant placing her
arm within Dillon’s— I enjoy perfect liberty, Wishart, over my own
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actions.” T made no reply, but turned mine eyes for a moment con-
temptuously upon her, and hurried from her presence with my feel-
ings excited to a delirium of rage which forbade all hopes of recon-
ciliation.

Alas! how a few words may change the destiny of a life! No soon-
er did I find myself in the open street, than I seemed stricken with
bewilderment at what had transpired. For some minutes I walked
backwards and forwards in frout of the building, and looking towards
the principal entrance, I observed Agatha and %)illon leave the arch-
way on their return homewards. Fortunately they did not notice me,
and I immediately shrunk back into the shade, that I might watch
their steps unseen by them. My situation was now such a perplexing
one, t:tit I felt more anx(;ous anl u:iise;l‘)ile tt}?an ever,—however, I re-
strained m ion, and quiet eir footste At length
the reach’;dp:;i court-ya?-d of ’:\ ogtha's father. It P:as now after
midnight, the lights were extinguished, and all was so still and move-
less, that I heard my heart throb audibly within my breast as it drove
life’s red current through my veins. ]gillon and Agatha entered the
court yard,—I remained outside, and listened with intense and shud-
dering anxiety. They stood and talked to each other, and blended
my name with their exchanged thoughts in a low and suppressed
voice. Friendship is dangerous when carried to excess, and God knows
their friendship was too like love, and yet I enjoyed the scene and felt
a shivering maddening joy, in the very agitation of my jealous rage.
Dillon embraced Agatha! I saw it all. involuntary sickness and
loathing of heart came over me as I witnessed the fine gloss of virgin
tnodesty injured by another and one whom I despiseg. And yetI
would not have quitted the place where I stood for worlds. A contest
between Agatha and Dillon now took ilace, and I had the agony to
see the lips—the consecrated lips on which I had hung in the sweet
delirium of first and passionate love, kissed with roughness, and
yielded to the stain of profanation. She might express her indigna-
tion,—she did do so—but she had forfeited my esteem, and I darted
from my lurking place, and hurried home, with my blood stirred up
in utll.dperfect fever, to allay my powerfully excited feelings as I best
¢ould.

I made up my mind at once to see her no more. At an early hour
on the following forenoon, therefore, I returned the letters, in a seal.
ed et, which I bad received from Agatha during our intimacy,
with the accompanying billet. .

Mapax,

I have marked the change in your feelings towards
me, and I hasten to release you from the restraint which the nature
of our intimacy may impose upon you. My suspicion is entirely sa-
tisfied of her own suggestions, and quick decision on my part is above
all things indispensable. It may save us both some trouble, if you
will have the politeness to return my letters: I should be extremely
Joath to offend you, but permit me to say, that my esteem and confi-
dence are withdrawn, and Eustace may now see you without danger of
interruption. Farewcll! May God bless you !
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In the coupse of the afterpesn I received a lettor from Agatha,
through the medium of the post, which I found means to peruss
withont damaging the folding. This Jetter I returned, wnder cover,
shortly after it was put into my hands, ‘What miserable in.
fatuation! yat I pretended to be satisfied with this cruelty, and did
not at all doubt the honourable natyre of the mptives which dictated
it. A transcript of Agatha’s communication which I topk at the
time, will best prove my callosity of heart :—

My Drag WismAR?,

Heaven can witness it is with unutter.
ahle regret that I feel myself lost for a moment to your sympathy and
esteem. You speak of a change in my feelings,—I am at a lose to
understand you. Has not the permanence of our mutual sentiments
been confirmed by time and experience? I think I have a right to say
50, for the feeling which first dictated my vow of fidelity to Wishart
has never ﬂaggeg for 8 moment, and I still rely with a affection
on the attachment of bim to whom that vow was made. Trust me,
your cruel suspiciops only are in fault, and when we bave the happi-
Ress to meet again, I shall convince you, how much you are to blame
for allowing a thought to pollute your mind whieh is mjurixn to your

GATHA.

T have been cruelly unjust to Agatha. This billet made little or ne
impression on my feelings, and that pride, which would not be trawpled
upon withput reprisal, chalked out the path I was to pursue. The fol-
lowing day, I lett N— with my uncle, who held one of the first places
in the administration of finances, and travelled to London. It was
towards the middle of Juse ——; I do not know what were my
thoughts, or what were my sensations during our journey ; I only knew
that I could not prevail on myself to return to N——. The unusual
stir in London spon assisted to beguile my thoughts from Agatha,
and as I had some acquaintance with the routine of business, m
uncle left me little leisure to ruminate over the past. I likewise founi
that my affection was not so strong as I sup it to be, and I si-
lenced the evanescent compunctions of my mind, in the thought that
she eould tind bappiness enough without me. In this manner
three years, and during that period 1 had heard nothing of Agatha.
This, however, was rather matter of satisfaction to me than otherwise,
for I at that time had ceased to regard her but with feelings of ine
difference. My confession is nearly finished. One evening as I was
returning from the theatre, I was met by a female wrapt up in a cloak,
who, by wild ieeturea rather than words, begsed my charity. The
geriousness of her appeal struck me foreibly, and I was ind to look
back upon the destitute cresture who continued to follow me alon
the street imploring my assistance, I will not hear you, outcast,” sai
1, in an angry tone of voice, and hurried on. Suddenly I was check-
ed in my course by a dreadful scream—I started, and on looking round
I perceived the miserable girl lying senseless before me on the pave-
ment. I was but a moment in rushing to her assistance ; I lifted her
pp in my arrgs and proceeded along Oxford-street in the direction of
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a light which I saw in obe of the windows. I cried aloud to the in-
mates, and the casement was hurriedly opened. I told how I had
met with my fearful burthen, and craved that she should meet with
immediate attention. My request was instantly attended to, and in
a short time I procured a little wine for the apparently lifeless female,
which acted with an instantaneous power of restoration. Exhausted
with anxiety, I sat down and listened to her gentle breathings, and
by the light of a dim lamp, I saw that the lids of her eyes were half
unclosed. I took her hand, and looked steadily on her Merci-
ful heaven! It was my Agatha! In an agony of distress and horror
X drew her to my bosom and wept over her like a child. Her pale,
cold eye met mine at that moment, and it seemed to cast upon me a
glance of mournful reproach. She pressed my hand to her lips, and
muttered something incoherent of forgiveness and love. It was the .
Jast effort of nature, the abrupt recognition had a fatal influence on
ber strength, and Agatha with one convulsive struggle passed into
aternity in the arms of her murderer. * # * * * * * ¥ 2 % » & + &

——
SONG.

" BY ROBERT GILFILLAN,
A1r—* The Lee Rig.”

Awa’ ye flaunting days o’ spring,
T An simllx:er wi’ your honirg o’ bloom, .
0 me nor nor joy ye
For o’ is gor‘i):f and’ay isy glol;:lg!’-
For ay, when these bright seasons come
With wild woods green an’ flow’rets gay,
To where the highland red-deer roam
My bonnie lassie hies away !—

My heart is by the mountain steep,—
y heart is in the higbland glen,—

Or down the valley winding dee

Where walk fair maids and gallant men !
O! there my fairest strays, I ken,

In beauty bright an’ fancy free ;
O! for sic m days as when

’Mang lawland braes she strayed wi' me.

Ye'll ken her smile an’ witching glance
Where beauty reigns in sov’reign sway,
Or when she mingles in the dance,
Or raptured lists the vocal lay !
QOr when the sun at close o’ day
Soft sinks beneath the western sky,
When forth the blooming maidens stray,
Ye¢'tl mark my bosom’s dearest joy !
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O'! tent her weel where’er she gangs,
By streamlet clear or valley green,
Awake your sweetest minstrel sangs—
Ye'll sing to few sae fair, I ween!

By ilka star that blinks at e’en,
And by the sun that shines at day,
She’ll live for ay my bosom queen—
The bonnie lass that’s far away !

—

ON THE SENSE OF HONOUR. -

OF the various emotions capable of influencing the human mind, ro
one appears to be more universally felt than the sense of honour. If
Wwe penetrate ever so little into the heart of man in every condition
of liX: we will find this to be a principle by which he is perpetually
actuated ; if we appeal to the annals of every age and of every country,
we will not fail to discover the clearest traces of its presence, the most
evident marks of its activity. Nor is there any other passion of the
buman mind which is more frequently before it, or to which we are
more keenly sensitive. . While, on the one band, it seems to be ever
uppermost in our thouights, and to animate every action we perform ;
on the other, every attempt that is made to injure our self_estimation,
to stab our reputation, or wound our conscious dignity, is viewed
}vith. the deepest resentment, and by the worldly mind is seldom

orgiven.

principle, the.operation of which is so extensive, and* which is so
deePly rooted in the human constitution, is well worthy of attention
for its own sake ; while at the same time an investigation-into its na-
ture and origirris well calculated to display the nicety with which
man has been adapted to the scene in wiic he moves. Life, it has
often been said, is a state of warfare—a continued struggle with temp-
tations, difficulties, and dangers, to encounter and conquer which re-
quires no inconsiderable sharé of resolution and inborn courage of
mind. Hence man- has been furnished with weapons enmough for
the contest ; but to enable him to wield them with skill and efficacy,
it was necessary to bestow upon him a confidence in his own powers,
a reliance on the sufficiency of his own strength for surmounting every
obstacle. Possessed of this feeling of self-worth, self-dependance, and
self_-importance, he is soon led to perceive the inherent nobility of his
own nature, and to act accordingly. Every difficulty with which
fate encumbers his path through life is always met with vigour,
and often triumphantf;'aovercome ; and to suffer a defeat in any such
encounter is ever attended with a diminution of self-esteem. The
principle before us carries him even further. With a soul rising
above and dispising the weakness of his bodily powers, he relies on his
grandeur of spirit, refuses to confess any thing to be beyond his reach,
and nothing becomes too t or too daring for him to perform.
Such are the effects which the principle here spoken of is calcalated to
produce on the life and active pursuits of man, and it might be easy
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1o shew thit it exerts as gowerful an influence on his well-being and
bappiness. On this point, however, I shall not at present say any thing,
the more especially because I may have occasion to advert to it after-
wards, and shall therefore proceed immediately to enquire into the
nature and origin of the sense of Honour. !

The emotion here alluded to originates directly in the selfish part of
our nature, and appeals continually to that in estimating the propriety
of the actions to which it gives rise. It encourages every feeling
by which the dignity of its own nature may be exalted, and rejects
with disdain every one that would depress it, or pave the way to self-
abasement. Hence it directs our admiration to every action that is
ennobling to human nature, and prompts the mind to emulate what
it admires. In every case, however, in which the sense of hongur is
called into exercise our selfish feelings are sufficiently discernible, and
it is felt at len%th to be in reality nothing else but a deeply rooted
consciousness of self-worth, a modification of the love we bear towards
ourselves. But though it is thus closely allied with,and indeed depend-
ing upon, the selfish part of our nature, it by no means bears the same
signification as the term self-love. The sense of honour and that of
self-love, it is true, have both the same great object in view—the
aggrandizement of self; but the means employed by the oue for that
purpose may be different in the extreme from those adopted by the
ether. SeIZIove has always interest in view, and, if safety is secured,
cares little about the manner in which it accomplishes its desires.
Hopour on the contrery is a noble, elevating feeling, a warm, gener-
ous passidn, exciting the mind to praiseworthy deeds and lofty daring,
and far different from that cold, calculating, careless spirit engendered
by the desire of gain, or the hope of future rewanr. Selflove is a
mere animal passion, leading us to esteem ourselves for our own sakes
alone, such as we are ; the sense of honour is a manly feeling, that tells
us to respect others as well as ourselves, and that forms in the mind
3 personification of all that is noble and elevated, urging us to act ac-
cordingly. Self-love is chiefly conversaut with the body ; honour is a
weatal emotion, and is seated in the mind. Self-love rejoices in the
fall and humiliation of a rival ; the sense of honour is pleased with the
exaltation of self, but is almost sorry that this cannot take place but
at the expence of another. Selflove is loud in the praise of ease and

leasnre, and paints danger in all the terrific colours imagination can

roish ; honour regards the imputation of sloth as a disgrace, loves
ger even for its terrors, and proclaims in loudest accents that it is
better to «“ die” than to *shame.” Self-love is content with self-gra-
tification, and regards all besides as vanity; honour is open, kind-
hearted, and generous. Self-love asks—where are the great, the
noble, the migﬁy of former times?—and points with a sneer at their
tomb; but honour bends in reverence before their memory, points to
the inscription on their tomb, and is satisfied.
. If this distinction between the sense of honour and self-love be just,
the former is by no means entitled to any of the disapprobation that.
commonly attaches to the latter. So far indeed is it from deserving
this, that on many occasivns its influence, both on morality and on the.
Interests of society, is highly beneficial. Of this, however, I shall have
occasion to speak more fully afterwards. In the mean time, taking the.
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sense of honour in the abstract, it may be defined as that

our nature by which we are exquisitely alive to praise and |

By its meaus reproof becomes invested with its host of di |

feelings, and praise always attended with deep "fntiﬁentiol. B

the mind becomes J)ossessed of one sort of standard by which it ju \
|
|

1

}

Y

its own actions and the actions of others, and according as these
up to or fall beneath that, it awards or withholds the meed of praise
and admiration,
From its very nature therefore, the sense of honeur is an active prin.
ciple, and the actions to which it most naturally gives rise are such as, .
in the general opinion of mankind, involve the greatest nobleness of
spirit. But I think, that although it is thus an active principle, it is
%0 only in society, and that in fact it arises from the relations which
man feels to subsist’ between himself and the rest of his own species.
For, how comes he to attach to any tnticular deed the epithet of Aonour-
able and lofty? 1Is it not because he has been accustomed to associate
such feelings with such deeds, because in reality a part of his eduea-
tion has been to make him believe that such and such actions are
praiseworthy? He has seen his fellow-men praise and admire certain
deeds and condemn others, and if he attaches to these the ideas of
raise and blame, it is only because he has been accustomed to do so.

a word, his feeling that they are honourable or dishonourable hag
been instilled into his mind by early association. For, take the sense
of honour in any point of view whatever, and it is etill nothing else
but a particwlar way in which certain actions are regarded, with this
additional circumstance that they are regarded not with respect to
their own intrinsic worth, but only in relation to the society in which
‘theseactians have been performed. Accordingly, if we appeal to history,
we will find the sense of honour pe:getually changing its appearance
and objects according to the genius of every particular e, With
one race of men it has been the ruling passion of their lives, with an-
ather it has been, if not entirely destroyed, at least exceedingly ob-
tuse ; with one part of mankind it has prompted the performance of
deeds, the propriety of which is at best questionable, with another it
has excited to actions which are directly opposed to every principle
of morality. In the now polished nations of Modern Europe what
vices are more contemptibly dishonourable than lying and petty theft,

in one of the warlike states of antiquity we find that they were
uently practised, and that it there became a point of honour to
he guilty of them, provided this could take place with sufficient se.
crecy and artifice.
But we may arrive at the same conclusion by proceeding on other
Let us, for example, consider what the sense of bonour really
1e—vis. that itis a dee{y felt consciousness of personal worth. This
conscioueness of worth, however, is not planted originally in the mind.
It is & deduction of reason, arising from the exercise of certain powers,
and a consequent feeling of being possessed of qualities which are valu.
able in themselves, and at the same time entitle their owner to exter-
nal respect. But these qualities are valuable only in relation to soeiety,
and if man were not a social being, he could neither have a tion
of their excellence, nor indeed an opportunity of exerting at all,
and- accordingly the. sense of heanour would have had mo existenoe.
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Let man, however, be, as he is, a social being, and the very knowledge
that be is so will inspire bim with the propriety of behaving in a man.
ner eonsistent with the circumstances in wl‘:ich Ze finds himself placed.
He knows that he stands in certain relations towards other men ; he
perceives that these relations are, in the minds of his countrymen, ac-
companied with certain associations; and accordingly he feels that he
has a certain conduct prescribed him, which he cannot refuse to observe
without degradation. This moreover is perpetually pressed upon
his notice by every day’s experience, and the longer he lives, the more
clearly will he perceive its excellence and propriety.

That the sense of honour is thus dependent on association may be
proved by an appeal to facts. It is well known that there are some
vices, which, though equally culpable in a moral sense wherever they
are found, are regarded as still more degrading when we perceive
them practised by persons of a rank in life which we have been accus.
tomed to consider inconsistent with them. Thus lying, drunkenness,
cheating have been termed the vices of the lower orgers ;—they are
associated, in a word, with all that is low and mean, and are regarded
as having existence only where man.is sup to be as grovelling in
disposition as he is low in rank, as insensible to the stigma of infamy
as he is beneath the notice of the world around him.. But let us sup«
pose that such actions are committed by a gentleman, by one of &
superior rank in life—and immediately we will perceive how much
they are opposed to the propriety and decorum of bebaviour we have
associated with his station, how inconsistent these things are with
that nice sense of honour his rauk in life enjoins him to observe.
Thus the sense of honour, as far as rank in life is concerned, reducea
itself to preconceived propriety of behaviour and the feeling of being
bound to act up to it by the very consideration of that relation in
which he stands to society. But the case is the same with regard to
profession in life. By adopting that profession we place ourselves in a
certain relation to society, and voluntarily impose upon ourselves cor-
tain duties, to perform which we are bound by that consistency of con-
duct which is obviously required in that profession. Thus War is &

ion, and if we inquire into that high sense of honour enjoined to
those who follow it, we will find it, I think, resultinf from this of which
1 have been speaking. In War, personal courage and contempt of danger
are qualities of soul necessarily required for carrying it on, and there
cannot accordingly be a warlike hero without them. As the state of
society, and by consequence the art of war, improves, many other
things become requisite, and the soldier now feels he must be posses-
sed not only of unshaken courage, but must be obedient to command
~—faithful to military engagements—true to his word, and so on. In
short, he will form to himself a personification of all that is noble and
dignified i the human character, and will think that he performs the
duties of his profession aright only when he acts in consistency with
it.

From these considerations therefore, as well as others that might
easily be adduced in support of the same doctrine, I think it is next
to demonstrable that the sense of honour of any man depends entirely
upon his country, profession, and rank in life, and that the applying
the epithet of honourable to any of his actions is nothing else but say-

YoL. II. x
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ing that they are suitable to or consistent with his country, profession,
rank in life, or other social relation of the same nature. Every man,
when he enters upon active life, feels that he is bound to perform its
duties not only by a principle of morality, bat with the view of being
consistent in his {ehaviour, and of acting in conformity with the ideas
which mankind have associated with the situation he fills in society.
This is his sense of honour, and according as he comes up to it or falls
beneath it, he experieuces self-satisfaction or self-reprobation.

But though the sense of honour, in my opinion, originates in this
manner, there can be no doubt that it at fengtb becomes a princi-
sle—ur:fu.lating the life and conduct, in a certain degree, of every in-

ividual. It turns him in upon himself, enables him to see the noble-
ness of his own nature, and renders him in his own estimation of some
importance in society and on the scale of being. By thus nourishin
un opinion of self-worth, it makes him shudder at the thought of self-
abasement, and when thus the value of a good character and of the
esteem of men is perpetually brought before his mind, it is not won.
derful that it should become to him a general principle of action. 1Its
influence on his life, happiness and character is accordingly not a little
extensive. It tends to make him high-spirited, courageous, honour.
able, and, I may say, virtuous ; and so praiseworthy are these qualities
considered by the generality of mankind, that even the mean, the
cowardly and the vicious must assume, for the sake of their own repu-
tation, the semblance of what they are not in the least degree possessed
of. Let us therefore on this subject enter a little moreinto detail,
and consider first the effects produced by the sense of honour in social
life, and next its influence on morality.

With regard to the influence of the sense of honour on social life—
it may be characterised as that principle of union which keeps the
frame-work of society whole and entire. Man, though not depending
abeolutely for existence itself upon other men, is yet dependent upon
them for a great portion of the happiness he enjoys in that existence,
and in his conduct in society there is no other principle of his nature
better calculated than the one before us for fixing that intercourse
with the world around him on a proper basis. There are numberless
actions which a man may perform, that, properly speaking, are uot
morally wrong, but which, if performed, might give rise to disunion,
disgust, or ill-will in the community in which he lives. But by the
influence of the sense of honour this is in a great measure prevented.
It teaches man, not only to esteem himself, but to value his neighbour
also; and feeling that that neighbour's good opinion of him does
really add to his own internal satisfaction, he is not backward in at-
tempting to deserve it, or in using the means that will produce such
an effect. Hence arise all the graces of polished life, which, provided
they are not carried to the extreme of fastidiousness, are well able to
promote the happiness and true interests of society. Hence, too, arise
the various soch virtues, than which nothing is more pleasing,—gen.
tleness, decorum, and mild external deportmenb—ﬂualities which both
serve to knit mankind together into closer bonds of union, and to
cherish urbanity and general kindliness of feeling. It is true, this
desire to please and this admiration of polite demeanour have not un-
frequently degenerated into punctilio and a foolish. attention to trifles,
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—consequences that can arise only from a perversion of the principle of
which I have- been speaking, from an attention to the shadow rather
than to the substance.

The operation of the sense of honour is still more observable in all
trausactions of business between man and man. By its means, on the
one band, cunning, deceit, and every species of meanness, if not ef-
fectualrl({ repressed, are yet kept in salutary check ; and on the other,
a regard for truth and a fidelity to engagements are encouraged and
supported. When an individual enters upon the performance of pro-
fessional duties or the business of active life, he must soon feel that
his suecess must entirely depend on a fair and unblemished reputation.
Impressed with its intrinsic importance, he will watch over his
own character with the most jealous solicitude, and the sense of ho-
nour will become to him an active power animating his conduct and in-
fluencing every motion he makes. But its activity will not stop here.
Aware of the manner in which his own mind is directed, he will pa.
turally -expect the minds of others to be under a similar regulation,
and his transactions with the world around him will be conducted on
the principles of mutual faith. As long as these principles are main-
tained, commercial and other affairs will be carried on smoothly and
to the satisfaction of -all parties, but if they are neglected, and with
them the sense of honour is blunted, the consequences must be fatal
alike to private happiness and to the public welfare.

There is no point of view, however, in which we can regard the sense
of honour where its influence is more powerful or more conspicuous,
than as it affects national character. ﬁ]ere it becomes a feeling per-
vading society and bindindg the various members of it together in bonds
of mutual sympathy and affection. It even goes still farther—and
while it incites a man to love his own country better than other coun-
tries, it imparts to him an entbusiasm in its cause, a joyful exulta-
tion of feeling in all its successes, a regret and sorrow at its misfor-
tunes, aud an ardent desire to increase the glory and lustre of its
name. Hence it naturally leads to the display of lofty talents of every
description—the promotion of national literature—national science—
national military renown. Thus among the Greeks it cherished a
deep-rooted affection for their country and a contempt alike for Bar-
baric splendour and Barbaric manners—a burning love of liberty, and
a loftiness of genius in literature, oratory, and the fine arts—scarcely,
if ever, equalled in the experience of any other nation in the world.
To the Roman bis native country was almost the only deity whom he
worshipped, and the sense of national honour the only principle by
which Els actions were guided. To him national aggrandizement was
all in all, and while the innate nobleness of his ?int prompted him to
high martial achievements—the great object of his exertions was to
add to the glory, the greatness, and the empire of his country.

Though not a moral feeling itself, there yet can be no doubt
that the sense of honour often produces on the moral nature of man
many important effects. Being naturally so constituted as to encour-
age a high estimation of self, and to render the bosom in which it
dwells particularly alive wherever personal dignity is concerned, it
must make the mind shrink from executing what would be degrading
to the conscious nobleness of its nature. Hence it is continually apt
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*to assumie in some degree the functions of the moral sense, and inter-
fere in the judgments given concerning various actions. Nor does it
ask whether these actions are right or wrong, but merely whether
‘they aré consistent with honour or no, and its decrees accordingly are
not always in unison with those of strict morality. It may often also
become active in generating what the moral sense cannot perhaps a;
prove of,—viz. a contempt for others, and its consequent vanity, pride,
arrogance, and insolence. These are defects, however, which other
Pprinciples in our nature are sufficiently able to correct, and even the
sense of honour itself, if under proper regulation, would lead to their
discontinuance. In other respects that part of our nature, of which I
‘have been speaking, is rather productive than otherwise of beneficial
-effects. But nowhere is its influence more remarkably displayed than
on those minds to which morality is either wholly unknown, or but in

rt communicated. And here the bounty of nature is most strikingly

eveloped in bestowing a substitute for conscience where the s
tions of that principle are either not felt, or not attended to. Thus
in early life, before morality is firmly established on the basis of rea-
son, and in fact before the meaning of moral right and wrong is suffi-
ciently clear, we can with ease distinguish the workings of a mind to
which praise is grateful and blame unendurable. Let us look also to
the savage warrior of the American wilds—he has no sense of justice
—uno moral guide, save what are derjved from the inward consciousness
of the nobleness of his own spirit. Yet with this alone he has often
been seen practising, as if by intuition, virtues almost unknown to
civilization. “1I appeal,” said the Mingo chief, to any white man to
say if ever he entered Logan’s cabin hungry, and he gave him not
meat : if ever he came cold and naked, and he clothed him not.”

The sense of honour therefore is in some degree the patroness of
virtue and the advocate of morality. From its very nature it leads
mankind to regard vice as defrnding and dishonoursble, and fosters a
rectitude of feeling, favourable to purity of manners aud integrity of
life. The sense of honour, however, it ought to be remembered, is
thus beneficially effective only when directed by a higher principle
than itself, and by no means would I be willing to deprive conscience
of its empire over the mind in order to exalt this other principle in its
stead. X person who possesses this sense and acts in eonformit{ to it
may be virtuous only because it is Aonourable to be so—because his re-
putation would suffer, (at least he thinks so) or his self-esteem be
wounded by acting otherwise. Such a man’s virtue-must be fixed on
a very insecure foundation—his morality very imperfect—and his good
deeds, if he performs any, hardly deserving of our moral approbation.
The sense of honour being, as I have already had occasion to say, a
selfish passion, must change its aspect according to the circumstances
in which he whom it influences is placed, but conscience is as un.
changing as it is dignified, as firm in its decisions as its voice when
listened to is emphatic, and the morality of him who is guided by the
former in preference to the latter must be as shallow in itself as the

rinciple on which it is found is mutable, Let morality, however, be
gxed on a foundation from whence it cannot be shaken, and the prin.
ciple before us will add to the beauty of the superstructure ; let virtue
be firmly seated in the mind, and by means of this principle, its precepta
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will become the more fascinating, and by its referring perpetually to
self——the more attended to; let religion assume its empire over our
beart and conduct, and one of the most striking effects produced by it
will be—the deep rooted desire to do nothing unworthy of the princi-
Ples which we profess. i C

e

MEMORY.
BY ANNA.

[ These very sweet and promising verses are the composition of a
young lady who Ras only reached her 13th year—Eb.] 4

Far over the hills and the vallies so green
A youthful maiden is often seen ;

Her form is lovely, her face is mild,

She is nature’s fairest and dearest child.

Her step is light as she trips o’er the glen,
Aud the moufnins re-echoP‘:er song again ;
Oh who is this maiden, I pray thee, tell?

Her name is Mem'ry—I know her well.

Does she tell thee of love, of ladies, or war?
Of the Minstrel’s Iyre, or the lover's guitar?
4h no! she to me sings only of deathe

Of friends that are gone, and of fleeting breath.

She bids me remember my long-lost home,—

The companions with whom I delighted to roam
Through the golden fields and the waving corn,
When I knew not what 'twas to sigh or to mourn.

She saith—remember thy sisters fair

With their laughing eyes and shining hair,—

And thy brothers brave who for thee would have died,
And were happy and joyous when by thy side.

D

RICHARD MACWILL.
FROM THE ITALIAN OF SOAVE.

Ricuarp MacwiLL, son of a rich merchant of Dublin, to comeli.
ness of person, and to sagacity of mind, united a tender and compas-
sionate heart, which greatly enhanced the value of his other natural
gifta. Commercial business having placed him in Algiers, he one day
saw 8 vessel arrive, on board of which were two young ladies who
wept bitterly. Affected by such a sight, he approached to ask infor-
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mation about ‘them, and learnt that'they were two rumg slaves re-
ceotly taken, and brought there to be sold. Impelled by a sweet
motive of compassion, he soon presented himself as their purchaser,
and paid whatever the greedy Corsairs demanded ; with courteous
terms began to comfort them, accompanied them to his ship, deolared
to both tﬁ:t they were free, and that he was ready to do every thing
which they might require. Between astonishment and joy at gene-
rosity so unexpected, the two ladies fell upon their knees, and the
lamentations of grief were converted into the most lively expressions
of rejoicing and of gratitude. .

Both of them possessed a noble and elegant air, and one, moreover,
uncommon beauty. Richard was struck with it: aud those senti-
ments of complacency, which are wont to inspire a beneficent man
with an agreeable interest for the benefitted persons,—the sentiments
of acknowledgment which he recognized in the fair one,—above all the
“merits which he discovered in her, her capacity, wit, prudence, spirit,
sweetness of character, engaging manners, the palpable evidences, in
short, of a noble and well-ordered education operated in such a way
that he gradually conceived for her a most ardent affection. The
damsel, on her part, already bound to him by the sweet ties of a ten-
der gratitude, seeing his first atteotions always incresse, finding in
him, conjoined to no ordinary handsomeness, the superior qualities of
a cultivated mind aod of a kind heart, could not buat feel for him an
equal attachment.

Richard often besought her with gentle entreaties to make known
to him her name, her family, her country. She was contented to in-
form him that Constantia was her name, and that ber companion
was called Isabella, but begged permission to conceal the rest. « Suf-
fice it,” said she, “ that hesven bas favoured me with a birth not un.
worthy of the polite attention you have bestowed upon me, and that
at a future period they will be amply recompensed.”

Arrived at Dublin, Richard presented tbe two females to his father,
told by what means he had acquired them, nor coitld he conceal the
tender sentiments with which Constantia had inspired him. The good
parent praised the generous action of his son in procuring their ran-
som ; but did not approve of the matrimonial scheme which he wished
to consummate with one uoknown and a stranger,—it did not appear -
to him on the first impression, that it would be altogether suitable.
It was not long, however, before, overcome by the noble manners and
amiable qualities which he discerned in her, he could no longer resist
the fervent desires and repeated solicitations of his son. When Con-
stantia heard Richard’s open avowal of the love he bore to her—a love
of which he had given clear proofs, but which he had never dared to
declare formally—and heard }l"nim at the same time offer her his hand,
—although equally inflamed with love for him she felt the most vivid
complacence in her mind, yet having restrained her emotions, she re-
mained a long while dubious. At last love prevailed; Richard saw
his wishes crowned, and before the end of the year, a most charming
and delightful son was the fruit of their happy union.

Having thus passed two years amid the sweets of domestic peace,
and the purest love, Richard’s affairs obliged him to undertake a new
and very long voyage. On parting from his endeared wife, many were
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the téars that flowed, nor could he be induced to léave without carrying
along with him her portrait which he cuused to be set in a ring.
After visiting various parts, he finally arrived at Palermo, where one
day, while he stood fixedly oomtem‘rlating the dear image, from which
he could not long keep his eyes distant, it happened that an indivi-
dual of the court being near him recognized it, and speedily commu-
nicated the intelligence to the king. The king instantly summoned
him to his presence, and by concealing his real object, and shifting
the conversation from one topic to another, he took occasien to ob-
serve attentively the ring. On first beholding it, he felt a very stron
emotion spring up in his breast ; but commanding himself and still
dissembling, he placidly enquired, whom that likeness represented ?—
« It is the portrait of my wife,” replied Richard.—¢ Of thy wife! and
where is she?"—“ At Dublin,  with my father.”—“What is her
name ?”—* Constantia.”— Is she a native of Dublin, or a foreign-
er?”—* She is a foreigner, but of what country 1 could not ascertain.”
—Aud here he began to narrate how he had obtained her from the
Corsairs, eonductesall:er to Dublin and married her. The king, hav-
ing attentively listened to the whole recital, without saying a word,
commanded him to be arrested. He then immediately prepared a ves.
sel, and despatched it to Dublin, in order that Cobstantia, with her
son and Isabella, might be straightway brought to him. Who could

int the i:jection and consternation of the wretched husband, when

perceived the danger to which the imprudence of his narrative had
subjected him! What would be the horror of the unhappy Constan-
tia when she was apprehended by order of the king her father ! What
would be the desolation of the miserable old man in Dublio, suddenly
robbed of a daughter-in-law, a grandchild, and a son!

Constantia having arrived at Palermo, and being brought before
the kiog, on the first recognition nearly swooned with terror. Col-
lecting courage and falling prostrate at his feet—** Sire,” said she to
him, “I must appear to you immeasurably guilty, and with submis-
sion I wait the effects of your anger. But this tender boy,—his un-
hamy father are innocent, and I pray, that they may be unharmed.
Although, if you will permit your wrath to give place for a moment
to your accustomed pity, perhaps you will find even myself less crimi-
nal than | must now seem to you. On the fatal day which forced me
from you, I was diverting myself with Isabella in that part of the
royal gardens which extends towards the sea. ‘A band of persons who
were in ambuscade suddenly rushed upon us, and bore us both away.
Fright, grief, despair drew from us the loudest cries, but they were
in vain. The Duke of Bari, author of the treachery, secured us in a
vessel, which he had stationed not far off, and which immediately set
sail. 1 confess at your feet, O Sire, that my heart had not at first
sufficiently protected itself from him, but I also solemnly affirm that,
far from condescending to a flight so criminal, T regarded him at that
moment as the most odious man on earth. When we got into the
open deep, we were overtaken by a Pirate. The engagement was lon
. and obstinate. The Duke fought like a madman, but at length paig
with his death the penalty of his crime. We, made slaves, were con.
veyed to Algiers to be sold. A young stranger,appeared sent by bea-
ven to save us. He, moved by a generous com , ‘6ffered a large
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sum for our rescue, and obtained it. Having restored us our liberty,
there was no courtesy which he did not exercise towards us. He often
questioned us concerning the country of our birth, and promised to
accompany us thither. But I, fearing the suspicion, which Iou might
justly entertain, that I was an accomplice in the flight, and dreading
the consequences of your resentment, had never courage to make my-
self known. He conducted me to his father, and after having shown
me for a long period the most respectful attentions, although I wasa
stranger, nngknown, and pertinacious in the concealment of my parent-
age, he yet generously offered me his hand. I have offended you, O
Sire,—perhaps I deserve not to be regarded by you as a daughter ;
but abandoned, as I thought myself, by all the world, agitated by an
insuperable fear of your anger, despairing of ever again seeing you,
influenced also by a fzeling of tender gratitude, overcome, in fine, by
a more agreeable sentiment with which his adorable manners inspired
me, I yielded, and agreed to be his bride. Punish, O Sire, punish
our daughter,—if she has deserved your rigour,—I shall not lament
it. But my benefactor—he to whom I owe liberty and life,—but this
infant—ah ! let not them suffer the punishment of a crime for which
I alone am to blame.”
» On hearing this account, which the expression of the eyes, of the coun-
tenance, and of the voice rendered more energetic and more effective, the
king, who at the commencement displayed anger and severity, gra-
dually calmed, and was ultimately softened. The humble and down-
cast posture of Constantia, her sobs and her tears, the grief of the
child which greatly increased that of the mother, produced a very
gowerful effect upon his heart. He lovingly extended his hand to
is daughter, all the while prostrate at his feet, and raised her up.
“ Thou hast offended me,” said he, * by contracting a tie so unequal
without my consent; thou hast offended me more by doubting my
clemency, if thy flight had been innocent. But since I see that the
. wrongs thou hast committed, are the result of weakness, not of a
wicked miud, I remember always that I am thy father, and I pardon
thee” Whereupon he affectionately embraced her, and ordered
Richard to be conducted to his presence. Constantia shed a torrent
of tears at this act,—tears at once of tenderness, of joy, and of grati-
;ude ; and the king more deeply touched mingled his own with
ers.

Richard meanwhile, who had been so long perplexed and uncertain
of his fate, agitated at this new order with a thousand terrors, came
pale and trembling. When he saw Constantia, a sudden chiliness ran
through bis blood, which being quickly succeeded by a lively
warmth and transport, without regarding the circumstances, and un-
mindful of every thing else, he threw his arms around her, and alter-
nately pressing to his bosom his wife and son, stood a considerable
time completely tied to the two objects without other language than
that of tears and sighs. At length loosening himself from them, and
falling at the feet of the king: “I bow,” said he, “ I bow with good-
will to whatever may be your decree; since I have been permitted
again to see the two objects, in whom all my wishes centred, I desire no-
thing more : I only beg that myself, that my father’——< No, son,”
interrupted the king, “no-—do not disturb thyself, and fear not.
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By thine own story and that of my daughter (nodding to Constantia)
I know thine innocence, and admire thy generosity. It has been
Heaven's will to recompense thee for it, and Heaven's providence I
adore. Live both of you happy, and let your children be the comfort
of my old age.” Here the reciprocal tendernesses, embracings, and
weeping increased. .

e kiog, on the instant, re-commissioned a ship to Dublin, invit-
ing Richard’s father to court, who embraced the proffered privilege
with a transport ofjox. Blessed by Heaven, the current of their da
glided Blusantl{ and joyfully along, and Richard had moreover the
satisfaction of then being able to exercise more largely that benefi-
cence which had been the origin of his elevation and his fortune.

————

THE SECOND EVENING AFTER THE BATTLE.

Hark ! 'tis the note of the distant drum
And the army slowly marching,
And the battle-field at last is dumb,
Where the conflict of late was echoing wide,—
Where the war-horse amid the human blood-tide
His neck was proudly arching.

But yestermorn ! and the shout was here
Of war, and the groan of the dying,—

Methinks yet the cannon’s dread thunder is near,—
1 see the red flash like the lightnings of heaven,—
From their dreadful throats ﬁestruction is driven,

Dark and dense the smoke is flying.

Aloft o'er the conflict, with lowering wings,
The Demon of war is brooding,—
His blood-shot eye flashes wild as he flings
A look o'er the field, and he laughs with delight
As the hostile squadrons are mown in the fight,
And their gore the brooks is flooding.

Now still is the scene—'tis the stillness of death ;
How many around us are sleeping |
But their bosoms heave not with life’s sweet breuth,
And the gale of the evening, which slowly waves
The fight-shattered trees that banfuover their graves,
Through the branches is mournfully sighing.

And here, side by side, in their narrow bed,
With the blood of the slain damp and goriy‘,l
Friends and foes, unheeded, uncoffined are laid—
They met in the fight nor lptu'ted again,
Till their dearest heart’s blood empurpled the plain,
Till their lives were bartered for glory.

O Glory ! are such the rewards thou bestow’st
For the toils of the nohle and brave ?
VOL. 11. Y
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On danger’s wild sea must thy votary be tossed ?
Sweet pity’s last spark in his breast must be smother,
And seek for thee even in the blood of his brother,
But find thee alone in the grave ?

O come, happy period ! when mankind shall know
The vainness of glory, the folly of war,— -
Let the tear war-extorted at last cease to flow;
Let truth, love and knowl their empire assuoe 3
And let Peace, like the sun dispelling the gloom
Of midnight, arise and all nature illume
From the east to the climes of the western star.
J. C.

———

JUDGE AND JURY.

[WE cannot positively say, whether the article, to which we have
given the above title, ever appeared in any publication. This, how-
ever, we know,—the origi WSS that have furnished us with the
sequel, are rendered venerable by the dust of at least a hundred years.
Though we should hope that the national refinement and bumanity
will never so far retrograde, as to raise to the magisterial bench a per-
son who could be guilty of conduct like that recorded; yet, in the
event of whatever may issue from the moral and political changes of
our native land, we trust there will at no period E wanting upright
and honest men, who will nobly assert and resolutely maintain those
dignities and functions, the legal conferment of which is the pride and
boast of Britons, and the admiration of Europe. The fact about to
follow conveys an impressive caution to every judge, and 2 suitable
lesson to every juryman.—Ed.]

IN a trial of great consequence, a jury brought in a verdict in fa-
vour of the defendant—much, it seems, in opposition to the opinion of
the judge who tried the cause, which was a criminal one.

The court was enraged, but the surrounding spectators, gladdened
to exultation, uttered a shout of applause; and the judge told the
jury « they must go back to their jury room and re-consider the mat-
ter"—adding * he was astonished they could presume to return so in-
famous a verdict.” The jury bowed, went back, and in a quarter of
an hour returned, when the Foreman, a venerable and well-informed
old man, thus addressed the bench—‘ My lord, in compliance with
your desire, we went back to our jury room, but as we then found no
reason to alter our opinion or our verdict, wé return it to you, in the
same words as before, * Not guilty We heard your lordship’s ex-
traordinary languaﬁe of reproof: but we do not acceEt it as properly
or warrantably ap ying to us. ‘Tis true, my lord, that we ourselves,
individually considered, in our private capacity, may be—poor insig-
nificant men,—therefore, in that light we claim nothing, withoutside
this box, above the common regards of our humble but honest stations:
yet, my lord, assembled here as a jury, we cannot be insensible to the
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t and constitutional importance of the department we now fill.
e feel, my lord, that we are appointed, as you are, by the law and
the constitution, not only as an .impartial tribunal to judge between
the king and his sabjects, the offended and the offender, but that b
the favour of that constitution, we act in the situation of a still
greater confidence, for we form, as a jury, the barrier of the people,
against the possible influence, prejudice, ion or corruption of the
bench. To you, my lord, meeting you without these walls, I, for my
own part, might possibly measure my respect by your private virtues:
in this place your private character is invisible, for it is, in my eyes,
]v:;l}‘ed in your official one, and it is to open conduct alone that we can
« This 'ur{, my lord, does not, in thie business, presume to offer
that bencd the smallest degree of disrespect, much less insult; we
ry it the respect one tribunal should pay another, for the common
onour of both. This jury, my lord, did not arraign that bench with
partiality, prejudice, infamous decision, nor yet with influence, pas-
sion, corruption, oppression, or tyranny; no, we looked to it as the
mercy-seat of royalty,—as the sanctuary of truth and justice ; still
my lord, we cannot blot from our minds the records of our school-book,
nor erase the early inscriptions written in the first pages of our intel-
lects and memories. Hence, we must be mindfu} that monarchs and
judges are but fallible mortals, that tyrants have sat on thrones, and
that the mercy-seat of royalty, and the sanctuary of juistice, have been
polluted by a Tressilian, a 998, and a Jqﬁza-iu.-—(ﬂere a frown
Jrom the Zench.) Nay, my lord, I am a poor man, but I am a free-
born subject of the kingdom, a member of the constitution, nay, I am
now higher, for I am a representative thereof. I therefore do claim
for myself and fellow jurors the liberty of speech, and if I am refused
it here, I shall assurne it before the people at the doors of this court-
house, and tell them why I deliver my mind there instead of in this
lace. (Here the bench re-assumed complacency.) 1 say, my lord, we
ave nothing to do with your private character ; we know you here
onl{ in that of judge, and as such we would respect you. You know
nothing of us but as a jury, and in that we should look to you for a
reciprocal respect, because we know of no man, however high in his
title or rank, in whom the law or the eonstitution would warrant the
presumption of an unprovoked insult towards tbat tribunal in whom
they have vested the dearest privilege they I before said,
my lord, that we are here met, not individually, nor do we assume
pre-eminence ; but in the sacred character of a jury, we should be
wanting in reverence to the constitution iteelf, if we did not ook for
the respect of every man who regards it. We sit here, my lord, sworn
to give a verdict according to our consciences, and the best of our
opinion on the evidence before us; we have, in our minds, acquitted
our duty as honest men. If we have erred, we are accountable, not
to your lordship, nor to that bench, nor to the king who placed you
there ; but to an higher power—the King of kings, and Lord of lords.”

(The bench was dumb—the bar was silent,—but astonishment mur-
mured throughout the court—and the prisoner at the bar was dis-
charged.) .



172

ST. MARY'S LAKE.
BY D. J. LIETCH.

8t. Mary’s lake! St. Mary’s lake!
Thy vision'd form comes o’er me

As calm, as ful and as pure
As when i stood before thee!

I see thee, as I saw thee first
That holy summer even,

When thy fair face reflected back
The cloudless smile of heaven !

Grey Boreho zing on thee stood,
l!is shadole g:r thsee placing,
As if it were an aged sire
His daughter fair embracing !
And all his mountain kindred rear'd
Their foreheads high and hoary,
Wearing amid that summer sky
A venerable glory !

The waterfow]l upon thee slept ;
The murmur of the fountain

Came, mingled with the plover's song,
Adown the beathy mountain ;

And round the ruin’d chapel walls
There breath’d a whisper holy,

That seem’d to consecrate the scene
To thoughtful melancholy! .

Ah ! might I have in thee remain‘d,
My harmless fancies wreathing !

Or still had felt upon my beart
Thy heav'nly influence breathing!

How many bright and virtuous deeds—
By hope so fondly cherish’d—

H ized my dreams in thee,
‘Which in those dreams have perish’d.

‘What beauties did each step disclose,
As up the hill 1 wanderd ¢

Dark Yarrow, streaming from the lake,
Adown the vale meander'd ;

The castled clouds, that crown’d the hills
Along their lofty stature,

Fill'd high the beart—amid that calm
Magnificence of nature !

It was the sabbath of the soul!
And in that mountain temple

The heart gush’d o'er with holy love—
Bntmmuugbttom{k!
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For there was felt the kindred mind
To all created given—

The pure undying soul—diffus'd
Through all the works of heaven !

The broom into St. Mary’s wave
Hangs down her T)lden blossom,
Like maiden fair to lave her hair
Bright streaming from her bosom !
And many a bonny May there dwells
Old Scotland’s valleys thorongh,
But can they with the «Flower” compare
Upon the banks of Yarrow ?

Sweet lake! I ne’er again may see
Thy sunny bosom glowing,

Nor e’er, beneath her hills of heath,
Behold the Yarrow flowing !

But when my spirit freed shall be—
If I on earth must tarry—

Il seek the lofty hills that crown
Thy lovely shore, St. Mary !

——

A STORY OF AN APPARITION.

In June 1734, Mr. Walker lying at anchor off Cadiz, in his ship
the Elizabeth, a gentleman of Ireland, whose name was Burnet, was
thea on board going to take his passage over to Ireland. This gen-
tleman was & Particular acquaintance of Mr. Walker's, who was ex-
tremely fond of him, being a man of great good semse, and very lively
in couversation. Ope night the subject turned upon apparitions of
deceased friends, with the belief of which the Irish gentleman seemed
to be strongly impressed, and told wany strange stories as authorities
for them, besides giving some metaphysical. arguments,—chiefly that
the natural fear we had of them proved the soul’s confession of them.
But Mr. Walker, who was entirely of another way of thinking, treat-
ing all his arguments with ridicule, Mr. Burnet, who had been bred a
physician, was curious to try how far fancy might be wrought on in
an unbeliever, and resolved to prove the power of this natural fear
over the senses: a strange way, it may be said, to convince the mind
by attacking the imagination ; or, if it arese from curiosity to see the
operations of fear on fancy, it was too nice an experiment to anato.
mize a friend’s mind for information only. Perhaps, however, the
bumour of the thought was the greatest motive ; for he was a man of
a p{otemper, and frolicsome.

About noon, as they were standing upon deck near the forecastle,
with more of the ship’s company, looking at some of the governor's
gani.bmt. waking fast to a buoy belonging to a ship in the bay,

r. Burnet proposed, as a plan for a wager, he being a remarkably
good swimmer, to leap off the ship, and dive all the way, quite under
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water, from the ship to the boats at that distance, and to rise upon
them, and startle the people at watch. A wager being laid, he un-
dressed, jumped off, and dived entirely out of sight. Every body
crowded forward, and kept their eyes fixed on the spot where he
was expected to appear; but he never rising according to expectation,
and the time running past their beoses of ever seeing him again, it
was justly concluded he was drowned, and all were in the greatest
pain and concern ; especially those, who, by laying the wager, thought
themselves in some measure accessory to his death. By skilful diving
he had turned the other way behind the ship; and being also very
active, had got up by the quarter ladder and in at the cabin window,
while every body was busy and in confusion at the forward part of the
ship: then concealing himself the remaining part of the day in a
closet in the state room, wrapped himself up in a linen night gown of Mr.
Walker's. As evening approached the whole ship’s company became
very melancholy at the accident, and Mr. Walker retired with a friend
or two to his cabin, where, in their conversation, they often lamented
the sad accident and loss of their friend and dear companion, speaking
of every merit he had when living,—which is the unenvied praise ge-
nerally given to our friends when they can receive nothing else from
us. '%he supposed dead man remained still quiet, and heard more
things said to his memory than perhaps he would else have ever
in his life time heard spoken to his E:e As soon as it was night,
Mr. Walker's company left him, and he himself, very low in spirits,
went to bed ; there wzile he lay still pencive on the late loss of his
companion and friend, and the maon shone directly through the win-
dows, he perceived the folding doors of the closet fly open, and look-
ing steadfastly towards them, ‘saw something, which could not fail of
startling him, as he imagined it a vepresentation of a human figure ;
but recalling his better senses, he was fond to persuade himself, it was
only the workings of his disturbed fancy, and turned away his eyes.
However, they soon again returned in search of the object ; and seeing
it now plainly advance upon him io a slow constant step, he recognized
the image of his departed friend. He has not been ashamed to own:
that he felt terrors which shook him to the inmost soul. The mate,
who lay in the steerage at the back of the cabin, divided on'llal.lpr the
bulk-head, was not yet a-bed; and hearing Mr. Walker enge
with a loud and alarmed voice, “ What are you ?” ran in to him with
a candle, and meeting Mr. Burnet in the linen gown, instantly drop
. downa without so much as an ejaculation. Mr. Burnet, now beginning
himself to be afraid, ran for a bottle of smelling spirits which he knew
lay in the window, and applied them to the nose and temples of the
swooning mate. Mr. Walker, seeing the ghost so very alert and good-
natured, began to recover from his own apprebension, when Mr. Bur--
net cried out to him, « Sir, I must ask your pardou ; I fear I have’
carried the jest too far; I swam round and came in at the cabin win.
dow: I meant, sir, to prove to you the natural awe the bravest men.
must be under at such appearances, and bave, I hope, convinced you
in yourself.” «Bir,” sa r. Walker, glad of being awakened from'
a terrible dream and belief of his friend's death, “ you bave given me
a living instance,~—there needs no better proof: but pray take care
you do not bring death amongst us in earnest.” He then lent his aid
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in the recovery of the }aoor mate, who, as he regained his senses, still
relapeed at the sight of Mr. Burnet; so that Mr. Walker was obliged
to make him entirely disappear, and call others to his assistance, a
work that occupied much time, in consequence of every body, as Mr.
Burnet advanced to them, being more or less surprised, until they
were called to by him, and told the manner of the cheat; and then
they were by degrees eonvinced of his reality, though every one be-
fore wasjthoroughly satisfied of his death. The poor mate never
rightly recovered the use of his senses from that hour. Nature had
received too severe a shock, by-which reason was flung from her seat,
and could never regain it afterwards. A constant stupidity hung
around him, and he could not be induced on any account to looz direct
at Mr. Burnet, though he was as brave a man as ever went, in his
sound senses, to face death by day-light.

This story was told by Mr. Walker to his ship’s crew in the year
1745, when setting out on his second cruise in the Boscawen private
ship of war, to relieve their minds from an alarm of a report made b
the French officers, when the ship was taken, that a gunner's wi
bad been murdered on board, and which was begun now to be looked
upon by them as ominous of the misfortunes which would attend the
cruise. One of the seamen, remarkable for his sobriety and good
character, one night alarmed the ship by declaring he had seen a
strange appearance of a woman, who informed him among other par-
ticulars that the ship would be lost, which laid such hold of the ima-
gination of the whole crew, that Mr. Walker feared the impression
thus produced would have been attended with the most serious conse-
guences.

———

THE FLOWER OF LOVE.
BY THE REV. W, M. HETHERINGTON, A. M.

A GENTLE tear, in silence shed,

Stray'd o'er sweet woman’s lovely cheek,
Like gliding dew moistening the head

Of the queen-lily, fair and meek ;—
A tender smile, soothingly bright,

As the young glow of April skies,
Stream’d, in its soft and shadowy light,

From woman's radiant eyes.

Mingling they fell with blended power,—

And on no n rock they fell,—
Uprose a blushing, timid flower,

neath their bland awakening spell ;

The tear-drop oft came o’er its bioom,

And oft the smile to cheer.it strove,
Chequering its sky with joy and gloom,—

" Thus sprung that flowret, Love.
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Its germ drinks Jife from woman’s tear ;
In woman’s smile it buds and grows ;
A cold look all its hues will sear,
A frown deep blight over it throws:
Man vainly in his heart would store
That flowret like a valued prize ;
8oon its brief, tremulous bloom is o'er,—
Chill'd on his heart it lies.

——

CRITICAL REMARKS,
ON THE TWO APOPHTHEGMS OF THE EMPEROR TITUS,

(The one—** I have lost & day.” The other—¢ No person ought to go dluut-ui
from the presence of his prince.”)

FROM THE FRENCH OF MONSIEUR 8. N. H. LINGUET.

Turse CriTicAL REMaRKs, now for the first time given to the
public in an English dress, may be found in a history « Des Revolu-
tions de I' Empire Romain” by the same author who writes the His-
tory of the Bastile.]

Few persons can be ignorant of what is related of Titus, thata
day having gone over his head, without his having bestowed a pecu-
niary gift on any individual (qudd nihil cuiquam toto die prastitisset,)
he said to his friends— I have lost a day”—(Diem perdidi). This
saying or sentiment is become famous, like many others, which a
writer without judgment has chosen to hazard, which his followers
without examining its merits have copied after him, and which seems
afterwards to have acquired an incontestible authority, through the
length of time it has current in the world.

ily, however, for Titus, his reputation rests not entirely on
this mriculous apophthegm. Had it been true, it would certainly
have given rise to the belief that there was mere littlemess in his
mind, than generosity in his heart. What ! —to believe a day to be
lost because he had given nothing to any person !'—What idea he
formed of the duties of his exalted station? Were they reduced in his
mind to manual distributions, made to those who chanced to approach
him? This function belongs only to a subaltern cash-keeper; not
surely, to the chief of a great empire or kingdom. .

There is often, on the part of princes, as I have had occasion al-
ready to observe respecting Vespasian, more real and true generosity
in refusing than giving. Their liberalities not unfrequently render
ten families unfortunate and poor, in order to the obliging and enrich-
ing of one ; and although the bounty may administer to the satisfaction
of the donor, (the Sovereign,) the thanks of the slave, who receives
the gift, are greatly lessened in their value by the tears of the subject
who contributes his portion towards it.

Further,—these sort of favours can only have regard to those who
are in the way ready to solicit and receive them, that is, the inbabi-
tants of the capital. But these were not the only persons who had
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claims upon him. A prince, who could conceive that his obligations
extzndef:) farther than to those immediately about bim, would have
been unworthy of the name of Titus.

i ven when it is not considered a matter of ruinous conse.
quence to a state for a prince to indulge himself in the pleasure and
gratification of those surrounding him who may think proper to im-
portune him, ought an enlightened sovereign to make it the tirst and
most essential of his duties?—Ought he bitterly to regret the loss of
those moments in which he may have been deprived of such a satis-
faction ?—There are a thousand ways in which they may be more use.
fully employed, and filled up. What should we say of a gardener,
who could believe his day was lost because he had peglected watering
one of his borders?>—We should surely suspect him of knowing but
little of his business, or of but ill fulfilling the obligations connected
with it, since in forgetting all the necessary labours, ke preferred one
very indifferent precaution.

t is the same with a sovereign. Whoever, finding himself at the
bead of a great Empire, believes he has satisfied all its clailns upon
him by some transitory largesses, is either an ignorant or a weak man.
Titus was neither the one nor the other. It is therefore not possible
that he should have basarded this absurd saying, by which Suetonius has
dared to dishonour his memory, and in which almost all those who read
it, areinclined to discover such grandeur, and such claim to applause.

As much may be remarked of another saying not less absurd than
the preceding, attributed likewise to Titus by the same historian.
This Emperor, says Suetonius, had much pleasure in bolding out
hopes: and on one of his ministers once representing to him that his
Kromim were beyond his power to fulfil, he thought to excuse himself

y rq:kving, that “ no pereon ought to go discontented from the pre-
sence of his Prinoe"--(ﬁon oportere quenquam a sermone principis
discedere.) There are writers blind enough to imagine that they will
be adding to the glory of a great man, by attributing to him with an
eulogium thereon a reply at once so cruel and senseless; for there is
comprehended in it every thing that is odious—to wit,—faithlessness
—imprudence—and cruelty.

It 13 no doubt, deceit in a Prince as well as in a private individual
to make a promise he hath no design to fulfil. I bhave no objection
that he should be obliged to soften his refusals, and clothe them with
an affected politeness, in order to leave those, whose Pretensions he
destroys, to imagine he bas some regret at not having it in his power
to support them. But whatever goes beyond these attentions, with-
out question, becomes a perfidy, and the more sacred the word of a
sovereign ought to be, the more cullp‘:ble he must be considered when
he gives it, with the certainty that he shall be obliged to violate it.

ndly, there is not less imprudence in the reply, as he has the

er in his own hand,—as pothing constrains him to promise, being

is own master to grant or. to refuse. Those who depending on his

word find themselves-deceived, will attribute his failure of it towards

them to the worst motives,—a bad intention: the fruit of this pre-

tended policy is therefore o render himself odious; and a more

durable hatred towards him will succeed to the.short satisfastion they
had on quitting:. his pressnce.

voL. 11. z
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There is not in this proceeding less of cruelty than indiscretion.
There is no person who has not experienced this. Nothing is tsore
rending to the heart of man than when he finds those hopes, which
he believed infallible, completely, as it were, blasted. The chagrin
consequent on the ruin of such hopes is ever in proportion to what
was supposed to have been their solidity ; and the art of thus torment-
ing men by false promises is an inhuman refinement of which even a
Tiberius and a Nero were incapable.

I know the great have often the weakuess to put this scheme in
practice ; but it is not at least a reflected principle of conduet—it
arises from a sort of mechanical motion, which causes them to dread
the appearance of any thing melancholy near them. This species of
men, destined to be more unfortunate by the evils they fear, than for-
tunate through the blessings they are in possession of, urge them-
selves by every effort carefully to remove from about them all that has
the appearance of sadness. They know, that in holding out hopes,
joy will display itself in their presence,—hence they endeavour to
prolong as muc{ as they can this apparent security. When it is de-
stroyed in one object, it is revived in another, and thus by these
feigned complaisances they eternize at least the gratitude of their
flatterers. In the meantime, as I have said, they act thus, as it were,
by instinct, rather than by system: they do mot precisely propose
to themselves to deceive men,—they fear only to behold them aficted
in their presence, and to be in some manner constrained to partake of
their distress.

But this culpable caution, even thus modified, is by no means con-
sistent with a- benefactor of mankind. It is dishonouring to a prince
chosen to be an example to all others. What is to be thought of an
historian of so little judgment, as to relate to the glory of his hero,
two sayings which, if they were probable, would convict him, the one
of a revolting incapacity—the other of an inhuman deceit.”

J. T.
—

LINES.
BY DAVID MALLOCK, A. M.

SuMMER has passed awaz—(and oh how bright
Did the earth glitter in her silvery light!

The northern heavens were cloudless as the sky
Which arches o'er the sun-lit Italy)—

And showery Autumn too is gone—and now
Winter draws near with storms upon his brow ;
His steeds, the wild wind and the hurricaue,
Pant to get free, and madden 'neath the rein:
And nature is in mourning weeds: her tear

Of frozen dew falls for the dying year;

While all the sweet-song’d tenants of the wood,
To tongueless silence change their joyous mood ;
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" And o’er the whiten’d fields, at break of morn,
The deep, dull lowings of the steers are borne,—
As if they join’d with nature in her moan
Of sorrow, for the winged year that's flown.
And shall I sit all heedless? shall no tear
Of mine be shed o’er Autumn’s fun’ral bier?

" Shall I, with cold frigidity of heart,

See from the world the sunny months depart,
And not weep for them, when each lesser thing
To the dread pyre their mournful tribute bring ?
Oh may that living fountain, whence proceed
The streams of feefing and each generous deed,
Be frozen at its aource, ere I pass by

The grave of Autumn, with a tearless eye !
There let me strew the wild flow’rs of the heart,
‘Whose bloom of beauty fade not, nor depart
‘With changing seasons, since their essence be
Spirit—the germ of immortality.

————

ROBBERS IN FRANCE.
FROM THE GERMAN OF FISCHER.

A length, my dear friend, have I reached my first winter-station,
and—what indeed is not saying little—without having been robbed.
For in Avignon all were filled with fear and consternation, in conse.
quence of a number of Bandits having nearly four weeks since again .
appeared in those parts. They had already not only plundered the
courier at sundry times, but ulso a few days ago mage a feint for at.
tacking the Diligence. Nay, bills are said to have been stuck up, in
which a loan of two carolinas was demanded from every passenger on
pain of death. The subject was very important to the whole company,
and formed the topic of conversation during the entire evening.

First came on the carpet, on this occasion, the numerous robber-
stories of the year 1799—1800, at which period it had gotten to such
a pitch, that scarcely a week passed without several aggressions. In
vain were the Diligences accompanied by gensdarmes,—in vain were
soldiers posted on the outside of the coach; the Robbers appeared in
great numbers, and always carried their point. Not—as the story
goes—before a formal treaty was entered into with them, or rather
before large detachments of cavalry were made to patral incessantly,
did the government at last succeed in putting a stop to these enor-
mities.

At first the Robbers strove to get sion of the public monies
alone, and took not the smallest trifle from passengers. They treated
them, on the contrary, with extreme politeness, begged pardon for the
delay, and very civilly assisted the ladies in particular into the car-

iage again. Those only, who made themselves suspicious, or offered
resistance, were in some instances ill-treated or put to death.

As soon, however, as the Diligences ceased to take charge of the
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yublic monies, the Robbers began to plunder passengers, snd demand-

gd from them, besides their‘::sb, l:]lneu' watches, rings, boxes, &c.
likewise. But they always in the end returaed the customary day’s
expenses of seven livres, in which due attention was paid to the route
of each individual—a sort of villanous generosity and equwity, which
ought not to pass uunoticed.

Connected with this period many pretty steries were related. The
Robbers once stopped a courier, in whose company there was another
traveller. The courier handed out his fifteen louis without hesitation ;
the traveller declared he had juet a few dollars about him. “ Be
Pleased to give us off your boots,” said the highwaymen ; and, suitin
the action to the word, they drew them off for him, when out m
a hundred louis d’or!—During the aforesaid operation one of those
gentlemen discovered in the clothes of the traveller a strong smell of
musk—* Ha, ha! 'tisa fop,” exclaimed the leader,  let him have half;
he will wantit!” And in truth fifty louis d'or were counted out to
him, and the Robbers went away laughing.

At another time the stopped’ Diligence in which were three gen-
tlemen and a lady. The former were pased as usual, when at last it
came to the lady’s turn— Comment, Messieurs?" said she with com-
Pplete presence of mind and the most confident tone in the world—
« Des Francais insultervient-ils une femme#” « Certainly not, Madam,”
was the reply—« Nous ne voulons gque vous embrasser.” They kept
lt(l.:eir word, and the lady escaped with merely a penalty of half-a-dozen

isses.

On a similar attack the Diligenge contained a Swede. When his
turn arrived, he said with ease and composure— Je suis ¢'tranger,
Messieurs! Je voyage sous la sauvegnrde de la loyaute’ caise.”—
They demanded his pass, and having found it correct, they said with
no less grace than politeness—< Montez, Monsizur! vous ne payes
rien.”

At another time a merchant of Toulouse was in the Diligence, and
had with him four thousand livres in gold. When he alighted, he held
out to the robbers a purse containing three or four livres small
coin, and remarked in his Gascon accent—: Ah, if you had come a
quarter of an hour before, you would have seen a thousand louis d’or
in it.” The “ bedi gmarde d'ure™ (little quarter hour), prohounced
with the most Judicrous importance, caused the honest to smile,
and they suffered « the poor devil” to depart in peace.

An Italian, however, managed to get off the best, and, according to
the pational character, most to his own advantage. He had sewed
his gold under his shoulders, but put into his pocket a large purse, te
sll appearance full of louis d’or. The Diligence was stopped, he com-

y surrendered his purse, and merely begged the customary tra-
velling allowance to carry him as far as Nitza. By all means, of
course !” was the reply—¢but you will be so good as take it in silver!”
In this manper he obtained gur.and-twenty dollars, and had over-
reached the thieves. In the purse there was nothing but counters,
whose value at the highest did not amount to twelve livres.

Not illcontrived also seem to have been the measures of several
other travellers. One, for example, let his rolls of gold full into the
window-frame ; another hung them qn a hook ; some had deposited



'ALBUM LEAVES. 181

their louis in an apple, or in a lva¥; a fourth had concealed his in a
hollow stick-head ; a fifth carried them sewed on as buttons; a sixth
had fastened them under his spaniel's belly ; and—to end the cata-
lom—a seventh conveyed them in a stinking physic-box.

g did the conversation continue about these bandits; at last
nothing more remained for us to do, but quietly retire to bed. Each
in the mean time hastened to put his superfluous money into his
trunk, that is, be retained no more about his person than two caro-
linas. Prepared for the worst, we pursued our journey the next
morning. But the dangerous places were passed, and not a vestige of
the rs was to be seen.

——

ALDUM LEAVES,
BY DELLA CRUSCA.

GOOD NIGHT!

Goob night! the heart that’s despest mov'd
Its passion most will hide,
And wordless love I offer thee,
When by thy side. )

Good night ! ‘thou dwell’st among my thoughts

As as childbood’s prayer,
And (;, what light and gfadgess, love,
Thou sheddest there!

Good night! before my spirit’s
b oot of Ao, " B2
Mild as the moonlight on the lake
Thy beauty gleams !

Good night ! at this our parting hour,
I make no useless vow, ’

I could not, love, be more thine own
’!‘hm I am now!

Good night! the star of gloamin sleeps,
In its own drowsy light,
‘We have been long together, love,

Good night! geod night!

THE IDLE 8CHOOL-BOY’S SOLILOQUY.

1 wist not how it is, but I
Can never like my master,

And though the taws are in my eye,
By Jing! I won't go faster
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"Tis after ten! Fm far teo late—
And yonder Dicky lingers,

It’s nonsense running down to get
The skin switch’'d off my fingers :

I'll take my satchel to the crows,—
And down among the bushes,

I think that cousin Harry knows
Where there’s a nest of thrushes.

My holidays have pass'd away
ithout the least diversion,
For I've been bothered night and day
With that long Latin version.

And what’s the use of it to me,—
I'll never write another,

I'll tell at once I'm going to ses,
Whene'er I meet my mother ;—

T'll let her know I'm not a fool,
For I do well remember,

She told me I should leave the school
The fifth of last September !

And now another year is gone,
Aund though I daily fleech her,

She tells me I must still go on,
As I've to be a Preacher !

And father says it is no joke,
And tries to make me gulp it,

But I will sooner die, than knock
My head against a pulpit.

I know ’tis wrong to disobey,
And give my friends vexation,

But why, in all the world, won’t they
Consult my inclination.

MUSIC!

As the dew and the sunlight of morn recall

To beauty, the flowers that seem to have perish’d,
So Music brings fresh from the past again

All that the heart has lov'd and cherish’d !

A song poured into the ear of age
Wilf carry him back to his {outhful dreaming,
Till he thinks once more that he glides along
Through the dance where love’s bright eyes were beaming :
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And the feebleness of the nt hour,

He feels not then as a cloud thrown o’er him,
For the merry days of his childhood seem

To be spread in their rainbow.light before him !

And the exiled and the captive one,

When he hears beneath his casement swelling
‘The old simple airs heard long ago

By the hearth of his father’s humble dwelling,

Xs borne—whilst cool and welcome tears
Are wrung from his wearied eyes on the minute—
‘To the land where his thoughts do wander still,
And the home his heart has enshrin’d within it.

And who has not turned him round to weep
With the keenness of delightful fecling,
When the tounes of the softly-breathing flute
In the twilight hour through the grove were stealing.

O, there is a spell in Music’s sigh

That wakes in the heart, with rapture filling,.—
An echo that seems to the bounding soul

Like the voice of Heaven within us thrilling!

MY BROTHER!

Ovur mother waits, my darling,
To put thee o'er to rest,
And sweet will be thy lullaby
Upon her holy breast,
My Brother!

Upon her holy breast.

And I will watch thy cradle,
And vear thy infant bed,
No heedless footsteps shall approach
To wake thee with its tread,
My Brother!
To wake thee with its tread.

Then kiss me—kiss your sister,
With those sweet lips of thine,
And let your arms around her neck
In baby fondness twine,
My Brother!
In baby fondness twine.

And when thy sleep is over,
We'll seek the garden’s bowers, K
To catch the blue-winged butterfly ,

183
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My Brother !

That sports among the flowers.

And T will pluck young rose-buds
And wreathe thet round thy brow,
If thou wilt come away with me
To our dear mother now,
My Brother !
To our dear mother now.

AN APOLOGY FOR SCRIBBLERS.

O FPROWN not ye ou the pale-faced youth,
Who turns up bis frensied eyes, -
To see what is ﬁoing on amidst
The stars of Autumnal skies,

And when he embodies his thoughts in words,
O scorn not his vulgar song,

For his heart would wither beneath the tauat,
And the jeer of the idle throng:

For they know not his lucubrations are
The safety-valves that ease

And lighten distressed and morhid minds
Of a thousand phantasies !

Were he not to write by day and night,
He would go distracted soon,

And ten to one but the lunatic
‘Would fall in love with the moon !

Pen, ink, and paper afford to him,—

And ne’er do we speak profane,—
An intellectual stomach-pump

That eases his spirit’s pain.

Then let bardlings of every sbhape and size,
Scribble on for the meed of fame,

For you see they're objects of pity, whom
It would be very wrong to blame.

IMPROMPTU
TO A BUGAR BASIN.

Haiv muse! and so forth,—I would laund
The sugar basin now before me, .
And if good rhymes are to be had,
O send me sweet ones 1 implore thee. -

e a
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*Tis sweet the small white lomps to see
Within the basin in 2 body,

Which belles do put into their tea
And beaux into their whisky-toddy !

I see the sugar sparkling bright,

And O, the sight my soul entrances;
For in the sweetness there to-night

I read a thousand smiles and glances.

The tea—the party—and the cream !—
With all the eyes that I found grace in,
Are brought before me like a dream
By that delightful sugar-basin.

And pice choice spirits seem to rise
Like bottles round the table’s centre,

And form before my brightening eyes
A circle care can never enter !

i

SCRAPS FROM READINGS
MADE IN THE COURSE OF THE SEPTUAGENARY PERIOD.
[ Those marked with an asterisk are Translations.]

It is interesting to ruminate on what is passing in various parts
of the world at the same moment. While some of the inhabitants of
earth are enjoying the warmth of a meridian sun, others are plough-
ing the trackless deep in the obscurity of night; some are at their
morning meal, some enjoying the evening breeze; others renewing
their strength and vigour in the repose of night; and all at the same
instant of time.

* Of all the qualities of tbe soul, the most eminent is wisdom, the
most useful is prudence.

* Nature neither gives nor refuses us any virtues,—she grants
us but the faculties, and leaves them to our own employ: by sowing
in our hearts the seeds of all the passions, she there deposits the prin-
ciples of all the virtues—in consequence we receive at our birth an
aptitude more or less approaching to become virtuous,—an inclination
more or less powerful, for what is virtuous.—ARISTOTLE.

The magnificence of expression in a writer or orator serves but
very often to manifest the sterility of his ideas.

* The people of Mitylene, lwlinmbdud some of their allies
who had thought proper to withdraw them, forbade them to give
the least instruction to their children ;—thus, it seems, they no
surer mor better means for keeping them ' in smbjection, than by
keoping-them in ignoranee. .

VOL. IL 2a



186 -SCRAPS FROM READINGS.

* The object of FEducation is to preserve to the body all the
strength that it ought to possess; and to the soul, all the perfection of
which it is susceptible. With the Athenians it began with the birth
of the child, and finished not till its twentieth year—BaRTHELEMY'S
Anacharsis.

* The Beeotians having once consulted the oracle of Jupiter De-
dona on an undertaking they meditated, the priestess answered,
“ Commit an impiety and you will succeed.” The tians, howerer,
suspecting her of favouring their enemies, instantly threw her into
the fire—saying, if the priestess deceives us, she merits death ; if she
speaks the truth, we obey the oracle by committing an impious ac
tion.— The same.

* Men who are really reasonable, ever subject their prejudices
to rule—MoNTESQUIEU. .

No human being submits to power with so ill a grace as the man
who has unjustifiably exerted it ; and when its restrictions fall heavily
on such, mere retribution becomes in effect a severe revenge.

In every season of life, grief bringsits own (recnliar antidote along
with it. The buoyancy of youth soon repels its deadening weight ; the
firmness of manhood resists its weakening influence ; and the torpor of
age is often, nay generally, insensible to its most acute pangs.— Mar-
riage. .

It ill becomes a man to complain of what he had in his power
to avoid ; and, therefore, he who omits to perform those things which
are necessary for the preservation of bis own peace and character, must
be content to endure the consequences of his neglect.

Tae GOLDEN AGE.

............................ .Airy dreams

Sat for the picture, and the poet’s hand, -
Imparting substance to an empty shade,
Impos'd a gay delirium for a truth.

TaE ATHEIST.

This forlorn and abandoned mortal lays himself down at night
without committing himself to heaven, and rises in the morning with-
out returning thanks for his safety. He has no deity but his own will;
his soul, like the sandy desert, is barren of every flower of hope to
throw a solitary bloom over the dead level of sterility, and soften the
wide extent of desolation ;—his darkened views extend not beyond the
horizon that bounds his cheerless existence, and to him no blissful

. perspective-opens beyond the grave.
AvuTtumnN.

- In the fields, at this season, there is a full and mature luxu.
rianee that fills the bosom with generous and disinterested content.
It is not the thoughtless extravagance of epring, prodigal only in blos-
soms; nor the languid voluptuousness of summer, feverish in its es-
joyments, and teeming only with immature abundance ;—it is that
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certain fruition of the labours of the past,—that prospect of comfort-
able realities, which they will be sure to enjoy who bave improved the
bounteous smiles of heaven, nor wasted away their spring and sum-
mer in empty trifling or criminal indulgence. At this season, too,
there is a .oger and chastened air of gaiety diffused over the face of
nature, peculiarly interesting to an OLp MaAN; and when he views
the surrounding landscape withering under his eye, it seems as if he
and nature were taking a last farewell of each other, and parting with
a melancholy smile,—like a couple of old friends, who, having sported
away the spring and summer of life together, tﬂm at the approach of
winter witg aiind of prophetic fear that they are never to meet
again.
HumaniTy.

This guality in man does not consist in a squeamish ear, it
does not consist in shrinking and starting at tales of cruelty,~—butlin
a disposition of the heart to remedy the evils they unfold. Humanity
belongs rather to the mind than to the nerves.—C. J. Fox.

Good example, amiable feelings, or the desire of reputation, may
lead to a few acts which will have a fair appearance in the eyes of the
world ; but the love and fear of God alone can command universgl
allegiance, keep the rebellious ions under restraint, or bring the
thoughts into captivity to the omnce of Christ.—SuMMERS.

Bystems, schemes, and hypotheses, all bred of heat in the warm
region of controversy, will, like meteors in a troubled sky, each have
its turn to blaze, and pass away. But the Bible is eternal, like the
sun, the never-failing source of Eght and life.—~WARBURTON.

It is the spirit of the age that must direct the course of genius.
Academies can do little more than stimulate mediocrity, or_excite pre-
tension.

The proper excellency of man above other animals lies in his
conscience, or what he knows without reasoning. The apostles in ad-
dressing men had no respect to what distinguishes one man from an-
other, but to that whicﬁs common to them all; they commended
themselves to every man’s oonscience, and their suecess from the begin-
ning has chiefly been amongst those least ekilled in reasoning. On
the other hand, the seats of learning, where the reasoning faculty is
cultivated with the greatest industry, have been first and last the
chief sources of opposition to the gospel. The meanest day-labourers
have full as great sensibility of conscience as those who are fully
employed in learning; yea, we may perceive this sensibility more
evident in the poorest villages, than in the cities furnished with
all the branches of education. Philosopbers themselves often find
it necessary to have recourse to the sentiments of the plain
man, as the last resort. All schemes devised by human wisdom,
find their way from the learned by slow degrees down to the
vulgar. The gospel was first taught by the meanest of the vul-
gar. The fishers of Galilee were stationed, as the preachers of it,
at the chief seat of learning among the Jews; and Paul, who was
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skilled in Jewish hnmgmsrlirdi: the Ge:;;illu,mvho held that
learning in great contem ittle regard di Deit; to
those things on mtd;’:ichmglwywonem—iﬂa.

The wise man’s soul reposes at the root of his tongue ; but a fool’s
is ever dancing on the tip.—Arabian Proverb.

Minutes, hours, days and years are not preperly the measures of
time, but of the metion and duration of all corruptible beings: for
time is infinite, and beyond all dimensions: in a word, it is no other-
:vgiae distinguished from eternity, than barely by a same.— Tunkish
. ”.

Languacgs.

The only pure maternal lan now current in any part of
Europe, are the Teutoni avonic—and British. The first is
spoken in Germany to perfection, but corruptly in Swedeland, Den-
mark, and the united provinces. The is common to the Han-

rians, Moldavians, Poles, Prussians, and many other nations. The
f:st is confined to the Welsk, who inhabit a corner of Great Britain,
driven thither by the Saxons, their conquerors, above a thousand years

As for the rest, they are only mixed Dialects, and so not worth
ﬁng notice of ; excepting one mountainous part of Spain, where the
inhabitants are said to speak pure Arabic at this day; they are sup-
‘posed to be a remnant of the Moors.— The same.

* He who is embued with superstition, can neither have a pleas-
ing remembrance of the past, enjoy the present in peace, mor look
forward with pleasure to the future.—Cicero.

Disgute as much and as long as you please on the questions of
logic, but on morality content yourself witl': good sense, and the light
which the reading of the go:fel sheds over your mind; for, if you
undertake to dispute in a scholastic manner, you quickly will not know
how to get out of the labyrinth.—BayLE.

———

SONNET.

I saT me down and mused on former days,

When eyes shot beams of gladness all around,
When hearts leapt high, and many a joyous sound

Rose on the air in passion’s wildest lays.

Where are they now—those hours of infant mirth
Made sweet by father's smile, or mother’s kiss,—
My b:zhood’s rioting in careless bliss,—

My zou 's fond dreaming, that this sin-clad earth

Might treasure love sincere and friendship’s werth ?—

Delusion all !—Gone with th’ eternal past,

Leaving behind no portion save regret,

For on the present mem’ry scarce hath cast
A faint effulgence of their glories set :

Aund ev'n Jife’s remnant hours are fading fleet and ﬁ:i; R
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Chalmers' Political Economy. Glasgow—]1832.

WE have always been inclined to consider the politico-economical
schemes and theories of this great and popular divine, as rather vi-
sionary and ingenious, than just and practicable. But the present
volume has effected a radical change “in our former opinions. There
is a depth of thought—and a force of argument—and a sufficiency and

iness of illustration displayed in every part of it, which, in our
opinion, are well worthy the author of the inimitable Sermons connect-
with Modern Astronomy..

We were particularly struck with the chapters on Taxes and
Tithes. That the present state of the country requires a change in
the manner of obtaining these no man is more fully sensible than Dr.
Chalmers. And yet no man is more decidedly opposed to their total
abolition than he. He ‘proposes, what appears to us by far the most
;{ndent and politic method, a commutation for a ¢ territorial impost.”

e shows in a clear and convincing manner what would be the effects
of the former plan and what of the latter, and proves by the most vi-
sorons and sufficient argument, that though the former would pro-

uce more immediate beneficial consequences—though the country
would, for a time, feel asif a mighty?oad had been taken from its
shoulders,—and, though, perhaps, provisions might be cheaper and
even more plentiful,—yet, that a commutation of Taxes and Tithes
will alone be productive of lasting and sure advantages to the people
of England.

The object of the work he thus states :—*¢ Our endeavour is to prove
that, in every direction, there is a limit to the augmentation of our
physical resources, and that in virtue of this, there must, especially
1n old countries, be a felt pressure and discomfort throuihont every
community, which has either outgrown the means for its christian in-
struction, or, in any other way, renounced the habits and decencies of
a christian land. In other words, our object will be gained, if we
can demonstrate, that, even but for the economic well-being of a peo-
ple, their moral and religious education is the first and greatest object
of national policy ; and that, while this is neglected, a government, in
its anxious and incessant labours for a well conditioned state of the
commonwealth, will only flounder from one delusive shift or expedient
to another, under the double misfortune, of being held responsible, and
yet finding this to be an element most helplessly and hopelessly be-
yond its controul.” Preface. Page 4.

b In %,p::dthus expresses hin;elgfe:n:;lA(]ll the remedies which
ave 10 inst a state o estitution in society,
may be clfued und:lga two descriptions. By the first, it is sought zo
vide the adequate means for the increasing numbers of mankind.

y the second, to keep down the numbers to the stationary, or com-
paratively speaking, to the slowly increasing means. The first may,
we think, be conveniently designated the external remedies—insomuch
that their object is to equalize the means with the popalation, by an
increase on the former term, or by an increase and enlargement ofv the
resources from without. The second may, perhaps, contradis-
tinguished from the other, by viewing it in the light of an internal
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remedy—insomuch as its object is.to maintain the equality of the two
by preventing an undue increase on the latter term, which can only
be achieved, in a right way, by adding to the restraipts of prudence
and principle from within. It is our main design to demonstrate the
insufficiency of one and all the remedies put together which belong to
the first class—and to contrast, with their operation, the effect of the
moral remedy, the prosperous economic state that will surely be re-
alized through the medium of general intelligence and virtue, or by
an action on the minds of the people themselves.”

Such is the object of the work, and it is an object, which the learn-
ed author has accomplished in the most successful manmer. And
though there are some of his views .we should be inclined to
dispute, yet with his general principle we must agree, that it is in the

wer ofy the peasantry of Great Britain, whether they shall be a

appy and a high conditioned race, or sink into all the grossness and
ignorance, and depravity and poverty which obtain among the lower
orders of the sister island. His general doctrine strikes us as pecu-
liarly analogous to that exp! by the immortal Goldsmith, in the
conclusion of his  Traveller.”

“ In every government though terrors reign,
Though tyrant kings or tyrant laws restrain,
How smal¥ of all that human hearts endure,
That part which Jaws or kings can cause or cure ;
Still to ourselves in every place consigued,

Our own felicity we make or find.

With secret course which no loud storms annoy
Glides the smooth current of domestic joy.

The lifted axe, the agonizins wheel, .
Luke's iron crown and Damien's bed of steel,
To those remote from power but rarely known,
Leave reason, faith, and conscience all our own.”

‘We cannot refrain from subjoining the following well-merited com-
pliment to Burke—a statesman, undoubtedly, of the very first order,
and who, we are sorry to add, has of late been too much vilified.—
Talking of the introduction of poor laws into Ireland, our author
thus observes :—* His (Burke’s) was the wisdom of intuition, so that
without formal developement, or the aid of any logical process, he
often, by a single glance, made the discovery of a great principle ; and
by a single word, memorably and felicitously expressed it. That edu-
cation is the cheap defence of nations, is one of the weightiest of those
sentences, or oracular sayings, which have ever fallen from any of the
seers or sages of our land. And he characterized, with no less force
and justness, the other expedient for the amelioration of Ais country,
when he pronounced of a legal charity for the relief of indigence,
bearing on its forehead the smile and promise of a benevolence, which
is never realized—that it was a downright fraud.”

In conclusion, we feel deeply impressed, and without hesitation say,
that the volume now before us, is one of the most philosophical works
that has proceeded from the press of late, not merely on the subject of
Political Economy, but on any subject whatever, and will assuredly
add another laurel to the many that encircle the brow of its learned
and talented author. : :
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MATHEMATICS.

SOLUTION OF QUESTIONS IN LAST NUMBER.
Solution of Question 8th, by Mr. George Giles, Tweedmouth.

THE square of 18 mult‘iiplied by .07958. = 25.78392, the area of
the base; and 103.13208 divided b{ 25.78392 = 3.99986, the one
third of the height; consequently 11.99958 is the altitude of that
part containing the apex; and 103.13208 multiplied by 5 gives 515.
6604, solidity of the whole sugar loaf.

Then as 103.13208 : cube of 11.99958 : : 515.6604 : 8639.09283.
175162956 the cube of the whole height, and by extracting the cube
root it will be found, that 20.511 is the required height of the sugar-loaf.

A correct solution of the above has also been received from Mr:

Paxton.
The solution of Question 9th, if received, has been mislaid; it

therefore lies over till next month.
QUESTIONS FOR SOLUTION.
Proposed by Mr. William Weatherhead, Swinton.

10. In the forencon of the 15th July, 1832, A sets out from a
lace in latitude 55° 47’ N., and at the same instant B sets out in
atitude 50° 7' N.—both on the same meridian, and the sun’s altitude

at the time of starting being at both places the same. After travelling
some days, they met and found that A had travelled 50 miles more
than B, and that the angle, at the place reached, subtended by the
distance between the places left, was 75° 45’ 34”. Required the time
of starting, and also the distance travelled by each, supposing the
sun’s declination to be 21° 31’ N.

Proposed by Mr. George Giles, Tweedmouth..

On the night of the 20th of August, 1832, I observed three stars
A, B, and C, so situated, that the star A bore due west from the star
B and distant 26° 34’, and the star C bore due north from the star B
at the distance of 90°. Required the distance between the stars A
and C: also the angles they make with each other.

i

Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

At Newbattle Abbey, on the 12th ult., the Marchioness of Lothian,
of a son and heir.

At Mellerstain, on the 20th ult., the Lady of George Baillie, Esq.,
jun. of Jerviswoode, of a son.

At Coldstream, on the 26th ult,, the Lady of Thomas Fair, Esq.,
of Buenos Ayres, of a son.

On the 30th ult, Mrs. W. G. Carr, Western-lane, of a son.

MARRIAGES.

At Penegoes, Montgomeryshire, on the 1st ult., the Rev. Wm. K.
Fletcher, M. A. chaplain to the Hon. the East India Company, to



192 TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS.

Maria Jane, eldest daughter of Mr. Jewsbury, commission agent,
Manchester. This celebrated poetess leaves her native country for
India, the scene of her husband’s labours.

Lately, Mr. Rodwell, composer, to Emma, only daughter of Mr.
Liston, the comedijan.

At London, on the 16th ult., at St. George's church, Hanover-square,
by the Bishop of Hereford, Lord Viscount Howick, to Maria, second

hter of Sir Joseph Copley, Bart., of SProtsborough, Yorkshire.
’ lfere, on the 23d ult., Mr. Edward Davidson, to Miss Johnson, of
the Hen and Chickens Inn.
. DEATHS.

Lately at Dumfries, William M‘Cormick, Esq., editor of the Ayr
Adpvertiser.

At Montreal, on the 9th July, of Asiatic cholera, Mr. James Cock-
burn, late of this town, corn-merchant. The deceased and his family
had only arrived there on the 2d, where he intended to settle.

At the Rectory, Fardingham, Norfolk, on the 23d July, aged 73,
the Rev. Walter Whiter, M. A., formerly Fellow of Clare Hall, Cam-
bridge. He was the author of some ingenious works in literature and
criticism, and more particularly of the Elymologican Universale.

At Montreal, on the 28th July, of cholera morbus, Christian Selby,

oungest daughter of the late Robert Selby, Esq. of North Earle,
korthumberland, and wife of Deputy Assistant Commissary-General
Cameron, 35, much respected by a large circle of friends.

On the 11th ult., at Enniscorthy, Ingleby, the Newcastle emperor
of all conjurors.

At Norham, on the 15th ult., James White, Esq., in his 73d year,
much respected.

At-:s-lope House, near Alnwick, the wife of Mr. William Skelly,

At Leaminfton, on the 19th ult., George Aspull, the celebrated
pianist, aged 18. With a musical genius of the highest order, unaffect—
ed manners and a modest deportment adorned his youth. He will
long be remembered.

At Tweedmouth, on the 3lst ult., Esther, wife of Mr. William
Crow, captain of the smack Commerce, aged 56.

At Gladsmuir, on the 4th inst., the Rev. Dr. Hamilton, minister
of that parish, in the 76th year of his age.

——

To Readers and Correspondents.

EpsiLon and M. J. are under consideration.

We expect to find room for H. next month.

We promise to favour our readers in the ensuing Number with a
second extract from “ Tibby Shiel’s Creel.”

We thank M. Y. for her interesting communication:—it did not
reach us in time for this month’s Number, but it shall be duly attead-
ed to in our next.

Our readersﬁmust excuse the pll'ese;:t unu:.ual delay in the publica-
tion, as it chiefly arose from a multiplicity of imperative engagements
with which the {’rinter's hands worepoecu]y)ied.
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POPULAR EDUCATION—MECHANICS’ INSTITUTIONS.

THERR is a striking analogy betwixt the political and the intel-
lectual history of mankind. Philosophers have descanted on the social
contract which is supposed to be the basis of civil government; but
the notion is hypothetical, for instead of an equality of rights and
privileges among the members of society, we find, even in the most
remote periods, that tyranny and oppression characterised the trans-
actions of every nation. Patriarchal authority seems to have paved
the way for systematic domination, and ever since history recorded the
condition and the transactions of our species, it has had to narrate the
same tale of the injustice of rulers, and of the misery of the great
mass of the people.

But happily a spirit of improvement has manifested itself, if not in
a constant, at least in a ual and unequivocal amelioration of the
human race. How almost every nation came to have in the earliest
ages a despotic government, we do not mean to inquire: the fact it-
self is certain. But it is cheering to observe the great body of the
people, who were then abject slaves, rising by degrees to respectability,
affluence and power, and eventually proving a useful barrier to the
extension of royal prerogative. The affairs of all civilized nations are
now administered in a more or less equable manner, and though there
is still in almost all of them—heaven knows!—enough to reform,
yet the career of improvement will not, we hope, be prematurely
checked.

In a despotic government it is a measure of policy to discourage the
diffusion of knowledge ; and genius, like liberty, is opposed by every
conceivable obstacle. But the want of the latter is more keenly felt,
and therefore we find, that people, whose yoke is easy and whose bur-
den is comparatively light, may yet exist in a state of the grossest
mental darkness. Still the government which encourages such measures
is not more unjust to its subjects than it is short-sighted to its own
interests. Scotland, Holland, Sweden,—the best educated nations in
the world are ever found to be the most moral and the most peaceable.
How, in truth, could it be otherwise? None but quacks are afraid of
their conduct being scrutinized, and little respect and gratitude is that
government entitled to, which, in order to ensure its own safety, will
sacrifice the happiness and the best interests of its subjects.

Notwithstanding the high degree of political improvement which
England has possessed for upwards of a century, it is remar2hhle that

VOL. IL B
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the major portion of her inhabitants should be so far back in intel-
lectual cultivation. Where is the Magna Charta that released her
from mental bondage ? Samuel Johnson, whose pitiable prejudices more
than balanced his mental greatness, chuckled with satisfaction at the
thought, that in Scotland, where ever¥ person receives a decent educa-
tion, there are no such profound scholars as in England ; as if it were
more advantageous or more proper that one or two should have too
much and all the rest be famished, than that all should enjoy a suffi-
ciency. But John Bull, whether on the authority of his dictionary or
from some preconceived notion of his own brain, thinks mores majorum
and sacra to be synonymes, and, in spite of all the logic in the world,
argues that what has been must be.

e spirit of the age, however, will not be kept down by hoary
prejudices, and every philanthropist must rejoice to see the efforts that
are in progress for the extension of knowledﬁntbrough all orders of
the people. It is only a few years since the plan was first tried ; and
such bas been its success that a tolerably accurate acquaintance with
most of the practical sciences may now be gained by every cobbler,
weaver, collier,—in short, by all his Majeaty’s liege subjects, in Eng-
land, Scotland, Ireland, Wales, the Isle of Man, and we hoped to have
included the far-famed city of Berwick-upon-Tweed.

We are glad to observe the success of Mechanics’ Institutions.
They are calculated to form an excellent addition to the common school
education, s:})plying its defects, and communicating much knowled
that will be of use 1n the business of life. Nor is this their only

They lead the mind to seek for amusement and instruction
of a benefitting kind, and prevent it from degrading itself by those
brutish habits which have tended somuch todemoralise the lower orders.
The system, however, is yet in its infancy, and will admit of vast im-
provement. The principal defect we see in it is, that at present it exclu-
sivelwbmes scientific pursnits. The attainments of Brougham,
Birkbeck, and other patrons of these institutions in this branch of
knowledge appear to be the reason why physical science is cultivated
80 much more than literature and morals.

For this we can discover no substantial reason. The great end of
Mechanics’ Institutions, we conceive, is to open up the minds of the
lower classes, and call into action their latent energies ; to which may be
added—to inspire them with proper objects :}l ursuit, and rescue
them from the thraldom of vice. Are we to lay it down, then, as an
axiom or broad principle, on which the whole management of these
institutions is to be conducted, that physical science is best fitted to
accomplish the end in view? Surely not—is. the answer both of reason
and of experience. It is true, there are those whose minds have a
natural bias in favour of scientific studies, and of mathematics in par-
ticular; and we, of course, approve of the system so far as such in-
dividuals are concerned,—we allow, that those individuals will profit
by following the dictates of their own minds, and that it would be
wrong to direct them in a different channel. But there are others—
and this is perhaps the more numerous class—whom the gods not
having made mathematical, look upon curves and triangles as a person
bitten by a mad dog looks upon water. No advantage can result to
them from studying Algebra, Mechanics, &c. On the contrary, their
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aversion to such branches is apt to engender disgust at all study what-
ever. Far are we from thinking that .these studies ought to be neg-
lected. They may be of signal advantage to artificers and practical
men, which class of the community, be it remembered, gave birth to
Watt, Ferguson, Arkwright, aud Rennie. But is every luckless
wight on this account to be initiated into the arcana of Chemistry, and
dragged per force into the abysses of Natural Philosophy? There are
other subjects, which are both interesting in themselves, and are ad-
mirably adafted to uce greater benefits.” We may just notice
History, Politics, Mental Philoeoplg, and Morals. t can be
more interesting than the study of History, which leads us through
the lapse of years, and gives us, as it were, a panoramic view of the
rise and fall of empires, the life and conduct of the great good and bad
in every age, the peculiarities of character in every stage of society
from rudeness to refinement,—the rapid or slow advances, and the
rapid or slow retrogressions of art, science, philosophy, and religion
at different periods,—in short, of the world from dvne beginning ?
What can be more useful than the study of Politics, which concern
every ome, and which it is the duty of every one to know, more or
less, who countenances and lives under the British constitution ?
‘What can be more interesting and useful than the study of one’s self
~—know thyself,’ said an ancient sage, and sball we of modern times
negative the precept? And last, but not least of all, is the study of
Morals, which unfold the duties of life, and prepare for the better ful-
filment of the high and important duties of religion.

Mechanics and labourers have but small scraps of time to devote to
study, and therefore it cannot be expected that they should enter
minutely into the abstract difficulties of science. at they might
understand the elements, it would actually require a course of prelec-
tions to explain the meaning of certain words and terms which have no
counterpart in popular language ; and even then the explanation could
::;o be long remembered by those who never heard of such things

re.

Morals, politics, and general literature are not without their diffi-
culties too, but it is easy to treat them in an intelligible manner, so as
to command the closest attention. What can easily be understood will
evidently be most cultivated, and the study of these de ents of
Imowledge, besides gratifying a laudable curiosity, will have a most
l\eneﬁcn?e influence on the general character of the people. This is
genuine, sterling knowledge ; unlike physical science, it amends the
character and the conduct ; and when it shall be universally diffused,
those Utopian visions of earthly felicity, in which imagination has so
often ind , will be realised. If ever wars fall into disuse, it will
be by this means alone ; an enlightened people will disdain to de-
il;ge the earth with blood, in order to gratify the petty jealousies of

gs.

Prudent policy would dictate this addition to the course of education
bestowed upon the lower orders in the recently formed institutions.
We sincereli;othink it would have a powerful tendency in amelioratin,
their condition ; the moral and political knowledge thus eommunieateﬁ
would make more virtuous men and more loyal subjects. In our
large towns the moral character of the populace is frightfully dete-
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riorated. A radical reform is become necessary, and this reform must
be accomplished, not by any proposition in etry nor by any prin-
ciple in dynamics, but by a course of moral and politidal instruction.
The addition we suﬁgest to Mechanics’ Institutes seems to furnish an
engine likely enough to effect in some measure this purpose ; and from
its gradual operation we would anticipate the most happy result.
The le, discovering a novel and delightful source of gratification,
would relinquish the sensual and degrading practices to whiéh they
had habituated themselves, and endeavour to excel each othéf in so-
briety and virtue. In fine, a mighty change would be effected, to which
we may be pardoned in‘applying the beautiful metaphor of an Oriental
poet, bing a change still more wonderful :—

The glowing sand shall become a pool,
And the thirsty soil bubbling springs.
A.N. A R

——

ON HEARING A YOUNG LADY SING.

On Heav'ns! whence comes that magic sound,
That makes my heart in raptures bound ?
‘Whence flows that sweet mellifluous air,
So apt to soften ev'ry care P—
Now, as the ocean billows roll,
The music-flood moves o’er my soul :
Now, as the dancing moonbeams play,
lswort the wild notes of some wild lay :
ow, as the deluge sweeps the shores,
Down an o’erpow’ring torrent pours:
Now, as the echo of the distant sea,
The last notes, faint and ling’ring, die away.

A mortal sure it cannot be,
Possess'd of so much harmony !—
But some fair spirit of the choir
That sings in Heav’n, come to inspire
The earth-bound hearts of men, and win
Their loves to those who know no sin.
Or if a child of dust as I,—
O happy be, for whom a sigh
Heaves from thy snow-white bosom! He
May live upon thy songs, and be
For ever and for ever thine—
Oh might I hope thou would’st be mine !
For thy enchanting charms,—thy spell
Of heav'nly sorcery might quell
Each panging thought within my breast,—
And thou would’st sing my soul to rest.
AER.
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TIBBIE SHIEL'S CREEL.

Somn of my readers may perhaps remember a certain delectable
%npen—pnrgrun' g to be the first of a series—called Tibbie Shiel's
Creel, and they have, no doubt, often a.nxiouslg looked for another of
those excellent and witty performances. And they should long ere
this have heen gratified, had the large creel containing the 1
not ulfortunatali fallen out of the way. With Tibbie’s permission,
1-had brought the creel and MSS. home to my own house in Mer-
shaum Close, Edinburgh, and safely, as I thought, disposed of it on
the top of an old chest of drawers which once belonged to my aunt
Katie of blessed memory. 8o soon as I had got myself settled, after
my return from my excursion, I began to consider of my intention

ing the MSS. -Butlo! the creel and papers were vanished !
After several days of searchings and enquiries I was obliged to sit
down with my loss. Fortune, however, was not sufficiently cruel to
allow these excellent productions to suffer the fate which other works
of equal merit have undergone, and to eonsi%n them to the dn:;x
mu" which is the only voice of much of Cicero’s eloquence

's .

And T am well assured that not Maio himself—when he discovered
the « De Republici” under the obscure history of an obscure religious
house, (if I remember arigl‘:?—could be more delighted than when I
laid my bands on my beloved creel this very fifth of September, A. D.
1832. As the details of the discovery will, beyond question, be
eagerly sot;ght after by the learned, I shall state them.

Among the sweet pledges of connubial bliss—as the novels say—
with which Mrs. Mershaum has annually for the last fifteen years
presented me, there is one unlucky urchin whose thrice unhappy
name is David. From his childhood he has never spent a day wtti-
out getting into some scrape or other. He used to burst out into the
mng cries, and distort his face as if suffering the most
pain, and then, when he saw every body in bustle and fear

around him, he would burst out into a r{augl:, and mock at the
anxiety he had created. When be was only a month old, he fought
a pitched battle with the kitten, and nearly got his eyes scratched
out. As he grew up, he used to terrify his friends by running along
the ledges of the house-tops and climbing spouts for sparrow nests.
He was continually stealing some farmer’s tumire,—and JSelling his
ducks and chickens. He has different times nearly blown himself up
with gunpowder, and once shot away almost the whole of an old gen-
tleman’s coat tails by carrying a gun which went off only at half cock
—and that only under certain circumstances. He used to his
ets full of mice to school, and get his flogs for putting them down

the necks of the girls. No one was oftener caught shooting potatoe-
ﬁum at the master'’s nose, when the worthy man bad fallen into a
oze, overcome with the heat of the summer afternoon, and the
susurrum of the school boys. “ Rap the Ginger—Ring the Bell” was
bis favourite game o’ nights—and not an apple woman’s stall within
four streets was safe from his machinations. In short he was and is
the most incorrigible of thoughtless urchins. Yet there is something
about the lad which I like. %Vonld any one believe, that I have my-



198 THE CITY CHURCHYARD.

self fl him regularly night after night with my own cane for
six weeks, in order to get him to leave off pla ing at marbles when he
should be getting off his task,—and when, all this being ineffectual, I
spoke a dozen kind words to him, he gave up marbles of his own ac-
cord,—and never touched zaw for many months after.

Well, this unlucky urchin, it appears, had laid his hands on my
inestimable creel, and thinking it would do fine for holding divers pri-
vate matters of his, such as powder, daggers, bullets, old pistols,
ballads, &c. he very quietly carried it off to his own room. The first
thing he heard of it was, tgatl was en at its loss, and of course
he was afraid to say 2 word about it. However, I bappened to be
seeking for a gjgtol in his sanctum this morning, in order to frighten
the sparrows from my little plot of Cobbett corn—and lo! there was
my identical creel ! I have not yet considered of David's punishment.
Possibly I may make him commit every paper I sead you to memory.

Of D. J. Lietch, whose name stands at the head of the following
E)em, I know nothing, except that asking my excellent friend the
ttrick Shepherd about him—he answered—< He's a queer mad
English deevil,—that's fond o’ fishing and auld ballands. He ance
- climbed up the Grey Mare’s tail stark naked,—a mere tempting o
Providence: he's just even down mad.”
Danier. MERsHAUNM.

THE CITY CHURCHYARD.

BY D. J. LIETCH.
FITTE THE FIRST.

A 8INGLE solitary man
Among the city graves

Where, group'd together, peaceful lie

The dust of old nobility
And the ashes of their slaves

So still—they seem to Fancy’s eye
A sea of silent waves !—
An ancient church,—with all its towers

And pinnacles, whose faded splendour
Upon the gazer darkly lowers

n calm and cloudy grandeur!

Beauty and rank, and men whose names
Recall the times of torture, flames

And martyrs’ persecution,
Blended in death, do ful lie
Like children of one family

In strange—but sweet confusion :
For surelby it is beautiful

That thoee estranged in life
Or faithless friends or enemies

In death should end their strife—
And mingle ‘neath the funeral pall
Their hate and fiercer passions all.—
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Anid a scene like this, he stood ~
A melanchg man,— his blood
Thou ut ions in his
Ran noty:&, unblpe::nand rude
Yet sombre thought, in solemna mood,
Amid his musings ran.—
He stood beside the murderers’ grave.
Where the grey and wrinkled stone
Told of a tale too dark to hear
Imag'd a scene almost too drear
For man to gaze upon.

Three sisters, fair and beautiful,
Stood en a pedestal :—
Their murder'd father lay beneath,—
Peaceful be lay, with sculptur'd wreath
And carv'd with bhollow scull—
‘While letters quaint, on the mould’ring wall
‘The dark and ul tale recall :—
How they for love of sordid gold
And man’s unblest embrace  °
Had slain the old man in his sleep!
Anrd then the faithful marble told
How justice met them face to face
‘With vengeance swift and deep—
For on the fatal gallows tree,
Died in their youth these sisters three ! *
And how the mob sent forth a yell
Even in their dying hour—
A sound like a welcoming to hell
f demens dark and terrible !—)
Such was the nameless power
Of that fierce, deep, and swelling cry
‘That cheer'd them to Eternity |—
Oh Christ! these maidens young and fair—
Some demon must have them possess’d
That they, in scorn of womanhood
And all its feelings pure and good,
Should dare that savage deed to do
And in the blood their hands imbrue
" Of the heart that lov'd them best!

Another tomb—a new fill'd grave!
And pure as the May moonlight
The marble rises o’er the bed
Where sleeps the sleep of endless night
A young and pure and lovely maiﬁ—
‘Who ne’er had known or grief or crime—
A perish’d flower, in the young spring time !
Alas! how bright the flaunting day . .
Shines on the turf that wraps her clay !

® This is no fiction—pneither in the tale nor the tomb.
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But who may tell the nameless throng °

Of high and low deﬁlree
That slept these churchyard mounds among
As still as buried memory !
Amid this scene, where nzi{ folly
Ne'er stood with step profane,
But calm and sombre melancholy
For ever holds her reign,
Stalk’d the sad solitary man
And thus his moody musings rag :—
O surely virtue is a pame
And beauty is a dream,
And hate and love, and bliss and woe
But bubbles on life’s stream ;

Upon whose wild impetuous flow
These transient air-bells burst and die
While still the stream doth rush on to eternity!

The meanest reptile, that around
This dank and loamy charnel ground

Doth crawl in the splashing rain,
Howe'er in life our race beneath
Seemeth to equal us in death ;—

Oh! then how false and vain
To pride ourselves on the fleshly form
That rotteth as fast as the slimy worm !
Or cwk of the spirit that never can die

hich the toad may not possess !
For see! together the reptiles lie
In kindred rottenness!
Then why should we precedence claim
O’er that which moulders in death the same?
The intellectual ray, less bright,

Less pure and clear and stro:{,

Hath been pour'd by the Father of mental light

Upon the reptile throng :

Yet still, though dim to the human sense,
"Tis a ray of the same Intelligence.
Around each mould’ring vaulted wall
How many names have faded away !

g‘ grief die,—her funeral .

hould be chaunted beneath oblivion’s pall
Amid those tombstones grey ! .
Where the dead—and the mourner’s words of woe

A sister’s—or husband’s lines of love
That told who slept in peace below
Untrac’d, unknown are mould’ring slow

And the rank grass waving above !

What is the history of the world ?—

The Epitaph of nation’s past!

Each is but a churchyard stone,
That telleth of kingdoms one by one
In the shadows of death o'ercast
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Their pride, and power, and victories all
Shrunk to a.scarce remember’d scrawl !”
—The stranger cast him on the ground
And he prayed for speedy death,
For when he gaz'd on each heaving mound
And Lnew, those mounds beneath,
The beautiful of ages gone
Were mouldering slowly  bone by bone,”—
He felt like one whose heart would burst
With a love which he long had fondly nurs'd
For those who held him in scorn—
And he cast him on the ground to die
Like one of hope forlorn :
How could he think of hope or joy ?
His heart was full of bitter thoughts
And he cast him down to die !—

FITTE THE S8ECOND.

An me! how full of fresh delights
Is the young and leafy Spring !—
Like a thought of the soul, the flowers arise
. In th' dewy evening !
To bathe their spirits serene and bright
In the sacred stream of the evening light.
When the thrush upon the loftiest tree,
Among the bursting buds,
Carves out his curious melody,
Re-echoing round the woods—
Till the Robin upon the castle wall
Responds in strain most musical !
When one by one the modest stars
That shun the noon-day light
Arise, and seem to lie in bliss
On the breast of their mother—Night !
And the shape of the mountain’s proud array
Is sinking—shadowy—slow—away.—
And oh! the impulses young Spring
Doth to the heart of the mourner bring !
It telleth him of the God on high
Of light and life and jofy:
It showeth the sin of the sophistry
Which the atheist doth employ.
And who that impulse strong would give—
That cometh he knows not how—
For all that men have ever writ
To prove that God is true ?
Doth he not feel it in the power—
The eJoquence of the Evening hour ?—
And thus it was with him whose soul
Was writhing in despair :
A vision of bliss came o’er his heart
And breath'd its influence there,
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As the fragrance which the hawthorn flings
Upon the midnight air l—

Beneath an arch, which curiously
The builder had cut in stone,
(It bath stood there for a centu
Yet none of its beauty is gong
A train of blooming boys appear
Now stepping one by one |—
How strange to see those boys come forth
That ancient arch beneath !
And to gaze on their faces of life and mirth,
Amid the haunts of Death !
Three hundred children beautiful
Were in that lovely train,
Oh joy ! to see their gladsome smile,
As they never should ken of pain ;
It seem’d as if happiness and love
Were dwelling on earth again !
(Yet with a mockery of the dead
For these children there to be;
Above the long-forgotten bed,
Where the young and beautiful were laid
Of many a centurie!)
The sun burst out from a sudden cloud,
And a stream of golden light
Play’d all along the lengthened crowd
f that troop of children bright—
The glory ting'd each youthful face
Most beautiful to see! :
Oh ! surely they were cherubim
From the heavenly countree !—
The solitary man arose
From the damp ground where he lay—
He felt the beauty of the sight,
Yet he wist not what to say;
He gently trode across the graves—
e felt as in a dream,
And still he gaz'd on the youthful band
Brgifht in that holy beam :
Till they entered the low and narrow porch
That crown’d the steps to the ancient church.
The iloom had past from his soul—away,
Which death had shadow’d there,
And he felt the hope that never dies,
Ho, ronger than despair |—
Breathe on his heart like a melody
From an angel’s dulcimer !
With bumbled head, and solemn mien,
" He followed the steps of that lovely train.
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LETTERS FROM THE MEDITERRANEAN.
DURING THE YEARS 1820—30--31.

BY AN ASSISTANT-SURGEON IN THE ROYAL NAVY.

[ By way of preliminary we extract the following from the note ac-
companying the communication with which we have been favoured :—
*“ These Letters having never been intended for the public eye, most
of the sentences are characterized by that abruptness and want of con-
nexion, to which an abeent friend must often have recourse, when he
wishes to crowd much into small space, and that, too, in a short time.”
If any apology be requisite, this is amply sufficient.—Ep.]

LETTER L .

® * & * Wg had a quick passage from England to Malta—only
three weeks—but very rough weather until we entered the Mediter-
ranean, and then it was extremely mild—the evenings lovely. Unfor-
tunately we passed Gibraltar rock during the evening, so that I lost
that magnificent sight. Malta Harbour is an agreeable sight ; its mar-
gin, almost all around, is solid rock of free stone, which mnie it appear
extremely neat. Many of the roads are of the same substance, and the
few carts that pass, have worn deep ruts in the rock, where the wheels
run. The climate is very fine—plenty of fruits—oranges, lemons, figs,
grapes, &c. There are no trees in the island, except those cultivated
in indens, which gives it rather a bare appearance. The orange trees
with their golden fruit are beautiful, and form a delightful shade.
We stayed bere a week. I was only twice or thrice a-shore, and one
day went to see a splendid garden—open to all visitors. But it hap-
pened to be a holiday, and the keepers were absent, 80 that I returned
ungratified. The town is fine upon the whole, and the streets like
those in the country are in general very irregular—some of them so
steep as to have a flight of stairs from top to bottom instead of pave-
ment—owing to this, there are very few carriages of any sort, burdens
being transported on horses which are small, but handsome. There
are two or three splendid Roman Catholic Chapels—the pavement,
ceiling and walls inside are lined with marble of different colours cut
in small pieces and put in so neatly as to represent figures of saints, &c.

u would lctndlyl;nlieve it painted if you were not told the coutrary.

here were also immense massy silver candlesticks, with candleg two
or three feet long. We went next to Corfu (Corcyra) one of the
seven islands in the Ionian sea belonging to Britain. A rock is here
shown where Ulysses was shipwreck The town is rather poor, but
the country is lovely from the number of olive groves—myrtles in rich
green beneath the olive trees—with a few solitary cypresses shooting
their tall taper tops here and there above the rest—fine gardens of
apple, pear, and cherry trees. Here [ saw the women twisting the
aucient distaff—the rock was held- under the left arm, the thread
drawn out by the same hand, while the right twists a piece of stick by
which the thread is at the same time twisted and wound up. 1had a
most delightful ride here, with our second Lieutenant and another
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officer, and the interest was much enhanced by little difficulties we
met with, for after finding our way to the top of a very high hill by
a path rugged enough, we wished to descend on the other side, but
after getting down a little, we were put to a stand by precipices ; nor
was it possible to get back. Our horses were very tractable, and al-
lowed us to lead them, and here I am sure the was not 18 inches
wide. Making towards the most sloping points, we found patches of
vineyards about 15 feet broad, barricadoed up with a wall 4 feet, or so
high—a succession of these like stairs would descend a good wa{, un-
til some steep places interrupted them, down these we made our horses
leap—and when interrupted we wandered along the side of the moun-
tain with much labour until we could find a practicable descent, some-
times leaving our horses to reconnoitre the different tracts, for if we went
wrong, getting back was imsossible. Our gallant horses left unsecured,
were yet secure,—never did we find them moved from the spot. From
the extreme slowness of our progress we began to think of sleeping on the
hill-side ; however we got down without any accident, except that, when
going to mount my horse, one of the stirrups was observed torn away
and Iost. In two hours more we reached the town a little past seven
—dusk—s0 that the singular number of the stirrups could not be seen.
We set out at 10 A. a. and were tired enough. In a valley by the
sea side richly ornamented with gardens, we saw 3 tall pillar of reck
about 500 feet high, top about 5 feet square, at the base not more in
groportion. What makes it so striking is that no rocks are around it,

ut the ground is flat. It looks like a tall tower at a distance. We
also saw the ruins of an ancient temple (supposed of Neptune) lately
cleared from the earth, under which it ha:f been buri The stone
is coarse marble. One pillar remains erect,—it stands on a lovely spot
not much elevated above the sea which here forms a bay, and on the op-
posite side of which are highly picturesque woody mountains. With
manY interesting subjects before me, I have written a very uninterest-
ing letter; bat without quiet and retirement, I can neither write nor
study to any satisfaction. ‘

ma———

LETTER II
Malta,* * *

CePHALONIA, the largest of the Ionian islands, is of little note.
Ithaca, besides its classical interest, has a romantic land-locked har-
bour. Its entrance is from the east by a narrow passage running a
considerable way into the heart of the island, and then expanding into
a wide bay which is terminated by 2 lofty mountain. The entrance
also is bounded on each side by a ridge of mountains, which give ita
most sublime and imposing effect. Jnst before it expands, a narrow
creek runs to the south, breaking off from the entrance at right an-

es, and likewise stretches into an extensive bay which is the proper

arbour. The town is a poor-looking place, although it has increased
much of Jate. The former chief town is situated ata distance from
the sea, on the side of a hill, that it might be less exposed to piratical
incursions, which were common in those days ; it is now almost quite
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deserted, and only a few mean houses and innumerable roofless walls ‘
remain to tell that a large and populace city once existed there.

X found here in November a species of crocuses with a red auricula
at the bottom of the cup—hyacinths and some of the daffodil tribe,
but neither in flower—arbute trees with berries resembling straw-
berries, and a large sort of juniper. [ visited the castle of Ulysses, of
which there is scarcely a vestige remaining. It stands on the top of
a hill, and has been built with stones of immense magnitude ; but the
iron band of time has prevailed over its massy strength. The cattle
walk unobstructed over its levelled walls, and vegetation will speedily
cover the few fragments that remain. Ulysses’' cave, where he de-
posited the presents he received from the Phoenicians, is at the head
of the bay, but has lately been destroyed by an English road being
carried quite over its site. Mount Neritos is termed woody by Homer
~—though it certainly cannot now be distinguished by that character,
as there are very few trees on the island.

I visited also Arethusa’s fountain, and an old house called Homer’s
school. In Ulysses’ castle is a subterranean cell in which I found a
few manuscript lines of Romaic (modern Greek) eulogising the heroes
who had fought in the late st e, and Jamenting that another
Homer could never arise to immortalize their heroic deeds. We have
been up the gulf of Patras (Sinus Sardonicus). A narrow strait
leads frem thence into the gulf of Lepanto, (Sinus Frissacus). Morea
castle defends the strait on the north side and Lepanto (Naupactus)
on the south. Their shattered walls and battlements bear melancholy
traces of the ravages of war. The latter place was taken while we
lay at Santa Maura, and I regret very much that we did not see the
siege. In November we sailed for the Archipelago and passed the
Strophades anciently noted for the Harpies and now dreaded for its
numerous rocks—but a light-house has been erected within the last
few months. Obeerved Cerigo (Cythera) still famous for its turtle
doves—Hydra and Zgina. From thence sailed to Paros, in quest of
the Adwiral, but were soon forced by a strong gale to bear up and
take shelter in a bay a few miles’ distance from Cape Colonna, the scene
of Falconer’s shipwreck, and still further remarkable for the ruins of
a temple of Minerva. Sixteen sglendid columns of Parian marble
remain entire, and we had a very distinct view of them from the sea.
It is very pleasant sailing in the Archipelago—for you are just losing
sight of one island when the baze of another is rising in the dim
horizon ; and for the same reason there is never much sea. At Paros
the only stone seems to be a beautiful white marble—as the streets
are all paved (though very badly) with it. The rocks by the sea-side
are intersected with seams of the same, which gives them a pretty
variegated appearance. In some of the highest situations they are
beautifully smoothed and worn into the most fantastic shapes, which
shews that they must once have been under water. The glncxpnl
curiosity in this island is a Venetian battery constructed from the
ruins of an ancient temple, whose magnificent pillars and cornices,
ing from amongst the rough stones of a solid wall, filled up without
mortar, form a very grotesque appearance. Here for the first time I
saw wine-presses, probably similar to those we read of in scripture. A
space is enclosed (about 8 fect square) with a low wall—the floor is

.
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ved with flags sloping to one side, where is an opening to let the
P:ice of the trod.ﬁ:n gorl:peg escape to be received in a ver;l oustside. The
iouses differ from those of the lonian islands in being flat
which is also the case in Asia,. at least in those parts which I visited.
In December there were beautiful little lambkins, jet black, milk
white, and spotted of a variety of colours ;—the flowers here are biue and
pink Anemonies, Stocks, the Polyanthus, the Narcissus, Larkspurs, &e.

Several of our officers made an excursion to the grotto of Anti
and amongst the rest our Surgeon, so that I was obliged to remain on
board and content myself with a piece of the spar as a curiosity. . From
Paros we sailed for Smyrna, passed Naxos, Delos, and Scio, which
last, from its beauty forms an exception to the appearance of the
Isles, and of Greecein general,—apparently very much impoverished
by the ravages of war, both with respect to the bareness of the country
which is naturally beautiful and fertile, and also the wretched appear-
ance of the hovels, and the pallid looks of the inhabitants and the chil-
dren in particular.—I visited Smyrna with much satisfaction, as being
a very ancient city, and having contained one of the seven churches-of
Asia. The country is finely diversified with well wooded hills. Here
you see le of all nations in their various costumes. The Armini-
ans particularly attracted wy attention from their feminine delicacy
and the fairness-of their complexion. The Turkish burying grounds
appear like groves of cypress trees, of which there is one planted at

e head o?:ach ve,—a small stone is also set wp—and, if a
male tepose beneath, a turban is carved on the top, which is paint-
ed yellow if the individual has in the course of his life made
a pilgrimage to Mecca. The Franks have a separate bu:{'i)ng
place without cypress trees. There is nothing particular about
the inosques or bazaars. The camels attracted my attension - from
their novelty, and also from necessity, for the streets are so
narrow, that if you were not careful to draw yourself “l;:eby the
house sides, you would frequently be knocked down as they pass
along with their burdens, all kinds of moveables being transported
on t%e backs of porters, camels, or asses. They are as destitute of
carriages of any description as in the primitive days of the patriarchs.
The figs here are very large and excellent. W?hy a few days at
Vourla where the surgeon got a chameleon, but it lived ounly a few
weeks. From thence we went to Napoli di Romania (Nauplia) which
is the present seat of the Greek government. The castle stands on a
steep high rock inaccessible except on one side.

I was one of a party made by the Captain to ride across the plain
of Argos to Mycen®, once Agamemnon’s royal residence—it now
contains only a few paltry hovels, some of which ave built with bricks
made of clay and choj pelx straw, but not burnt. A large dome under

round built of puddping stone and about 30 feet high is denominated
ﬂg&memnon’s tomb. It was quite covered over until a few years ago
when an entrance was cut down to it—here we found some beautiful
crimson anemonies. On our way back we visited Argos, which is a
pretty large town. On the side of the Castle hill is an ancient theatre
consisting merely of a number of stone seats rising one above another,
in a semicircular form, which would accommodate an immense con-
course of people. The stage is the ground at the foot of the seats.
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We saw a number of schoolboys marching two abreast carrying little
flags, and singing a song of their triumphs over the Turks. They were
divided into companies, and ene of the eldest boys walked at the head
of each. We crossed three rivers smaller than the Blackadder,—one of
them must be the Machus ;—passed the ruins of Tirynthus the fa-
vourite residence of Hercules, and got to Napoli just before the gates
were shut. There is not a single tree on Argos plain, nor all the
country round, though but a few years ago it was covered with olive
groves. From Napoli came to Malta.

——

LETTER I1I.

. Off Algiers, August 6¢h, 1830.
Waen I last wrote you, we were lying in quarantine at Malta, and
were shortly afterwards sent to Algiers with a frigate to bring the
Aduniral word whether the Commedore of the French blockading
squudron persisted in refusing leave to the frigate to wait on our Con-
sul there. Leave was granted, and we agaio sailed with a fair wind
for Sardinia. On the 12th of May, about the dusk of evening, we ar-
rived off Pulmas Bay, where the Admiral awaited our return, but hove
to for day-light to run in. During the night, however, the wind be-
came foul, and increused into a gale, accompanied with oocasional vio-
lent squalls, and thus continued for three days, driving us quite away
from our port. On the fourth morning it blew with redoubled fury,
and towards noon of the same day a sinﬁuhr phenemenon occurred.
"The whole visible heaven became suddenly obscured by a uniforml
dismal yellewish glare oppressive to look at, and shedding a livid yel-
low gleam on every object to which the eye comnld turn. No bright
:rot pointed out :L sun’s place in the heavens, nor was there a single
oud to relieve the unvaried gloom which sat heavily and oppressively
around us. Light was s0 dim that candles were required at dinner.
The appearance forcibly struck me as similar to that described in
books before a volcanic eruption, and the only familiar object to which
I can. compare it is the light proceeding from a dull red fire, behind
some diaphonous substance, as a white paper screen. Shortly after
noon the sky cleared up, and we then found that a considerable quan-
tity of reddish impal duat had fallen on the yards and sails. The
same phenomenon occurred at Malta, and, as we afterwards understood,
the terrified inhabitants ran about praying to their tutelar saints, and
all the bells were set a ri ’ni. From public prints I see an eruption
of Etna happened on tb:?(it May destroying five villages. This is
probubl{ a mistake, as that which I have related to you occurred on
the 15th, and the fall of ashes must have been p ed by the erup-
tion. We got into the bay on the following evening, but were again
despatched before day-light, to observe the progress of the French ex-
pedition at Algiers where it was daily expected. On our arrival we
communicated without anchoring, and brought out the sad news to
the French Commodore, that half the crews of two brigs of his squad.
ron who had gone ashore had been butchered by the Arabs, and the
rest carried prisoners to Algiers. We returned to Malta with the
news, where we arrived on the 28th May, and found strawberries,
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cherries, green pease and potatoes already in abundance. Having
victualled we again put to ses, and anchored for the first time in the
bay of Algiers, two miles distant from the town. The bay is of a semi.-
circular form, and ten miles broad at the widest part. The view from
it is limited, but truly delightful, the ground rising almost from the
water's edge with a gentle elevation until it forms a ridge of highly
cultivated pleasant little hills which follow the sweep of the bay. These
are intersected by numerous glens or dells covered with a thick copse
of bush and shrub, and the beauty of the whole is crowned by the num-
berless snow-white villas peeping forth from green groves in which
may be seen the tall Palm or the graceful Cypress proudly peering
- above the humbler trees. Most of these mansions have annexed to
them cool shady walks under arcades of the luxuriant vine, trained
from the ground up a long arched trellis supported by marble pillars.
Considerably inland is seen a branch of the Atlas Mountain, rearing
their rugged summits far above the clouds, while midwa{lup they are
enveloped in a light blue mist. As you may suppose, all were eager
to visit the Town so long notorious for its piracies, and which Probably
soon might be spoken of as having once existed. It is of a triangular
form, situate on the side of a hill, the cupola of the Dey’s Palace form-
ing the highest part of the town. The houses are low, generally of
two stories, all white washed, with flat roofs, and small grated win-
dows. The streets are so narrow that the balconies which project from
the upper story actually meet in many places, and so exclude the burn-
ing.rays of the sun, for which they are in many instances intended.
The population consists of Arabs—the most numerous race—Turks
and Jews. The men are swarthy. * * *

The women seem rather diminutive. Their face is covered by two
white screens which meet in front in such a manner that nothing but
two dark shining orbs down the slant of a—nobody knows what—can
be seen. If the eyebrows which are painted black are allowed to ap-
pear, you may at once pronounce the lady of a questionable age. The
all wear shoes but no stockin white manteau covers the head an
shoulders, and sometimes under this is placed a white cone about six-
teen inches high and three broad at the base. One day 1 was some-
what amused with what was called an Algerine carriage. This
was neither more nor less than an ass bearing a richly caparisoned
deep square-sided basket and hung with curtains. The peak of the
cone described, projecting from the rest, unravelled the mystery and
told me a lady was the cargo. As the French armament was now
seen from the heights above the town, we returned to our vessel,
leaving the inhabitants, all of them in excellent spirits. Their har-
vest had been long over, and, like the Chinese, they seemed quite lost
in contemplating their own strength and prowess, declaring they
would not prevent the French from landing, else they would not
get a slap at them. Next morning we weighed to go out of the bay,
as the Algerine gun-boats were hauling out, the hostile fleet bearing
down apparently towards the town. * men of war in a long line,
followed by 300 or 400 transports, formed a most magnificent sight.
They passed us and bore off to a bay 16 miles west from the town

¢ The numbers here are illegible in the MS. and we have no means of correotly
ascertaining them.
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where they disembarked withoutopposition. We went therealso to cruise,:
that we might have an opportunity of viewing their skirmishes, but
as these always took place early in the morning before we could get
near the shore—prudence ring us always to run out to sea. at
night—we saw but little of their manceuvering. When they had ad.
vanced pretty close to the town we returned to the bay there, and
standing in pretty close, with very little wind, were somewhat sur-
prised one afternoon to see a shot, fired at us from the Algerine bat.
teries, fall within a few yards of our vessel ; and though we immediately
wore round and stood out, a dozen more followed in quick succession.
Two nights after, about sunset, being out of shot range, we observed
a number of gun-boats stealing out from the mole along shore in a
rather suspicious manver, so that we deemed it prudent to keep out-
side the bay during night ever after. We had various conjectures

ing their hostile appearances. Perhaps it might be done with-
out the Dey’s orders, as he had been very friendly before, having sent
us a present of bullocks, &c.

On the 3d July the French fleet hauled close in shore, and salated
the batteries with a broadside, each vessel firing as it passed in suc.
cession. We were close behind, and had an excellent view of this spi-
rit_stirring ecene, for it was indeed a gallant sight to behold, as uncon-
cerned spectators, the lightning flash, and hear the thunder peal from
the cannons’ iron throat, and to see the clouds of smoke, sometimes con-
cealing, and sometimes revealing to partial view, the stately vessel
towering forth in majestic pride from her wreathy envelopement.
Veee:ly little damage was done on either side, owing to the distance ; in-
deed this bit of manceuvre was only intended as an exercise for the
ships, and in the mean time preparations for an attack were being ac-
tively carried on by land. Nl;xt morning the troops opened their bat-
teries on Fort Emperor, which is situated on an eminence above the
town. After a few hours’ smart firing it was silenced, and blown up

the Turks themselves, who retired with the intention of involving
the besiegers, whom they imagined would immediately enter after their
evacuation. Fortunatery for the French, however, the train was pre-
matti:edly ignited, and the intended destruction of their troops thereby
avoided.

As this fort commanded the town, the Dey surrendered on the fol-
lowing morning, and according to his own wishes was sent to Naples
in a French vessel, having firat requested to go to Malta, which was
refused him. He also wished our vessel to accompany and see him
safely landed at Naples, but as duty required us elsewhere, and probably
there existed s feeling on the part of the CaEtain that the French
would not like our convoy, this was refused him also. Most of the
Turks have gone to Smyrna and Constantinople. Those who remain
seem quite crest.fallen and dejected ; the dark rolling eye, the lower-
ing brow, and the universal sullen gloom depicted on their countenan-
ces, indicate a spirit writhing and storming with a mixture of regret
for goré past, and indignation at the galling idea of being enthralled
by the Christian Dogs—their hated conquerors. Two days after the
surrender of the town I ventured into the country beyond the heights
which had hitherto bounded my view. But I doubt that I shall
scarcely be able to give you any idea of what there so muc!;del:ghted

YOL. II. D
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me. The views are not very extensive, but the nearer, the sweeter
they are, and a new scene arises, every fifty yards, before you. Figure
to yourself a vast amphitheatre surrounded by two pretty larfe hills,
whose sloping sides are adorned with groves and cultivated fields, and
which, converging at each extremity of the thus sequestered vale, leave
merely a narrow defile for the of a brook. Conceive nume-
rous little hills and verdant knolls risiog on the bosom of this vale
clothed in the richest profusion of varied greenery and murmuring
rills, protected by a thi& shrubbery from the m&ng sun,—and by
an effort of the imagination you may thus possibly conceive something
resembling the scenery which I would describe to you. As you wan-
der up the course of these little streams you feel the air around you
refreshingly cool, while the rose with a luxuriance unknown in less
ial climes, the honeysuckle and a sort of fragrant jessamine en-
twining themselves among the branches of an elm or a mulberry tree,
form numerous arbours, which wooingly invite the enraptured travel-
ler to repose under their shade. Surely, thought I, contemplating this
scene, if, as has been said, the calm beauties of maturé arising from a
mwild climate, a clear serene heaven, a luxuriant moil, exhibiting the
emblems of virtue and peace, tranquillize the mind, and excite a taste
for the arts and sciences, ennoble and elevate the soul from grovelling
pursuits to the cultivation of the sublimer virtues and kindlier feelings
of the heart, what might be the state of this ha:py people |—But, alas!
the spirit of man here is bound in * despot chaios”"—the grossest ig-
norance and fanaticism prevail, lethargic indifference, or apathy, to
instruction (mental of course) has spread by its unhallowed rays a
hlighting deadly influence over the powers of the human mind, so that
little if any thing better than the brutes, it remains unmoved by al-
most any stimuli, but those of malice aud revenge.—But I must now
as I have other letters to write, and be ready before the bag is
made up. ‘

LETTER 1IV.

Marseilles, 35th September, 1831.

EanLY on the 2d of Sertember I was awakened by one of the boys
brigfing me your letter of the 2d June, which had at leagth returned
to Malta from its peregrination-in the Archipelago. We had just ar-
rived from cruising off the volcanic island (named Graham Island)
which.has lately arisen off the coast of Sicily, and where we had been
stationed for the pu of warning vessels, which might be passing
that way at night, of its existence—the rumbling noise and terrible
eruptions which served as a beacon to navigators having entirely sub-
sided shortly after its appearance. When we first saw the island,
about the latter end of July, it presented a most interesting spectacle,
two little block hills parallel to each other, connected at their extre.
mities by low narrow necks of land, forming the whole about a mile in
circumference. When we first visited, however, there was a breach
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in the 8. W. neck, which allowed free communication between the sea
and the crater, owu};{ing the centre of the island. From its columne
of steam blended with ashes, cinders and stones were perpetually be.
ing ejected at about a minute of interval, to the height of 200 feet.
It continued thus for an hour or so, when the eruptions began to be
more violeut, to rise higher and quicker in succession. But I must
try to give you some idea of the appearance. Perhaps you may have
seen 2 cypress tree, which grows in form of a cone, of almost mathe-
matical exactness. Figure to yourself a grove of cypress treea.
When seen from a little distance they will seem blended in one dark
mass below, while their neatly tapering tops, admitting the light be-
tween them, will appear distinct and well defined. Fancy, then, a grove
of steam and vapoury trees mantled to their summits with a jet black
robe of ashes speokg with red hot stones, which in the day-time were
of somewhat a whitish appearance, like stars in the twilight. Fancy
it shooting up into the heavens with so swift, smooth, so graceful and
straight a motion, till having exhausted its strength, the tapering
summits bend earthward with an elegant horizontal curve. The cypress
form is now lost, and the black veil drops swiftly and gracefully to
earth, disclosing to view a pillar of conglomerated fleecy wreaths of
vapour of the purest snowy whiteness. This, in the space of halfa
minute. is fanned away by the breeze, to be replaced by a similar dis-
play. This sight had in it something extremely beautiful, and indeed
every oue of us seemed delighted. But when the more violent erup-
tions commenced, the handsome symmetry of form and regularity of
succession was done away, and a growling rumbling noise now mut.
tered its thunder. The eruptions increased in height, and also in the
rapidity of succession, and were surrounded by the dark ebony pall
which rarely bad fallen to the ground, when another arose in its place
60 that the delicate snow-white wreaths did not present that lovely
:zrearanee which they did in the former, but the sight was inconceir.
y more grand and imposing, and the feeling of beauty and symme-
try was exchanged for that of majesty and sublimity. Lightnings
were seen darting between the top of the column and the crater.
Thunder followed, nothing different from that on ordinary occasions,
except in not being so loud, or the peals so lengthened—it was now at
the very acme of its fury,—all stood silent, lost in wonder at the awful
and stupendous magnificence of the scene. The dense vapour, which
the wind could not drive away fast enough, settled down and enveloped
the whole island, while a tall column was again seen shooting from the
centre upwards of 2000 feet high, and the lighter vapour rising far
above this to the very heavens. It reminded me of what Sinai might
have appeared to the Israclites when the law was uttered to them
from amid clouds and thunder, or when the pillar of cloud guided them
by day, and the pillar of fire by night. The ashes and stones shot up
from the volcano appeared red hot by night. The violent eruptions
might vecur every‘gour and a half, and last a third of that time, when
the less violent ones followed. During one of these moderate intervals,
the Captain, along with some others, attempted to land, and bad actu.
ally got within half a dozen yards of the beach, when all on a sudden
they were covered by clouds of ashes and smoke, accompanied by a vol-
ley of cinders discharged from the crater. They suffered nothing how-
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ever, but a thorough blackening, and a risk of upsetting the boat frem
the alarm of the crew. We had all an opportunity of going ashore
afterwards, The ground is quite firm to walk upon, the ashes and
cinders being cousolidated. The crater isa large funnel-shaped basin,
its longest diameter is 90 feet, and about a third full of boiling salt
water of a brownish yellow colour, from which a wreath of steam is perpe-
tually rising. There is also an unpleasant, but not suffocating vapour,
I went down the side of the basin to the crater easily enough, but must
confess that some considerable difficulty occurred in getting up again.
For though the ascent was not steep, yet there was mothing to lay
hold of, and having thrown my shoes up before me, thinking that b
8o doing I should be better enabled to scramble upon my hands an
feet, which it was necessary to do, and to dig them into the ashes
which continually slid from below me. I did not know that the ashes
were 50 hot as I found them to be, before throwing up my shoes, but
really I paid for my folly. My hands and feet were so much burned,
that on some places the skin came off, in others it rose in blisters;
bating this, no other misfortune occurred, and after a few unsuccesaful
attempts I got to the top.

We visited Smyrna in April, when the fields and woods looked
beautifully green ; the gardens were exceedingly beautiful, and as you
walked through them, the orange tree (which was in flower) in par.
ticular sent forth a sweet perfume, and when the land breese set.in at
even, its fragrant odours were wafted to us on board. I had only one
long walk into the country, which was to the top of a neighbouring
mountain. From its summit I had a commandiug view of the rich plain,
at the extremity of which Smyrna is situate, with all its gardens,
woods, vineyards, and smiling snow-white villages scattered over its
surface. It is completely shut in on three sides by mountains, like
the arena of an ampbitheatre, and by the seaon the fourth. As I was
walking o:dp the mountain side a wolf started up from among some
brushwood, but he trotted quietly away. I saw a number of eagles
hovering on the top—these were the first I had seen in a wild state.
On my return from this excursion I entered a small village, walked
into a coffee-house, and asked for wine, but could not make the good
Mussulman landlord comprehend my request, and fortunately per-
haps, for wine is strictly forbidden by the Koran, and it might have
been construed into an insult. I got some coffee however, but without
milk or sugar, for they use neither; to make amends for this I was
entertained with the cheerful song of a swallow perched on a peg in
the wall, over against a nest there, in which his mate was -
ing. It was a pleasing sight to see him flying out and in, without
the slightest fear of offence from the two-le beings whe were
smoking within and without the door, or, stretched at length, were list-
lessly dosing away the time. The Turks, I believe, view this bird with
a sort of superstitious feeling. They look with the same favourable
eye on the crane which nestles on the minarets of their mosques, and
is remarkably tame. The principal road from the town is said to be
an old Roman causeway, which is likely enough, as a pavement of |
gtones must last a long time where there are no carriages to break it
up. There are now several wide breaches in it, without any attempt
to repair them. It is rather gn interesting sight to see a long line of
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camels marching along with slow and solemn steps, and all their bells
tinkling ; these are suspended from their neck to encourage them.
The plague made its appearance, and a few died. All the ships of
war—American, Austrian, French, and British—immediately stopped
communication with the town, and even with one another. It was odd
enough to see the boats of the different vessels pull along-side each
other to Jearn the news, and lying off on their oars, as if infection
were sure to seise them, if they but touched the vessel. We, how.
ever, were shortly after sent to Nalgoli di Romania, and from thence
to Athens; we anchored in the Pirsus, and next day rode to the
city, distant about five miles from the harbour. Our way lay over an
extensive plain, mostly covered with a thin olive wood ; strong corn
w every where among the trees. The town is but a wretched
ooki:gmrlwe, and ill corresponds with its splendid name. It is still
surrounded by a wall, but of little strength, and the buildings do not
nearly occupy the whole of the enclosed space. A broad belt round
the walls (inside) is in cultivation, except on the E. and N. E. where
the Acropolis Rock rises abruptly from a plain close to the city, some-
what like Edinburgh Castle, but not quite so high nor so steep, though
the road that leads up to it is more so. On its summit, within the for-
tifications, is the famous Parthenon, and two or three other small tem-
ples, one of which was pointed out to me as being the temple of
Aristides. Of the Parthenon many large columns of whitest marble
still remain, but surrounded by great heaps of stones and rubbish. The
building, I su , was tolerably entire before the late struggle for in-
dependence. It had been converted into a magasine, and suffered ac-
cordingly. Hard by one of the gates, and just within the wall, stands
the temple of Theseus, having its form still entire; which, with the
roof which is flat, is a portico supported by marble pillars. On the
wall of the main body there is sculptured a scene which appears to be -
the battle of the Centaurs with the Lhpithe; the windows and door
are looeely built up. - In the heart of the city is the temple of Zolus,
a neat octagonal building having on each side, in bass-relief, a character-
istic figure of the wind it faces. Not far from this stands the lantern of
Demosthenes, a little round tower about twelve feet higb. Outside the
walls is, or rather was, the temple of Jupiter—not a bit of wall or ves-
ﬁft of ruin remains save 16 tall fluted columns which rise majestic-
ally to the height of 60 feet ; 12 of these stand in aline and the other
four apart by themselves. The height of these columns, the elegance
of the workmanship and beauty of the marble excited higher feelings
of admiration within me than those I had any where experienced.
The other temples I had viewed rather with an interest arising from
their name, their antiquity and their beinithe works of a people fam-
ous for their literature and their skill in the arts and sciences, while
the world as yet slumbered in the darkness of barbarism.  The Parthe-
non, even with its multitude of pillars, did not strike me much, but this
arose perhaps from the hasty view which I took of it. Being pressed
for time I could trace no order or proportion amid the heaps of rubbish
which lay in great abundance around them. The houses of the city
are wretched buildings, and many of them in ruins, especially near the
Acropolis where entire streets have sunk in decay, and you can often
Cross over into an adjoining street, by riding over fallen walls with only
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a emall risk. There are several Greek churches, but none of them
any way remarkable for their architecture. The walls inside are cov-
ered with figures of saints and apostles rudely painted, many of them
defaced about the head which may probably have been done by the
Turks. This church, I believe, makes use of pictures in worship as the
Roman Catholics do images—we were only one day in Athens, we re-
turned to the harbour at night, and weighed for Corinth next morn-
ing. This was the pleasantest voyage 1 ever enjoyed ; there was just
sufficient wind to keep the sails full, and the water was smooth and
shining. Our course lay through a narrow winding channel between
Salamis and the main ; new and varied scenery—a great desideratum
in ordinary sailing—were continually rising up to view. On the con-
tinental shore we saw Eleusis, now but a name and a group of miser-
able huts ;—someway farther is Megara a city of roofless walls, fit
dwelling for owls and bats.—I may mention I was particularly struck
with the number of birds of prey almost every where in Greece.
Even in Minerva's favourite city, hawks and owls may be seen poun-
cing on their prey on the houses, and indeed in every direction. The
thinness of the population, the great number of decayed temples and
tenantless dwellings render it in every respect a fit habitation for such
dreary occupants, and of course their increase has been prodigious.
We got to the head of the gulf on the same day we set eail, and on
the following journeyed to Corinth. The town is situated on the Pe-
loponnesian side of the Isthmus, almost on the shore of the gulf of
Lepanto, but five or seven miles from the gulf bearing its own name.
The narrowest part of the Isthmus does mot appear to be less than
three miles broad. The Acrocerinthus is situated on the summit of
a high conical mountain isolated from the neighbouring hills from its
natural strength. The fortifications are quite neglected, and the few

ieces of cannon seem as if they would be more formidable to the

efenders than the assailants. The once splendid and stately Corinth
is now in ruins, and almost hateful to look at. Her sumptuous halls,
and her temples, and her palaces, adorned by the richness and gaiety of
her luxuriant and lively capital, have now mouldered into dust, and
a few paltry habitable honses have succeeded in their place. The
town may contain a population equal to half that in your village (about
two hundred individualg). I found this conjecture on the fact of hav-
inf myself seen the whole swarm assemble with great alacrity to be-
hold a woman broomsticking a man. I happened to be riding out of
town when this piece of man@uvre took place, and of course al::sped to
see the fun. Some laid hold of the man, and the mass of bodies in-
terposing kept off the virago. No one laid hold of her, whether from
a sense of gallantry to the fair sex, or from fear, I presume mnot to
determine, but certes she brandished her staff most threateningly.
Evynnis herself could not bave disdained her as a representative—
only where snakes.should have raised their heads, dirty loose hair
floated on the wind. I Jeft before the conclusion of the scene, but
not without recompense for the time I had thus spent, and returned
to our vessel. You want a description of the mode of life in ship. I
could as readily think of packing up the Brig, inmates and all her
paraphernalia into my chest, asattempt describing that. It won’tdo;
that must be by a pleasant fire side, when evils may be remembered
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and laughed at, and not felt. But as a text for dreaming upon, take
the following—some French ladies (we are just now at Marseilles re-
collect) have been visiting us with straw vessels pitched upon their
heads, and for which our berth, that contains eiﬁht persons, would be
but a sufliciently roomy hat box, after half an hour's work of a car-
penter to enlarge the door way for their admittance..

——

LINES
Supposed to be spoken by Peden, on his first visit to Cameron's grave.

O wHAT is pleasure now to me?

A bubble on a stormy sea,

Since Richard Cameron’s far frae me.
O to be wi’ Ritchie!

I lov'd thee, Ritchie, aye the best,—
But now the flower waves on thy breast,—

Thou wast 0o’ men the loveliest !
O to be wi’ Ritchie!

Whene'er I think upon my loss,

A'neath the cludy lift seems dross,

Aad fain 1 wonl({ auld Jordan cross,
* Just to be wi’ Ritchie.

This warld a fairy spot may seem,
Yon' vallies stretch’d its hills between ;
Eut what'sita’? a lying dream-—
Match’d wy’ the joys o’ Ritchie.

I've made wi’ thee the moss my bed,

The spreading tree was a’ our shed,

But now, O Ritchie, thou art degd,—
O to be wi’ Ritchie!

Unshaded from the mountain air,

Long nights I've spent wi’ thee in pray'r,

And aye ‘twas hame if thou wert there,—
O to be wi’ Ritchie!

But now where brushwood’s overgrown,

I wander wild, and all alone;

My seat’s the cold, cold mountain stone,—
O to be wi’ Ritchie!

No more in Ritchie’s talk I find

A soothing med’cine for,the mind ;

He's gone ! he’s gone, who once was kind !
O to be wi’ Ritchie!
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When on the mountain sides I ly,

My temples bared to the sky,

I think on thee and often sigh—
O to be wi’ Ritchie!

For now, when night descends with shewers,
And brings her still protracted hours,
My friends are but the forest flowers.

O to be wi’ Ritchie!

There hangs a storm on Scotland’s brow,
That these proud hills ken nought o' now ;
"T'will gar the rankest verdure bow,

That drank the bluid o’ Ritchie.

Auld Sandy too, among the rest,

Shall feel its pressure on his breast,

When Richard Cameron’s-at his rest.
O to be wi’ Ritchie !

In dens on some sequester’d dell,
‘Where: blooms unseen the heather-bell,
Auld Sandy then maun cour himsel,
Nor look nor word free Ritchie.

O could I think thy spirit free
Wad bend frae heaven and pity me,

It wad ae blink o’ comfort gie

To one wha lov’d thee, Ritchie.

But hush, my soul! for I may see *

The trace o’ ane on brake and lea,

‘Wha should mak mair than mends ti’ me,
For loss o’ &’ an’ Ritchie.

Yet here man on his promise leans,
Like drooping willow over streams,—
The best o’ us are shaking things,

Till we be &’ like %itchie.

Yes! yonder where he walks on high,

The tear is wip'd from ever{:;re,

And Sandy there no more shall cry—
O to be wi’ Ritchie!

For with the Lamb that once was slain
Shall walk in white the martyr'd train,
And never, never more com

O to be wi’ Ritchie!
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A SCENE IN HUTTON.

BY DAVID WHITE.

© Irisin «sweet, merry, frieking childhood,” that those remarkable
impressions are received, which influence the pleasures and pursuits
of more advanced years. The little innocent friendships, which we
then form, and the sentiments, vulgar or sublime, which we imbibe
from those around us, remain indelibly stamped upon our hearts
through the various scenes and vicissitudes of life. Now, it was
during these tender years, that my ian’s strange and interesting
descriptions of his native country, Scotland, made so marvellous an
im.]ression on my mind, that I resolved, at a more mature age, to
make a pilgrimage to that land which was so brightly hallowed by the
enchanting strains of poesy and the immortal deeds of the “ brave
and the daring.” Accordingly, when I had finished an academical
education, I took farewell of my parental hearth, and wy lovely fair
bne, Maria, and hastened with a buoyant spirit to the residence of
my maternal uncle in the bighlands of Scotland. In visiting the
scenery of the wild and romantic mountains of Caledonia, and those
famed and haunted spots where the sons of freedom had fought and
bled and conquered, it is impossible to describe the admiration, the joy,
and enthusiasm of my youthful heart. Every day and month and year,
I became more and more attached to the ““land of the mountain and
the flood,”—and, indeed, so much so, that I to cast in my mind
how I could conquer the reluctance of my relations to a resolution
of becoming a naturalized son of Scotia. This fond desire was soon
and unexpectedly gratified. My uncle, under whose roof I had Yoa-
ed six happy years, was suddenly deprived of existence by apoplexy,
and left me the sole heir of his beautiful estate. Shertl r this
melancholy occurrence, and after I had shed a thousand tears of—
“ joy” for the loss of so kind a relation, I resolved to visit once more
the sweet sunny hearth of my childhood—for be it remembered, that,
in all my wanderings, Home with its irresistible attractions was never
forgotten. Often, and with transport, I had written an account of
my adventures to my parents and my beloved Maria, and every token
or expression of regard from the latter, never failed of calling up a
thousand pleasant and endearing associations. Distance and time had
not impaired the strength of my affection—I felt in the midst of every
enjoyment one dear solitary chord of my beart remain untuned—her
Presence only was awanting to complete the fairy charm of my hap-
piness. I determined, therefore, to revisit my native village, and seal
the consummation of my felicity, by being united to the angel of m
heart. Accordingly, ager having given mstructions to my ste
to have every thing in readiness for the reception of his future mis-
tress, and after assuring my many friends and acquaintances, that, on
some early day, I should surprise them, by introducing into their com-
rny the * bonniest bride that ever moved on Scottish ground,” I
astened to Berwickshire to bid a short adieu to a beloved old crony
previous to my departure for England. While passing through the
village of Hutton, which was not far from his mansion, 1 n2s informed
VOL. II E
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that he had lately de for the Lammermoers to enjoy the sport
of grouse shooting—dor it was the month of September—and was not
expected to return before the termination of the sporting seasom.
This grieved me much, for 3s.eyepipg had approached, and the thick
brooding clouds and gloomy atmosphere portended a storm, I knew
the inconveniency of p iog on- my unz.- Hewever,” making
enquiry if accommodations could be found, in the village, I was con.
ducted te a dirty, little bovel of an inn, tenanted by a bustling, busy
asud loquacions old personage—ycleped Guery MiToHELL, who after
& great. many interrogations, seruples, and excuses, granted me, at
Jength, permission to nestls, for one night at least, under his humble
shieling. Houses of entertainment in ceuntry places, some sixty ot
seventy ggua,agp, presented no attractions to allure the wearied tra,
veller. They common]y consisted of a bat-an-ben, and, perhaps, a
gsrret room or 80, and these plways.so indifferently furnished, thas
they seldom contained so much.as & bed or a chair, sufficient to afford
that ease and security, which the aching bhead or the gouty extremi.
ties demand. Hutton inn was rather an exception. I was ushered
into au apartment which mine hostess denominated the kitchen, whers
I remained till I had en of the gude cheer of the house; and
upon expressing a wish to retive to my chamber, the officious, kind
landlard started to his feet, snatched hald of a newly trimmed lamp,
and, in g very polite manner, desired me to follow him. Makiog my
nd{rwith some difficulty up an almost parpendicular stair, and along
a dark, narrow passage, I appraached the .entrance of .a. y but
spacious apartment, which was partially lighted by a window whose

tered panes were clumsily patched up with fragments of cloth
and paper, and which commanded a fine view of the village aud the
adjacent country. Mine host, observing my surprise and momentary
{lisinclimtion to proceed further, hurried to the window, and thrust.
ing ont these impediments to the entrance of light, gave me a satis-
factory view of the whole of the interior of the garret room. It con-
&nin«{ a clean and comfortable bed, a table, and two or three time.
worn avd old-fashioned chairs. Yet, if the cobwebed apartment was
disagreeable in aught, it was more than counterpoised by the unweari.
ed attention and gond-natured simplicity of the landlord, who, aa soen
as I was seated, entertained me, above an hour, with an interesting
relation of every event which had occurred during Ais day in the vil-
lage and its neighbourhood. Shortly afterwards, he retired, and left
me alone to my solitary musings. During our conversation, the
storm had ponmd farth its fu:{, and the rain fallen in terrents: but
84 the evening advanced, the sky becawe pure and serene, and the
pciospn_ect which I had of the landscape before me, was beautiful and

eering.

I wuguitting at my room window listeniag to the soothing song of
the blackbird, when I heard the trgmplinqof horses at a distance,
snd beheld, in a few minutes, a carriage drive up to the door of the
inn. The postilion, a well-dressed and respectable looking person,
bad no sooner dismounted, and halloced most lustily for the attend.
ance of the landlord, than he hurried to the door of the carriage, and
assisted a gentleman of the appearance of a military man of rank to
slight. His figure, which was above the middle size, was rather elu.
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geat and preptuseesing, and his conntenance, correspornding with bis

geveral ; was imteresting and ex ive. He was dreesed
m the Jm Colonel, vmwo.u8 his breast a splendid medil of
gold, aud & swerd of very superior hang dangling at bid side.

He might be between the term of thirty and forty years.

As 2008 a8 the landlord, half dressed und in his night cap, appear:
ed, the gentleman, in a polite manner, expressed his regret at having
boen nesessitated to intrude upon him so untimely ; and informed him,
that his lady, who had been affiicted for some time past with a lin-
gering distemper, had become suddenly and unexpectedly worse ; that
they, therefore, had been compelled to discontinue tbeir journey, and
Dasten to the vilage with expectations of finding accommodations ‘in
the ina till such tiwe as her convalescence should enable them to de-
part. The landlord, well aware that his little humble dwelling con-
tained 20 apartments fit for the accommodation of people of drstinc-
tion——especially a lady in distress—and that the only one, which
might asseme the desi jon of a comfortable chamber, had been pre-
viowsly nged, pointed out to the gentleman the impossibility of
gnatifying his expectations or desire, and advised him to proceed on-
wards to & small village in the neighbourhood, where he should find
thoee conveniencies which the distreseed unquestionably required, and
of which his ohecure and lowly shieling was so obviously destitute.
“ Believe me, friend,” said the gentleman in an estreating tome,
“that we shall be happy, in our present circumstances, to accept of
such accommodations as you have for the nz;i(fht." The landiord re.
maived silent. “I can assure you,” rejoined the genteman, “that
I am most selicitous to obtain some shelter—however mean—imme.
diately, for were ially at so late an hour, to proceed further,
we should assuredly ger the life of my distressed lady. Mine
host, however, unmoved by the icating manner of the gentleman,
sod bis affecting relation of ber ladyship’s distress, persisted in his
former declaration, and surveying his petitioner with & wild and scru-
tinising gase, exclaimed * it is impossible, sir, it is im ble,” and
tarning round briskly on his heel, began to move off. Kxpressions of
distress weie now beard to issue out of the carri e gentleman
hurried thither, and continued, for some time, ing in a subdued
tome to his unhappy sufferer. When he had returned, I could ‘;l'-.
ceive that a material change had taken place in the tone of his feel-
ings, for instead of the serenity which formerly shled upon his coun.
tenance, the expressions of offended pride and determimation were
marked in every feature. “ Unsympathizing clown ! eaid he empha-
tically, and his baod fell instinctively upon his sword, ~think not
that such inhumanity shall always go unpunished. In distress, I
have appealed to your feelings, as to those of a christian and a man,
snd bave found thee void of cm-zhetter sensation, and 1 shall—
mark me—I shall use thee as such.

Being exceedingly interested in the issue of the gentleman’s solici-
tations, and y affected by the frequent bursts of lamentation
which proceeded from the nnlug)y lady, I beckoned the landlord to
I‘ presence, snd informed him of my desire to resign the apartment,

ich I bad engaged for the night, to the service of the wnfortunate
strangers. ‘The poor trembler, who was aow mightily awed by the detere
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mined wanner of the gentleman, felt truly overjoyed at this, and im-
mediately hastening ﬁ, assured him with a thousand ien,
that be was at liberty to examine the interior of his ing,
and take possession of whatever apartment he should consider the
most convenient and comfortable. Accordingly the gentlemas took
a hasty survey of the room, from which 1 had previously disap-
‘peared, and expressed himself satisfied.—Her ladyship was now assist.
ed out of the carriage, and, as she entered the inn leaning upon the
arm of her husband, I had a momentary glimpse of her person and
‘her countenance, The former was without exception the most lovely
I had ever seen, and the latter the very picture of melancholy and
despair. Every feature, so deeply imprinted with the shades ofy grief,
expressed a heart pining away with some secret and blighting sorrow.
A few lingering rays of beauty could be traced upon her face and
well-formed forehead, over which hung in graceful, though apparent
much neglected ringlets, her bright auburn hair.. Her eyes, whiez
were a rich brownish hazel, sparkled through the half-formed tear
with a beanty more than earthly—sweet and bright and eloquent.
Her figure was tall and elegant, and she had apparently reached her
twentieth year. She was attended by an elderly woman who, as I af-
terwards learned, had been the nurse of her husband.

After they had taken possession of the room, the gentleman drew
the landlord apart, and in(l‘uired of him in a low and hesitating tone,
if any individuals besides himself and his family were to sleep in the
.ion during the night. Mine host, who had formed no very favour.
able estimation of his guest'’s good-nature, and maturally reflecting
that such an enquiry proceeded from the apprehension oty being dis-
tarbed during their slumbers, answered in tie negative.

After the Inpse of an hour, when it was considered that the unfor-
tunate travellers had forgotten their sorrows in I was shewn
into a small chamber, separated from the one in which they slept by
a thin partition only, so that I beard distinctly the wail of distress
emanating from the lovely stranger, and indicating the deep and dis-
consolate anguish of her dep spirit. I became most indescribably
affected. I found myself more than ordinarily interested in the fate
of the lady, and the passing glimpse, which I had of her melancholy
aad lovely appearance, flung around my heart a strangeness of sensa-
tion inferior only to the throbbings of despair. Methought that I
could learn from some expressions, which [ overheard, that there existed
a certain harshness of manner in the husband towards his wife, and a
want of conjugal affection, confidence and endearment on the part of
both. I trembled with apprehension. I retired to bed, but the image
of the unhappy wom er extreme youth—her loveliness—the cause
of her grief, and many other associations of the evening pressed too
intensely upon my mind and imagination, to grant me the indu
of sweet repose. However, as midnight approsched, ber and
piercing plaint began to die gradually away, and as I listened long
and anxiously, to catch the loss distinct expressions of her veice, I san
unconsciously into a sort of unearthly slumber.

How long I slept I know not, but the duration seemed an eternity
»—its moments were those of avguish and of horror—I felt my spirit
sigkep—my brain grew feverish—the circulation of my life’s be-
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in to Janguish—the murkiness of death closing around my heart, and
was recetving the last—the ead—she farewell caresses of my friends,
when I was suddenly awakened from that horrible state of existence
by a strange noise at my room door. I listened breathlesaly—it graw
louder—I alarmed. Every thing around seemed to prognosti-
cate some awful event—the wind was roaring most dismally without,
and the rain pattering heavily against my room window. The noise
still continuing. to increase, I .sprang up, grasped my naked sword,
and .crept cagtiously forward to asoertain the cause. «For heaven’s
sake ! open, maister, open |” .whispered a well-known voice. In an in-
stant the landlord stood.before me, trembling and pale and distracted,
and casting his eyes most wildly around, as if afraid of being over-
beard, be exclaimed, «O maister, maister, this is an awfu’ night I
Beforve I had recovered so far from my surprise and consternation, as
t0 bessech an explanation of his strange werds and appearance, he
me firmly by the hand, looked the very image of despair, and
turning: himself half around pointed to the adjoining apartment, ex-
iming “ blood, blood, blood I” This horrible expression, uttered in

a tone of the wildest emotion, had such an overpowering effect upon
my mog‘nuon and spirit, (for a terrible suspicion darted across my
mind) that I felt my very flesh creeping upen my bones, my eyes be-
come dim, and I was prevented only from sinking on the floor, by sup-
porting myself upon a chair till I found myself recover from my mo.
men stupor. After a few minutes of death-like silence, the land-
Jord i mse, that his wife and he, about midnight, were startled
out of eleep by some inexplicable sounds, and that while they lay
musing upon that which they considered an unlucky omen, they heard
distinetly the screams of a new-born child. This, however, did not
alarm them—they were aware of the situation of the lady, but that,
shortly afterwards, they heard some persons steal softly down stair,
epen the. street door pass bf the kitchen window. The landlord,
unobserved, followed them at a little distance, and beheld the gentle-
man and the nurse standing at bis etable door, seemingly in a deep
conversation : the latter almost instantly returned to the inn, and the
former entered the stable—where the postilion had taken up his quar.
ters for the night. The landlord, baving concealed himself behind a
wall a few from the stable door which was partially open, over-
beard the gentleman endeavouring to induce the postilion by promises
of reward and preferment to convey him and the nurse immediately.
and inely from the village, and to leave the distressed and wn-
suspicious lady to her own fate and the protection of strangers. The.
beseness and cruelty of this unfeeling design was manfully and bero-.
icall optond by the postilion, wpon which the ngeudem, determined.
to is purpese, had recourse to every kind of intimidation, but
the fidelity of the servant to his mistress remained irresoluble and un-
shaken. becoming highly incensed, the quarrel soon grew up-
roarious, and « think not, Sir,” exclaimed the fearless postilion, * that
I shall be a partoer in your villsny—nvever, never shall I desert the
helpless, the innocent, the sed and ruined daughter of my old and:
generous master.” These sad and pointed expressions were searcely:
uttered when they were succeeded by the asteunding shout of “ mur-
der’—the landiord started from his .place of concealment, and bebeld
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the noble postilion -weltering it his blosd-ere—at the foet of his mur-.
derer. The thunderstruok fled into the inn, and heard, m &
few minutes afterwards, the aseassin steal up staivs and re.enter his
apartment.

. This affecting information—made yet move terrible i
presentiment, that the awful tragedy was yet ¥
me for 2 moment of speech, resolution and coursge ; but instastly re-
covering from my apprebension and stupor I unsheathed my sword
with the nerve of determination, and the word “ revenge,” “ revenge’
pacaped from my lips as I moved hastily acroes the room with the re-
solution of wreaking my vengeance upon the head of the assassin.
The hmdlm'dth huohsermg r:{nd emetion, adn mhwnmdc-u inten-
tion, threw his arms a me, and inmterce m ::ngnu—-l
laying his finger u mylipasiftosolidtciluee{ whi
“ stay, stay for Gor:nhl—the murderer bas overheard us—we are
disgovered—do you not hear that, Sir, do yeu not hear that?” At
that instant, I heard the strangers’ room daor open, and the sound of
footsteps moving almost noiselesel alona‘ﬂnw I surned my
eyes towards that r and gentleman and the -aurse
approach the steps—ithe laster having under her arm a basiees, which
was partially covered by a cloak suspended locsely from her shouldess.
1 listeaed intently, « Lme not a moment,” whispered the
¢ the morning faveurs our design, proceed oawards cautiously, for if
you are discovered, awful will be the consequence.” The woman, ve-
turning no reply, moved quickly down stairs, opeasd the street door and
i As 800h a8 the gentleman re-entered his chamben, I
hastened to inform the landlord of what I had overbeard, and of my
lively suspicion of their unfeeling and bloody desiga. 1 besought him
to spread an immediate alarm theough. the villago—to pursne the wo--
wan and rescue the listle innecent from destruction. * Gude preverve
us, gude preserve us, we'll be a’ murdered ere lang,”- muttered. mine:
host in a tone of terror, as he passed tremblingly by me, and shunk
sway unwillingly through fear, to execute whatevar he shounld sonsider
the urgency of the case demanded.
. .Anticipating from what had oocurred that the gentleman, by oen-
sulting Lis safety, would withdraw from the.inn in the dusk of the
morning, and being determived to watch his metians, and intercept,
if possible, his every chance of escape, I enlarged with the point of
my cutlass a fissure in the slender partition, and thus obtained: a dis.-
tinct view of every thing in the interior of the adjoiniag apartmsent..
1 beheld the lady in bed—apparently fast asleep, aud her hushand ex.
amining, by the light of a lamp, ﬁemﬁenuofsgu-m
Afurhvingmlmiafcwarﬁdn, and placed them in his besom, he
took out a brace of beautiful pistols, and baving leaded and primed
them, thrust them into a white broad belt with which he was hegitt.
Then for a minute or so sugre, he stood, as if in deep thought,
with bis eye uawaveringly fixed upen: the-fire, which was emittisga
fuint blase, but su y starting. from his reverie, and ssizing:bold
of the dim glimmering taper, ho approached the bedside of his lady,
and r gome time, up-hrphndmnﬁludmnm
a8 if he were anxious to convisce himself of the scundness of her slom.
ket From his appearance, and cautious manner of procedure, 1 could
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i ivey that-he was determined to leave the inn " without ap.
; prising bis afflicted. wife of his barbareus intention.  Being satisfied
y that ebe was, indeed, asleep, he hastily seized hold of his hat and his

sword, advanced to the room door and was unlocking it, when the
, lowd and asteunding peals of the village church bell sounding an alarm,
; burst. like s desth-sound upon his ear. He started back—looked
, amased, and for a moment fear seemed to overpower him—the next,
i be rushed eut of the room, flew along the passage—his foot was on
; the.stair, when the shrill and menacing voices of people at the door of
. the inn arrested his progress, and caused him with a bursting heart
i to hurry back to his apartment.

The window of my chamber having a commanding view of the vil
lage, I beheld a considersble number of half dressed men, women and
children issuing out of their houses, and mingling themselves among
those whe had already assembled. Every one was armed with what.
ever. chance seemed to have thrown in his way—some had clubs or
bludgeons, others stones or pitchforks, and one old man shouldered a
rusty blunderbuss. As they were but indifferently informed of the

cause of the alarm, they looked at each other anxiously but
vainly for an explanation, and vented their fury by nttering heart.
stirving shouts only, till the lifeless body of the postilion, which had
been accidentally discovered, wasbrought forth all mangled and bloody
to their hosrified view ; thgy then, almost simultaseously and with a
thundering murmur of maledietion, rushed against the street door—
which was firmly secured within, and dem an immediate admit-
tance te the preseace of the murderer. But to return to the scene
within. No sooner bad-the sound of the alarm bell, and the menacing
expreasions of those who were assembling before the inn, become audi.
ble, than the affrighted lady started out of her sleep, and being igwor.
tat of the cause of such appalling sounds, exclaimed, as she sprang
from _her hed avd a; hed her husband, * O where is my child,
child?" ¢ Yourchild is safe,” answeted he sternly, «the nurse 1.:{
conveyed it:to ansther apartment.” The poise without now became
every momest louder and more alarming—the frequent mention of the
“ postilion,” the “child,” and the awful execrations against the assas.
sin, fell like a thunderbolt upon the ear of the lady, and soem the
vild and-despairing expressions of her countenance told bat too plainly
that te her the whole scene was no longer a mystery. “ And is my
child indeed alive ?” eaquired she in a plaintive and entreating tone,
and at the same time clasping his hand as he was moving away to the
further end: of the room. “ O take me to my little cherub and I shall
dis " «1 tell you, wemaa,” said he pushing her forcibly from
bim, ‘shat the child is, indeed, safe.” The tbunderil:ig sound of a
dledge hammer playing most lustily upon the street door was now
heard, and whcr:imfed from the mmr an involuntary burst of
terror. His agitation became extreme. Like a bewildered brigand,
be hasried to and fro, gased fearfully at a distance out of the window,
and every new and then advaneed to the room door, to convinee him-
welf of its security. “ A most merited punishmient awaits me,” mut.
tered he to-himeelf, as he stood for am instant to listen to the appalli
seunds witheus, and then looking upon his lady with more than u
tenderness, exolaimed, “yu,lm(zsenoitdll I bave rnined the most
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lovely and innocent creature on earth.” <O not 30,” replied
she, forgetting his former asperity, < let us not despair.”—¢« What I
cried he interrupting her, “and can you then feel for, and forgive
your unfeeling seducer?” ¢ My seducer!” exclaimed she, looking
mournfully and inquisitively in his face. “ Yes, your seducer,” con-
tinued he, “for I have loved thee, and wooed thee with the passions
of a villain I” «O heaven!” exclaimed the lady clasping her hands in
the wildest despair, ““ and were my sospicions, then, true?” «

were indeed too true,” answered the gentleman with emotion,
the baseness of my heart must soon, very soon”—here he sm sad.
denly, for his confession to the truth of her suspicions had u
her soul like the murmur of perdition. She stood for a second, like
one entrunced, with her hans: clasped and her eyes raised on high,
and with one wild and sad and ‘piercing scream, fell insensible on the
floor. The gentleman flew to her assistance, and was upraising her
in his arms, when to his terror the street door was burst open, and
a sudden rush made against that of his apartment. Starting to his
feet, he remained, for an instant, as if revolving something of mighty
import in his mind, then darting towards the portmanteau, and

ing it in his arms, he hurled it, with a giant’s strength, nst the
room window and dashed it to pieces. Then grasping his sword
fiercely in one hand, and firing a pistol to disperse those without
with the other, he sprang upon the window-seat, leapt from the emi.
nence to the ground below—rushed past the crowd, and made for the
Whiteadder. It was the work ofa moment. The boldness and urex-
pectedness of the action thrilled every heart with awe, and chained
every inclination to pursue him, till the loud and piercing cry of m
the murderer—stop the murderer I dispersed every fear, and exci
even the most timid to join in a pursuit.

- But the lady! No sooner was the door of her a nt pushed
open, than the minister of the parish, accompanied by the landlady,
hurried to her assistance—and after raising her from the floor on
which she was found stretched in a state of insensibility, happily suc.
ceeded in rekindling the almost quenched spark of animation, and in
breathing the holy calm of resignation and comfort over the wild and
distracted spirit of her mind.

Being anxious to witness the issue of the pursuit, I mownted a
horse which was standing at the door of the inn, and moving off at
full gallop, quickly overtook the panting but resolute pursuers. Fear
having given wings to the flight of the fugitive, he continued, in
spite of their eagerness, to distance them considerably ; and making
his way with the greatest facility over fences and across fields, soon
approached within sight of the treeless banks of the river. Be.
ing confident that the success of the purswit would depend entirely
upon my exertions, I dashed my spurs into the blood-streaming sides
of the horse—brushed forward furiously and was upon the very point
of apprehending him, when he, perceiving his danger, over a
stone fence, which was impassable on horseback, and h along a
foot path, which struck across a e:dm ﬁ.;ld, and termin::cd at an mgz
of an adjoining plantation. Immediately perceiving the im
reaehingj the anple before him, I hastened, with the %
ning, along the thoroughfare which encircled the tield, snd agcom
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od my- point by a vory short distence cnly. As I neared the murderer
at a rapid pace, I felt the bleed of revenge hwiling within my veins—
my fury increased—and every nerve was atrained ready to hounce upea
him like a tiger, when the thought—an terribla ag des shed across
m{:lind, “that I was usarmed.” It was naw too late to recede—
a pistel was already in his hand—and a distance of twenty paces
enly separated me from :1 antagonist. I knew that my destruction
was inevitablo—bheaven and earth could not save me. Myy beart grew
sick. I beheld the instrument of death pointed tawards my body. I
mny hand upen my heart. I closed my eyes. I fainted. A

strange—s revu-{enﬁng sound almost instantaneously suc.
coeded by another more strange aud overpowering as if from a thou.
aand voices roused me from my momeutary awoon. I opened my eyes,
and heheld, to my joy and surprise, the body of the murderer stretch.
ed lifeless on the graund. I doubted my vision, and the reality of my
miraculous escape. One word from those around me explained the
whole. To the old man with the blunderbues over his shoulder I was
indebted for my life.

When I had returned ta the village, and bastened into the inn to
guin information concerning the fato of the lady, the minister beckon-
od me aside, and after briefly abserving, that the landlord’s pursuit
after the nurse had proved unsuccessful, as no vestige of her or the
child could be seen, gave me an affecting relation of every incident
whick had occurred during my absence from the village, « Xlu, Sir,”
said he, and a tear trembled in his eye as he spoke, * the acene, which
1 have witnessed this morning has besn, indeed, a most. painful one.
The lady’s sufferings are nearly at an end—a few minutes——and she
is mo moere. Since the moment in which you joined the pursuit, I
bave never left her bedside, and have learned from her own lips the
fallowing heart.freesing infarmation. The lady is the youngest
daughter of most respectable parents who reside in England. About
aywﬁ the colonel of a certain regiment which was passing
thnxl place of her mativity, being thrown from his horse, re-
eeived a very dangerous wound, and was conveyed into her father's
house by her brother, and several other gentlemen who were present
when the accident occurred. Upon his recovery, the colonel, as &
z:rn.tion for the unpemitting aud disinterested sttention of her

, obtained for her brother a commission in some regiment abroad.

r iriends were so oveérjoyed at this mark of ackmowledgment and
-generosity, that their expressions of gratitude bordered upon the ex-
travagant. They, however, soon became the dupes of his cunnmtf and
hypoorisy. Pretending te have fallen des&ntely in love with the
young hdy, be offered in his hand, which most resolutely refused
~—be persisted—would receive no derial, and addressed himself to the
feslings of her deluded pareats, promised a thousand fine things, till
at last by their threats and remonstrances, she became united to' the
‘man whem her beart never loved. A few months away a&reo-
ably enough, and the colonel and his bride a; in the eyea of all,
thhomuhp y couple in the world. e young lady, from her
hushand's umhmx attention and love, thought that since fate had
willed their union, she would, in the caurse of time, learn ta loak u;
him with feelings - of real affection and attachment, and ;njoy t

F
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happiness in his company, which he seemed anxious for her to

Her hopes, however, were vain: .for one evening while at the house
of a friend, she received an anonymous letter, stating that the colonel
was the husband of a woman in Scotland and the father of two or
three children. Upon being made acquainted with the contents of
this letter, the colonel ridiculed it as a base and lowly imposition, and
wondered how the lady and her parents could think him possessed of
such a wicked and dis{ononrable heart. This, however, did not give
the satisfaction that the unfortunate lady had wished, so, from that
day, she became the prey of melancholy and despair. The colonel
seeing that the conviction of his guilt was daily festering more deeplg
Jn her heart, and that her relations looked upon him with distrust an
dissatisfaction, resolved to couvey her to Scotland with the pretence
of convincing her of his innocence and honour, but really with the in-
tention of deserting her in some strange place, where neither of them
was known.  Accordingly they left England attended by her father’s
postilion and the nurse, and after enduring “ hardships iunumerable,”
arrived here last night, where the base wretch hath confessed to the
truth of the lady’s suspicions.”—The minister had scarcely concluded
this extraordinary information, when the landlady appeared and de-
sired our immediate attendance to witness the last moments of the
ill-fated woman.

When we had entered her chamber, it is impossible to conceive my
emotion, when I beheld the lovely but heart-broken sufferer struggling
in the agonies of death. It was a painful sensation to look on one, so

oung-—so innocent—so fair—yet so soon blighted and so soon writh-
ing under the throbbings of death and despair. Her countenance was
rafe and languid and expressionless—and her eyes which once spark-
ed with eloquence were almost rayless and wild and wandering. Yet,
even in these moments of pain and of anguish, there was a Joveliness
~—a witchery around her, which faintly told of brighter and more fas-
cinating moments. She wept much, and her looks and expressions
were full of despair. ‘I Lnew it,” said she, as I approached her bed-
side, “ I knew that I should die thus wretched, thus hopeless, thus
forsaken. O convey me! dear strangers, convey me to my howe, to
my parents, to my brother and my sister. Yet I know it is a vain
wish,—I will not think of it again.” Every one present was deeply
affected, and every eye was wet with tears. She beheld our emotion,
and looking mournfully upon us, she said, “do you then weep for
me? Yet I would not—no, I would not have you to weep! Yet it is
hard—very—very hard, in the last, sad moments of life, not to have
one kind relation—one feeling friend to watch over me—to comfort
me—to cheer my soul in the struggles of death!” I could bear it no
longer—1I sprang forward to console her—1I raised her up in my arms,
and exclaimed, « Despair not, my sweet lady—I shall attend thee
with the feelings and the affection of a brother !"—As I uttered these
words, she raised her drooping head—gazed for a moment most wist-
fully in my face, and then flinging her arms with rapture around my
neck, and with a look which I shall pever forget, exclaimed, « Yes!

es! it ig he,—my own love—my HENBY!” and fell lifeless on my

som. O heaven! it was Manrza!!
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THE MANIAC.

BY ANNA.

TaE lone one! the lone one! I saw her passing by—

Despair was on her sunken cheek, and wildness in her eye ;

And like a ghost she wanders, through this weary world of ours,
With none to cheer her broken heart, or rouse her dormant powers. °

You hint that she was beautiful,—has all her beauty flown ? ‘
Or why does the poor Maniac live in this world alone ? [be past,
Ah! my child, the flower is sometimes bright, theugh all it's bloom
And she, who was so much belov'd, forgotten is at last. .

Her father and her mother were opulent and gay,~—

Proud of their ancient family and of their wealth were they ;
The life of Emma then was like the sky without a cloud,
Till Henry to the charms of the youthful fair one bowed.

Her father was hardhearted, and pitiless was he—

He told the youthful lover that his bride she ne’er could be ;
Young Henry waent abroad, and he promised back to come—
But the Maniac now is destitute, left without a home.

Ah! ’tis no wonder that she shrieks, and wildly tears her hair,—
The mind and reason once so bright have left t{eir places there ;
Her parents, brothers, lover, friends, all, all from her are fled—
And soon the Maniac girl will lie with the forgotten dead.

e

A DREADFUL STORY.

BY D. J. LIETCH.

“Death takes a thousand shapes
Borne on the wings of sullen slow disease,
Or hovering o'er the field of bloody fight,
In calm, in tempest, in the dead of night,
Or in the light'ning of the summer noon ;
In all how terrible !”
ANoNYMoUS.

AxoNG the many scenesof savage sublimity which thelowlands of Scot-
land display, there is none more impressive in its ooliuz grandeur,
than that in the neighbourhood of Loch Skene, on the borders of Mof-
fat Dale.. At a considerable elevation above the sea, and surrounded
by the loftiest mountains in the south of Scotland, the Loch has col-
Jected its dark mass of waters ; astanishing the lover of nature by its
great height above the valley which be has just ascended, and by its
still and terrible beauty, overpowering his mind with sentiments of
nmelancholy and awe. Down the cliffs which girdle in the shores of the



228 A DREADFPUR, STORY, °

Loch, and seem to support. the lofty piles of mountains ahove them, =
hundred mountain torrents leap from rotk to rock, flashing and roar-
ing, until they reach the dark reservoir beneath. A canopy of grey
mist almost continually shrouds from the sight the summits of the
hills, leaving the imagination to guess at those immense heights which
seem to pierce the very clouds of heaven. Occasionally, however, this
veil is withdmwn, and then you may see the sovereign brow of Pal.
moodie encircled with his diadern of snow, and the green summits of
many less lofty hills arranged round him, like courtiers uncovered
before their momarch. Amid this scene, consecrated to selitude and
the most sombre melancholy, noaonndeonun{m the mountain
breese eave the wail of the plever or the whirr of the heath-cock’s wing,
:rb hlmly, the sullen plunge of a trout leaping up in the heart of
e lake,

At times indeed, the wolitary wanderer may be stariled by 4he
scream of the e as, droppiag with the rapidity of light from
his solitary cliff, he enraged that his retreat is pelluced
by the presence of man ; then darte aloft into the loftiest cham.
bers of the sky, or dallying with the piercinfhsunbelms, is lost amid
their glory.* At the eastern extremity of the lake, the superflueus
waters are discha by a stream, duaring dry weather, of no great
size, but which after heavy showers the mountmins, pears
along its deep and turbid torrent with frightful i i

A%m- running along the mountain for about half a mile, 1t suddenly
Pprecipitates itself over the edge of a ridge which traverses its
course, and falling eheer down a height of three hundred feet, leaps
and bounds over some smaller precipices, until at length far down m
Moffat Dale it entirely changes its character, and pursues a calm smd
peaceful course through a fine ral country. Standing on the brow
of a_mountain which overlooks the fall, the eye takes in at once the
whole of the course which I have described ;—and to a poetical mind,
which recognizes in mountein scenery the cradle of liberty and the

® Round about the shores of L:0dh Skene the Estrick Shepherd herded the flocks
of his master,~and fed his boyish fancies with the romance and beauty which
breathes from every feature of ¢the ssenewciOne day when I was at Loch Skene on
a fishing excursion with him, &e peointed up to a black erag overhauging the water
and said, * Ye see the odge o’ that cliff; 1 ance as near dropped frae it intill eter-
nity, as I dinna care to think o’. I was herdin’ aboat here, and lang and lang I
thoct o’ speelin’ up to the Eyrie, frae which I could hear the young eagles screamin’
as plain as my ain bonny Mary ‘Gray (lfis youngest daughter) when she's 30 pleased
wi’ the colley ; but the fear o’ the auld ones aye beepit me frue the attempt.~ At last,
ae day, when I was at the head o’ the cliff, and the auld eagle away frae the nest,
I took beart o’ grace, and clambered down ; (for there was nae gettin’ up). Weel,
sir, T was ot the malet kittle bit o’ the orag, wi’ my fost en a bit ledge just wide
enough to bear me, and sair bothered wi’ my plaid and stick—when guid saf’s!
I heard the boom o’ the auld eagle’s wings come whauff! whauffing through the
air, and in a moment o’ time she brought me such a whang wi’ her wing as she
rushed earaged by,—and then turning short again aud fetching mre aohber! I
thoaght T was gane for ever, but Providence gue me presence o’ mind to regala my
former resting place, and there flingfag off my plaid, I keepit aye nobbing the bird
wi’ my stick til [ was ott o° dawger. It was o fearsome time!” It would have
been dreadful bad the pleasure which Kilmeny, Queea Hynde, and the hundred
other beautiful creations of the glorious old Bard, have given us, been all thus de-
stroyed ‘at ome fell sweop.®
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i favourite dwelling-place of imagimation, the chasmcter of the stream

seems a type of the human mi ¥y, bounding, and impetuous
when wrapt up in the gloriews feelings which to romantie
countries, ful, dull, sod menstonews amid the less imteresting
lowlands. Yet afterindulging iv such a fancy for a time, another re.
flection arises which, ¥ it be less ing aod poetical, is perbaps
more useful,—thut the iapetuous course of the mowatain torrent,
though gratifying to the lover of nature, is unaccompained with any
other benefit to wman ; ﬂﬂe-ﬁem&atmmmm
path through the phaims, bestows fertility on a thousand fields.
thoughts as these, however, only avise m the mind, when it has be.
come somewhat familiar with surrownding sceres. The rear of
the cataract, the savage ‘appearance of the dark recks which border
the falling waters, and that painful feeling which the swe:ringml
tnevitable course of the strewm produces, at fivst puralyve the wind,
and for some time after it has recovered its tone, ou:n(ﬁitw the ex.
clasion of every other senfiment.  Standing on the giddy edge of that

recipice and gasing down through the mist which- the tum.

ling torrent, let us repedt,—for here alone we can fully feel their im.
mortal force and buuty——tbose stanzas of Byron, written upon the
«-Cascata-del Marmore” -of Termi.

¢The roar of waters! from the headlong height
Velino cleaves the wave-worn precipice,
The fall of waters ! rapid as the light
The flashing mass foams shaking the abyss ;
The hell of waters! where they howl and hiss,
And boil in endless torture ; while the sweat
OF their great agony,—wrung out from this
Their Phlegethon, curls round the rocks of jet
That gird the gulph around, in pitiless horror set.
And mounts in spray the skies, and thence again
Returns in an unceasing shower, which round
‘With its unemptied cloud of gentle rain
*Xs an eternal April to the ground,
Making it all one emerald : how profound
The gulpil and bow the giant element
From rock to rock leaps with delirious bound
Crushing the cliffs, which, downward worn and reat
With his fierce footsteps, yield in chasms a fearfal vent,
To the broad column, which rolls on and shows
More like the fountain of an infant sea
Torn from the womb of mountains by the throes
Of a new world, than only thus to be
Parent of rivers which flow gushingl
With many windings through the vale :—Look back !
Lo where it comes like an eternity
As if to sweep down all things in its track
Charming the eye with —a matchless cataract.

Horribly heastifal ! but oa the ve;
From side w sitle, deneath the glittering mora
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An Iris sits,—amidst the infernal surge—
Like Hope upon a death-bed ; and, unworn,
Its steady dyes, while all around is torn
By the distracted waters, bears serene
[ts brilliant hues, with all their beams unshorn,
Resembling, ’mid the torture of the scene,
Lone watching Madness with unalterable mein.”

And now, gentle reader, that we have beheld this scene, and had
its beauty interpreted to us by the great high priest of nature him-
self, let us walk towards the,simple stone seat which some shepherd
boy has erected under yon silvery stem’d birch tree, where the sound
of the waterfall comes quly in a pleasant monotone, and where the
most romantic part of old Scotland. is spread out beneath our feet.
There you see the eternal foam of the torrent, without being dis-
tracted with its roar; and you can trace the course of the stream till
it terminatesin yon clear and pellucid pool at the foot of the hill, which
seems too pure for aught but

¢ A mirror and a bath for beauty’s youngest daughters;”

yet beautiful in its purity as it seems, it is indeed the scene of the
following true and terrible tale.

Philli}n Grey was one of the most active young shepherds in the
parish of Traquhair. For two or three years he bad carried off the
medal given at the Innerliethen Border Games to him who made the
best high leap, and at the last meeting of the games, he had been
first at the running hop, step and jump—had beat all competitors in
running, and though but slightly formed had gained the second prize
for throwing the hammer—a favourite old Scottish exercise—but al-
most unknown in England. Athletic sports were indeed his favourite
pursuits, and he cultivated them with an ardour which very few of
my readers will be able to imagine. . But among the shepherds and in-
deed all inhabitants of pastoral districts, he who excels in these s
possesses a superiority over his contemporaries which cannot but be

ratifying in the highest degree to its possessor. His name is known
fgnr and wide, his friendship 1s courted by the men, and his hand either
as a partner in a country dance, er in a longer *minuet of the heart”
—marriage—is coquetted for by the maidens; he in fact possesses all
the power which superiority of intellect bestows in more populous and
polished societies. But it is by no means the case, as is often said,
that ardour in the pursuit of violent sports, is connected with ignor-
ance or mediocrity of intellect. On the contrary by far the greater
number of victors -at games of agility and strength will be found to
possess a degree of mental energy, which is, in fact, the power that
impels them to corporeal excitement, and is often the secret of their
success over more muscular antagonists. Phillips Grey in particular,
was a striking instance of this fact. Notwithstanding his passion for
athletic sports, he had found time, while on the hill side tending his
flock, or in. the long winter nights, to make himself well acquainted
with the Latin classics. This is by no means uncommon among the
Scottish peasantry. Smith, and Black, and Murray are not singular
instances of self-taught scholars, for there is scarce a valley in Scotland
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in which you will not hear of one or more yonnf men of this stamp.
Phillips also played exquisitely on the violin, and had that true taste
for the simple geottish meloX , which can perhaps be cultivated no
where so well as among the mountains and streams which have fre-
quently inspired them. Many a time when you ask the name of the
author of some sweet ballad which the country girl is breathing among
these hills, the tear-will start into her eye as she answers « Poor
Phillips. Grey; that.met a dreadful death at the grey mare’s tail.”
With these admirable qualities Phillips unfortunately possessed a
mood of mind which is often an attendant on geniuns ;—he was subject
to attacks of the deepest melancholy. Qay, cheerful, humorous, active
and violent in-his sports as he was, there were periods when the dark-
est gloom overshadowed his mind, and when his friends ever trembled
for his reason. It is said that he frequently stated his belief that he
should die a dreadful death; alas! that this strange presentiment
should have indeed been prophetic! It is not surprising that Phillips
Grey with his accomplishments, should have won the heart of a maid-
en somewhat above his own degree, and even gained the consent of
ber father to his early marriage. The old man dwelt in Moffat Dale,
and the night before Phillips’ wedding day, he and his younger brother
walked over to his intended father-in-law’s house in order to be nearer
the church. That night the young shepherd was in his gayest hu-
mour; hisbonny bride was by his side, and looking more beautiful than
ever; he sang his finest songs, played his favourite tunes, and com-
ﬂletely bewitched his companions. All on a sudden while he was re-
ting some extraordinary feat of strength which had been performed
by one of his acquaintances, he stopped in the middle of the story, and
exchanged the animation with which he was speaking, for silence and
a look of the deepest despair. His friends were horror-struck ; but
as he insisted that nothing was the matter with him, and as his
younger brother said that he had not been in bed for two nights, the
old man dismissed the family saying—¢ Gang awa’ to bed, Phillips;
my mon, and get a sound sleep—or if ye do lie wauken a wee bittie it's
nae great matter—odd ! it’s the last night my bonny Marion 'll keer
ve lying wauken for her sake—Will't no, my bonny doo?” « 5
faither, 1 dinna ken,” quoth Marion, simply and yet archly. And the
party separated. Phillips bowerer walked down the burn-side in order
to try if the cool air would dissipate his unaccountable anxiety. But
in spite of his efforts, a presentiment of some fatal event gathered
strength in his mind, and he involuntarily found himself revolving
the uccurrences of his past life.—Here he found little to condemn, for
be bad never received an unkind word from his father, who was now
in the grve ;—and his mother was wearing out a green and comfort-
able old age beneath his own roof. He had brought up his younger
brothers; and they were now in 2 fair way to succeed in {’ife. e could
not help feeling satisfied at this, yet why peculiarly at that time he
koew not. Then came the thought of his lovely Marion, and the very
agony which at once rushed on his heart had well-nigh choked him.
Immediately, however, the fear which had hung about him seemed to
vanish, for strange and mysterious as it was, it was not sufficiently
gwetful to withstand the force of that other horrible imagination.
he returned to the house, and was surprised te find himself consi.
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dering hew his little property shenld ba distributed after hié desth;
just as he reached the door. He for a mement, owerceme
with this pertinacity in the tural influence which seemed ex.
ercised over him, and at length with gloomy resclution entered the
house. His brother was asleep and a candle was hurnisg on the table.
He sank Lim illl:to 2. chz;g‘h hwont on do'e::hedh litd:naloulwm'm re.
specting his will. At avin 3 u i

mtging fixed upon the church gudo( S&h’(:y'a for his hx
place, he arose from his chair, took up the candle and cecased

room towards his brether, intending to convey his wishes. to him.

The bey lay on the front side of omo of these beda
doors se common in Scotland, and beyoad him there
Phillips te lie down. Somethin&’br'ght seemed gleaming in the dark
recess of the bed, he advanced candle, and behald—ah ! sight of
herror —a plate upon what bore the shape of a coffin, bearing the
words “ Phillipse Grey—aged 23.” For a momest he gased steadily
upen it, ond was about to stretch out his hand towaeds it when the
lid slowly rose and be bebeld a mutilated uduodmrr. the
tures of which were utterly undistinguishahle, but which by soma un.
earthly impulse he instantly knew to be his own. S8till he
calm and unmoved gase at it, though the:E dropes of sweat on
his brow with the agony of his feelings ; while he was thus con.
templating the dreadful revelation it ually faded away, and at

totally vanished. The power which LJ i
te rt along with the phaatom, bhis sight failed him—and he sank
:n tm::r. b x:sontl he roeover;d, and found hl-llmdxfpl‘:m h::, with

is r is side, ¢ istamrlu. o explai eve
thingthtbu{mned, calm and cellected, shookhishez
when his brother attempted to explain away the visios, and finally
sank into & uil sleep. :

Whether th:d 'blewmblmh :f tli.:m eoﬁnfnd mutilated
corpse was in reality re to him ncy of some superns.
tural power,—or whether it was (as w!phco.sn zy) the natural ef.
fect of his hypochordriac state of mind, producing an optical dece
tion, I will not take upon me to determime; certain, however, it is,
that with a calm voice and collected manner he deacribed to his bro-
ther James, a scene, the dreadful reality of which was soon to be dis.

a 4
pll{e:‘onld in fact, appear irrational to conceive that warnings of this
kind, so obscure in their meaning, and rally so useless, are
the result of the direct interference of Providence. This argu.
ment, together with the many foolish superstitions of the ignorant
bave influenced many to deny the possibility of any such re-
velations. But this seems to me, to be very superficial reason.
ing.—To those who say that it seems irrational to cobceive the
direct interference of Providence in such cases, it might be anawer-
ed that he without whose knowledge a sparrow falls not ta the
ground, can in no case be imagined indifferent te any thing which
in the most remote manner, can influence the oternal ny of man.
But setting this aside, I think it is by wo means proved that amy
more direct interposition of God is developed in a case such as I have
described, than 1n a thousand other ebeowure occurrences in natnre.

4
»
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Who has diseovered the laws which regulate- the motions of comets?
‘Wheo has explained the causes of those sweeping pestilences which at
various timee have depopulated cities, and. breken the power of na.
tions? Yet it has been the opinion of the wisest men, that these
thinge are subjeet to laws as immntable as those of the planets whose
movements are known to man, or as the diseases which spring from
divect and obvious causes. As to the ap inutility of such warn.
in vain is the objection! If they were to influence us te
sober thought alone, as they are well calculated to de, that is one ms.
nifest - resulting frem thers. But are not the warnings which
the fates of our fellow-creatures daily give us, generally just as use-
less ? The ambitious man who looks into history, and fiads the memory
of tyrants execrated, still persistsin « “l:ﬁ through slaughter to a
throne,” and though dissipation of every kind has its daily victims, is
the present generation more moral thao the last ? For my own part, as
I have known some: most striking instanees of presentiments and re.
velations of the kind I am now speaking of, producing beneficial results,
I cannot help thinking that-the general scepticism concerning super.
natural appearances is very unphilosophical. To our tale however.—
In the morning Phillips aweke cheerful and calm,—the memory of
Jast night's occurrence seeming but a dreadful dreaw. On the grass
before the door he met his beloved Marion, who on that blessed sab.
bath was to become his wife. The sight of her perfect lovelinesq,
arrayed in a white dress—emblem of purity and innocence—filled his
beart with rapture, and as he clasped her in his arms, every sombre
feeling vanished away. It is not my intention to describe the sim-
plicity of their marriage ceremony, or the calm and holy happiness
which filled Phillips Grey’s heart during that sabbath morning, while
sitting in the church by the side of his lovely bride.

They returned home, and in the afternoon the young couple, toge-
ther with James Grey and the bride’s-maid, walked out among the
glades of Craigie Burn Wood—a spot rendered classic by the immor-
tal Burns. Phillips had gathered some of the wild flowers that sprang
among their feet—the rale primrose, the fair anemone, and the dro
ping blue bells of Scotland—and woven them intoa garlapd. As he
was placing them on Marion’s brow, and shading back the long:flaxen
tresses that hung across her cheek, he said gaily—“ There wants but
a broad water lily to place in the centre of thy forehead, my sweet
Marion—for where should the fairest flower of the valley be, but on
the brow of its Queen ?—Come with me, Jamie, and in balf an hour
we will bring back the fairest that floats on Loch Skene”—so, kissi
the cheek of his bride, Phillips and his brother set off up the hill w,i:g
the speed of the mountain deer. They arrived at the foot of the watex-
fall, panting and excited with their exertions. By climbing up the
rocks close to the stream, the distance to the Loch is considerably
shortened, and Phillips, who had a hundred times clambered to the
top of the Bitch Craig—a high cliff in the Manor water—proposed to
his brother that they should * speel the height.” The other, a supple
and agile lad, instantly consented. ¢ Gie me your plaid, then, Jamie,
my man, it will may be fash ye,” said Phillips, “and gang ye firat,
and keep weel to.the hill-side.” Accerdingly the boy gave his brother
the plaid, and began the sscemt. While Phillips. was hottuag his byo-

YoL. II. e
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ther’s plaid round his body above his own, a fox peeped out of his hole
half way up the cliff, and thinking flight advisable, dropped down the
Pprecipice, twisting his tail round the stumps of the bushes, thus curi-
ously supporting himsel in his descent. Laughing till the very echoes
rang, Phillips followod his brother. Confident in his agility, he as-
cended with a firm step till he was within a few yards of the summit,
every now and then bursting out into an uncontrollable fit of laughter,
as the bumorous manceuvres of Reynard occurred to him. James was
now on the top of the preciEiee, and looking down on his brgther, and
riot knowing the cause of his mirth, exclaimed, «Daur say, callant,
ye're fey.”* In a moment the memory of his last night’s vision rush-
ed on Phillips Grey’s mind, his eyes became dim, his limbs powerless,
he dropped off the very verge of the giddy precipice, and his form was
lost in the black gulph below. For a few minutes James felt a sick-
ness of heart which rendered him almost insensible, and sank down on
the grass lest he should also be precipitated over the cliff. At length,
gathering strength from very terror, he advanced to the edge of the
cataract, and gazed downwards. There about two-thirds down the
fall, he could perceive the remains of his brother—mangled and mu-
tilated~—the body being firmly wedged between two projecting points
of rock, and whereon the descending water streamed, while the bleed-
ing head hung dangling, and almost separated from the body ; and
turued upwards, discovered to the horrified boy the starting eyeballs
of his brother, already fixed in death, and the teeth clenched in the
bitter agony which had tortured his passing spirit.
* * * * * * *

It is scarcely necessary to detail the consequence of this cruel acci-
dent. Assistance waa procured, and the mangled body conveyed to the
house of Marion’s fatﬁer, whence a few short hours ago the youn
shepherd had issued in vigour and happiness. When the widow
bridpe saw James Grey return to them with horror painted on his fea-
tures, she seemed instantly to divine the full extent of her misfortune ;
she sank down on the grass, with the unfinished garland of her dead
lover in her hand,—and in this state was carried home. For two days
she passed from one fit into another,—but on the night of the second
day she sank into a deep sleep. That night James Grey was watch-
ing the corpse of his brother:+ the coffin was placed on the very bed
where they had slept two nights The plate gleamed from the
shadowy recess, and the words « Phillips Grey, aged 23,” were dis-
tinctly visible. While James was reflecting on the prophetic vision of
his brother, a figure, arrayed in long white garments, entered the
room and moved towards the dead body. It was poor Marion. She
slowly lifted the lid of the coffin, and gazed long and intently on the
features of her dead husband. Then turning round to James, she ut-
tered a short shrill shriek and fell backwards on the corse. She hor.
ered between life and death for a few days, and at length expired.
She now lies by the side of her lover, in tlze solitary burial ground of

® « Fey,” a Scottish word expressive of that unaccountable and violent mirth
which is supposed frequently to portend sudden death.

$ Scuttish superstition says that a corpse should never be left by itself, evil
spirits being then considered to have power over it. .
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St. Mary’s. Such is the event which combines with others not less
dark terrible, to-throw a wild interest around these gloomy rocks.
Many a time you will hear the story from the inhabitants of these
hills, and—auntil fritted away by the wind and rain—the plaid and
bonet of the unfortunate Phillips Grey hung upon the splintered
preecipice, to attest the truth of the tale.

i

ON CHANTRY'S MONUMENTAL FIGURE
OF A CHILD IN THE SLEEP OF DEATH.
Addressed to the Sculptor.

Ta1s sculpture of a child in death’s embrace,—
How tranquil seems its sleep !—no mark, nor trace,
By death inpress'd of terror or of fear,
On the cherubic countenance appear—
No,—thus reclined in balm slpeep it seems
As if entranc'd in heav’nly halcyon dreams,
Forebodings they of waking into bliss
Aungelic, in the realms of paradise !—
O matchless Artist! with what truth hast thou
The calm here chisell'd of an infant’s brow,
That ne’er had guilt imbib’d to discompose
The spirit’s transit, at life's final close |—
And strong must sure thy feelings be imprest
‘With nature’s influence in the human breast,
To charm, at death’s approach, the soul to rest;
Or whence hadst thou the genius to pourtray,
And give those feelings blest such chaste display !
For can it be his skill should faithful trace °
The smile of innocence upon a face,
Whose soul that attribute does not embrace ?

* No,—Chautry, this choice effort of thy art,
Will a new ray of glory bright impart—
To crown thy genius, to exalt the fame

y thine, and eternize thy name. °

J.T.
———

A BUNCH OF ORIGINAL ANECDOTES.

AN old woman long in the service of Provost H of having
heard an advertisement read by her master from the Kelso Mail,
which ended with this intimation, ¢ Not to be repeated ;” exclaimed
with great naiveté, « Hech, sir, that maun be a great secret. I wad hae
{e to stap the newspaper i’ the fire, for fear that body Tamson poke

is mose intill’t, an’ bring ye into het water wi’ the Toon Cooncil !”

A clergyman having complained to the. aforesaid Provost H. that
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inany of the members of his church were in the habit of spending the
:]ﬁeme%on (ifl the II._Iord's dayd in taverns; thefmmt humorounely ex-
aimed, * Harry, Harry, I doot ye hae been sleepin’ at your post, ms
man, for gin y:y wem"t{ fire aff {ewheen twunty-four punders at the
heads an hearts o’ the delinquents, ye wad soon drive them frae their
strang haulds.” But replied the minister, « they are not within hearing.”
¢ Hoot awa I” responded Provost H. « the explosion wad bring them the-
ither, man, an ye get credit for being a great gun, Harry ; but to
Ip ye the mair effectually, I'll issue an order, that all persons drinkin’
an’ tipplin’ upon Sundays or holidays in taverns or Jike, during
Eublic worship, are autlZorised to depart without pi?‘in' for what they
ae had. That will soon toom the houses, friend Harry.”

AN old married couple of the name of Anderson, who had lived for
upwards of half a century in the West Country, having occasion to
visit Tweedmouth som:‘zw ears ago, were encountered by a pert
servant girl, originally from Hawick, whilst en their way to Berwick.
““Janet Anderson!” exclaimed theirquondam friend, “ whatina’the world
has brought ye an’ Tammy doon here. Gudesake for twa auld feck-
less windlestraes like ye to come siccan a gait! Are ye weel aneuch ?*
“Ou, aye,” replied the nettled dame, * we canna compleen, we’re baith
weel aneuch, God be thank't, but ye see Tammy an’ me like the lave
o’ the warld, didoa like to dee fuils, sae we it into owr heads to
see the sea, an’ we're just gan ower to the Mary Magdalen fields, to
see the far end on’t.” The aged pair accordingly footpd it away across
the bridge, and after much ing, arrived on the face of the bank
which overhangs the pier. Their sensations on witnessing the German
Ocean, blessoming into foam, as the wind curled the water, and swept
the tops of the waves, will best be gathered from the natural description
which they gave of it to Betty on their return to Tweedmouth. * Weel,
Janet,” said thegirl, en meeting them a second time, ““what did ye think
o the sea ?” « At weel, Betty,” answered Javet, “I couldnathole anither
sight o't ; for it gaed ay out, an’ it cam ay im, just like a live thing,
an’ when the wund tried te pit it down, it threw up stuff like barm aboon
the stanes, an ower the lang braid dyke *, which dams it in, till Tammy
an’ me grew dizzy wi'-lookin’ at it. We didna see the far end o’ it, for
we thought we had just gane far aneuch. My certy, they’'re weel aff
wha live out o’ the reach o't ; for what a hungry lape it has a’ alang
the bottom o’ the bit toon whar they get the haddies. I wadna live
yonder were I to get haddies for a ha’penny a piece an’ flukes for nae-
thin’.—I maena live to hear o’t, but to my certain knowledge ye will
wutness the sea lick it a’ in some day.”

The same couple standing upon the bridge a few days afterwards,
and seeing a Smack sailing up the river, with a pilot in tow, were
heard 'to exclaim, “ Eh ! see hoo natural the young ane fallows the
auld ane ;” “Ou, aye,” responded Janet, “every thing after its kind,
Tammy.”

A few weeks ago, a stocking seller of this town went to a farm-
house in the country, and knocking at the door, inquired if any stock-
ings were wanted. In the absence of the servant girl the door was

¢ Query—The pigr!
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opened by the farmer’s wife, who, feeling angry at being put to the
trouhleblzy such a paltry person, screwed up her beauti%u features,
and answered angrily, « I don’t want none.”  Well, I'm sure,” said
-the stocking vender, turning upon her, « I think you might have spo.
ken gmmatiall%even if yﬁn did not choose“lto give a civil answer.
Two negatives in English, Madam, are equivalent to an offirmative.
You should have ..ﬂ, ‘Ido not want any, Sir, I thank you for
alhng.’ ” )

Shortly after the news arrived at Dunse of the resignation of Earl
Grey -and his colleagues, a company of gentlemen being invited to
the heuse of Mr. B—, the conversation bappening to turn upon his Ma-
jesty’s Ministers, and the consequent dilemma in which his Majesty
was placed, the housekeeper who had overheard them, while amnqing
the wine-glasses, with much naiveté, said,— < Can the King no just
gang to anither Kirk, or bring-them afore the Session ? Ministers !”
continued she, with a sardonic smile, it wad mak an ool Jaugh to hear
the wark that’s made about Ministers noo-a-days. If ye like to believe
me, Sirs, our Madge is sae muckle ta’en up wi' the way-gan o” Mr.
M’G—, that she hesna spoken to a leevin soul this sax weeks! he!
he! he! An’ whilk o’ them I sude like to ken wull bate Jobn, puir
man, at walein’ out or readin’ up a portion o’ the word. Ye'll see the
King wull soon hae him up to Lunnan for his heid Minister—he’ll be

a prime ane |—"

John Simson, precentor of the parish church of E —, isa singular]
original person. Talk to John 'of schools, and he will tell you with dyl
the gravit{ imaginable, that  his faither never gied half-a-croon oot
o’ his pooch for schuil wages, in &’ his born days. My Granny,” con-
tinues John, « learn’t me the letters frae the Carritches, and then pat
me intill the Sixpenny at ance!” How he should have raised himself
to the office of precentor we know not, but that John, in his own esti-
mation, is the most important man in the parish, the Minfster not ex-
cepted, cannot be disputed. John has a small unpleasant voice, not
unlike the whistle of the wind through a key hole, on a bleak Sunday
afternoon in the country, but his intonations in reading out the line
are rich in the extrefhe. On one occasion the fifth, sixth, seventh, and
eighth verses of the eighty-third Psalm forming part of the Psalmody,
J&m found himself not a little puzzled at sight of such an assemb
of « lang-nebbed words,” as he was pleased to call dissyllables not of
common use. He made an effort, however, to get over the fifth and
sixth verses, but when he approached the seventh, John’s scholarshi
entirely deserted him at his utmost need. “ Ge—Ge—Ge,” stamme:
John, for several seconds, when up rose his help-mate, who sat in a
w immediately below him, and very unceremoniously interrupted
im, by calling out, « Na, John, ye're clean wrang noo a'thegither,—
It's Gabble I”—John feeling indignant at such an unseasonable inter-
ruption, and being, moreover, determined to maintain his superiority in
the desk, after making a solemn pause, locked up beseechingly in"the
pastor’s face, and resumed, by epelling the word with double em.
phasis, G.e-b-al, when the minister immediately freed John from his
paiuful dilemma, by reading the verse aloud.
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A clergyman in Northumberland, famed all over the county for
his love of Cows, preaching one day in his own chapel, happened in
the very midst of the discourse to have his attention withdrawn from
his subject, by the entrance of the stable Jad. The theught of his
Cow, which lazonred at the time under some distemper, flashed acroes
his mind the moment be saw bim, and subduing his tone of voice, he
leaned over the pulpit, and whispered to the young man, loud enough
to be heard by the whole congregation, «Joe, has wur cow got any
water this smornin, my good lad?” A shepherd’s dog* that had
placed his fore paws upon the front ledge of oneof the pews in the
centre of the gnﬂ:ry, no soouer heard the preacher mention the word
Cow, than he darted from the side of his master, and ran barking -
down stairs, and along the aisle, to the no small danger of upeetting
the gravity of the worshipping people.

—-.—
SCOTCH SONG.

BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON,

My heart is divided between them,
I dinna ken whilk I wad hae!
Right willin’ my hand I wad gien them,
ut how m{ gie it to twa,
There’s Jenny, a fairer or better
I'm certain there couldna weel be,
Dumfoundered the first time I met her,
What signified Mary to me !

Yet Mary is gentle an’ bonny,
I liked her ere Jeuny I saw,
Anr’ they say it is sinfu’ for ony
Man upon earth to like twa.
My heart it is rug'd an’ tormented,
'd live wi’ or die for them baith,
I've dune what I've aften repented,—
To baith I have plighted my aith.

Anr’ aft when I'm walkin’ wi’ Jenny, |
I'll say ¢ my dear Mary’ an® start!
While fearfu’ she’ll say—Weel I ken ye
Hae ithers mair dear to your heart.

‘Was ever a man sae confounded ?
I dinna ken what ’ill be done,

Baith sides o’ my bosom are wounded,
An’ they’ll be the death o’ me sune.

® Tt is told of the same dog, that sabbath after sabbath, he was to be seen with
bis fore-paws upon the ledge of his master’s pew, and his eyes fixed intently upon
the movements of the preacher, During the psalmody teo, the dog was in the babit of
bowling in a low tone, and it is actually said, that his hew] was increased and less-
ened in accordance with the voiee of the singer.
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MATHEMATICS.

SOLUTION OF QUESTIONS IN FORMER NUMBERS..

Solution of . Question 9tk, by Mr. George Giles, Tweedmouth.

Finst,—By having the two altitudes of the sun and the time
elapsed between them, (by a well known process in spherical trigono-
metry) the latitude left will be found to be 54° N.

Secondly,—We have given the sun’s azimuth declination and the
bour of the day to find the latitude come to, which (by a similiar pro-
cess) will be found to be 48° N. therefore the difference-of latitude is
360 miles. Then—As Rad. 90° : difference of latitude 360 :: tang.
con. 30 : Dep. 207.9 miles; therefore 207.9 plus 100 = 307.9 miles
the Dep. the ship bas made. And as the difference of latitude 360 :
Rad. 90° : : 307.9 : tang. con. 40° 32’ ; but the true course between the
two ports is 30°, therefore 40° 32’ minus 30° = 10° 32’ the (Luantity
of variation; and its nature is Easterly, being to the right hand of
the true course; and the ship’s course is S. 40° 32' W., and distance
sailed 473.6 miles in the first position.

As the sum of the sides 150 miles: diff. of sides 50 :: tang. of
half the supp. angle 30° : tang. of half the diff. of the angles 10°
54’ ; then 30° minus 10° 54’ — 19° ¢’ ; therefore the setting of the
current is E. by N. £ N. consequently her course will be E. N. E. }
E,, and distance run 132.3 miles in the second position.

Solution of Question 10th, by Mr. George Giles, Tweedmouth.

Tur sun’s altitude will be equal at both places when be is equi-
distant from each ; therefore 55° 47’ added to 50° 7' = 105° 54’, half
of which is 52° 57’ the sun’s place on the prime vertical. Thus we
bave given the tatitude of the place and sun’s declination to find the
bhour when the sun is due east; hence it will be—As Rad. 90° : co-
tang. 52° 57’ : : Tang. Dec. 21° 31’ : sine bh. fr. 6 = 17° 18’ 54"
which converted into time gives first, 9’ 15” 36" for the time after six.
therefore 9 15” 36" past seven is the time of starting. Again, tofind
the distance travelled by each, it will be—As the diff. of lat. 340 miles
: 50 : : sine of half the sum of the angles at the base 52° 7' 13" :
sine of 6° 39’ 56” = the diff. of the angles at the base, half of which
added to and subtracted from 52° 7' 137 = 58° 47’ 9" and 45° 27’
17/ the angles at the base; hence it follows—As the sine angles 75°
45/34" : 340 :: 58° 47/ 49" : 300 miles the distance A travelled ;
consequently B travelled 250 miles.

No Solution of Question 11th has been received. :

We regret—for reasons formerly stated—that we cannot insert the
Theorem from Alnwick. The author must not have attended to for-
mer Numbers, which announce that we are not provided with dia-
grams to accompany such a demonstration as that under notice.
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Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

ON the 216t ult., at Egglingham Hall, Northumberland, Mrs. Wil
liam Tewart, of a son.

At the Palace, ‘Hereford, on the 22d ult. the Hon. Mrs. Grey, of a
daughter.

At Wooler, on the 24th ult.,, Mrs. C. W. Forster, of a son.

MARRIAGES.

Here, on the 16th ult.,, Mr. H. N. Barrett, to Miss Hilliard, both
members of our dranaazuz. !

At Warkworth cznrch, on the 19th ult., Mr. Archibald Brankston,
ironmonger, Alnwick, to Dorothy, second daughter of Mr. John Muers,
of the Sun inn, Warkworth.

Here, on the 8d inst., Mr. John Nesbit, farmer, Horse Close, to
Miss Catherine Rankin.

i DEATHS.

Ar his sister’s house, Halifax, after a short but severe illness, aged
88 years, the Rev. Robert Elliot, of Preston, formerly pastor of the
Independent congregation, Pendlebury, Lancashire, England. The
deceased was a native of Roxburghshire, and for several years a school-
master in Tweedmouth.

At Norham, on the 17th ult.; aged 13, Thomas Fergy, third son of
Alexander Smith, Esq., a boy of great intellectual worth.

On the 18th ult., :? cholera, at his house in Lambeth, Molesworth
Phillips, Esq., Lieut.-Colonel of Marines, the last surviving compa-
nion of the illustrious circumnavigator Cook, of whose death he.was
an eye-witness, and, to a certain extent, the avenger.

At Norbam, on the 26th ult, Jane, only daughter of Alexander
Smith, Esq. aged 15. :

- At Lauriston Place, Edinburgh, on the 12th ult., the Rev. Alex:
ander Nisbet, minister of the Secession church in Portsburgh, in the
26th year of his age, and in the 10th month of his ministry. Mr.
Nisbet was a young man of the highest promise,—endowed with ex.
traordinary talents, and yet distinguished by unassuming manners
and a cbi;:{.like simplicity. During his college curriculum his abili.
ties did not pass unnoticed; and besides reaping a large share of the
ﬁublic honours periodically conferred in the {)Iniversity of Edinburgh,

is indefatigable industry—an industry the more wonderful in the
midst of circumstances which his friends aloue know—elicited many
marked eulogiums from the Professors, To Mr. N. we are indebted
for one or two contributions to our Magazine; and we trust that his
numerous and valuable manuscripts will be placed in the hands of a
person competent to give to the world a « LirE AND REMAINS,” the
materials for which are ample, and, under proper management, cannot
fail to be interesting and edifying. )

On the 21st ult., at Abbotsford, aged 61, Sir Walter Scott, Bart.,
THE AUTHOR OF “ WAVERLEY.”

Here, on the 2d inst., Barbara, widow of Mr. James Good, painter,
and mother of the celebrated artist, T. S. Good, Esq., aged 80.
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ON THE PROGRESSIVE IMPROVEMENT OF MAN.

It is & very common notion among those who know any thing of
the histery of nations, to conceive that man is subject to an eternal
alteruation of advancement and decay ; that there is a certain culmin-
ating point, after the attainment of which his career is prone to the
occident. They found their opinion, they will tell you, on a contem-
mn of the uniform experience of mankind. They bid you look at

, who, with most apparent justice, claimed for herself the name
of the Eternal City, and tell you from her duration to calculate man’s
eternity. They bid you look at Athens, the eye of Greece, extinguish-
ed, the mother of arts and genius forsaken by her children. From
the view of the fate of these and other distinguished portions of the
human race in times that are past, they draw gloomy anticipations
with |3ud to the destiny of man in the ages that are to come. And
they look on the meridian sun of civilization which enlightens our age
aad country, only as the sure presage of a now rapid descent.

But such prospects are, in Kct, as destitute of foundation as they
are disheartening. They rest almiether on a superficial view of things,
and no sooner do we bring the iﬁ‘ t of reason and philoeoplx to bear
on them than they vanish away like things of the night at the matin
crowing of the cock.

Specific events often arise from general causes; but it is evidently
false in philosophy, to attribute general effects to :Keciﬁc causes. Now,
this is precisely the error of those who conceive, that, because Assyria
and Egypt, Greece and Rome, have pursued the same career of gra-
dual ascent and rapid overthrow, therefore the destiny of mankind is
to flow and ebb, to ebb and flow, for ever in a tide of perpetual fluctua-
tion. The false principle alluded to operates in two distinct ways in
producing this opinion : First, by disposing those who are under its
influence to conceive that the vibrating rincl;tle (if we may use the
expression) is, in each of the cases on which their opinion is founded,
one and the same general cause; and, secondly, by leading them to
identify the destinies of the human race with the fortunes of any sepa-
rate age or nation.

The first of these mistaken views comes to the mind with a plausible
array of apparent proof upon its side; it seems to rest on a pretty
general and impartial induction of facts: « What,” say the patrons of
this doctrine, * when we see each tree of the forest in its tur; ineen. "

VOL. IIL H
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sibly shoot up from a tender sapling, which each passing infant may
destroy, to the majestic trunk which mocks the Crotoniat’s strength,
and presently the hoary lichen gathers onits bark, and the parasite
ivy twinea around its trunk, and its stiff neck is bowed to the plain,
loaden with the weight of years—what do we conclude, but that it is
a law of their common nature, thatsuch should be the process of their
existence? And, in the same way, when we see nation after mation
rising up in a -series of gradual advances to the maturity of a full-
grown people, and then, incrusted with prescriptive mischiefs, and
wreathed with the specious clasp of luxury, sinking to a depth pro-
¥or(ioned to the height of its elevation—what else are we to gather

rom all this, but that there is an inherent principle of alternate
growth and decay in buman society ?” This is not the first instance
in which analogy has been mistaken for proof: we grant that the forest
osk may be fitly and strikingly used as a figure of a commonweslth,
but when we reason from the one to the other, we evidently forsake
‘the cr\th of legitimate judgment. I apprehend that in all the cases
which can be produced as exemplifications of the opinion which I am
combating, the phenomena may be explained by the exclusive opera-
tion of their specific causes, without any reference to an inberent
principle of alternation in the fortunes of human society. If the effect
‘in all the cases were produced by similar proximate causes, we might
-conceive the first cause to be the same or similar; but when we per-
‘eeive these vary as they do, it must require some little ingenuity to
show, that at bottom they are one and the same—that the conp de main
which overturned the Babylonian monarchy in the pride of its batbaric
:‘Plendour-—the want of consolidation and system in government which

issolved the Grecian commonwealths—and the national degeneracy
and unwieldy greatness which undermined and unhinged the empires
of Persia and of Rome, can all be reduced to the same elements.
"These causes will produce the same effects in the same circumstances;
but if a nation is exempted from obnoxiousness to these causes, it
is evident that its ruin cannot be effected in the same way. Now,
from all these causes of decay, the modern governments of Christen-
dom eeem, in a great measure, free. The age is long when a
single courageous stroke could overthrow a monarchy. ere is now
a circumspection in cabinets, and an extensiveness and vigour of action
very different from the temper of Belshazzar and his thousand lords,
that sent them to the banqueting-house, when their river-guardian
was forsaking his accustomed channel, and the brazen gates were un-
folding to the victor: there is in some degree a unity of interest not
only among the subjects of the same government, but among the
governments of a continent and of the world, very different from the
spirit of jealous rivalry which gave up the hervic but improvident
Greeks to the toils of Philip—and, finally, the surface of Christendom
is portioned out into divisions of such an extent as ‘are easily within
the reach of a single metropolitan administration. To guard against
the causes which wrought the overthrow of other pations is just the
grand practical lesson which history teaches commonwealths. There
may be, and very probably there are, other maladies in the constitution
of the people which now bids fairest for permanence, that in time may
‘Poison its life-blood ; but of this we may: rest ssured, that if such a re-
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sult should take place, the fault will not be that of any political necessity,
and its fate will only prove another addition to the stock of partjcular
facts which will serve as beacons to future states and generations.

Besides the general truth, that there is no necessary tendency to
decay involved in the abstract notion of a political society, there are
various particular phenomena in the character and circumstances of
the t age which seem to promise uniformity of progress to man.
kind. We cannot uplift the curtain of futurity, but there are certain
tokens of good in the present, which some extraordinary visitation
alone seewms ble of trating. What we commonly call the civi-.
lization of ancient times, in truth, does not deserve the name. At
best it was verwrtial and very imperfect. The grand majority of
the Greek and Roman populace were utterly unacquainted with let-
ters, and censequently confined in their views, and guided only by
their passions; and even among those who had drunk deeper at the
fountains of literature there remained, in consequence of the temper
and circumstances of their countrymen, u considerable want of refine-
ment and delicacy. There is no more striking example of this fact to
be fonnd than in the energetic, no doubt, yet coarse invectives with
which political and private adversaries assailed each other, and the un-
Hunhinz eulogies wKir::h they accumulated on their own character and
acts. And here I cannot forbear stepping aside for a moment to de-
wmand justice for the greatest of ancient orators, and most interesting,
thouﬁ least, original of ancient philosophers. It has been the custom
to as decisive proofs of the overweening vanity of Cicero, the
liheral Praiaes which, in his own writings, he lavishes ppon bimself.
That Cicero was a vain man there is no doubt, but that the passages
alluded to were peculiar ebullitions of self_admiration ought by no
means to be supposed. They were the commoun terms in which the
manners of the age permitted a man to speak of himself ; and, until
Demaosthenes is included with Cicero in the condemnation, the Roman
bas a right to a verdict. The truth is, that what is commonly consid-
ered an evidence of Cicero’s peculiar vanity is nothing more than a
proof of the general want of refinement in his age. Now, what is the
character of our times ? Information has pervaded all classes of society
~—men ive the reasons of things, and are hence qualified to act
ratiosally, no longer the dupes of those who address the affections
alone, There is, 100, & public mind established over Europe, which
animates and informs all the parts of the colossal body, and which,
whatever subordinate changes may take place with regard to parti-
cular members, promises to urge forward civilization with unexampled
rapidity, and to preserve it in unexampled permanence. And not to
be tedious in the enumeration of subordinate particulars, there is the
press, the palladium of the rights of man, an instrument which has
already achieved many a sublime exploit, and for which still more
splendid triumphs are yet in reserve.

With such considerations as these, we may prove the baselessness of
those gloomy anticipations which would doom our race to endless
fluctuation, and throw a shade of doubt on the likelibood of its onward
march towards the goal of its perfectibility on earth. But there is
another point of view in which the principle to which we adverted in
the outset has misled its votaries. For it bas induccd thew to over.
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look the profounder workings of the administration of the world im
contemplating its more obvious procedure, to sink the more important
though less prominent bearings of events on the destiny of the species
in those more striking and particular relations which they y to
the fortunes of indivigua.l nations. They see in the fall of the -
lonian empire the destruction of a system of civility and grandeur, but
they do not perceive the first grand step taken to establish the domi-
nion of riﬁht in place of the tyranny of force, to erect the pillar of con-
stitutional government on the ruins of the throne of despotism. In
the irruption of the barbarian hordes into the Roman empire they per-
ceive the inundation of brute violence subverting the most majestic
vile of dominion ever reared in time; but they cannot see movin“glupon
its waters the spirit of magnanimity and enterprise which bad long
been extinct in the degenerate south. In the revolution of France
they see the terrors of anarchy and tyranny chasing each other with
fearful and destructive rapidity across the stage ; but they are blind
to that shaking of men’s minds, from the chaos of which will ultimately
rise the seeds of freedom to the world. This purblind contemplation
of history takes its rise Partly from inconsideration, and pargi from
selfishness—from inconsideration, which renders men contented with
the first results they find floating on the surface of history; and from
selfishness, which, suggesting to us, that each individual is of ome
age and one country, and preventing the interests of the whole speci
in all its extensiveness, and all its duration, from making a lodging in
our bosoms as an object of ultimate regard, contracts our views and
paralyzes our powers of abstract and general reflection. The best way,
perhaps, of counteracting the influence of these principles is to repre-
sent to our mind’s eye the whole human race as an individual, and the
whole duration of time as his life. rﬂ teking this notion along with
us, and tracing the course of universal history, we shall perceive that
there has been no period which has not contributed something to his
‘i;:’provement; and that, though, in many cases, it was necessary, in
er to effectuate some useful result, to blot out apparently some
other advantage which had been already communicate& t the time
arrived when the process was accomplished, and the beneficial results,
which, in the means of their production, appeared directly hostile to
each other, were found in their ultimate ends fully to coincide, and to
strengthen as well as beautify each other by their union. A remark-
able instance of this fact is to be found in that period which is generally
supposed the most unproductive of any that has marked the history of
man. I mean the period that ela between the overthrow of the
Roman empire and the Reformation. Amid all the darkness which
then brooded over the natioms, a process was going on silently, but
surely, which was moulding the character of man into 2 stamp of
reater firmness and vigour; which was infusing into his bosom a
gardihood strong as the mail that covered it; was maturing that spirit
of bold emprise which unfolded a new world to his astorishment, and
raising the fairest and most interesting half of our kind to its dye
station and distinctions. As far as we can discover, these results
could not have been produced except by the extinction, for a time, of
the refinement and literature of a former age. But then it was only
for a time. Man had not to purchase one train of benefits at-the price
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of anether.- His attention indeed, while the former were in prepara-
tion, was diverted from the latter ; but when the desired ends were
ﬁ:i;ed, he resumed the use of the treasures which former civilization

accamulated, and found with astonishment, that the long neglect
in which they bad lain had only purified them from what was debased
in them and debasing. And thus, while to an eye that goes no deep-
er than the surface, that period seemed the utter abolishment of all
the benefits for which the sages and poets of Greece and Rome had
been labouring, we find that it was only a passing eclipse that ob-
scured man’s intellectaal glory, in the course of which, however, a
mighty change to the better had been effected on his moral character.
These obeervations place in a more p]euizg point of light the future
destiny of our species than that in which it is often viewed. The
physical amn‘glemenu of our world will continue the same. But still,
observation and experience concur in leading us to hope, that the ca-
reer which man has to run upon this earth is one of progressive im-
provement—that partial evil will issue in universal good, and the
mysterious administration of Heaven be vindicated even in the worldly
results it shall produce. This consideration is calculated to animate
our present exertions with the vigorous inspiration of hope, which the
opgocite doctrine would damp and extinguish. And, at all events,
“8i in hoc erro, lubenter erro, nec mihi hunc errorem, dum vivo, ex-
torqueri volo.”

J. P.

————

YESTERDAY.

BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

ALL round me slept. The village clock struck twelve,
And where ! I asked—where now is yesterday !
When echo from the infant morning said—

*Tis gone—'tis lost in the Eternal’s years,

Dark, vast duration, rushing, unconfined,

In the oblivious bosom of the past .
Engulphed it, with our joys, our tears, and smiles.
Time, like a y ocean, yawning wide,
Insatiate swallows 1ts remembrance u
O’erwhelming all the yesterdays of li

In one black sepulchre, and all that was,

Is in the dreary void of nothing lost.

And yet how imperceptible it pass'd—

As morning dawns, or silent twilight veils

The summit of the hills. A few{short hours

It waded like a meteor, through the blank

Of sunless , illuming in its course

A portion of immensity. It was

A ghred, a fragment bﬁuthe Eternal torn

From off his robes of Deity \—a wave,
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That on infinity’s wide ocean broke,
And having run its course, and swept away
A portion of time's creatures, and its works,
Receded back into etermity.
There was a yesterday when Time began ;—
When sin de! God’s image in the soul !—
When Death began its havoc !—and when Heaven,
Wearied with wickedness, let Joose the deep
On impious ingratitude | and when
The angry waters gushed from heaven and hill,— 1
Ocean anX opening earth, till cities fell, . ‘
And lesser mountains vanish’'d. From the heights
Of each uncovered pinnacle, men screamed— .
Prayed piteously,—blasphemed, and plunged in death.
'The roaring lion, and the nvenin&;ulf,
With all the deeert tribe, forgot their. nature—
Mingled with men, and in their terror howled.
The eagle’s wing drooped useless, and it fell
With a wild scream, amidst the multitude.
Into the flood the mother dropped her child,
To scale the uncovered cliff ! and the g lover
Cast forth the maiden of his Jove! and strove
Fiercely against her, for the elevation
Of a poor foot, that he might linger out
) Anotgz: hour of misery and life.
Then men grew mad with hunger and with horror,
And quarrelling with each other, headlong fell
Down rock and precipice, in grappling crowds !
Till the last point had sunk, mdp all of life
In one long scream expired ! save only where
Some desperate swimmer struggled with the waves,
Gasping, and cursing as he dashed them back,
Straining toward the ark, which floated by,
Covered with all the feathered race of heaven,
Till they too mutinied with fear and want,
And strove to eat each other, till the last
Fell in the flood a skeleton. And now,
Those yesterdays within the earth have stamped
Their terrible impression,—to proclaim
To doubting arro , that once they were.
Revolving yesterdays have swept away
The massy pyramids that laugh at time!
And they, and all their generations, have
Been buried in the charnel-house that stretched
In mightiness to heaven. There too, the bat
That nestled on their coffin, d and died
Upon proud Pharaoh’s bieast, and there its ashes,
In darkness scattered by its fluttering brood,
Mingled promiscuous with his royal dust.
The law of Moses, and the Jewish Kings—
The age of prophecy and miracles,
When Mercy infinite appeared as man,
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And triumphed o'er the £-lve, all these are lost
Within the back-gone tide of yesterdays. :
Proud Babylon and Greece, and mighty Rome,
%yrus, great Alexander, all the Cessars,

here are they now ?—ell sunk in yesterdaya !
No marble marks their sepuichre with truth,—
Their blood has sapped some little spot on earth
That brought fortK fruit, and slaves did feed om it.
Otho, and Charlemagne, and greatest, last,
Best known, most wonderful, Napoleon, teo,
With all their glories, conquests, victories,
These yesterdays have conquered and destroyed.
To trace the yesterdays that meted out
Our span of past existence, and recal
Their scenes of rapture and of guileless joy,
Throws o'er the soul the balmy dreaming calm
Of music from the lips of those we love.
To list an absent or dead parent’s tale—
To live our boyheod o’er, and, worn with sport,
Hallooing, homeward run,—¢o snatch the book,
And, heedless, hurried, read eur morning task !
Who has not in his lonely moments liv
Again o'er scenes like these! or fondly dwelt
Upon the yesterday when beauty first
Inflamed the breast, and flushed the stripling’s cheek !
‘When unsophistieated feelings glowed
In giddy extacy! and every frown
From the fair idol of his worship, spoke
Death, agony, and terror! wher her smile
Was ravishment and bliss, and every word
Divinest music touched by heavenly love.w—
When ber mild eye was paradise unveiled,
And from ber lips hung grateful incense, steeped
In sweetest blandishment. Blush net, for these
Were yesterdays of innocence and joy.
‘Who has forgot the yesterday, when first
*T'was his to Jeave nativity, and sa
In anguish, *fare thee well ;”—when o'er him stood
A weeping mother, who exclaimed “my son !”
Sank on his breast, and kissed his burning cheek.—
‘When from his eyes the struggling tears burst forth
She d his hand, and cried—« God bless my child ;”
‘When all had said adieu ; and, lingering, last,
One favourite friend in silence stretched his hand,—
When on the shore the last fond signal died,
And gathering darkly, indistinctness fell
In distant clonds upon his father’s home—
Who has that farewell yesterday forgot ?
Who has forgot the yesterday of love!
When each pulsation throbbed with warm delight,
Anrd his glad beart swam with tnmultuous joy,
As from the altar in delicious bliss,

N
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And happiness supreme;, he bore his bride!

Hath he forgot the yesterday, when first

Their first-born guided by the mother’s hand,

In tottering eagerness, had clasped his knee,

And, faultering in its fondness—father lisped !

Can he, when robbed of every joy that gave
Endearment to existence, ere forget,

Nor in a daily retrospect, recal

The brighter bye-gone yesterdays of peace !

Can he forget the dark and cheerless day

When heaven and earth seem’d changed, and the fair sun
Shone on a dismal nothingness! that day,

When sadly following slow the sable hearse,

The solitary mourner lonely wept,

Or gazed upon the coffin that contained

The wife of his young love, or on the grave

Where their fair children slept, and saw their bones
Whitened, and broken, and consumed by worms,

Cast with rude earth upon their mother’s bier.
Or when the last sad o&’at:iea were said,
How bitter was the sigh that answered back,—

¢« Ashes to ashes, dust to dust!” and then
Farewell, it said, farewell to all on earth.

When seated by his lonely hearth, hersmd

On fhasﬂy vacancy, and sighing hea

No language at his table, save his groans—
How thought he on that yesterday of death !
Yet yesterdays have passed-—do pass and plunge
Backward in rapid masses through the void

Of black, unfadfomed, drear immensity.

et

ON THE ASSOCIATION OF IDEAS.

For the purpose of illustration, let us suppose, with Condillac, that

a statue, which to the minutest part is a t model of the co
structure of man, becomes suddenly endowed with all his bodily and
mental faculties. Let this new-formed man be placed in the light of
i}wg{, and where his opening powers may have fuﬁ scope for exercise.
at will be the nature o% his earliest feelings? From the instant in
which the animating principle takes possession of his frame, from the
moment in which he draws his first breath, he must have a dream.like,
half_certain consciousness of self-existence, a consciousness that is more
and more confirmed by every succeeding sensation. But, though some
time must elapse before be arrives at the full-satisfied conviction of his
own existence, and though the causes of his sensations are yet hid in
mysterious obscurity, still the first exercise of his bodily functions is
accompanied with the intensest pleasure, and the earliest moments of
his life are characterized by a delighted expansion and elevation of
soul, and the most complete mental gratification. He feels life in
every muscle, and energy in every limb, and in his experience, “even
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to breathe becomes an act of will, and sense, and pleasure.” Let his
spirit now enter into community with the external universe ; let hitm
feel what harmony resides in every sound, what beauty in every “hue
of the earth and tint of the sky;” let him feel the joy of the light,
the warmth of the sunshine, the coolness of the breeze. Delight will
now give place to ecstacy, and garing round on the scenes of loveli-
nese, wonder, and novelty that are opened up to his view, he may al-
most, in the buoyancy of his feelings, deem himself a being as etherial
as the air in which he breathes. Up to this period his mind, engross-
ed with the joy resulting from the consciousness of self-existence, has
been perpetually engaged in viewing external things. In a word,
8ENsATION and the joy consequent upon it, form the first state of
mind which the sentient being that has been supposed, must expe-
rience.

As the transport, however, into which he has been thrown, subsides,
and the more sober and deliberative faculties of his mind have room
for action, he will soon discover himself possessed of other powers; he
feels that he can revert in thought to his past sensations, and bring
them before his mind, to the partial exclusion of those that are ac-
tually impressing his organs of sense. Immediately the process of
classification commences, and the associating faculty begins to appear.
The objects he formerly viewed with so much interest, he now remem-
bers, affected him in different ways; and in his mind each object and
the feeling it excited are for ever after associated together. ilut this
is not all. The capacity of thought, the first exercise of which he has
experienced, he feemt length become more and more extensive. He
has not onl{ the power of laying up ideas in  the store-house of his
memory,” but he feels, in doing so, they assume almost of themselves
a certain order and arrangement. And, when he turns and reflects
on past sensations, he finds that the current of his thoughts flows on
by no means at random, but after a particalar manner and in obedience
to certain laws.

Such, I conceive, is the gradual yet rapid progress of a being thus
constituted, from sensation to the exercise of the principle of associa-
tion—a principle which therefore not only gives all our thoughts their
form and symmetry, and puts in some degree the properties of the ex-
ternal world within our power, but by so doing opens up a thousand
ways of employing the uunderstanding, and fixes happiness itself on the
firmest basis. The being, whom I supposed above to be suddenly call-
ed into existence, might and, as I endeavoured to shew, would receive
from his earliest sensations the most heartfelt enjoyment, but the
agency of the principle of which I am speaking is necessary to extend
this enjoyment to futurity, as well as to raise him in the scale of being
above the beasts of the field, and to enable him to turn to his own pur-
poses alike the strength of the brute creation, and thelinert properties
of material things.

The associating faculty may be viewed in a no less interesting light
as that instrument by which the whole fabric of human thought and
human knowledge is formed and compacted. Nature herself implant-
ed in man the various faculties we sce existing in him, but she left to
other causes the office of bringing them to maturity. She furnished
him with sagacity enough to perceive that «knowledge” £;;mly is

VOL. II I
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« power,” and while she pointed out to him the necessity and wutility
of that knowledge, she supplied him abundantly with the means of ac-
quiring, retaining, and exercising it. Accordingly, man is employed
Kerpetually in adding to, modifying, and reducing inte practice, the

nowledge he possesses, by attending to, and “ storing up,” 1o use
Mr. Locke’s expression, the reports of actual sensation, and the con-
clusions he has deduced from these by means of reason and judgment.
From the earliest dawn of intellect, from the first moment in which
the infant begins to feel within itself a consciousness of existence, the
mind’s whole faculties are engaged in the great work of accumulating
ideas—in collecting together the materials of future thought. Weak
perhaps may be the first efforts made by the infantile mind, and vari-
able may be its after progress, but it will receive additional vigour
from every exertion ofp its inherent powers, and go on from strength to
strength in its intellectual career, till, with Shakspeare, .it revels in a
world of its own imaginings, or, with Newton, travels through illimit-
able space, making systems its play-things, and confining within actual
calculation all but immensity itself. Throughout all this wonderful

rogress of the mind, from the inconsciousness of inanition to the full
and uncontrolled exercise of gigantic powers, the great agent is the
associating faculty. It is even more than this. Not only is it the
active principle in raising the mighty fabric of human knowledge, in
creating, if 1 n(::{ use such an expression, the world of thought, but
over its own work, like a presiding agency, it is ever intently hovering.
By it we are enabled not only to add thought to thought, and expe-
rience to experience, but we find our whole ideas so lioked together
and vivified by means of it, that without any apparent exercise of will,
they float before the imagination in an uninterrupted stream, taking
their form, hue, and texture from our active predominant feelings,
ever at hand to aid us in the season of business, and to fill up our
hl:)urs of reverie with images of beauty and tenderness reflected frow
the past.

A?sociation may therefore be considered in two points of view. We
may regard it, first, as that power by which we collect around any
particular idea innumerable other ideas, all tending to heighten or mo-
dify the forper; and, second, as that power by which the mind pro-
ceeds from thought to thought, to any indefinite extent. It is true
the former may be easily resolved into the latter, inasmuch as the
mental process in both is nearly the same, but with the view of ex.
f]aining in a simpler manner several phenomena of the mind, it will,

think, be better to consider them as distinct.

First, then, let us consider the power of association as exerted in
compounding our ideas, in clustering around one conceived object
many other feelings and ideas.

This power of the associating faculty is not the least important of
those which it exerts. By it we are enabled to combine together a
variety of simple ideas into one complex whole, which, complex though
it be, is regarded at length as making but one impression on the mind,
and is suggested as such with equal rapidity and distinctness. By it
we are enabled to classify our ideas, and reduce them, to use an ancient
term, to genera and gpecies. It is not my purpose to euter into any
discussion such as those which amused the schoolmea many centuries
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ago, as to whether such genera and species exist or no in natire ; but
this I may say as far as the mind is concerned, such relations among
external things are perceived actually to subsist. Were the case other.
wise indeed, avd bad we, as a eonsezuenee of it, no power of arrang-
ing and classifying our thoughts and feelings, the mind would be, if
not a perfect void, at least an unproductive chaos of loose and crude -
matermals. For, let us consider the matter closely. Sensation fur-
nishes us, in fact, with but a single idea at a time, and if the mind
were under the necessity of laying up these impressions on sense, one
by one, without any connection save what te from their sequence
in time, they must at length become too numerous to be contained by
any mind, and any thing like knowledge would be next to impossible,
and at all events could never be made available to any human purpose. .
‘The universe itself would form but a mass of confusion, and ip the ca-
pacity of thought would not be totally annihilated, the task of acquir-
tng the power of following out a short train of insulated ideas would
be even more laborious than to master the eighty thousand characters
of the Chinese language, to obtain an adequate knowledge of a moiety
of which requires a l?g.time.
Such is the utility of this department of the associating faculty in
a general point of view. But its influence is equally observable in
many other particulars. There is scarcely, I may indeed say there is
not, a passion in human pature, an affection public or private, an emo-
tion of intellect, a moral sentiment, a religious feeling, or, in fact, a.
single principle in the human mind, in which its working is not con-
spicuous. For, what is any passion but a concentration of an indefi-.
nite number of diverging rays of feeling into one focus where the col-
lected heat glows in all its intensity? I do not mean to say that asso-
ciation constitutes a passion, but this I may safely affirm, that it is
the principal agent in calling it into action, and raising it afterwards
to higher degrees of energy. With regard to our public and private
affections, it is this faculty chiefly that elevates them to their proper
pitch, and knits the objects of them to the human heart with bonds
that can never be burst asunder. To prove th::cgositian I need but
mention such words as pavent, Aome, country, of which owes its
influence over the heart principally to the tenderness of the associa-
tions that are connected with it. a‘he power of the association is fur.
ther observable in the feelings which are suggested at the mentioning
of any celebrated place or illustrious individual. We have muck of
them, we have in a manner spent a part of our life in asseciating cer-
tain ideas ¥ith them, and when they are presented to the mind, they
seldom fail to appear with their retinue of attendant feelings. Hence
Marathon has become a “magic word,” which, uttered, comes to the
hearer’s ear, accompanied with a thousand associations of Grecian spi.
rit and Grecian freedom ; hence Bannockburn has for ages been the
rallying word for Scotchmen, endeared to their hearts as the scene of
the triumph of national pride and patriotic valour ; hence Cato has
become the personification of all that is stern, lofty and unbending in
the Roman character ; hence Xerxes is regarded as another name for
all that is presumptuous in eastern vanity, all that is gorgeous in de-
spotic magnificence. In a moral point of view the exerted influence of
this part of the associating faculty is equally observable. Virtue by
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the moral imagination is arrayed in all the loveliness of innocence and .
purity,—Vice is deformed, in aspect hideous, to the view loathsome ;
and indeed not a little of the diversity in moral fecling which pervades

mankind, may be traced to the different lights in which the meral du-
ties are regarded, and of conrse to the difference of tho associations
which are connected with them. In a word, every ebject of buman

thought, though sinile when originally placed before the mind, is soom,

by the principle of which I have heen speaking, made the centre around

which innumerable related ideas and feelings are assembled. In this
respect it is with the intellectual universe as with the universe of ex-

tarnal space. [ from our spot of earth we csst our eye on the « clear

blue depthe” of heaven, and aided by imagination in all its intensity,

atterapt to fathom the immeasurahle expanse before us, with

life, motion, and sublimity, we must sink at length before its over-
whelming magnificence, and confess that an eternity of duration would

alone be sufficient for the performance of the tagk. This much, how.

ever, we may conoeive of the fearful immenaity of space in which beighth,
depth, length, and breadth are sll lost, that it is teeming with the

works of Omnipotence, that system rises over system .in never-ending

continuity, each having its own centre, and retinue of swrrounding

worlds. So it is with the universe of the human mind. To calculate

all its thoughts, or measure the extent of the ideal arena over which

the mind is at liberty to traverse, would be & task far beyond mortal

capacity ; bat this much we may perceive of it, that, like the external

universe, it comprises within itself innumerable systems of feelings,

each assembled round its own centre. The analogy may even be car-

ried still farther. For if we look narrowly into the objects ef human

knowledge, we will find eaeh of them indivsdually the centre of ita own

little system of associations: this with its attendants forms but one

satellite to a more distant and comprehensive centre; and s0 on, al-
most to infinity. Here we see in another light the wonderful skill
with which the human mind has been ada for unity yet diversity
of thought, and the facility with which it miay carry on its most ex
tensive operations. No one thought can W which bears not
some relation to seme ather thought ; and mgly, one individual in
the series cannot present itself before the mind, without every other

associated with it being also ready to appear at a bidding. When once
two thoughts are associated together, the link snbsisting between them
18 seldom, if ever, broken asunder.

As yet I have considered merely that plassie power of the associat-
ing faculty by which it assembles and combines a number of idess iato
one complex whole, which is at length embodied as such in language.
In deing eo I bave confined myself chiefly to illustration, leaving. tall
afterwards the consideration of the laws by which this mental
is carried on, they being exactly the same with those which regulate
our thoughts in the more extensive operations of the associating prin-
ciple. In what I have already said it has been my object to shew, both
the immense scope the mind has when arrived at maturity for exert.
ing its faculties, that a agrelu: part of our life is spent in investigating
the ;)mpemes of material objects and combining them together under
the form of a complex idea which the mind considers as one; and that
by this means at length the whole fabric of human theught and know-
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is found. Up to this period therefore I have spoken of ideas as
if had a separate existence of themselves, and as if some real con.
pection lllblil:ed molgth;m independen; of the mlind iizelf. Let me
be regarded, however, as having spoken figuratively. eas are but
i ways in which the m?nfi’: affected, andythe association of
ideas meeans nothing more than that law of our constitution by which
cne state of mind succeeds another. Between things associated toge.
ther no abeolute connection really subsists, and this may often be very
distinctly perceived. What relation for mmxle can there be in na.
ture between the mere sound of any word and the thing signified by
it? Yet at length, (and this phenomenon is fully accounted for by
the influence of habit and practice,) the one is hardly uttered when
the other is suggested. But the same thing may be proved on other
The mind is a sentient being, and it ie only as it is affocted
that it becomes acquainted with external things, or its own thoughts,
If, accordingly, these are at length formed into certain classes or clus.
ters, the case is 80 only in relation to the mind itself, and from no
“ magical coherence,” to use Dr. Fergusson’s expression, or indepen.
dent canpection between them.

In considering therefore the laws of association, it ought never ta
be forgotten that the whole history of the mind is nothing else than a
series of sinfes of different kinds, according as it is employed in actual
smsation, or i the contemplation of its own thoughts, and that all we
wish to know is what there is in ome state which disposes it to enter
another. In such an investigation it ought also to be kept in mind,
thtﬂlilpmauofmgfaﬁon may take place in two different man.
mers. The state into which the mind enters may be suggested by a
real perceived object, or by one that is merely ideal; we may
from a sensation to' a thought, or from ane thought to another. ﬁ
medes of association are extensively employed in life, and by their
means our ideas become possessed both of vividness and variety ; but
while this is the case, the operations of mind by them are rendered not
a little complicated and diftioult of detection. If we could conceive a
man arrived at full maturity, and endowed with all the faculties of the
rest of mankind, to be suddenly deprived of the power of exercisi
his organs of sense, so that he bold no converse with exte:
nature, and to be left in posseesion of no other faculties than those of
memory and thought, then w.?l might have son:l n::l&n of the associat..
ing principle as exerted in all its strength, and without interruption
fmprwlnntbzut. But man is in other circumetances than are
bere coutemplated. His continued trains of thought, properly so call.
od, are, comparatively speaking, of short duration, and he is too much
a being of the werld, to have his waking senees long averted from it.
His ear is continually open, his sense of feeling is ever on the alert;
the kifting of a diminutive Jid may let in upon his soul the rays of
light from a thousand objects at once, and when it is considered thas
by attending to the least information derived from these sources, the
mind may be led into a new train of thought, we need not woader at
the frequeney with which the current of his ideas is diverted into a
different channel from that in which they may have beea for some time

In such trains of thought, however, of which the human miad is
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capable, little acuteness is requisite to perceive that the process of sug-
gestion is by no means fortuitous. Accordingly, so far back as the time
of Aristotle, we find such principles as Resemblance, Contrast, and
Contiguity, laid down as the laws which direct the mind in proceeding
from thought to thought, and from conception to conception. This
arrangement however, even as modified by Mr. Hume, 1is at best in.
complete, and seems indeed in my opinion to be not only unnecessarily
prolix, but to have proceeded from a very superficial view of the human
mind. On such a point as this, however, we must advance with cau-
tion, on an induction of facts alone, and a regular appeal to conscieus.
ness. Accordingly, let us suppose the mind in any particular state,
and by an analysis of this endeavour to discover what it is that induces
it to enter one that is different.

Every state into which the mind can enter is either one of sensation
or of conception, and in each it is either pleased, pained, or tranguil.
If the sensation be the first sensation it has ever experienced, it is plain
the associating principle cannot be called into action ; if it be conception,
the very name implies that that conceived object has been formerly be.
fore the mind in the form of a sensation, if not as a whole, at least in
its elements. But sensation is often joined with conception, that is to
say, I may look at an ebject, and the very instant I am doing so, I
may bave some conception concerning it, foreign in some degree to the
impression it makes on sense. Let us, however, suppose that the mind
is in a state of pure conception, unexcited either by pain or pleasure,
but allowed to follow its own thoughts in comparative tranquillity.
Here it is understood that the mind has arrived at maturity, and that
it has lived in continued intercourse with the external world. In such
a case when the mind is in a state of conception, it bas before it some
particular scene or object. I scarcely use such an expression in a
figurative sense. It thinks it sees it, it endeavours to fix iteelf in such
a situation as that it may actually see it, and sometimes, as in dream-
ing and in reverie, the mental pictures float before it in the vivid hues
of reality. In every conception therefore we fry to comceive what our
sensations would be if we were in the presence of the conceived objeet,
and accordingly form an empty, unsu tial outline of it before the
imagination. But in this manner we may paint, as it were, before the
mind’s eye not only one siungle object, but a whole extensive scene ;
and although this is made up of an infinite variety of individual con-
ceptions, still the mind can have a notion of it as a whole. Now, as I
formerly endeavoured to shew, a great part of the life of man is spent
in clustering around any particular object, a great variety of associa-
tions, and accordingly by this means our ideas at length become so
compounded that no one can appear before the mind single and unac-
companied with other associated ideas. When therefore the mind is in
the state of conception above supposed, some scene or perhaps single
object is figured out before the imagination. If it is a single object,
it does not come before the mind alone, but is in reality the ceatre of
its own system of associations; and although the mind is engrossed
principally with the former, the latter are not wholly removed,—they
may be in the back ground, and in dim perspective, but are not totally
invisible. If the mind has before it the conception of a particular
scene, the mental eye is in a mauner perpetually roving over it, and



ON THE ASSOCIATION OF IDEAS: 256

shough but one object at a time is the prominent figure in the idéal

icture, etill therest are in perspective, and each in turn may a¢ will
gcome the direct object of the mind's observation. In this respect
the mental and bodily eyes are similarly situated. If we stand on an
eminence, and look down on some extensive piece of natural scenery,
one object at a time is really all that is within the reach of direct vi-
sion ; but though this is the case, the rest of the scenery is by no
means unseen—it remains ready to supply at the command of the will
new objects for the mind’s contemplation. Some tree perhaps in such
a scene, some cascade, some tower, or some cottage, may be all that we.
observe at any single instant of time, but while we are looking at any
omne of these. we have the notion of having perceived the others, and
may turn the eye to them again at pleasure.

In every conceptive state, therefore, into which the mind is thrown,
it has before it in imagination some object or objects, and in directing
its vision from one of these to another, it fullows no other law than that
of the will, than the desire to please itself. I hear, for example, the.
words “at the North Pole” pronounced ; and the mind sets out imme-
diately on the task of assembling together into oue complex idea, the.
ideas I have already associated with such a place. In a word, I con-
ceive myself there, and the mind's eye roves over an imagined land-
scape—where there is unfathomable ice beneath—cold around-——the.
aurora and starry heavens above. But of all these conceived objects
I can at will choose any particular one, and make it the centre of a
mew system of conceptions, and the same process as before will be re-
commenced. Thus for instance I may take the Pole Star—a part of
the conoeived acens, and commence by calling up the ideas I have asso-.
ciated with the word Star. I may view in imagination the whele
starry host around me, and as a part of the sublime scene, see Newton -
and éerscbell gazing on their glittering orbs and detecting the mi-
nutest motions, or I may picture before me a number of Chaldean
shepherds watching at midoight their silent spheres, and framing
their constellations into fantastic shapes. From hence I may pass to
the consideration of the history of the east ; the characters who have
figured on the stage of life may successively rise before my imagina-
tion ; and in fact, if uninterrupted by sensation, the current of thought,
might thus flow oa for ever.

Now, in all this mental process the mind follows no law except that
of the will alone. One object is presented to it, but it comes before it
attended with a retinue of associations, out of which it chooses one
with which to commence a new train of thought. The whole ques-
tion therefore reducesitself to this, Why, or by what means, do I asso-
ciate certain ideas with certain objects, why did I associate the idea of
ice with the idea of the North Pole, why does the mere sound of the.
word virtue suggest its meaning? Here certainly it will not be as.
serted that there is any natural connection between them, and the
only answer that can be given to such a question is, that I have been.
accustomed to conceive them together—I first understood what was
meant by the one idea and then what by the other, and at last combined
them into one complex idea. In a word, I virtually conceived them
together : and to this simple principle all others, such as Resemblance,
Contrast, &c. may be redu :
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With re, to Resemblance, this, I conceive, may be very easily doue.
In laying down this as a law of association Mr. Hume gives as an ex-
ample of it the case of a portrait suggesting the idea of a friend.
Now, in such an instance as this it is obvious the portrait could never
have suggested the friend, had it not contained something in common
with that friend, something we had formerly associated in our mind
as a part of that friend ; and accordingly when that part was presented
to the mind, by a very simple exercise of remembrance it felt that it
had seen it before, and immediately called up many other ideas it had
associated with it. 8t. Pierre imagines that the famous Swiss Song—
the rauz des Vaches—must imitate the lewing of oxen, the bleating of
sheep, the repercussion of echoes, and other local associations ; but im
fact, all this is not necessary to account for the effects this song is said
to produce on the Swiss’ mind. The air itself and the words of the

are ideas it had been wont to associate with certain scenery, and
it feels disappointed accordingly, when it considers itself removed to a
distance from the objects of its tenderest affections contained within it.

In Contrast the associating principle is still the same. Heat, it is
said, suggests cold ; night, day, and this by means of contrast. Now I
think, a being that had never experienced the sensation of cold could
have no notion of it—he that had lived in perpetual day could not un-
derstand what was meant by nigh¢, and to him therefore they could
not be associated together. But when be has experienced both, be
finds that the ove is every thing that the other is not ; the transition
between them is so abrupt that it cannot fail to be striking, and for
that very reason the #wo are conceived by the mind at once, and the
one may ever after be termed an idea associated with the other.

iguity in Time and Place necessarily supposes that a particular
scene is before the mind out of which it chooses the objects to which
it shall pay the greatest attention, and of course the same principle
a8 before 18 still operating. In Causation, which is in reality but a
modification of Contiguity, the effect and the cause are considered as
one complex idea, the one suggests the other only because we have
always been accustomed to contemplate them together.

From infancy upwards therefore, we are accustomed to cenceive of
objects as the representations of certain collections or bundles of ideas,
and out of these we have the power.of choosing those which we deem
worthiest of attention, and calling up by their means the ideas as-
sociated with them. This power, which will exerts in our trains
of thought, is further exemplified in the colouring which our faslings
give to our thoughts. If the mind is tranquil and unimpassioned, the
current of ideas flows on in an uninterrupted stream ; if under the in-
fluence of sorrow, it chooses out from among the ideas suggested to it
only such as refer to its downcast state ; when joyful, im of cheer-
fulness are alone selected for its intimate inspection ; and, in & word,
whatever the state of the mind may be, its thoughts always corre-
spond to it

J. C.
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THE POET'S DEATH.BED.

. BY, DELLA CRUSCA.

I BAVE ppflr’d my heart—and. 'tis resign’d,— -
And yet I feel, now that the hour draws.near,
How a thing it is to leave behind

. ‘ All I hold dear!

By short and easy s I've been led
Into my narrow dwelling, day by day ;
But when I see those tears of parting shed, .
" I still would stay.

Weep not that I should bid the world farewell !
For hopes around my sinking soul arise, °
That of a land of light and glory tell
' Beyond the skies!

I pray thee do not wake, with look or tone,
The fecliugs that are shombering in wwy heart,
But leave mé here awhile to gwse alone
: . Ere' I depmt.

I would be still,—yet ere the day be flown,
O, let me feel once more the blissful breesze,
And see my last of earthly suns go down . ,
Among the trees!

Shut ye not out his last sweet smile that still N
Is seen to linger o’er our quiet cot,
To-morrow he will hearts with gladness fill
- " Wher I am not.

It stirs my bloed with life to hear agam .
From yon green glade the happy children’s call ;
They ne’er have felt the mind and body’s pain,

The spirit of the past I fancied dead,—
But young, romantic thoughts still brightly glow
Within the heart whose dreams of fame have fled
- - Long, long ago!

©, it has been my life’s best hope to twine
The poet’s wreath around my burning brow, -
But youth calls‘wany & ratnbow forth to shine,—
'Tis idle now.

And there is one whose pale thin hands are rais'd
In gentle prayer to great Creation’s throne,
Whonm I in early, long lost years had deem’d—
Vainly—mine own !
VOL. II. 2k
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When that those eyes to death give up their trust,
Say what shall gild the dark and withering gloom
That comes, when all we lov'd below is dust
Within the tomb !

Ob, loved and lost! the memory of the dead,
Shall it pot oft at midnight's hush arise
When round thy couch the spell of sleep has spread
Her mysteries |

Let not my name be a forgotten sound, —
Though love has touch’d thy faithful heart with blight !
But let its utterance claim a stillness round
E’en a8 to night!

On the green earth, the happy hills, and skies,
No more I'll gaze beneath the evening sun, — -
The mists of death are gathering o’er mine e
God’ will{:.’dcnel

A few brief moments part us, and thy brow
Will lose its gloom amid the worldys gay threvg ;
Yet let me shrine the thoughts that haunt me now
, In love’s last song!

St

When pleasure’s fount throws up a shower of bliss,
And hearts do bend in earnest love of thee,
Recall the anguish of an hour like this,
And think, O, think on me.

‘When round the hearth the voice of mirth is pealing,
Join not the revel of the blithe and free,
But fan the embers then of former feeling,
And think, O, think on me.

When the sad ring-dove at the even-tide
Easeth her heart upon the lonely tree,
Go where the quiet waters &ently ide,
And think, O, think on me.

When the pale star of vesper gems the sky,

Seek ye{:lgreenwood where I've watch'd with thee,

And lift to yon blue heaven'thy radiant eye,
: Andthm{ , O, think on me.
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THE ERUPTION OF VESUVIUS

IN THE REIGN OF THE EMPEROR TITUS.

Translated from S. N. H. Linguet's * Histoire des Revolutions de
: L' Empire Romain.”

Tax shert and mild reign of Titus was visited by almost perpetual
scourges. An eruption of Vesuvius terrified Italy, which a frightful
kmehgue afterwards desolated; and a dreadful conflagration brought

into the same state to which she was reduced in the reign of
Nero. The and fire were, without doubt, very afflicting events,
but yet were of a kind more afflicting than astonishing ; they are not’
absolutely uncommon, and cagnot therefore be placed in the rank of
those extraordinary calamities which leave a very lasting impression’
on the minds of men, and, upan the earth, indelible monuments of their.
ravages. It is not eo with such an eruption of Vesuvius to which we
bave alluded : history, neither ancient nor modern, presents us with
any calamity approsching to it.

e have witnessed in our day Calleo totally submerged, and Lima
almost entirely destroyed, attended with the most terrifying circum-
stances. We have seen the shore of Lisbon serve that capital for a
grave ; and the shocks of the earthquake that destroyed it, were felt
at the extremities of the two hemispheres. The con tion of Ve-
suvius, however, appears to have originated more fatal consequences,
and certainly produced more singular effects. At Lishon, and also at
Lima, the fire, that tormented the entrails of the globe, only agitated it
with violence ; the inhabitants had merely tq dread this species of fear-
ful convulsions which overthrew their zuildings ; the womb of the
earth shewed itself by the wide opening of chasms ready to engulph
every living soul. But in the mean time they might seek for an?l find
asylums: in flying from one danger they fell not into another: they
still had a pure air in which to breathe, and to lament over the deso-
lation of their country; and even at the very time, when the soil on
which they trode was sinking beneath their feet, those who had not
been swallowed up, were under no fear or apprehension of being over-
whelmed in the open plain.

Here, on the contrary, all nature appeared to be armed for the de-
struction of mankind. The four elements seemed combined to render
the spectacle more terrific, and the catastrophe more tragic. Tor-
rents of liquid flame, known under the name of lava, inundated the
earth agitated by incessant violent concussions. A shower of burning
stones rendered the air more dreadful, and in the midst of clouds of
ashes, by which it was darkened, the raging and swelling of the sea,
together with the noise of its waves, seemed to repulse and pursue the
remnant of the unfortunate thousands who had escaped the violeuce
of the fire—the ruins of edifices—and the fall, with great crashes, of
lnfe portions of rocks precipitately broken on every side of them.

t is known how two entire cities were then, not only destroyed,
but buried,—they disappeared in the midst of the ashcs vomited up
from the crater of Vesuvius; and an interval of sixteen hundred years
has expired, ere one of these cities has been discovered in our days.
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This discovery was, perhaps, one of the most valuable that could pos-
sibly happen to the lovers of antiquity. They were about to mingle
with the Italians of the first century 4f our @ra; they were about,
they imagined, to witness the manners of these pe:sle, their customs,
and their civil life. -It was no longer those decayed monuisents, is-
jured by barbarism, or mutilated by time, and very frequentlze;en.
dered of no use by erudite enquiries, that they expected to behold
brought forth into light :—it was the age of Augustus himself whose
restoration they anticipated.

Herculaneum was a city considerable enough in extent to flatter us
with the hopes of finding every thing, hitherto wanting to us, eluci-
datory of ancient history. We laid our account in the certainty of
these lights, involved for so many ages in darkness, throwing a greator
brilliancy around by emerging from their tomb.

‘To this period of time the general expectation has been frustrated.
The search has produced nothing to instruct us regarding things of
which we bave been long ignorant, or which are conteated amongst us.
Perhaps it might have been wished, that the exploration-had been di-
rected by more intelligent men, and upon a different plan ;—they seem
rather to have been r to examine, than to examine with care and
well ; they have gone through the streets, and traversed the squaves
and places, where there is nothing to be ascertained or learnt not al-
ready known. The interior of the houses and habitations, where alone
information and instruction were likely to be acquired, has hitherte
been entirely neglected. ' ‘ :

It was the private apartments that ought first to have been sought
for with great precaution, and examined with much patience. It is
in them, no doubt, that must lie concealed what alone can satisfy a
reasonable curiosity. Therein might have been verified what were the
instruments in use by the ancients to facilitate the useful arts; and:
by an enlightened comparison then, we might have perfected our own:

e might have acquired a knowledge of the degree to which they had
carried their industry in the fabrication of their cloths, &c.—and what
had been the form of théir garments; there would then no lenger
have remained any obscurity in these things, more particularly in the
latter article, which is, at the present day, so indeterminate, notwith.
‘standing the ancient moouments which should have set the matter in
a clearer light.

Above all, what might have proved still more interesting, would
have been the manuscripts. This discovery, by giving us the
whole of man{ works of the ancients, would have forme5| a remarkable
epoch in the history of literature: for it cannot be doubted that there
must exist of the manuscripts more than one kind in Herculaneum ;
and if they have not yet been brought forth to light, it must infallibly
arise either from the want of skill in the workmen employed, or from
the negligence of those who have hitherto had the direction of their
operations. In fine, if this opportunity of procuring them should be
lost, what hopes are there of ever finding such another? *

# It way be proper to notice in defence, as well as to the credit of our Au.
thor, that what discoveries bave been made by the exploration of the ruios of Her-
eulaneum and. Ponpeli, have been made since he composed the history from which
this account is taken, and therefore it is not improbable that the remarks apd com-
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Dion, i relating the submmersion of this city, very seriously assures us,
that all the inhabitants were surprised and suffocated in the theatre
by the ashes with which it was then filled. But Dion, as is common
. with him, has related an absurdity, and the best and surest proof of it is,
that the theatre has been the first edifice discovered and visited, and
no remains or semblance of a human corpse found therein. Had there
ever been any, they would have been preserved under the crust, so
impenetrable to the air, by which the city was covered. Many things
were found there quite at least as corruptible in nature as a human
eorpse, which appeared to have undergone no exterior alteration, -al-

not burnt, as some ignorant writers have asserted, but con.
sumed and reduced to powder, as is the case with all things long shut
up in subterraneous places excluded from air.

Dion is not the only historian who has thrown reason in the back
ground, and burdened the truth, in the recital of circumstances rela.
tive to this event ; and it is truly melancholy that we are obliFed to
associate with him in this respect the younger Pliny, a more celebrat-
ed writer, aud very differently esteemed from Dion. In the meantime,
on this occasion, he has been neither more judicious, nor veridical ; to
prove it we shall make but two remarks.

Pliny the elder, his uncle, lost his life at this time from a desire of
examining the symptoms of the scourge too near to its source. He
was suffecated, it can hardly be doubted, almost at the foot of the
mountzin by the deluge of ashes it threw out, and which became fatal
to the towns in its vicinage. They were dispersed as far as Rome,
and into Syria and Africa, that is to say, in every possible direction :
and of necessity must then have been very abundant in the place
where Pliny waslost. They became heaped together upon the ground,
many feet in thickness, like the snow when fallgg heavily and in great
flakes ; and must of course have covered his body in 2 manner not to
permit its being found again ; his attendants too, who had withdrawn
themselves 80 soon as they saw it out of their power to render him
any assistance, fearful of subjecting themselves to the same fate,
could give no account or information of the place where they had
left him. Yet notwithstanding this, his nephew pretends that his

plaints 20 profuse in these paragraphs have been in no small measure a stimulant
to those engaged in the exploration, and productive of what benefits may hitherto
have been derived to us of the present day from their labours.

‘We scraple net, however, to acknowledge oar own ignorance of what improve-
ment the arts, sclences or manufactures with us have yet undergone by the con-
temmplation of the objects already brought to light; and it is with some confidence
we expres our doubts, that any thing has been added to our literature by the ma-
nuscripts found in the excavations of Herculaneum. Four of them, we are told,
bave been unrolled by the ingenuity of a Mook, and their fac-similes with trans.
lations published by the Neapolitan government, but the subjects of which they
treat, we balieve, have been found barren of new information, and by no means of
a natare to interest the learned student, however much they may tend to gratify
the curicsity of an antiquary. The number of these papyri discovered, has been
very great, and many crumbled into dust when exposed to tbe air, nor were a few
of them destroyed by unsuccessful attempts to unroll them. Yet, we are in-
formmed, net fewer than eighteen hundred remain untouched—Ilet us, then, not de-
spair of the imaginings of cur Aathor being at no distant period verified—¢ that
we shall beceme by the discovery of these books possessed of the whole of many
works of the ancients, parts of which only we now pessess.”’—THE TRANSLATOR.
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body was sought for the day after his death, and found without any
difficulty. It is not, however, an easy matter to believe him on his
word. Certainly of two things, one of them must be, either that the
elder Pliny was lost at a great distance from Vesavius and out of the
reach of tle dreadful storm of ashes that issued therefrom, or that he
was not found, if ever found at all, so soon as his nephew relates he was.

Thus we have urged our first remark—and our second we are dis-
posed to believe will be allowed materially to strengthen it. At Mes-
sina, five leagues and more distant from the mountain then so destruc.
sive, the nephew ran the imminent risk, in the midst of the :;{en
country, of being covered and suffocated by the same shower of ashes
that deprived the uncle of life: he was under the mecessity, he said,
from time to time, of exerting himself in removing. the ashes, to pre-
vent himself from perishing in them. Now, a shower such as this,
strong enough to cover a living man, and tut him in danger of being
suffocated thereby, must surely have been heavy enough to cover also
a dead man, and entirely to bury his body.

Further, Pliny the younger should have acquainted us, how be
found himself able to breathe in the midst of a shower of ashes so thick
as to change the day into a night, darker than that of a room so en-
tirely closed up as to preclude all entrance whatever of light: for it is
thus he expresses himself— Vix viam deserueramus, et nox, non
quasi illunis et nubila, sed qualis in locis clausis, lumine extincto:”
and particularly when the shower was composed of burning cinders,
thrown out with such rapidity and force as to spread round a district
of country not less than three hundred leagues distant from its centre.

Pliny might have been semsible that it was weakening a recital,
how tragical soever it might otherwise have been, by mingling absur.
dities therewith. This, one should bave thought, would forcibly have
struck his mind ; but itisin general the mind that describes.
renders the descriptions too tame and frigid ; and it is less our pride,
in describing events of this nature, to paint that which has terrified
the imagination during the danger, than that which flatters it when
the danger is past. .

It is not through malignity that we have given way to these obser-
vations: but in the end it is not less useful to make known how much
we may be led astray and deceived by great names. This authority
not unfrequently is a kind of veil to absurdities, as in a sumptuous
building, the finest varnish decorates and sometimes throws a brirliancy
over the meanest materials.

To finish our account and remarks, as we have begun them, with
the name of Titus; it is to his honour—his historians have observed,
that time alone was wanting to the people to solicit in order to obtain
relief from him to their miseries. The Emperor hastened to prevent
their demands by transporting himself to the theatre, on which the
scenes we have described had passed. It seems he was desirous of
convincing himself, as fully as it was possible, of the necessity of an
immediate reparation of the evils they had occasioned, by obliging
himself to consider the consequences of them as near to where they
hagfened as was in his power to do.

e took the same method, and availed himself of the same means,
both in regard to the Plague and the Conflagration: he made use of
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every plan occurring to his mind to combat them and cause them to
be forgotten ; and all the power which the grandeur of the state gave
to a sovereign of Rome, and all the activity with which an inexhaust-
ible tenderness could inspire an affectionate father of his people. He
was profuse of remedies of every kind ; he encouraged by exhortations
and rewards all persons expert in the art of curing the evils; he took
upon himself the reconstruction of all the edifices destroyed by the
fire ; and while he thus charged his treasury with an increase of ex-
pences, he lessened the imposts, many of which he entirely suppress-
ed, and others he ameliorated. His economy even furnished him with
funds to display in shows, now become necessary to the Roman people,
a magnificence unattaioable by the prodigality of his predecessors.

J. T.

etli—

TO A LADY.

Supposed to be addressed to her by a Domestic Circle on the termination
of a wisit to them.

Forger usnot! Forget us-not!
When Time's dark pall is thrown
Around,l:vdhere lt\teb withﬂliving smiles
e up bri shone :—
When ﬁm:ﬁ: d?ms 'f: ritmpect,
And Mem’ry scarce can trace
A faint and feding outline of
The hearth,—each form and face,— -
Oh! then forget us not!

Forget us not! Forget us not!
hen other scenes invite,

And draw thy sympathies away—

At morn, or noon, or night:—
When present joys and earlier friends

The heart’s affection claim,—
While pleasures past, then lost to sense,

Leave but an em;ty name,—

' orgut—forget us not !

Foriet us not ! Forget us not!
Throughout life’s varied range,
’Mid storm or sunshine, weal or woe,
"Mid aught of chance or change :—
Our wishes follow thee ;—our ray’rs
To Heav'n’s high throne sluSl rise,
When Day withdraws, and Night succeeds
With star-illumin’d skies ;—
Oh! then, forget us not!

Forget us not ! Forget us not !'—
And yet how sad a thing—  °
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Oblivion e’er should o'er the past
Her dismal shadows fling !

Immortal Hope! be thou our stay ;—
Faith ! guide us to that shore,

Where ha_ppy souls shall dwell, and need
The painful words no more——

« Forget—forget us not !”
AER.

et

A DREADFUL PASSAGE IN THE LIFE OF MR. ALPHONSO
o TOMKINS.

" Mas. Horatio saye, ’dis but our fantasy;
And will not let bellef take hold of him,
Touching this dreaded sight rwicx sxxx of as.

Haurger.

Our hero belongs to a class of men, who have lately figured much
in romance.* We mean “ travellers,” and in order to give our read-
ers,—at least, our intelligent readers,—a high idea of his talents, it is
only necessary to say, that, in his professional career, he was fully as
distinguished as the majority of his ising brethren. Some may,
perhaps, suppose, that this implies nothing more than activity, a prac-
tical knowl of trade, and what the newspapers call a « ad-
dress.” But there can be no doubt, tha “tﬂz degree of mental
energy” amounting nearly, if not positively, to genius, which the au-
thor of the “ DREADFUL 8TORY” maintains, generally speaking, to be
the secret of success at hop-step-and-jump and throwing the hammer,

is also, w sreah the secret of success in our hero’s depart-
ment. Philli rey’sl‘lga’.lent for poetry might readily su si?‘tll-:e
remark, and the case of Mr. Tomkins ﬁ:ﬁy Jjustifies our ap&xmtion of
it. In fact, be was not only familiar with every romarce that had is-
sued from the Minerva Press, but, in addition to innamerable Valen-
tines ?ome of which, even to this day, cannot be repeated without
tears by the Bond-street loungers,) he had compesed an exquisite
< Sonnet to the Moon,” and an “ Epithalamium to Miss Jemima Hig-

ins on her marriage to Mr. Frederick Theodore Plym.” 8o mucgh

r our hero, we must now proceed to our story :—

It was a beautiful moon-light night about the ead of January 1816,
when Mr. Alphonso Tomkins alighted at the door of a little inn, on a
solitary moor, in the north of England. He would have preferred
better accommodation. But he had no alternative,. as the next stage
was twenty miles distant ; and both he and his horse were already ex-
hausted. We repeat, that the very appearance of the place was in-
consistent with his ideas of comfort, and his mind was by no means
relieved on coming into contact with the landlord. He was a tall,
muscular, swarthy fellow, with a burly chest, a crimson face, a « Bar-
dolph nose,” and a retreating forehead. Nature, however, had in some

® Ses  The Stout Gentleman,” &e.
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degree, made up for the rude construction of his exterior, by giving
him a voice of singular power and sweetness. But, from the particu-
Jar circumstances in which he and our hero met, the union of quali-
ties so opposite rather increased than diminished the repulsive impres-
sion which the latter had received. In fact, the deep, mellow tones
of the Jandlord’s  Good night, Sir,” sank like lead on the traveller's
Ebeart.,—be almost fancied, that there was something unearthly in
em.

After seeing his horse rubbed down and fed, Mr. Tomkins was
ushered by his host iuto a little room with a sanded floor. A large
chair with mal y arms and a faded yellow moreen cover stood at
the fire-side, and the walls were decorated with emblematic pictures
of the four seasons. But, as Coleridge says,

“ gvery goodly or famillar form .
¢ Had ‘oven’ a T of 8 ing terror round him."”
strange powe: pread:

The cheerful fire, coptrasted with the cold, moorland air, had no
effect in relaxing the gloomy tendency of our hero’s feelings. He was
8o agsailed by a succession of bewildering fancies, that he was only re.
called from his revery by the sight of his supper, which consisted of a
large dish of ham and eggs, a bottle of strong ale and a reasonable al-
lowance of gin and water, to which he did ample justice. But like
the hero of the Spanish Play

¢¢ His sainets
* Was a razr of bim, no more a passion or & madness,” ==

and he strove in vain to overcome it. He had a volume of Shakespeare
in his pocket, and began to read « The Merry Wives of Windsor,”
but withoat feeling any relief. He then thought, that it might do
him good, and that it would be roper, as Valentine’s eve was so near,
to write a few lines to Miss Sophia Hicks, which we beg leave to sub-
join, in case that our readers should wish to have a specimen of his
poetry.

Maiden so dear, but so far above

My lyre's full tones and my heart's first love !

Oh pardon this trembling attempt to weave

Thee a rude song-wreath on St. Valentine's eve!

Ah! where is the heath-bell that may vie
With the soft, blue light of thy deep love-eye,
And the branching veins that rise, balf hid
By the long, dark lash, on its drooping lid !

Ah! who can forget the
Of the smile that gently :l?gp{es thy face !

Thy arching neck, thy golden hair,
As it falls in its lustrous beauty there!

‘;’Wk:i‘e:; fo‘;'get! abh! I seetbeenowa‘ b
i at deep repose o'er thy large fair brow—
That deep repose which oeemsyto be
The symbol of thought and feeling in thee.
voL. 11. 21
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Maiden! theu art like the brigll‘)t Queen-flower,
Which the poor bird wooes in his Persian bower ;
Like bim, I live in the very thought

Of my Love,—but like it, 0k! she knows me not, *

After this effort of genius, Mr. Tomkins felt inclined to retire
to rest. So he rang the bell, and desired to be shewn to his bed-
chamber.

His anomalous landlord then took the candle and conducted him up
stairs to a small apartinent. The furniture consisted of what is com-
monly called “a folding-down bed” with a slim, blue-check curtain
suspended from the upper extremity to shield the face, a cane-chair,
a fir table, a narrow stripe of gre*y «“crumb-cloth,” and a little, square
looking-glass, in a red, wooden frame, placed over the chimney-piece.
The wil-fiow had no shutters and the panes were very small ang thick,
with large, green nobs, and partially incrusted with the spreading
rind of a strong frost.—

Our hero had scarcely placed his head on his pillow (which, by the
way, was not remarkable either for its fragrance or its softness) when
he was alarmed by a rushing sound in the room, and with a consider-
able exertion of self-controul, he sprang up.—But, greatly to his re-
lief, he discovered, that it had proceeded from a shower of balf-formed
icicles, which an old ash-tree had shaken against the window. So, he
once more lay down and tried to compose himself to sleep, in which be
at last succeeded. - We say to slesp, for we caunot say to rest. His
visions were moet terrific.

He dreamt, that he was sitting in a room with a stone-floor. The
flags were black with damp, and coarse, lank weeds were shooting up
through the chinks and cracks. The desolate aspect of the place was
also heightened by the massy foliage of a s;lca.more that irew on the
opposite edge of a gravel-walk in front. He had come, he thought,
to meet some one,—hAe knew not whom—and after an interval of
oprpressive suspense, the air, in the middle of the apartment, seemed
(1f we may be allowed the expression) to thicken gradually into a wild
outline, and he saw * * * * *  But we cannot describe that hideous
anomaly. Mr. Tomkins is known to have declared,  upon his honour,”
that if he could recall its features distinctly, “he was confident it
would throw him into convulsions.” He could trust his memory,
however, so far as to assert, that, in particular, its ears were narrow,
conical and deeply indented, and that it bore some resemblance to a
baboon !—To his utter dismay, it flung its arms §seu quocunque alio
nomine gaudent) round his neck, and he felt a “ desire with loathing
strangely mixed” to press his lips against its hard, scurfy cheek. He
thought, too, that he had continued for some moments in that unna.
tural conjunction, when the image of Miss Sophia Hicks flashed across
his mind, and, with a sudden effort, he threw the foul abortion into
the fire-place.—** Yes!”" he used to say, *“Yes! I heard distinctly
the dull sound of "its fall upon the naked bars.” But it instantly
started up and muttered some mysterious words, and myriads of gro-

# Mr. Tomkins, it will be olwerved, in applying the Persian fable of the Night-
ingale and the Rose, to bis ewn situation, assames the lady, by a poetical latitude,
to be inanimate.
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tesque combinations, like the motes in a stream of light that breaks
thr::gb the joinings of & window-shutter in a summer morning, float-
ed before him.—His brain reeled, and the scene changed. He thought
that he had lain down on a green plot, in front of an old, baronial
castle. It was a June evening, and nothing was to be heard but the
rustling of the leaves and blossoms in the adjoining orchard, and the
bhum of the wild-bees among the white clover the fading wall-
flowers. All at once, Miss Sophia Hicks stood before him, and ex-
claimed,—pointing to a magpie perched on the topmost twig of a gigan-
tic 1Jog’lnr,---“ Ah! Tomkins, 'ow I sigh to possess that lovely bird !”
“My hangel I” replied Mr. Tomkins, “I shall procure it for you."—
“ But Tomkins,” resumed Miss Hicks,  you must not hattempt to
climb the tree, as it is dreadfully igh and this is Sunday hevening,
and it would be rather hawk and hindecorous, if you were to lose
your life for such a trifie.”—« Tho’ it were a trifie, my love I said
our hero, “1 should be ‘appy to prove, even by my death, that I hap.
preciate zonr sensibility to the beawties of nature.”—He then thought,
that he bad ascended far up the naked trunk, which creaked and
swung beneath him, when he came into contact with a glutinous sub-
stance. He raised his head, and what was his horror to see the shrunk
eye of an immense snake, glistening upon him with a heavy, animal
expression |-—The shock was too much for his nerves,—he let go his

d and—awoke, tly to his eatisfaction and, we dare say, greatly
to the satisfaction 3 our kind-hearted readers.

The visions, which he had just had, seemed to him altogether out
of the ordinary course of nature. Here we mag observe, that the
theory laid down by the author of the «“ Dreadful Story,” with regard
to such visitations as his hero encountered, may be justly extended to
dreame. “As to the apparent inwtility of such warnings,” he says,
“ how vain is the objection! If they were to influence us to sober
thought alone, as they are well calculated to do, that is one manifest
good resulting from them.” Like Phillips Grey, after his terrible
presentiment, our hero “ involuntarily found himself revolving the oc-
currences of his life,” and ¢ here,” like him too, but like few
others, “ he found little to condemn.” He recollected with peculiar
satisfaction, (as he said to a friend on & Sun(h{.trip to Margate) that
he had done much to promote the interest of his employers, and that
he had often received a grateful « Bless you, sir,” from “ Boots” for
an additional twopence.

He was enga.ged in these reflections, when a little wooden clock,
(whoee energies were apparently benumbed by the frost), after a
modic effort, struck four. The sound had scarcely died away, when
he heard the iron-latch of a door, that led into the back kitchen, tingle,
and this was succeeded by what seemed to be a Aeavy foot on the stair-
case, We eay a foot, for, strained as his attention was, he could not
discover the sound of more than owe. It spproached slowly and sul-
lenly,—like a solid body moved by some unaccountable agency,—and
his room-door, which had only an imperfect fastening, gave way. Mr.
Tomkins, like

¢ A valture frighted from Imaus,
Before an earthquake’s tread,”

lost all command over himself.
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The brilliant moon-light broke through the icy costing of the |
window-panes, and dizsla ed the faunt., shrivelled semblance of an
old man. It approach e bed-side, and drew an instrumesft, some.
what resembling a shoemaker’s knife, from a leather-belt which was
buckled round its waist. It is iml;lnuible to describe the effect, which
this produced on the mind of our hero. He drew in his breath,—sbut
his eyes and clenched hig hands till the nails struck into the palms.
He was roused, however, by a strong grasp, and on opening his eyes,
the figure pointed the knife at its own throat, accompanying the jes-
ture with some wild and imarticulate sounds. It then ed to-
wards the door, and, frowning upon our hero, made & signal for him
to follow. As our readers, however, may easily imagine, he felt no
inclination to obey, and it retired. RBut shortly after, two or three
piercing shrieks struck Il?)!l his ear, and his panic, which had begun
to subside, returned. He was again struggling to overcome it, when
a faint light, as if from below, passed the window, and the figure,
ascending with the same solemu steps, approached the bed, and beld
out the lmife. But, what was his horror, when he observed long,
white hairs sticking to the heft, and thin flakes of blood half-coagulat-
ed on the cold, blue blade ! *—He fainted.

It was two or three hours before his recollection returned, and, as
may be su , he scarcely knew how to act, or to use his own ex-
pression, “he felt delicately situsted.” He rase, however, and ex-
amined his portmanteau where he found every thing safe. This cir-
cumstance tended to remove any doubt, (if indeed is was passible for
him to have any,) that he had seen a spectre, and be not check
= suspicion, that the object of this preternatural interference was to
lead to the discovery of a murder which had been committed by his
landlord. ' He resolved therefore to leave the inn 8s quickly as possi-
ble and to cause a judicial inquiry to be made. :

After dressing very hastily he went down to the sitting-room and
called for the landlord who instantly made his appeirance, evidently
in a very agitated state, and exclaimed, < Oh Zur,—I'm very sorry,
that thee’s been sodisturbed ”—< Disturbed ! What do you mean ?”
said our hero. ~ « L'}l tell thee, Zur, how it happened.”

He then confessed, with great.contrition, that the bed, in which Mr.
Tomkins had slept, was usually allotted to the “lad” who had
for that night to content himself with the hay-loft, and that a dumb
man, with a wooden leg, who was to assist him in killing a pig that
morning, had retired at an early hour gso as to be soon up) to “a
shake.down” in the back-kitchen. The latter, however, had not beea
informed, from the bustle accasioned by our hero's arrival, of the new
arrangements, and had repaired to bis companion’s room expecting
to find him there. This was the key-stone of the whale mystery.
When he found that be could not rouse his supposed friend he killed
the pig himself, and on returning o upbraid him for his aloth, disco-
vered his mistake but was so perplexed that he had only made a dis-
closure to the landlord & few minutes before Mr. Tomkins came down
stairs. .

Who can describe the effect of this denouement on Mr. Tomkius ?

* Founded on fact.
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‘We, at least cannot make the attempt. We shall only add, that he
thought ¢the physiognomy of the landlord not so bad after all” and
regretted, that, in of  hindulging melancholy,” he had not asked

him for a song.

N. D. 8.

STRAY LEAVES

FROM MY PORTPOLIO.

BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

~ LINES
Written on visiting the Falls of Clyds.

Hear the voice of the foam through the woodlands break,
Like the eve of eternity whispering—awake !
Ere the angel burst forth in his %:o and gloom,

e

And the lightnings of heaven stri

ife through the tomb.

And see! where the cataract bursts on the sight,
A varying sameness :—a dazzling white!

While the sunbeams leap in the glowing spray,
Like the birth of waters hailing day,

As they bound from the cliffs in jocund glee

To join in the dance of sublimity !

Ascend ye now to the craggy shore,

‘Where

shouts amidst surges hoar,

There as a moth by the rocky steep - -
Wheregt?:’eewaters lung{a to embrzee the deep,
And revel in light down the deep-voiced linn,
While thou art the only thing of sin .
Amongst rocks where the floods have scooped an abode
%:oel temple fa;lir fogmgre’s God ! :

re where the glistening waters
And thgi;;ehow ages anward rusgh, g
Or turn thine eyes around to see
The wall of rocks—the trembling tree,—
The height—the depth—the chasm riven—
The shadows of the hand of heaven !

Where the rainbowed sheet in

Ascend yo now to the giddy height,
go; ,

Like an infant glacier bathed in

Deep wreathed in many a snowy fold,
Hurls beadlong down, and thou art left,
Of every, sense but sight bereft,
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Rapt in magnificence. Then go
And wend thee to the little Oe *—
The isle of cascades, while thy tract.
Is one continued cataract.

There muse around an hour alone,
Till all of earth save glory’s gone.

The Clyde and Tweed.

Noursep-on a rocky mountain’s breast
Two twin.born riv.e;s . l’

And parting, one ru eetly west,
The other eastward strayed.

The Clyde rolled on, a warrior's song
Of triumph, while the Tweed
With stilly murmur swept along,
Its voice the shepherd’s reed.

A bridegroom leaping light with joy,
On, f)i:;vard botln)nded%l de, ’

The Tweed a maiden timid, coy,
Moved like a blushing bride,

The Clyde rushed forth in glory where
The sunbeams revelled wild ;

The Tweed in beauty, softly fair,
Was kissed by moonlight mild.

Sublimity and beauty’s tread
Impressed their favoured Clyde,

While loveliness hung o’er her Tweed,
And slumbered on its side.

The Clyde embraced a golden Firth
“Where lake and mountain shone,
And fairy islands left the earth
To deck their marriage throne.

The Tweed her deckings cast aside,
Plain was her bridal?ed-—

Fair Tweed an unadorned bride
The hoary ocean wed.

® Oe, a amall jsland
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Thoughts on Midnight Prayer. -

Ar the holy bour of midnight, when the busy world’s asleep,
And the angels of Jehovah fixed and faithful watchings keeq
O’er the helplessness of mortals, when dark silence grows sublime,—
"Tis rapture past the joy of worlds to hold at such a time

Communings with cur God, who was, who is, and is to come,

To vision o’er the glories of our last eternal home ;

Forgetful of the dreams around—the yesterdays of care,—

To spend that hour, an hour our own, with God, our God in prayer !

As life unto the doomed one, as an anxious mother’s joy,

When the smile of health revisiteth her first—her darling boy,
Is the grateful sleep that falleth, diffusing balmy rest,

When this holy hour of prayer is past, upon the tranquil breast.

O who has spent an hour like this, and felt its after quiet,
Its confidence in Providence,—would join the midnight riot,
‘Would quaff the drunkard’s maddening bow! or recllgesdy enrol
Themselves with insane poisoners of body and of soul?

Can the mirth of noisy bacchanals a retrospect afford,

Like the soul’s that looketh back npon high converse with his Lord,
‘When health and youth are blasted, when character is lost,

‘When despair and death are lowering and the troubled soul is tost.

‘With a first poor prayer of torture through the wilderness of death,
A prayer half broke by blasphemies groaned with his parting breath,
Will the scoffer feel t{e transport og his nightly revel then,

‘Will he glory in their memory—would he live them o’er again ?

‘Will he plead the deep seductions of habit, nature grown,

‘When he standeth as a criminal before his Maker’s throne,

When, ere the wild AMEN that closed his first, his dying prayer
Has reached the footstool of his God, his soul stands trembling there!

At the holy hour of midnight, when the busy world’s asleep,
And the angels of Jehovah fixed and faithful watchings keep
O'er the helplessness of mertals, fly, my soul, from such despair,
Nor wait until a death-bed teach the PrIVILEGE of prayer.

POETIC IMITATIONS.
Professor Wilson.

BaieHT as yon cloud now cradled o’er the throne,
Where genius burns with radiance all its own,
Dreams, bathed in glory, charmed me while a child—
Dreams, bright as beauteous, and as sweet as wild ;—
Fair gleams of bliss from angel’s pinions given,

To raise the eye and steal the soul to heaven !—
Visions of beauty, floating round my sight,

Like smiling stars amidst the clouds of night ;
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With whispered music, from a heavenly sphere,
Fell soft as incense o'er the eye and ear;

Long did I watch the moving glories roil,
Then sketched the golden fancies of my soul.

Moore.

I mAvVE sung of the loves in the vale of Cashmere,

Where the maidens are melting, and eunuchs severe,
Where cheeks, like the rose in its summer-day splendour,
Invite us to kiss the joys blooming and tender:

I have rocked Love asleep in my bowers of blies,

And the tone of my verses is, Kise us, love, Kiss!

They are smooth as a lake run away from the ses,

Am{ kissing the roots of 4 pomegratate ttee ;—

They are sweet as the honey in Araby’s grove,

They are fond as the lips of the maiden we love ;

They are light as a Peri—that delicat¢ thing

That rides through the air on a gossamer’s wing!

The ladies all love me—the lovers all read,

They have crowned me with ringlets !—they have so—indeed !

Wordsworth.

I ax a stamp distributor, sweet friends,

A plain and simple man, who sometimes sends

A volume through the engine called the Press,

Of some three hundred pages more or less.

And I have wandered round about Grassmere,

Till I bave thought the umbrageous woods could hear
All my imaginings! For they were bright

As Keswick’s ripples on a moonshine night!

And full of poesy! But why say full ?—

The lakes, the trees, the cattle were my school ;

L saw it rhying with the wavy grass—

Beautifu ry! a geutle ass

Cropped the green blades ; and ‘twas my bosom’s joy
To sing about that ass and Betty Foy *,

For they were unsophisticated creatures,

And carried mother nature in their features!

Crabbe.

FruLep with compassion for the wretched poor,
Whose broken windows, and whose hingeless door,
Expose their ragged limbe to all the woes

Of summer’s heat, and winter's drifting snows;

® Charasters of Werdswerth,

* - e
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Where guilt lies dying upon putrid straw,
And cries for foodggtiouptos gx:m to gnaw ;
Or starviog babes, who never knew their sire,
Hold their blue fingers to a coalless fire !
Where idiots mop, and helpless cripples lurch,
With whose shadows ne’er bedimmed a church j
Where thievish nts teach their babes to steal !
For scenes like these what poet would not feel P~
Describe their broken delf, and footless chair,
Their want of blankets, and their uncombed bair,— .
Count all the cobwebs,—watch their [passions rise,
And see how nature struggles in their eyes.
Such are the thrilling scenes my muse invokes,—
I sing the parish workhouse and the stocks!

James Hogg.
MY teacher was the gloaming’s bride,
In beauty peering out at e’en ;
My school.room Ettrick’s forest wide,
neath its roof of glowing geen ;

nglessons were the daisy flowers,—

be birds that carolled in the sky,—

The faes that haunted Yarrow’s bowers,—
A sunny blink from beauty’s eye.

I lay and looked on all around,
y spirit melted clean away !
For all seemed bursting into sound,
And what could I, but join the lay!

——

ADDRESS TO MEMORY.

Srinrr | revealing the scenes that are past,—

ical mirror, reflecting the soul !

Back to gay childhood thy shadows are cast,—
Shadows of brightness and visions that roll
Lovely as sunlight, but mocking control.

What do we owe thee, thou mystical sprite,
Waving thy wings like a rsgm.n t scroll,

‘Where writ in darkness or graven in light,

Bright spirit !—the past is flung back on our sight.

Sweet is thy whisper though echoed in dreams,
Sighing o’er scenes ever blooming with flowers ;
Breathing the evening voice of the streams,
Murmuring love by the home that was ours!
Soft as the linnet that sung in its bowers,
Sin, ye the music of chﬂdhg“m,
uild ye its baseless but towers,em

YOL. II. 2x
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Walk in thy rainbow of light o’er the plain,
And sing us, fair spirit, youth’s rapturous strain!

Time, like a trembler, before thee shall stand !
Swifter than light is the rush of thy wings
. Over the ocean, and over the land,
Bearing the heart to invisible things,—
From the glad banquet where revelry rings,
Back to the woodland, the hill, or the river—
. . Homes of the exile |—and sighing he flings
His soul on the light of pinions that quiver
O'er the scenes of his youtl? in beauty for ever.

Spirit of purity !—voice of the grave |—
There 10 the halls of thy glory art thou,—
There do thy wings of magnificence wave—
Torches that flash on eternity’s brow !
Scenes where the lover has whispered his vow,
Melted in rapture, or wandered in glee,—
Spirit of youth ! thou revealest 5!0!!! now ;
All that was rugged is mellowed by thee,
Like moonbeams asleep on a motionless sea.

Thine are the smiles of a father we love,—
Thine the delight of our mother’s mild eye,—

Thine are the play-ground, the school-house, and grove,
Hope’s temple of dreams, when twilight was nigh,
Stealing its holiness over the sky !

‘Wandering then in our palace of trees,

Wrapt in their shade and imaginings high,—

Fancy away on the unfettered breeze !

Ah! where has futurity pleasures like these!

Thine are the friendships, the joy, and the praise,
All that delighted in days that are gone !'—

Lovely eyes flashing their passionate rays,—

. Rays that were answered by fire from our own,—

Rays where the starlight of innocence shone!

Thine is the whisper that breathes through the gloom
Where yesterday died: and thine is the tone

Melting to music the silence of doom,

Still uttered from voices now hushed in the tomb!

Terrible spirit ! from brightness we turn,—
View thee a fury consuming the heart !
Welt'ring ‘mid blushes in darkness that burn!
. Wasting, devouring, wherever thou art!
An arrow of God !—of conscience a part !
Shouting in thunder, and clothed in its cloud,
Baripg.the soul with thy shadowy dart,—
Revealing its darkness,—proclaiming aloud

The actians.we strive from all others to shroud |
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" Dreadful," yet exquisite spirit of power !
8till may my bosom thy dwelling place be,
Frown may the present,—futurity lower,—
Hope be a mocker that passeth from me !
Dwell with me, spirit!—I'll wander with thee,—
‘Wander in bliss, and awaken the lyre ;
Wild o'er its strings still my fingers shall flee !
Shades of the past raise their voice in the choir,
And strike to thee, Memory, thy anthem of fire.

el

PASQUINO AND MARFORIO.

BY H. NACHOT, DR. PH.

Towarps the end of the seventeenth century, the vicegerent of
Christ was thrown into much perplexity. A great number of witty
epigrams were put into circulation and directedgr inst no less a per-
sonage than Pope Sixtus the fifth himeelf. In all circles, high and
low, nothing was spoken of but Pasquino’s impudence.

Pasquino! how often do we meet this name in the history of mo-
dern Italy. The owner of this great name was a tailor, a fellow of
much wit and humour. Wherever he appeared with his red broad
face and the knowing twinkle of his black eyes, he was surrounded by
a listening crowd whom he delighted with his jests ; for, in addition
to an incomparable gift of eracking a joke, he possessed the accomplish-
ment of making faces which enforced the comical effect of his stories.
In a short time his name was considered indispensible to add point
and grace to every witty concetto engendered at Rome, and this pri-
vilege continued to be attached to it even after poor Pasquino’s death,
The people soon found 2 proper beir to his name. An old mutilated
statue had been dug up opgosite to the palace of Torres, and erected
close by the late jester’s house. This statue raised a spirit of anti-
quarian curiosity among the scholars of Rome. According to some it
was an Alexander, and according to others a Hercules, but the people
cut the matter short by calling it Pasquino, to the honour and ever-
lasting remembrance of the poor tailor. This marhle Pasquino was in
the practice of passing off his jests not only against his neighbours,
but even against the oppression of the great nobility, the depravity of
the clergy and of the government itself, Whoever conceived a good idea
made at once Pasquino the bearer of it to the world by writing his epi-
gram above the neck of the statue, ar upon the wall overhanging it,
Some time afterwards people felt the want of an additional personage.
Not far from Pasquino lay anather mutilated statue representing a
god or an emperor. The scholars thought it was a Jupiter, but the
people made Em a cousin of Pasquino’s; called him Marforio the
questioner, and thus began the jest of query and answer. “« Well,
cousin,” asked Marforio, “ what made the clergy order the new fast
day?” Pasquino answered: “To the honour of the new tax; as the
People are starving the Vatican thought to make a virtue of necessity,”
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“ You look very vulgar, Pasquino, why do appear in the street
with a dirty shtrt?”'sfMy washer-womzn huyan made a princess ;”
lied the censor, reflecting on the character of the Pope’s sister who,
before being crested a princess, was nothing else than a washer-woman.
Sixtus ordered the erection of several public fountains. The next day
Pasquino produced a parody of the decree beginning: S. Q. Pontifex
Maximus,—the holy father remained long in possession of this nick-
name. Sixtus however, vexed at this impudence, and desirous to find
out and punish the offender, did not venture to remove Pasquino the
favourite of the le, their modern censor and last representative of
the democratical opposition. But all at once the smaller concetti
were discontinued, and every question of Marforio's was answered in
verses, the powerful language of which apparently belonged to one and
the same graphic pen. Important questions were agitated in this
way; the government was addressed in the name of reason and
justice, and the people were admonished of their rights. The two
statues were thus in reality converted into two civic tribunes. The
people gathered in crowds round the mute oraters of this new forum,
and on two or three occasions had abused and maltreated the Sbirri
who came to remove the satirical libels in which the Pope was by no
means spared, and of which eo?iqs were everywhere circa .
Sixtus in his eagerness to discover the author of the epigrams made
a proclamation in the streets, offering 2000 pistoles as a reward to
him who should produce the guilty person, but no one appeared. His
next order was to seize all poets in e, or those at least who were
reputed to have a turn for poetry, and to lodge them during the ples-
sure of his Holiness in the tower of St. Angelo. To judge by the
number of prisoners, one would never have suspected that the «Kter-
nal City” bad nourished 80 many votaries of the muses in her maternal
lap. 8ome protested loudly against the intended honour, others how-
ever were too happy to get into prison, and bave their vanity thus
agreeably flattered even at the expence of their freedom. Among the
latter was Pandolfo Norsini who, thanks to his secretary, was a clever
taster. His heart swelled with pride to be supposed capable of giv-
ing birth to poetry, that was at once so bold and effective.—Sixtus the
fifth, however, was not a man to be trifled with, and dearly had they to
pay who wished to enact the part of the ancient Roman, « patriotic and
stern.” ' He was determined to have the guilty man in his power.
Accordingly gentle means of meekness and religion were applied to in
the first instance. The prisoners, after an examination before the
judge, were bound over to the confessor, but still the secret was unre-
vealed. Sixtus went himself to the castle of St, Angelo, ordered the
prisoners into his presence, but withheld his blessing. He admonish-
ed them to name the madman who had ventured to violate the double
anthority and power conferred upon him by God and man, as the suc-
cessor of St. Peter and the chosen one of the Emperors. He is among
ou, said he ; if you know him, name him, and the gates of your prison
will be thrown open. You are silent. Well, let the offender come for-
ward and declare himself, and I promise to spare his life and wake him
a donation of 2000 pistoles besides.
Sixtus continued for some time in an attitude of composure which
contrasted curiously with the anxious expression of his keen grey eyes;
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surveying calmly, but with glances that pierced to the quick, the trem-
bling victims who stood overawed in the presence of the irritated
rriest, and as each met the portentous lightnings, down be sunk on

is knees, and made the sign of the cross. While all remained silent
the priest appeared to be wrapt in momentary reflection, snd removing
his hand from his face which he bad covered for a moment, all were
struck with the sudden change in his countenance. KHis half sunken
eyes and closely pressed lips might have led one to suppose a gay idea
bad given his thoughts another turn, but soon his features lost all
marks of either stisfaction or anger, and nothing remained but the
humble and resigued countenance of the former cardinal Montalto.
His eyes had lost their former lustre, and with a voice faltering and
Jow he murmured these words: «“ My children, it is in the power of
God Almighty alone to penetrate into the thoughts of man,—he alone
reads the human heart. But I, the humble servant of the servants of
God, I can discover the truth only through buman means—to.mor-
row then the rack will do its work.”

On the following day marched through the streets of Rome the
myrmidons of the rack: they walked two by two, the instruments of
torture in their hands, their eyes filled with pride, and joy beaming
in their countenance ; for they were to perform, on this occasion, in the
presence of the holy father himself. Consternation and fear preceded
them ; and the silent crowd that followed, terror-struck and dismayed,
stopped in front of the Palace Quirinal;—a young man alone, mszmg
through the dense crowd, overtook with a hasty step the torturers
and entered the large colonnade before them.

The Pope was-at tbat time presiding at the t ecclesiastical
couneil of absolution. Near him, at the right and left, were seated
on lower chairs the cardinal treasurer, the cardinal chancellor, and the
cardinal vicar, and further down the rest of the cardinals in full dress
and at their feet their train-bearers with the soutana and the silk
gown. In the back ground stood the prelates, divines and laymen,
ready to kindle and shed forth the light of their learning whenever
the Pope’s pleasure should demand it. The business of the day had

ed some length, when three smart strokes were applied to the
, and the chamberlain entered clothed in his gown and surplice, and
vinding bis way cautiously behind the epiritual lords stepped up to
the Pope and whispered a few words into his ear. Sixtus rose,
¢ Princes of the Church and Prelates,” said he, addressing the con
gation, “let us now terminate the work of absolution and bulls; Iﬁ
your advice in an affair of no less importance, and by mine own au-
thority I declare and constitute you a Consulta. A stranger has offer~
ed to reveal to me the name of the author of the Pasquinades levelled
against me. He is at the door, let him come in. As to the prisoners
now under accusation, the cardinal vicar will, in my name and
Lmside at the torture with which it is my pleasure immediately to
l’egiu‘ The more ways and means there are to get at the truth, the
tter.”

The informer was conducted into the hall ; he waa the same young
man who had hastened into the palace before the servants of the torture,
In his countenance was no trace of the brand which indicates the low and
vulgar soul of the informer, but virtue and a eound vigour of mind were
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impressed on it in indelible characters. The most experienced phy-
siognomist would have been unable to detect in this noble face the ex-
pression of disorderly desires, but on the contrary might have discov-
ered the evidence of deep feelings and a lofty soul. It was not with-
out a feeling of embarrassment and fear that he presented himself to
the assembly. By the direction of the chamberlain he made a low
reverence on entering the hall, a second when in the middle of the
floor, and bowed his knee when permitted to approach the Pope.
Sixtus gave him the apostolic blessing, ordered, as customary, a chap-
let to be presented to him, and commenced the enquiry by asking him
— What is your name?” He mentioned it. “ What is your occu-
tion ?” The young man besitating to reply, a prelate said—He
1s amanuensis of Signor Paudolfo Norsini, my neighbour.” < Well,”
said the Pope to the chamberlain, «let Signor Pandolfo be put to the
question.” “Stop,” said the informer, “1 am here for no other pur-
than to spare my master and the other accused persons the pain
of the rack which none of them has deserved, for the guilty person is
before you. Iam he!” At the same time he opened a bundie of pa-
pers; “here are Satires, Epigrams, exclusively my own work ; here
are the original papers; pasufes altered and improved with my own
band ; no soul was acquainted with my secret; I myself fixed the
Pasquinades to the statue. I speak nothing but truth, so help me
God. I know not whether 1 have acted wisely, but having deoomed
myself to be judged by man, I shall submit to thé consequences of an
action, the honour or the shame of which I will share with none.”
Sixtus the fifth, the most implacable and remorseless of all priests,
did not disdain the pleasure of keeping his victims trembling in his
grasp. Accomplished in the art of dissimulation, he knew how to
conceal the most irksome vexation; and we need not be surprised if,
after describing the enormity of the crime in a laboured h fall of
fine sentences, he succeeded in kindling in the breast of the unfor-
tunate young man a spark of hope with no other intention than to
render more painful the blow he was about to inflict. He bad pledged
his most sacred word, that if the guilty should name himself, not only
should he receive the reward of 2000 ‘risto!es, but that his life also
should not in the least degree be endangered. As for the 2000
pistoles our poet refused them, but his life he accepted it as a boon ;
repared to lose it, he received it back with heartfelt delight.
ife is sweet at the age of twenty.three; it is doubly sweet when
poetry touches all around us with its magic wand, and every ob-
Ject breathes the language of love, and all flushes with life, when we
still trust the word of man, on the face of woman. His life, which he
felt as given to him a second time by the hand of God was for him a
boon which filled his heart with the utmost exultations of joy. Tears
of joy rushed down his cheeks, and his proud heart was subdued in
gratitude and repentance. Noble and generous youth! couldst thou
believe in the sincere forgiveness of a priest ? Looking with secret re-
morse on the late productions of his satirical pen, he was about to
bend his knees in thanksgiving, when Sixtus uttered his terrible sen-
tence. I have promised you life, but never impunity. To spare the
head of a libeller or of a murderer, and thus allow them to do more
mischief, would be to act in the tecth of bumanity ard justice. Is it
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enough to have broken the pen or the dagger? Were they the true
instruments in the perpetration of the crime? Are there not other
pens and daggers to be had? No! the spirit, the mind alone is the
criminal. You may deprive the wretch of his liberty, but are you
sure that the wicked fruit of the wind will not break forth through
the walls of a dungeon. Therefore the body must not be incarcerated,
but the spirit. Is that your opinion?” A few heads bowed assent;
but the Pope, sure of his red-caps’ submission, did not pay any atten-
tion to it, and went on: “ Thus then we pass our irrevocable sen-
tence :—that tongue which spoke against us slanderous and damnable
words shall be cut out with the knife; the hand which wrote them
down, and the hand which wasinstrumental in posting them up, shall
be both cut away, and nailed on Pasquino’s statue. Thus the spirit
of this man, his spirit sweltering with poison, shall henceforth become
a weapon harmless to all but himself.”

Sixtus roge; the cardinals in silent horror gazed on the terrible
man whom they had elected their chief, and in the distant part of the
hall, ?relates and divines whispered to one another; some glancing
timidly on the poet, others doubting whether legal forms had been in-
fringed, or whether the execution would be public. The officiating
chamberlain ran through the hall in all directions, delivering and re-
ceiving messages; and in the meanwhile the tale of woe and horror
had transpired abroad. The condemned stood motionless as if en-
tranced. A cold perspiration ran down his forehead, while his limbs
were quivering. One while he cast round a glance, struggling, as it
were, to awake from a heavrydream. He clasped his hands and touch-
ed the chaflet with his lips, while his whole frame was convulsed:
but suddenly grasping his light cloak which lay on his shoulders, he
wrapped himself up with the fearful looks of a man' who is ready to
receive the pointed dagger in his breast. Sixtus was just in the act
of descending from the Estrada to leave the assembly, when a piercing
shriek, a woman’s voice, was repeatedly heard through the palace. This
moanful, heart_rending voice instilled a shuddering into the hearts of all
present. Sixtus himself was strack and stopt at the first utterance
of the shriek ; the unhappy youth lifted up his head, a fearful paleness
overspread his countenance; he listened for some time to this voice,
which becoming fainter died gradually away; now it was heard no
more. His foot struck furiously the ground, he raised his hand to-
wards the Pope, as if commanding him to stop. He. darted towards
him a glance in which rage and contempt were mingled, indicating to
all who could réad it, that now he would fling his curse on the cruel
hoary man; but the fearful battle of his feelings had subdued his
powers; his quivering lips refused to give utterance to one word.
Sixtus, the cardinals respectfully following behind, walked out with a
firm composed step; and the wretched youth, overpowered by the -

raging tempest in his breast, fell senseless into the arms of—the exe-
cutioner.
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THE TRYSTING STONE.

A FRAGMENT.

BY D. J. LIETCH.

Bzsipe the ruin’d chapel—in the dell

There stands an aged hawthorn, spreading wide
His moss-grown branches :—in the summer time
He sheds a shower of white and withered blossoms
On 3 stone seat beneath—Tram TrysTING STONE.
There in the olden time the holy men

Who dwelt within yon grey and mouldering walls,
Would oft retire in the cool evening hour,

By sweet and pensive contemplation led.

But they are gone: their temples are cast down,
Their altars desecrated, and their faith

Become the scorn and by.word of the world.
Alas! that men should for Religion’s sake
Nourish and vent upon their fellow men

The savage passions which ghe bids them quell !—
Amid the wreck of the old chapel’s splendour
This little seat remains: there many a scrawl,
Cut in the stone, of lover's names entwin'd,
Trac'd by the trembling hand of passionate love,
Are fading fast away. Three centuries .

Have pass'd since first the Trysting Stone became
The baunt of youthful lovers:—ah ! since then
What a sad wreck of all the loves it witnees'd !
Death has slain Love in many a burning bosom ;
And Time bas conquered many :—eome have felt
The fearful pangs of Jealousy succeed

To the fierce passion of their headlong youth ;=
Most bave sunk down into the apathy

Which waits all early joys ;—some have been faithless :—
I've a brief tale of such an one to tell.

Beneath yon little plot of darkest green,

Near the old carved gateway of the chapel,
There is a lovely grave :—a rich laburnum
Flings down its shower of gold upon the turf—
So fall the purity and joys of youth !{—

"Tis Ellen geunmont’s grave: she fixed her love
Beneath her own d : gentle he seem’d,
And he was fair and tall, and in his speech
Youthful enthusiasm seem'd to breathe

Its truthful music ;~—ah ! well might she deem—
8o well he play’d his part—that he was true.
But Henry Sitwell had a sordid soul,

So wed to base ambition—avarice—

And lust of power, that be did hold affection
But as & minister to these desires.
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And 8o it was; that rising in the world—

(The busy world—whose cares like thorns do spring
Choking the sweet and dewy flower of Love!)

He did forget his plighted vows to Ellen.

She saw his growing coldness, and she felt

Its gradual distinctness grasp her heart,

Crushing its hopes and impulses to dust !

Yet scorned she to complain ;—for well she knew
That Henry never could have been to her

What her young, fond, and spotless heart had deemed.
She mourn’d not then for him ; 'twas the fair dream
Of bliss and love, which beautified her youth,
Gone—lost and withered, ne’er to spring again,
Which told her, earth was not a resting-place

Fit for Aer pure desires and impulses.

She died :—and as I've seen a prison’d bird

Pour such a flood of plaintive melody,

As made the heart ache with a strange emotion,
The night before it died,—so "twas with her:

The whole day long, she sat upon her couch
Weaving flow’r chaplets, roses, lilies,—pale

And rerishing flowers of every form and hue

MinE ed in sweet confusion, and as she went on
With her strange delicate work, she sang such strains
Of ancient melody, that ne’er before

Her voice seem’d half so musical as then : —

*Twas in the evening ; she fell asleep

Like a tired child,—fatigued and overspent.

Her sister spake to her—she answer’d not :—

"Twas strange to see her smile so like to life—

Her own sweet, pensive life,—when she was dead !
A finish’d chaplet in one hand she held,

And in the other was a withered rose-bud

Which she had pluck'd from the fresh blooming flower.
*Twas strange and wond'rous sorrowful to see

That wither'd rose-bud in her slender hand,—
Herself a withered, pale and beauteous flower
Pluck’d from the fresh and blooming wreath of life!

e

ANOTHER BUNCH OF ORIGINAL ANECDOTES

“ ONCE upon a time”—to commence with the introductory phrase
of fairy tales and infantile romaunts—* there lived” in a celebrated
Anglo-Scoto borough an equally famous public character, alias com-
mon beggar, designated DanciN' GEORDIE, cotemporary with a no
less infamous dame, vulgarly called—for what reason we are not old
enough to divine—MEzeaeY THE Goar. The just mentioned matron
inhabited a tenement in one of the remote lanes of the superlatively
“ good (?) town,” and her domicile was resorted to at such u;tieoul

veL. 11 N
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hours, and by such questionable company, that both the house and
hostess were evilly spoken of far and near. We may observe en pas-
sant that her notoriety was of an extent and kind to immortalize her
name,—at least to render it as abiding as Meggy-the-Goat Lane. Well,
the aforesaid Geordie, whose wont it was to recommend his needful con-
dition to the lieges by a pas sew/—whence originated the above cog-
nomen,— chanced to come to terms with Meggy anent the privilege
of occupying a corner of her garret after his daily wanderings. Now,
whereas George, though reckoned a fool, a considerable share
of mother-wit, being once questioned by an old country gentleman
respecting the place of his habitation, gave for answer « the truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the truth.” ¢Bless me! exclaimed
Mr., ,-¢ I could not have supposed that you, George, who pro-
fess to be so religious, would fix your lodgment in the house of a wo-
man so disreputable ! I'm sure, you are well acquainted with her cha-
racter ?’ ‘Ou aye,’ replied Geordie with apparently supreme simpli-
city; ‘but you ken, the sheep an’ the goats maun gang th'.gither for
a time, Maister.” Suffice it to notify, that the ﬁe pun was succeeded
by a hearty laugh on the part of the auditor, a substantial dinner
to the cregit of Geordie. -

In the same borough abode Mrs. , whose nearness and nig-
gardliness were_proverbial, notwithstanding she enjoyed a large share
of this world’s goods. One day, when engaged in some economical oc-
cul)ation, her ears were stunned by the unwelcome sound of « Serve a

uir man, Ma'am !” Turning round to the intruder, she vociferated in

asteful wrath—(oh ! shame upon the pen that records such dishvnour
to one of the fair /}— « Gang to h—I wi’ you !"—The philosophical
mendicant, no way daunted, coolly informed her— I've been there al-
ready, Ma'am.” Startled at the unexpected intelligence, our rirago's
curiosity was excited ;— Aye, an’ what’s gain’ on in that quarter ?”"—
¢« Just what’s gain’ on here, Ma’am,” answered the complaisant beggar,
« the puir stand at the gates, an’ the rich get far’her ben.” <« Hae—
hae,” hurriedly srake the other, either conscience-stricken by the
prospect, or unwilling longer to encounter a person with whom she
could not successfully cope,—* hae, hae, there’s a whin saut herrin’
for ye.” The man of rags baggd the spoil of his prowess, and with a
 Thaok ye, Ma’am,” departe

A celebrated clergyman of the Scottish church was remarkable for
a strong and inveterate antipathy to cats,—so much so, that his ner-
vous system was excessively irritated whenever one of the race appear-
ed in the same room with him. On a certain occasion, while holding
a diet of examination at Mr. 's farm-stead within the parish,
one of the feline tribe entered the apartment where the family and ser-
vants were being catechized. The minister shook, but decency for-
bade him to complain. A few minutes elapsed: in poplped puss the
second ; then a third ; then a fourth ; then a fifth ; and lastly a sixth.
‘The unhappy divine trembled from head to foot, and joyful to him was
the concluding «“ Amen.” Subsequently seated at the farmer’s hos-
{itable board, the worthy minister commenced—< Mr. , you

ave surely a great number of cats in your house.” ¢ Ou, I dinns
‘ken,— I think we hae #wal the noo.” Reader! conceive, if thou canst,
the ten-fold horror which followed this announcement. The reverend
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visitor, quite misernble in the vieinity of s0 many dread inspiring ob-
jects, very speedily took his leave, nor felt completely at ease, ti
bristling before the blasing fire of his own snug manse, within whose
Pprecincts not a sole of the hated animals was suffered to move.

A clergyman of the same church, well-known for his poetical tem-
perament, being closeted with a new parishioner, p , after ex-
plaining the nature and purposes of the solemn ordinance of the Sup-

r, tn put some questions to the latter. Wishing to ascertain whether

is auditor properly understood the spiritual qualifications which were
becoming in 2 communicant, asked among other interrogatories—
“ With what garments should we approach this ordinance ?”"—John,
who was little convereant with figurative lan , after pondering
awhile, gave for answer—“ 1 think, black would be the most suitable ;
what think you, eir ?” This afforded fresh scope for commentary.

A late minister of E——, as much credited amoug his brethren for
the tediousness and dulpesa of his sermons, as he took credit to him-
self for making lengthy discourses and long sabbath-services, rode
over to a neighbouring manse, after church had been dismissed, to
meet a number of his fellow-presbyters who were assisting in the dis-
pensation of the Sacrament there. Full of himself, he began to enu-
merate the particulars of his day’s work, stated the time which each
sermon, &c. occupied in the delivery, and finally observed that he had
“ concluded all by intimating a fast.” A clerical wag in company,
sorely bored by his egotism, yet heard him patiently to the end, and
then punished him by exclaiming— Right, right, my excellent friend,
highly proper to give your people a fast after a surfeit.”

During the last century, when the spirit of bigotry was abroad, it
would have been deemed unpardonable for an anti-burgher to enter
the polluted courts of the church of England. One day, however,
when the godly pastor of a dissenting chapel in Northumberland was
¢ from home,” an aged dame of Scottish extraction verging on three-
score years and ten, magnanimously resolved to tread on the forbidden
ground, whereon she had never set foot before, that she might see
with her own eyes, and hear with her own ears, the abominations of
the anathematized temple. Accordingly, having put on her best ap-
parel, including a tartan plaid and a white petticoat made visible by
the precaution she had adopted of tucking up her gown for the sake
of saving it from the dirt,—our heroine sallied forth. The service
had commenced ere she arrived at the door of the church ; with trem-
bling steps and slow she entered, and passed along the middle aisle.
At this moment the clerk was repeating, with his peculiar nasal ex-
pression, that part of the Litany which runs—¢ Lord, have mercy
upon us,” and so on. The gentlewoman was evidently about,—
she stared at the spectacled speaker, but was silent.- Not so, when
the same words were repeated again and again; waxing wroth at
what in her ignorance she conceived was a personal affront; she stood
still, stuck her left hand into her sinister sisz, balaneed her tottering
frame on her ivory-headed staff, and glancing a look of indignation at
the unsuspecting clerk, cried out at the highest pitch of a shrill and
shaking voice—* The Lord hae mercy on you! Did ye never see an
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auld woman wi’ a tartan plaid an’ a white petticoat afore ?” The unin-
tentional offender was ¢ dumfoundered,” the clergyman and congre.
gation sensibly affected, and the “auld woman” frowning - audibly
turned on her heel and vanished. ; S

————

STANZAS.

PRIDE of soul shall nerve me now
"To think of thee-no more,
And coldness steal the heart and brow
" That passion swayed before !
Think'st thou that I will share thy breast,
Whilst dwells a fondlier cherishedy guest
Deep in its inmost core?
No: by my hopes of heaven! I'll be
All-lll-.or nothing unto thee.

Thy band hath oft been clasped in mine
ndly, since first we met ;
My lip hath e’en been press’d to thine,
ngreetin wild!—but yet = °
Lightly avails it now to te
Of moments only loved too well—
Joys I would fain forget,
Since memory’s star can ill controul
The moonless midnight of my soul.

Bat I'll reproach thee not ;—Farewell |
Whilst yet I'm somewhat free,
"Twere better for to break the spell
That binds my soul to thee,
Than wait till Time each pulse shall lend
A strength that will not let it bend
To Reason’s stern decree;
8Since fate hath willed that we must part
'Twere better now to brave the smart.

Not seldom is the soul depress'd
Whilst tearless is the eye;

For there are woes that wring the breast
When feeling’s fount is dry,

Sorrows that do not fade with years,

But—dwelling all too deep for tears—
Rankle eternally ;—

Such now as in my bosom swell,

Read thou in this last word—Farewell !

MoLoca.
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MATHEMATICS.

Tai1s, for » reason that will be seen in the Notices to Readers and
Correspondents, bemog the last of our Mathematical papers, we are
under the neceesity of declining all further “ Questions for Solution.”
On a former occasion one appeared which bas never yet been solved,
and we therefore insert

Solution of Question 11¢h, by Mr. George Giles, Teacher, Berwick.

From the data of the Question it is quite clear that the star C must
be in the north pole, and the stars A and B on the equinoctial ;
therefore, as all meridians cut the equinoctial at right angles, it is ob-
vious that the angles formed at the base will be each 90°, and the
distance between the stars A and C is also 90°; also the distance
between the stars A and B is the measure of the angle at the ver-
tex, vis. 26° 34".

Mr. Giles having been amongst our most attentive Mathematical
friends, we have no hesitation in stretching a point on bis accouat,
and adding the following which has been a considerable time in our

ion. At the same time we beg to express a wish, that Mr. G.
may meet with that encouragement in his new premises, to which his
merits entitle him.

Proposed by Mr. George Giles, Teacher.

12. A gentleman bas an estate in the form of a semi-circle, and its
area is 907.9224 acres; he wishes to have a circular fish-pond placed
in the following manner, viz. two equal semi-circles to be described on
the diameter of the estate, each to touch itscentre and circumference,
and the fish-pond to touch all the three circumferences. Required
the expence of digging the pond at 44d. per solid yard (its depth be-
ing every where 12 feet).

Solution of Question 194k, by the Author.

First, 907.9224 divided by .7854 = 1156 ; its square root = 34,
diameter of the estate; 84 divided by 2 = 17, diameter of each
of the semi-circles. If on the diameter of a semi-circle two equal se-
mi-circles be described, and in the sjnce included by the three circum.
ferences a circle be inscribed, its diameter will be two-thirds of the
diameter of either of the equal semi-circles. Therefore two-thirds of
17 = 11}, diameter of the fish-pond ; and 11} square = 128 4.9ths
multiplied by 12 = 1641} ; this multiplied by a& = £28 18s. the
expence of digging. :



LITERARY GOSSIP AND VARIETIES.

Tae Annuals have come forth in all the gaudy colourings of the
Rainbow, or the Butterfly, or any like shortlived beauty. Not to
speak of their evanescent texture—which is a matter of moonshine,—
we cannot but regret that, in too many cases, the literary productions
are not calculated to survive the joyous seasons for which they are
specially intended. Would it not be more to the honour of the
and the bepefit of the reading world, if there were less of external
comeliness and hollow splendour, and more of soul and solidity? Of
course, it is not our part to rail against the monstrous expenditure
lavished upon these now no longer rare aves, but certsinly it is a pity
that so many able pens should not be employed in inditing lier
works, and thereby rendering efficient service to the cause of sterlin
knowledge, while they reared to themselves a monument which woul
only perish with the memory of man. Be it reconded, however, that,
in general, the engravings are perfect gems, forming conjointly a rich
combination of moral and intellectual gold. The Literary Sowvenér is
—taking it all in all—a commendable and delightful publication ; and
The Forget-me-not—the Father of Annuals—is not behind its numer-
ous competitors. In the latter is a contribution from Mr. John Mack-
ay Wilson, who is justly deserving of our gratitude for the able and
extensive help he has afforded us.

It has often been remarked, that, go into what corner of the world
you will, a larger or smaller proportion of Britons—especially Scotch-
men—vwill be found, mingling with the communities of every tongue,
and en in'some lucrative or honourable calling. We arg almost
inclined to make as broad an assertion of Berwick-on-Tweed, not per-
haps as to the number of its emigrant natives, but undoubtedly as to
the extent of territory that lies in every direction between them and
their birth-place. This observation has heen elicited by certain parti-
culars we have just gathered concerning the recent tour of a tasteful
and talented gentleman in the neighbourhood. Traversing the island
of Sicily—the largest and most celebrated in the Mediterranean sea—
he arrived at the city of Syracuse, which gave birth to Theocritus
and Archimedes. Having stopped at the principal Inn there, he en-
tered the Travellers’ room, whoee walls were adorned with a solitary
suspension at the farther extremity. He approached to examine it,—
and what was his agreeable surprise to discover a framed engraving
of Berwick-on-Tweed! It was the onldy work of art in the room, but
how many real pictures did it conjure up before the eye of the Tra-
veller! By whom was it executed ?—How came it there >—Who was
the bearer >—ere questions we are unable to answer, though
tionably the intelligence will raise as many eurmises in the minds of
our readers, as in our own ;—to a happy hour and a warm imagination
we commend it
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Register of Births, Marriages, and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

A Coupland Castle, on the 14th ult., the lady of Matthew Culley,
Esq., of u son and heir.
ﬂero, on the 2d inst,, Mrs. G. K. Nicholson, of a son.

MARRIAGES.

At the Chain Bridge, on the 15th ult., Captain John Lindsay, of
this port, to Ann, eldest daughter of Mr. Perry, late confection.
er here. .

Here, on the 6th inst., Mr. John Winter, baker, to Miss Isabella
Lumsden.

Here, on Tuesday last, Mr. Redpath, teacher, to Miss Maria Main,
both of shis place.

DEATHS.

On the 9th ult,, in London, suddenly, the Rev. Thomas Stanley,
We-leyan minister, a native of Alnwick.

At Old Greenlaw, on the 10th ult, after a few daye’ illness, Mr.
Alexander Hogg, tenant there.

At Dunse, on the 11th ult., Mr. Alex. Houliston, aged 77.

At Sprouston Manse, on the 12th ult.,, the Rev. Niman Trotter.

Here, on the 13th ult., of cholera, Jobn Sinclair, shoemaker, 32

At Whinkerstanes, Berwickshire, on the 16th ult, Mr. Robert
Thomson, farmer there, in the 9lst year of his age. Much respected
iu life, his death is deeply regretted by his fumily and acquaintances.

At Tweedmouth, ou the 17th ult., of cholera, John Robertson,
better known as « Jack Dumps,” aged 60.

At Holy Island, on the 20th ult., Sarah Vane Selby, wife of Mr.
Thomas Goodman, aged 71. :

Here, on the 23d ult., Elizabeth, widow of Samuel Lough, aged 78.

At Tweedmouth, same day, of cholera, Sarah, wife of James Beach
North, late sailing-master, R. N., aged 64.

Here, on the 24th ult., Sarah Pattison, aged 75, well knowa as a
writer of electioneering poetical puffs.

On the 28th ult., at Ripon, aged 48, Mr. Thomas Langdale, prin.
ter and stationer, and author of «“The Topographical Dictionary of
Yorkshire.”

At Aberdeen, on the 31st ult., George Hogarth, Esq., of Berwick,
aged 83—and senior member of the corporation. -

On the 3d inst., at Coats, the seat of the deceased, Sir John Leslie,
Kat., Professor of Natural Philosophy in the University of Edinburgh,
and a scientific star of the first magnitude. .

At Tweedmouth, on the 3d inst., of cholera, Mary, daughter of Mr.
George Giles, Teacher, aged 5.

At Rugley, near Alnwick, on the 5th inst., aged 35, deeply lament-
ed, Isabella, wife of Mr. John Chrisp, and daughter of the Rev. Wil.
liam Proctor of Alnwick.
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Suddenly, of apoplexy, at his house in Ravensdowne-place, on the
7th inst., Commander William Sanders, R. N., Inspecting Command-
er of Coast Guard of this port, aged 43. This officer commenced his
naval career at the battle of Trafalgar, and finished at that of Algiers.
In various actions, he was present at the takin:ssof 37 sail of the line,
14 frigates, 30 sloops and corvettes, and upwards of 60 gun boats.

At Dumfries, at a very advanced age, Mr. James Strong, turner.
He officiated as clerk in the Episcopal Chapel ; and up te the Sunday

receding his death, had not been once ahsent during 47 years, or
,444 sabbaths.

At Dumfries, lately, of cholera, John M‘Ghee, Esq., surgeon.

On the 7th inst, Mr. Richard Nicholson, watchmaker, Bridge-
street, aged 64.

———

To Ws and Correspondents.

Tae rbymiog budget from Crookham does not suit us. The writ-
er; if he is ssed of the slightest knowledge of the grammatical
elements, will discover various radical blunders, besides other errors
of description too numerous to detail.

As it is intended that the December Number shall complete the
present undertaking, those who have imperfect sets of the work are
recommended to supply themselves without delay, as only a limited
quantity of odd Numbers remain to be issued. In this statement
many of our esteemed correspondents will likewise see a reason for
withholding from the public numerous poetical favours lately sent us.
We are in arrears with our regular contributors, and, if a prefer-
ence is to be shewn, they are justly emtitled to it. Should any re-

uire their MSS. to be returned, they may have them by applying at

e Publisher's. Title Pages and Tables of Contents for both Volumes
will accompany the last Number.

ERRATA.
No. XIL p. 214, line 8 from bottom, for Evynnis read Erynais.

p. 230, — 7 for Lone read Love.
p- 235, — 23 for nature’s read virtue's.
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THE EDITORIAL CLOSET.—No. IIIL.

ScENE—A snug Apartment in the Hen-and- Chickens Inn, SW
—Present the entire Editorial persone— The table furnished with the
usual literary apparatus—Time—post meridiem.

NESTOR.

GEXTLEMEN, from the notes I sent you, you will understand the
purposes of the present meeting. I thought it proper that we should
assemble in Town, both for the sake of ex¥editing the business, and of
accommodating a select party of lite riends who mean to honour
us with their company toa %arewell Dinger ;—not that we are about
to Jeave our native shores, or that we are never again unitedly to en.
joy “ the feast of reason and the flow of soul ;” but you are aware this
is the last occasion on which we shall appear in a public capacity.—
The first thing to which I beg to solicit your attention, is a state.
ment of our accounts. By comparing the receipts and expenditure,
and notwithstanding the most rigid economy, it r:gpeau that we—
shall—-he——lfwau of a sumhnot- exceedingh o;se und dnds. ( Stroc
groans.) Lieutenant, where is your philosophy? We do not stand
alone in the parrative of uns@y&d enterprize; and you need not
be informed how many of the noblest heirs of genius have doomed
to pine in poverty, while their productions enriched the greedy and
ungrateful bibliopolists, and delighted and instructed the world. Be-
sides, the loss will not bear so hard upon us individually, as it rests
eqpa.l!y upon us all. Think, moreover, of the justice which we cannot
fail to receive at the hands of posterity !

Siroc.

Aye, aye, “tis very well in name and prospect,—but what siguifies
the erection of a monument to your memory, while your exertions are
unrewarded now ; who, do you suppose, would fight in defence of his
country, if that country did not guarantee to make amends for his
limbless trunk by a pension, or to provide for his wife and family,
should he fall ?

NEsTtor.
But, my dear Sir, you are not in a destitute situation,~you have

Plenty and to spare.
VoL. IL. 20
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S1roc.

Granted ; yet I do not so much plead my own cause. as that of all
who are neglected in life, and mocked in death by the foolery of a heap
of stones. Witness Walter Scott !

CotrrLyY.

1 hold that the author of Waverley has been amply remunerated for
every line he pented. If he suffered under pecuniary embarrassments,
80 have thousands before him. Had he been contented with the re-
wards of his literary labours, instead of braving the perils of extensive
trading speculations, he might yet, in all human probability, have
been a living and a wealthy man, Too much has been said about him.

D=z. PLobbpEN.

Ah! but he was a glorious antiquary—to him 1 owe all my enthu-
siasm for the science.

CountLy. :

"Twere more to the comfort and safety of your friends, Doctor, if
you had never known him.

Dr. PLopDENM.

How now, Matthew ! Have you not yet forgotten the fatal over-
throw?

MB=. Pracip.

A truce with disagreeable recollections. I do opine with Courtly,
that Sir Walter h:sa%)een too highly eulogized. Allowing him every
reasonable praise for exalted talents and prowess in wielding the quill,
and without noticing his assailable points, his partizans are chargeable
with the grossest impiety in rendering him,a measure of homage not
a whit inferior to the adorations offered to the Deity.

: CounTLyY.

Perfectly true,—in their biased judgment his character is spotless.
Among other particulars they assert, that he bore his afflictions with
an equanimity of mind never witnessed. Now, I can assure you on
the best authority, that during the five years immediately preceding
his death, his temper was exceedingly irritable; and this is men-
tioned, not to detract from his merits, but to contradict the rash and
unqualified commendations of his admirers.

Mag. Pracip.

In one respect I can scarcely go so far with you. In a moral point
of view they indeed esteem him blameless. At the same time, it can-
not have escaped your observation, that not a syllable is breatbed in
reference to his religious excellence. I dare not take it upon me to
affirm, he was not a Christian ; and yet the silence of his advocates re-

rding this very prominent feature in human character generally,
fe:ves an impression on my mind, far from being favourable to the de-
ceased. Although it was bis boast that he had not written a line
which, «dying, ie would wish to blot,” his ridicule of the Covenant-
ers is, I maintain, a stigma which every zealous adherent of the faith
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of his ancestors, will associate with the remembrance of the name of
Scott.—But I su we have been sadly digressing from the business
before us. President, have you any thing further to mention?

NEsTOR.

No,—you may examine the items of this paper afterwards at your
leisure. Meanwhile, I presume, you will accept my word for its cor-
rectness, and furnish me in due season with your respective portions
of the debt.

OuNESs,

Agreed !
S1roc.

Certainly, where honour is concerned, we will be forthcoming. I
confess too, that I have less reason to complain, considering the little
I've been able to achieve in my department, though, doubtless, you
excuse my remissness, since it was entirely owing to involuntary im-
prisonment under the heavy shackles of that old tormentor the gout.

Dr. PrLopDEN.

8o far as the colleagues of Lieutenant Siroc are concerned, you will
find no lack of either sympathy or forgiveness. Let it not be conceal-
ed, however, that there are malcontents out of doors, whom no consi-
deration will pacify. They are loud in their abuse of “all and sun-
dries,” deny us the slightest claim to merit, and gratuitously disparage
every articf; we have published. ‘

Stroc. :

Umph !—mere envy and stupidity !—Only bring me alongside of the
blockheads, and if I dont give 'em such a salute us will try the strength
of their timbers—blow me!

CourTLY.

A et of long-eared animals !-——who have neither judgment to dis-
cern, nor gemerosity ta acknowledge worth when they perceive it in
'sPlte of their blindness. Such wasps may buzz,—they cannot sting.

hall we suffer ourselves to be annoyed by brainless things like them,
when we the approving and unsought testimonies of the most
duﬁnguim:en of tﬁe day? If James Hogg, and Campbell, and

r Wilson are not amongst our regular contributors, we bave
those with whom the shephenf. delights to angle, whom he of « The
Pleasures of Hope” has highly commended, and whom Christopher
North disdains not to honaur at 8 Noz Ambrosiana, We have those
whose works adorn the annals of literature, and whose abilities lend a
charm and potency to the leading periodicals of the day. And in fine,
but for the discouraging support of our mumerous patronizers, the
Laureate would have tuned his lyre to weave a lay for the BoRbER,
and Mont Benger would have rung and re-echoed with the revelry of
Fairyland !

Dg. ProppEwm.

Perhaps, it would have been preferable, had my advice been follow-
d. I was anxious that our labours should terminate at the conclu.
8ion of one volume.
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' Nxzsron. ‘ :

Nay—render good for evil ;—though from the earliest Number there
was a palpable deficiency in the receipts, it was noble, and it will un-
questionably prove satisfactory to our own minds, to resolve on accom-
plishing a complete work at all hazards, that our real friends, who are
entitled to every mark of gratitude, might not be afironted with an
pdd Volume. Believe me, moreover, I entertain a fondness for this
adopted child, which does not fall short of a parent’s attachment to a
first_born,—a fondness that increased in depth and intensity, as the
toils and difficulties attending its nursing multiplied ; and though no
longer henceforth to be en, in watching and helping its progress
to maturity, I shall reflect with indescribable pleasure on those « labours
of love,” when the hand that sustained its infancy shal be enfechied
by age, and the eye that sparkled with delight at the beauty of its
gxpanding loveliness shall be dimmed by the mist of years.

S1roo.

‘Why—zounds! I'm quite reconciled to my loss, and not a fig care
J, if it were double.

NxzsTor. .

That we may not even appear to overlook any of our contributors of
decided talent, I baye selected a few of tbocl:‘gwces which would pro.
bably have occupied a separate page or two, had circumstances sllowed.
Specimens of the style and composition may delight us till our guests
srrive. '

‘CourTLY.

By the by, I saw Dabble down stairs; ] thought you had dismise-

ed him. : '
’ Nesron.

Yes,—his gluttony hecame intolerable, and he was discharged ; but
somehow or other, one of the maid servants, with whom he never
ceased to quarrel previously, contrived very unaccountably to win his
affections. ‘

Dn. ProppEm.

Ancient History teems with parallel cases ;—she had pledged her-

pelf, of course, to grant bim unrestricted liberty in the pantry?
NEesTom.

I can’t tell ;—however, he pleaded hard to be restored, promised
moderation, et cwmtera, and at length I endeavoured to accommodate
the couple. I must attest, too, that from being totally unmanageable
before, he is now as quiet as a lamb. '

D= Prooozu.

And well he may, aftcr being led to the “Aaltar.” But sheuld a

progeny of Dabbles be the consequence, how will you do?
NESTOR. )
In the event of such a consummation—most devoutly to be depre-
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cated—] must endeavour to set him up in * some small way for him-
self.”” If I recollect right, he once acted in the capacity of a house-
painter.

Maz. Pracip.

Since you mention painting, I am glad to observe that the Newcas.
tle Institution has been remodelled on & broader basis. It was by far
too contracted formerly, while under the management of an interested
few. Now that its principles are more liberal, we may hope that the
fine arts in North Britain will prosper. I see nome of our native ar-
tists among the exhibitors.

NEzsror.

As to our princely Good, I believe he can bardly execute bis orders,
—they pour in from all quarters ; and it is perhaps owing to his nen.
ernmce that a host of second.rate imitators have sprung up in

ose parts.

CourrLY.

Good’s fame and fortune have been established long ago: I don't
wonder, therefore, that he seem indifferent. But have we no rising
genius, to whom such channels of communicating with the public
might be an object? What-so particularly occupies Hendersos, and
Evans, and Sinclair, and Wilson?

NxsTor.

The first named is very profitably employed in the Metropolis,
where during his residence for some time back he has improved migh.
tily both in style and execution ; his faces are now fleshy, his colours
more harmonionsly disposed, and his entire portraits vivid and striking,
Evans has restrained his loftier flight, and set himself down as an or-
namental painter, in which capacity he excels. Sinclair's energies
are crippled by multifarious engagements, and it is said that the ju-
nior ?imnt intends to mature his promising faculties in the warmer
clime of Italy.

S1roc.

‘Why, in my humble opinion, Sinclair is one of the most useful of
our citizens. X‘bere is an evident advance in the march of public taste
for the fine arts, and surely the delicate fingers of many of the fair sex
might, with much advantage to their minds, be submitted to his guid-
ance, rather than that a major portion of their education should con-
sist in pursuing diverse vanities—what else are they P—which neither
inform the judgment, nor touch the heart.

Dr. PLoDDEM.

A most sensible remark | Half of the nonage of our modern Misses
is consumed in Gallopades, Novel.-reading, and like nonsense ; and
then forsooth, without one solid acquirement, and totally ignorant of
domestic duties, they look out for husbands ! ‘

Siroc.
Impertinent babies! I trust that—boasting apart..Lieutenant Siroc
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bas set a praise-worthy example in the system adopted by him for the
education of kis daughter. ’Tis not mine to notice her varied talents
and information—her intimate acquaintance with ancient and modern
history, seventeen languages, and so forth; but in one thing I may
be allowed to assert, she pleases me exceedingly.—Her drawin
Gentlemen, are of the most exquisite description,—yet why should I

|—you've all seen them, and I feel gratified in being able to cer-
tify, that she studied under Sinclair, whose industry and perseverance
I cannot wﬁciently admire, who is moreover a fellow of infinite hu_
mour, and whom, in the single department of pencilling, I'd match
against the world.

Mg. Praoip.

It is to be hoped his merits will be appreciated, and the eyes of
rents be opened to the pecessity of uniting sterling advantages with
accomplishments. Painting is calculated to delight and instruct si-
multaneously, and in proper hands is available as a powerful instru-
ment of conveying and deeply impressing the important lessons of
morality.

CourTLY.
- If the interruption be not disagreeable, can any of you tell me who
is to be the successor of Sir John Leslie, the late professor of Natural
Philosophy in Edinburgh ? i

NEzsror.
. Herschel, I understand, has declined acceptance of the chair, as his
present pursuits call him to a distant country. Sir David Brewster

seems the likely man, a pleasant sketch of whose life appeared in
Fraser's Magazine—from the pen of the Ettrick Shepherd.

Dr. PLobDENM.

Which is quite correct, with one exception:-—it is not true that
Sir David is “a sticket minister ;" he is beyoud question modest and
diffident, but he preached publicly several times, and a gentleman in
town heard his first sermon in the Modern Athens.—{ Enter Waiter.]

Warres.

A person at the door desires to see Mr. Nestor.

NEsTor.
~ Were 'nt you ordered to admit no intruders?

WAITER.

But, 8ir, he insists upon seeing you.

OuNEs.

Insists '—Shew the fellow in.—[ Ezit Waiter,—and enter the Prin-
ter's Devil, his terrific countenance visible—only to Editors—through
gleams of fire and clouds of darkness.]

CourTwLy.

President, I'll thank you for your box ; my late indisposition bas
quite unnerved my courage—the smell of brimstone is almost death to
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me; and were. if not that our connexion with *the Gentleman in
black” is about to be dissolved, I should be driven to the painful neces-
sity of resigning.

F1END.
My Master— '

S1roc.
[Aside. ]—His Master ! umph !

Fienp.

—Has commanded me not to leave you without copy.

Dgr. ProopEM.
h'Give him a page or two of The FEditorial Closet, and get quit of
im.
NesTor.

Here! take this—and inform your master that the whole budget
for the last number shall be forthcoming early to-morrow morning.

FienD.
Very well, Sir.—{ He vanishes ratker clumsily through a of
ﬁerizndoor—-iadamlyaloud rumbling noise is heard iam-
case.

Sinoc.

Ha! ba! hal—The cloven foot has missed a step, and capsized the
Fiend,—Ha! ha! ha! Courtly, you ’re all over in a cold sweat, eh?

CounrLy.

No—a little faintish :—Nestor, proceed with your specimens, they’ll
refresh me.

NxsTon. '

The time is so far gone, that you must be contented with two, or
three at the utmost. The following contains a common truth neatly
told in verse—

NO MAN IS MISSED.

ON ocean’s ever-working breast
Thousands of waves you see;
On yonder woody mountain’s crest
Leaves fill each spreading tree.

Millions of drops the grassy plain
Shews in the dewy morn;

And countless ears of foodful grain,
The teeming fields adorn.

Amid such numbers, unity
Can no distinction claim ;
‘When one is lost, deficiency
. Obtains not ¢’en a name.
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And such is man! Though thousands die,
By death no blank is found ;

Succeeding men their place supply :
All run the common round.

The next is 2 Song by D. H.—the feeling which. pervades it, is

SONG.

TaE leaves are fading, the flowers are gone,
The harvest is over, the fields are bare,

The winds o’er the moorlands mournfully moan,
And the bee no longer is humming there.

' Now weary.I wander pale with care .
Where the sere leaves fall on the water’s breast,
And no ruby-lip'd maiden with tresses fair,
Is near me ever to make me blest.

The lotus and wood vetch clung to the hower
Where I met with Helen in times long past ;
And many a happy love_fraught hour
The visions of hope there o'er us cast.

" But youth and beauty fleet away fast
Like the fragrant bloom o’ the hawthorn tree,
And my Helen is free from the scowling blast
Of woe and scorn now threatening me.

The milk-wort blue, and the cowslip pale,
In a wreath for thee, Helen, no more I'll twine;
With the burn-side flowers perfaming the gale,
T'lt garland no more that breast o’ thine.

For thou art past from the sweet sunshine,
And dark and low is thy dwelling now——

Thou canst not see how this heart doth pine
With the cold damp earth above thy brow.

By Billy burn in the lang syne days,

The globe-flower * oft I have plucked with thee,
Or wandered about on the mossy braes

Chasing the dragon fly, and wild red bee—

But by bog or burn thou wilt no more be

To cast thy smile on my dreary way;
And O! at our kim theri’e been litdye glee.

Since thou wert laid i’ the silent clay.

The Scorrism WANDERER's Song wants harmony—the opening
stanza is the best—

The hills! the hills of Caledon! where grows the heather wild—
The glens! the glens of Caledon! where blooms all nature mild—

¢ The Trollius Europecus—the Lecker gewan of Allsn Ramsey,



BLACKADDER. 297

‘These are the hills, and these the glens, I love to gaze upon ;—
Oh ! there’s no place i’ the world liske my own dear qu:: !

[ Waiter announces the arrival of guests.]
NEesTon.

I crave your patience a few moments longer,—I had almost forgot-
ten to announce the receipt of a last contribution from a dear young
friend in Edinburgh; and though the little Siren chooses to flatter
our vanity, I shall not be so scrupulously modest as to withhold it.
Here it is—

AFAREWELL
FROM ANNA.
_ TO THE BORDER MAGAZINE.

FAREWELL, sweet Magazine !
Farewell, dear Magazine !

Alas! I fear 'twill break my heart

To think that we so Soon must part ;—
Farewell, sweet Magazine !

But soon, I hope, the time will come
When from thy ashes in the tomb
Another Magazine shall rise,

Like thee, triumphant to the skies—
A new and welcome Magazine !

Farewell, my Border Magazine!
Farewell, my earliest friend !

I fear with thee my muse will end ;—
Farewell, sweet Magazine!

Farewcll, dear Magazine !

Fare thee well, joy of my heart!
Though ’tis hard that we must part,
Yet I hope we'll meet again,

So I will my grief restrain ;}—

Fare thee Weﬁ, sweet Magazine !

Gentlemen, we must now pause. Let us at the festive board for-
get our toils; we may be hilarious, and yet temperate, unless the
good cheer of the Hen-and-Chickens surpass even its wonted excel-
lence.—{ The curtain falls.]

et

BLACKADDER.
A TRADITION OF THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY.

BY EDMUND WAINSCOT, A. M.

Tuose who are familiar with the ancient history of Scotland, parti-
cularly of Berwickshire—are aware that for many years the splendid
abbey and monastery of Coldipgham was a prey e powerful border

YOL. II. 2r .
-
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family of Home. After the assassination of James the Third, in which
nefarious transaction that clan had taken so prominent a the con-
nexion that had subsisted during along period between the Homes and
this religious establishment, became gradually weaker and weaker.
James the Fourth, though indebted to them for his sudden, and perhaps
premature elevation to the throne, when calmly seated there, and left
to meditate at leisure upon the odious means by which he had attained
it, looked with such disgust upon the very name as to be induced to
confer the Priorship upon one of the family of Blackadder, on that of-
fice becoming vacant by the murder of the late Prior. Young Black-
adder incurred the hatred of the Homes, not more’by his promotion
to that office, which the latter had been led to consider peculiarly and
hereditarily their own, than by his happening to be a near relative of
Hepburn of Hailes, the reputed murderer of their kinsman. In those
days, when the spirit of revenge, once conjured up, was seldom allayed
without revelling in the blood of its victim, the situation of the youth-
ful Prior, detested so keenly on the part of the powerful family of the
Homes, must be regarded as one of no ordinary peril. The former
had returned from abroad, where he had passed a considerable portion
of his youth, but a few weeks previous to the event which introduced
him to the Priorship. No sooner was it known that the office had
been conferred upon their kinsman, than the Blackadders of the Merse,
the Hepburns, and the Setons, flocked to Edinburgh to pay their obei-
sance, and escort him thence to the ceremony o% instalment. This
was expected to be one of the most sglendid that bad ever been per.
formed within the hallowed walls of Coldingham. No expence was to
be spared, it being the first time that a Blackadder had reached the
dignified office of Prior. For some weeks rreceding the entry of the
Prior into his new domains, the good people of Coldingham were ac-
tively engaged in preparing for the ceremony. Almost every indivi-
dual in that then far-from inconsiderable township found business
moving en more briskly than usual, in consequence of the anticipated
ceremony. Watty Geddes, the tailor, found trade increase so fast up-
on his hands, being employed to fit out the monks with a new assort-
ment of cowls and scapulars, that he required to enlist into his ser-
vice pro tempore, that is to say, until the com})letion of the scapular
job, some four or five knights of the needle from the neighbouring

amlets of Auld Cambus and Auchencraw. And while the wrights,
blacksmiths, &c. were all busily occupied in making repairs upon the
monastery itself, it was with no small exultation that Mistress Grizzel
Turnpenny was enabled one evening to declare to “a weel stowed
roomfu’” of her neighbours, whom the briskness of trade had induced
to squander an extraordinary merk or two' upon her liquor, that her
fingers were “ clean blistered wi’ turnin’ the spiggot.”

In ordinary cases of instalment the procession usually consisted
merely of a long train of mounks of the same order as those over which
the new Prior was to preside, dressed in fresh attire. This was pre-
ceded by a four-wheeled vehicle, covered with Tuscan cloth, in which
were two monks clad in white, and kneeling at the foot of an arber
vite crucifix, to which was affixed an illuminated figure of the Sari-
our. Behind followed a richly mounted cavalcade com of the
kinsmen and friends of the new dignitary, all the neighbouring emi-
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nences, being occupied by groups of people from the surround.
ing district, who might be induced by curiosity to witness the splen-
did spectacle. In the present instance, however, they were escorted
by a strong body of the armed retainers of the Prior and his relatives,
as a precautionary measure against any interruption that might be
attempted by the Homes, whose strongholds of Fast Castle and Dun-
glass were but little removed from the tract in which the procession
moved on the route to Coldingham. Meanwhile Sir David Home,
who conceived himself to be the person that ought to have succeeded
to the office, shut up in his neighbouring lonely retreat of Fast Castle,
heard, with emotions of the bitterest chagrin, of the sumptuous arrange-
ments in progress for the inauguration of his rival. g!is pride, too,
was mortally hurt at the thoughts of the joy that prevailed among the
inhabitants of Coldingham, who, at any rate, had undoubtedly been no
sufferers during the rule of his family,—though that rejoicing was
perhaps rather engendered by the advantage they supposed would ac-
crue the present briskness of trade, than by any pleasure felt at
the downfall of their old superiors. These feelings, stimulated to a
fearful height by a morbid insensibility—the consequence of a severe
bodily indisposition with which he hu{ been recently afflicted—urged
him to devise schemes for the destruction of his rival, from which at
another season he would have revolted. In the adjustment of matters
for the execution of his project, he was ably assisted by one of the
monks of the establishment, Father Benedict by name, whose craft
and insinuating manners had often proved efficient to the family in
former times in allaying the dissentions which not unfrequently mani-
fested themselves among the monks during that turbulent age. Fa-
ther B, at the same time that he contrived to impress his brother
monks with the belief that he was in no wise unfavourable to the ad-
vancement of young Blackadder to the vacant office, aware that many
of the relatives of the latter were then in the possession of several in-
ferior ecclesiastical places, and jealous of their ap;nintment to higher,
by which his own interest might be diminished, found means to have
ueat interviews with Sir David, without exciting suspicion.

few days antecedent to the celebration of the instalment, the
grand aisle of the church had been splendidly decorated with figures
of the saints, round whose necks were entwined long and showy
wreaths of flowers; and instead of some antiquated full-length por-
traits of the Homes who had held office in that fane, were substituted
those of some of the Priors of older date which for more than a cen-
tury had been laid aside in an obscure corner of the building. On the
portals being thrown open’ for the entry of the procession, the latter
were found to have been removed, the portraitures of the more recent
Priors to have been replaced, the wreaths stripped from the bodies of
the images, and the whole interior of the church restored uearly to its
former condition. This disarrangement however—which afterwards
proved fatal to the person to whom the keys of the sanctuary had been
aisigned-—was insufficient to prevent the completion of the ceremony.
The usual caths were administered to, and papers signed by the new
dignitary in the presence of eighty black-clad monks of the order of St.
Benedict, and nothing occurred to break in upon the order of the
ritual till that part of it intervened wherein it was declared by the
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bailie or Sub-Prior, that the election had taken place nemine contra-
dicente. At that instant a deep-toned voice replied from the upper
part of the building—*“A Home objects, and a Home still lives to
punish ”—and on looking upward in the direction whence this omin-
ous declaration seemed to proceed, the reflected shadow of a man ap-
rently in apmour was seen emerging from behind one of the fluted
uttresses. The astonished bailie stood aghast—the ment fell
from his hand to the pavement, while a tremulous “Save us, Holy
Benedict,” escaped from his lips. The rest of the congregation re-
mained for a minute in mute bewilderment. At length silence was
broken by Hepburn of Hailes who demanded in a loud tone who it was
that had the audacity so to interrupt the ceremony, at the same time
ordering the gates to be locked and the whole monastery searched for
the apprebension of the intruder. Animated by his example a hund-
red susordinates were in motion,—every corner of the building was
speedily and thorpughly scoured, but no traces of the mysterious visi-
tant were apparent, if we except the impressions of recent foot-
steps visible ob the garden surrounding the monastery, and traced from
the bottom of a winding stair-case which communicated with the up-
per part of the building by a peglected postern. After this fruitless
search the parties returneg to the church and the remainder of the
ceremony was gone through, but the spirits of all present had received
such a “ damper” as resisted ‘the effects of several flagons of Mistress
Turnpenny’s best liquor, which was afterwards dispensed free to all
who choose to partake of the new Prior’s bounty.

On the day following, young Blackadder, accompanied by the same
retinue as had attended at the installation, in accordance with the
usual custom proceeded on a diet of visitation to the various cells and
chapelries within the jurisdiction of his Priorship. Having visited the
cell at Ayton, the cavalcade proceeded towards Lamberton, the eastern
boundary of the diocese. On visitations of such a nature it was com-
mon for all whom they met on their way to retire to a little distance
from the road, till the company who formed the fpr(.veession had passed
b{. The latter had traversed only about half of the ground between
the above-named places, when a body of armed horsemen appeared ad-
vancing toward them across the moor. Instead, however, of observing
the general custom of falling off to the left, they continued to advance
boldly onwards, still retaining the eentre.of the road. Perceiving the
inclination thus manifested to neglect this point of etiquette, one of
the horsemen connected with the cavalcade galloped up to the irreve-
rent and daring e?uestrians to expostulate with them on the impro.
priety of non-compliance therewith. His exhortations were, however,
utterly disregarded, and on using certain language deemed insult-
ing by the party, a scuffle ensued which shorg; terminated in the
overthrow of the unfortunate mediator. Meanwhile, the monastic as.
semblage looked not on with indifference. The armed escort now left
their position in the rear and planted themselves in a dense body on
the middle of the path, resolved to revenge the insult thus offered to
clerical dignity. The monks retired to an eminence a little removed
from the road, to await the result of the contest. Nor did the recusant
horsemen seem to have anticipated a submissive toleration of the
affront ; for no sooner had they vented their rage upon the person of the
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wight who had dared to dictate to them, than they formed themselves
into fighting array, and continued their march till they arrived within
a few yards of the insulted Prior and his escort. Nothing in the
shape of parley was for a moment attempted. It was obvious from
the firm and usbending posture into which all present had thrown
themselves, that nothing less than the blood of his antagonist would
satisfy the rancour which burned within the breast of each. The re-
sult of the skirmish was long doubtful. At length, fortune declared
in favour of the Homes, (for it was they who had wittingly thrown
themselves in the way for purposes of revenge) not one of their oppo-
nents escaping without wounds, and the Prior himself falling a sacri-
crifice to the dirk of Father Benedict.

—
ON MY NATIVE PLACE.

. BY DAVID MALLOCK, A. M.

AnD shall the day,—Oh thought of grief !—
And shall thre day appear

When scenes so bright and beautiful
Will be no longer dear !

When memory shall refiect on them,
But coldly let them fl

Like shadows o’er a wintry lake,
Without one passing sigh!

And this chill'd heart no more shall beat
Responsive to the name

Of that dear spot whence all my cares
And all my sorrows came ?—

No! while the tide of life shall flow,
And while the soul shall be

A tenant of this ruin'd dome,

They shall be dear to me !

How I delight to think of thee,
Thou home of smiles and tears!
How beaatiful thou seem’st to me
Thro’ the dim mist of years !

* 'Thou art indeed a fairy spot
Of such as we may dream,
Hung round with rocks, and beautified
With mountain, vale, and stream !
How well can I remember all
Those lineaments of thine,
That mark thee out, romantic spot,
As with a silver line!
Thy dells of living greenery—
Thy rocks of forest-flowers—
Thy rivulets and water-falls—
Thy cool coves and thy bowers—
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Thy craggy cliffs—thy low’ring peaks
Thzt batgtlg with the syky, 8

And, like earth’s giant sons of old,
Toss their proud heads on high—
Thy rock-embosom’d lakes that sleep
In stillness ’neath the storm,

Like faith whose deep placidity

E’en Death cannot deform,—

All speak to me of former times,

And in the language say

Of eloquence, thy holy joys

Like dreams have pass'd away !

Yes! they have pass’d, and never more
Will they come back again ;—

Like ships that vanish from the shore
And melt into the main,

They’ve fled for aye ; and now, alas!
The wide world is my home,

And boundless is the wilderness,

I shall hereafter roam.

But though the radiant dreams have fled,
That cherish’d life so young,

And all the chords that bind the heart,
To pleasure only strung ;

Will the bright memory of these joys,
Like visious pass away ?

Or vanish like the golden mists
Before the eye of day?

No! while the tide of life shall flow,
And while the soul shall be

A tepant of this ruin’d dome,

They shall be dear to me !

i

TIO-HANG.

A CHINESE TALE.
From the Italian of Soave.

Tre-KIN, one of the Literati of Tam.ing—among the principal
cities in the province of Pekin—had a son named Tio-bang, a young
man of prompt and vivacions wit, and of a noble and s mind.
Having been sent off to Pekin, in order to get instruction in the Chi-
nese literature, in a few years he obtained the degree of Bachelor of
Arts, there called Siou-tsai; and while, clad in the azure garments
with which the Siou-tsai are distinguished, he was returning to his
native place, being obliged to pass the night in a town distant from
Tam-ing about half-a-day’s journey, he there requested lodgings of a
good woman whom bhe fell in with, and who according to the very an-
cient custom of the Chinese, courteously received him with every ex-
Pression of hospitable friendship.
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While he tarried with her, he observed that she oftentimes sighed,
and in secret shed a profusion of tears. Deeply affected by the sorrow
which she could not conceal, he ventured to ask her the reason of it,
«« Ah !” answered she, with a profound breathing indicative of her grief,
«] fear that I shall yet have more cause to mourn. The inconsolable
affliction of my son, his dejection and languor which may lead to re-
sults even more disastrous than I anticipate, fills my mind with sad-
ness. He ardently loved a young girl of Tam-ing, as beautiful as she
was intelligent and virtuous; and he was equally beloved by her.
Having asked her in marriage of her parents, he obtained their con-
sent, and the welcome day of their nuptials was already at hand;
when unexpectedly the chief Mandarine of the city, the inhuman Ta-
kuai, deputed some of his menials to carry off the damsel, nor can it
be ascertained in what quarter he has confined her. My son, on hear-
ing the sad news, ran instantly to Tam-ing, and made every effort to
recover his intended bride; but all was in vain. Now buried in pro-
found dejection, overcome by an inexpressible anguish, tears and
moanings are his only food. To no purpose have I sought by all pos-
sible means to comfort him ; they have just served to exasperate his
wound. A slow fever has for six days past assailed him, under which
he gradually pines away, and ah me! I fear that ere long death will
be the issue, and I shaﬁ lose my dear son.”—Here she paused, and
broken sobs succeeded her simple and affecting tale.

The youthful Tio-hang, melted to tenderness, and animated by a
lively courage, bade ber take heart, and console herself. < The
evil,” said he, “is not without a remedy; where is your son? Will he
permit me to see him?” The good dame conducted him to the room
where he lay. He beheld, stretched upon a bed, a young man who
had scarcely reached the years of maturity. The lineaments of his
countenance bespoke a beauty more than ordinary ; but attenuated and
faint, he then bore the impress of grief, and the paleness of death.
The languid eyes, heavy with weeping, rolled wearisomely in their
sockets, and shutting themselves up in their lids seemed to shun the
light. Frequent groans, interrupted by deep-drawn sighs, agitated
the inmost recesses of his breast, and a mournful voice was now and
then audible, repeating in accents of mingled affection and despair,—
« Ah Sohe-pin! my dear, dear—my beloved Sohe-pin !”

Tio.hang accosting bhim, and kindly offering him his hand, said—
“Oh! do not abandon yourself to desperate grief; your bride is not
irrecoverable; the sublime Monarch, whom Heaven has placed over
our empire, spreads the rays of his justice equally on all si Have
you not yet preferred your complaints to him ?” < How, pray,” replied
Sahi-kou, “how coulg my miseries reach so far as his inaccessible
throne?” ¢ Nay, then,” said Tio-hang, “I myself will pave the way
for you. Often have I had an opportunity of being introduced to the

at Mandarine ; he knows me ; to his presence I will lead you, and
in bim you will find protection and support under your misfortunes,”
Lightered with unwonted joy by this ray of new hope, the afllicted
Szgi-.kou exclaimed—¢ Ah! iould this be a delusion ! my death will
be inevitable.” ¢ Be comforted,” rejoined Tio-hang; ¢ to-morrow at
the dawn, I hasten to Tam-ing to visit my parents from whom I have
been absent several years. They will gladly consent that I devote my

-~



'

304 TIO-HANG.

labours to so just a cause. Ishall return immediately, and be your
guide and companion to the capital of the Empire.”

Accordingly, at the first gleam of morning the sympathetic Tio-hang
set out on his journey homeward, cheerful from the &aougbt of having
found a fit occasion of doing a generous action, and full of hope that
his virtuous resolution would meet the approval of his parents. But .
on entering the house of his birth a scene presented itself, which over-
whelmed him with terror and amazement. Formerly thronged with .

rsons who came on matters of business with his father, he now found
it completely deserted. He advanced to the parlour, and met only an
aged domestic, of whom be enquired eonogmin& his father ; the ser-
vant could reply but with tears. Agitated by a thousand disquietudes,
he burried to the presence of his wother to ascertain what had hap-
pened, and found her overcome with grief and consternation. «“Oh ¥’
cried he, tbrowing himself into ber arms, ¢ does my father yet exist ?”
His mother pressing him to her breast, and then rising with an effort,
answered,—~* He lives, son, he yet lives, but in disgrace and wretched-
ness. An unhappy old man, whom the barbarous Ta kuai has robbed
of his only daughter, applied to your father, that he might interpose
his influence, and endeavour to effect his restoration. Your father
dared to undertake the cause. The cruel Mandarine, irritated against
him, ordered him to be shamefully arrested, and for several days he
has been groaning in irons.” « Monster !” cried Tio-hang, transported
with rage, « I did not look for such excess of wickedness; but his
pride shall not last long ; let him tremble for the vengeance which al-
reat(l{ hangs over his head.” Saying this, he tore himself from his
mother’s arms, and darted to the prison.

Haring procured access within its walls, he found his venerable
parent in t_ge lowest floor of a tower into which a feeble ray of light
scarcely descended, lying on the damp ground, and loaded with a
double weight of chains, but his tranquil countenance shewed the en-
tire serenity of a virtuous mind, oppressed certainly, yet not totally
cast down by misfortunes. At the sight, Tio-hang uttered a loud cry,
and fell on his father’s neck. The latter placidly remarked,—* You
see in me, my son, an example of human iniﬁuity. But virtue is a
soothing cordial in these terrible abodes. Amid the filth of this horrid
dungeon I am more happy and contented, than is the guilty tyrant
who oppresses me, amitf tlge mp and splendour of his halls. I strove
to defend innocence and misery against injustice .and overbean;:ﬁ
power; and though I should die for it, the thought of having suffe
in the performance of a benevolent deed will sustain my parting
spirit.”

e He is the malefactor, who merits a thousand deaths!” exclaimed
Tio-bang in fury,— this hand, yes, this hand shall avenge you.”—
¢ No, son, beware of dishonouring yourself and your father by an in-
considerate rage. Doubt not, my innocence will be made manifest.
Heaven is just.”—« Well then,” interrupted Tio-hang, * regard me
as Heaven’s instrument in publishing your innocence and your virtue.
That Heaven which is just, will prosper my endeavours. Tell me
where dwells the old man, whose cause you sought, though unsuccess-
fully, to advocate.” At the same time, he unfolded his plan, and the
pledge he had given to Sahi-kou. The father ‘tenderly embraced
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him, and kissing him, said,~— Now, ‘it you indéed dv I perceive my
son ; go; Heaven will be propitious to your pity.”

Buoyant with ardour and with hope, the noble Tlo-hang ran in
?nest of the father of the injured damsel, and having aroused him

rom his despondency, he resolved to accompany him to Pekin. He
called in passing to tender a word of consolation to his mother, and on
the same evening he, along with the old man, arrived at the dwelling
of Sahi-kou. 'lghey all three deﬁarted early next morning, and in a
few days reached Pekin. Here the youth, by dint of prudence and
unwearied activity, succeeded in gaining for himself and fellow-travel-
lers an audience of the great Mandarine ;—before whom he deacribed,
with all the pewer of his eloquence, the oppression wnder which the
wretched Sobe-pin suffered, the grief of her father, and the afRiction
and despair of her betrothed husband ; he detailed, moreover, the ty-
ranny which had been exercised toowards his own r::sectable parent,
animating his discourse with such an earnestness, with a pathos
80 deep and touching, that the great Mandarine could not restrain his
tears.

He delayed not a moment in laying the whele before the Emperor,
who, shocked at the wickedness of Ta-kuai, concerned for the suffer-
ings of Tie-kin, and admiring the generosity of both him and his son,
immediately commanded the iniquitous Mandarine, stripped of all his
honours, and consigned to infamy, to be banished to the most horrid
and savage parts o%nTartary. 'i‘ie.kin succeeded him in the office of
which he bad iroved himeelf s0 unworthy, and under the Imperial
patronage Tio-hang was raised to a dignified post in Pekin.

"The magnanimous youth had the pleasure of carrying these orders
to Tam-ing, and his virtuous father, exalted from the wretchedness of
a prison to the loftiest station of his country, rejoiced in restoring with
his own hand a beloved daughter to her declining parent, and a faith-
ful bride to her devoted lover. Retutning afterwards to Pekin, he
rose step by step to the most conspicuous rank, till in course of time
being promoted to that of Great Mandarine, he formed the model of
giniswrial excellence, and became the love and admiration of the whole

mpire.

D e ammad

MELROSE ABBEY.
BY DELLA CRUSCA.

If thou wouldst. view fair Melross aright,
Ge visit it by the pale moon’s light,
For the gay beams of lightsome doy
Gild, but to flomt the raine grey.
: Sz Warzes Scovr.

FA1r Abbey, thou art beautiful !
Though time's strong hand ;abll torn
The ings of thy early pride
And all &sy glorfyes shmp? ’
voL. II. 24q
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Thou broodest like a princely one,
Pluck’d from his bigh etuyte,
Yet still proud majesty is stamp’d

On thee—thou desolate !

Time-hallowed grandeur mantles o’er
Thy flow’r-carv’d pillars now ;

But well thou wear'st thy twilight locks
Out o'er thy furrow'd brow.

No voice comes from thy walls—thiune is
The silence of despair ;

And unclean birds in darkness scream
Where rose the midnight prayer!

*® * & 2 » @

Pardon a young enthusiast—
I scan the sculptor’s art,

And feel its spell come stealing o’er
My heart’s least worldly part:

And pow the fitful winds of God
Sweep through the silent cells,

And howl like spirits of the pile
Excbanging wild farewells.

Hark! methinks the moon hath conjured up
The Abbey’s haunting spright,
And stern in fano(;y'nm it breaks
The stillntess of the night.
( Voice of the spirit.)
¢« Boy-Minstrel, Scotia’s master-bard
Hath l:?’d in deathless lay

The fair sad beauty of the pile
That tempts thee here to stay.

« The Abbey’s turrets were enrob'd
In Luna’s softening smiles,

And pure: the moonshine floated down
The bosom of its aisles ;—

¢ Then did his instrument of song,
Give forth its melting tone,

And this the hour he bade thee come,
And view the pile alone.

¢« Cone now thy legend-ballad o'er,
And, glass'd before thine eyes,

The great in soul shall fire thy thoughts
With their proud memories !

« Boy-Minstrel, Scotia’s high-rank’d chief, *
Who led the mountain brave,

* Douglas whe fell at Otterburn
’ a
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Now f{ills beneath that marble tomb,
A consecrated grave.

« And tread this spot * where freedom oft,
In tears, irs to sigh,

And thou shalt never quail on field
Where brave men ¢ do or die.’

“ A casquet 'neath that fretted stone
Contains the heart, whose frown .

Dismayed the tyrant who had trode
The Scottish Thistle down.

¢« Heaven sped the righteous sword, and nerv'd
Thy rescued sires to spurn

The despot and his myrmidons,
Who fed at Bannoskburn!

«0 di t the patriot dust,
pr::llliesyam1u]essp‘now,

‘When Scotia rush’d to clutch the crown
From off the imbecile’s brow.

¢ These mystic characters ye scan,
. Commemorate the dead,
And from oblivion’s bloati
Protect the mitred head

¢ That antique crucifix of stone,
The altar erst o’er hung,
Where Shiloh’s sufferings and death,
Were hymn'd by every tongue.”
(Te voice of the spirit is lost in the night wind.)
Alss, thou lovely pile! that 'er
The bigot’s foot had trode

In maduess o'er the Bruce’s heart,
And temple fair of God !

Had I a master’s power to clathe
The feelin, my breast,

I'd make Melrose a pilgrim shrine—
The Mnoca of the West !

-

© The grave of the heart of Bruoe.

# Now pass thou onward, as thou wast wont, and Douglaswill follow thee or die.”
—The cry of Douglas, on throwing from him the casquet which contalned the
heart of Bruce, Into the midst ef a battle hetweesn the Meoors and the Spaniards.
After the death of Douglas, who fell in this combas, the heart was brought back
to Scotland, and buried at Melrose.
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SCRAPS FROM READINGS
MADE IN THE COURSE OF THE SEPTUAGENARY PERIOD.
[ Those marked with an asterisk are Translations.]

GOTHIC BUILDINGS AT MOON LIGHT.

Oux antique Cathedral buildings, &c. ever seem as if their daylight
times had passed with the hands that first reared them—as if their
grej-headed forms alept beneath the sun, and only started intoa sort
of dreamy life when the moon was on them. It is then that the past
seems to triumph over the present, and to be more immediate in all
its forms and characters. One would almost believe, that night is
for the dead and the works of the dead, as day is for the living.

For power there is but one safe depository, and that is, the respon.
gible administrator of recognized laws.

Knowledge, when confined to a few, produces tyranny and oppres-
sion, with all their train of crimes and sufferings ; diffused among the
many, it gives birth to social and political independence, with all their
blessed consequences of liberty, letters, and commerce~Lapy Morean.

A country schoolmaster, it is said, proved the antiquity of stage-
coaches by the following pamfe in Cwsar's Commentaries, « Cewsar
profectus est ab urbe summé diligentif,”—the true eense of which he
contended, is,  Ceesar left the city on the top of a diligence.”

Architecture, painting, and sculpture may be described as the sen-
sual classes of the fine arts, and postry and music as the intellectual.
The former address themselves at once to our senses, the latter to the
mind. The Greeks tell us in particular, that the art of portrait-

inting was discovered among them by a girl, who was fond of a
youth devoted to travelling, and who, to sweeten the time of his ab-
sence, delineated on the wall, with the assistance of a lamp, the profile
of her lover. This elegant fable, for a fable it only is, is but another
way of telling us, that portrait-painting was suggested by adolescent
affection—~ANoN. =~ =

NATURAL HISTORY

Requires for its study twe qualities which seem diametrically op-
posite ; that is to say, the lofty and unbounded views of a great ge-
nins, taking in all things at a single glance; joined to the trivial and
minute attentions of a laborious instinct, which can attach itself but
_to a single point.

TRANSUBSTANTIATION.

In a public discussion of this question between two eminent dirines
of different religious principles, i1t was argued by the Protestant, that
the quality of the bread and wine is not changed by the ceremony
used in the administration of the Eucharist. The Catholic, contend-
ing for the contrary doctrine, asserted that what was before them was
actually changed, zr he bad prepared it for the use of his flock. The
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former replied, that to put the dispute finally at rest, he had infused

ison into the wine, and demanded if his opponent durst partake of
1t? The test was unanswerable, and acute as the latter was in argu-
gument, his faith was too weak to try the experiment.

THE BRITISHB CONSTITUTION.

* This constitution could never have been imagined by one man, or
created by one effort. It is not written in any single treatise, the
fruit of the study and meditations of some great theoretical legisla-
tor. No; it is the effect of time, experience, and patience, and of
the admirable address with which the nation has put to profit the seeds
of liberty which it found in its old Saxon institutions. While the
other nations of Europe permitted these seeds to be wasted or stifled in
their growth by neglect or tyranny, the English, on the contrary, culti-
vated them with pious care ; and they are at this day enjoying the har-
vest of liberty. Their national assembly, from patriotism or regard to
its own authority, has added from age to age new bulwarks to public
freedom, and has not neglected any proper opportunity of confirming
the rights of the public at large—rights which belong to every mem-
ber of the assemb?y as a portion of the people, and on which every

ublic man must build his reputation and power—Mons. CorTER, &

rench judicial Mogistrate.
THE GREATEST BLESSINGS OF A PEOPLE

Of any nation, are health,—strength,—courage,—peace,—and the
union of families, and liberty of its citizens ;—an abundance of things
neeeesar;, a contempt of superfluities ; an habitude for labour, and a
horror of idleness ; an emulation for virtue, a submission to the laws,
and the fear of God.

Man’s exterior form is but the scabbard of the enlivening mind : we
should not, therefore, judge of the weapon's edge, whilst we have
seen nothing except the case. .

* A Sovereign should resemble the Queen Bee, who rules without
a sting ; good faith should be the religion of bisvgovemment, and jus-
tice and clemenc th&s:uds of his throne. ithout these virtues,
he may indeed reign r the name of King, but his fears will make
him a slave.—D10oGENES.

Faith is the beginning or the principle, and charily the end or the
completion of the christian life—8T. IeNATIUS, .

The milk of hunran nature appears under a3 many different modifi-
cations in the dispositions of men, as the substance, to which it is
compared, undergoes in the Dairy. In some men of a perpetual and
impregnable good humour, it has all the oiliness and cousistency of
butter ; in those of a liberal and generous disposition, it has all the
richness of eream; In men of a sickly habit of mind, it has all the
mawkish insipidity of whey ; and in a large portion of the community,
it possesses all the sourness of butter-milk.—ANoN,

* The grace of God discovers itself in great minds by small things,
and in common minds by great things.—x‘:: A
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It is a feeble mind that waits for the turn of Fortune’s Wheel ; the
brave mind seizes upon it and turns it to its purpose.

Linacre, a physician during the reign of Heng VIII., Edward VL
and Mary, a few years before his déath took orders; and it was said
of him, zat, upon some occasion, reading the Sermon on the Mount,
he threw the book aside, and swore that it was either not the Gospel,
or we were not Christians.

To a man who thinks himself wretched, every evil is real; the
mind; warped by prejudice, passion, or disorder, beholds the dark side
of the picture of human life; which, even in its best side, is charged
with much dark aod heavy colouring, and is fraught with shades
which, while they more strongly relieve the brighter of the
piece, yet cast a gloomy and melancholy air over the whole.

——

TO DELIA.
Imitated from a French Song, entitled, « La Lumiere.”
COMPOSED HALF A CENTURY AGO.

Aras! how dim the chastest gleam
The azure sky to me unfolds !
For beauty now asserts her claim,
And o'er my heart her empire holds :
No longer cheers the light of day ;—
Of peace, dear Nymph ! my soul’s bereft ;—
Th fpresenee only s the ray
5 bliss below to me that’s left.—

O yes,—my Delia, from that hour
hich to the world my being gave,
I've felt the sun’s effulgent pow’r,
And view'd of heav'n the bright concave :
But these no more bave charms for me,
Nor can my feelings now arrest ;—
Thy Shepherd’s thoughts are fix'd on thee,
Xnd with thee only can be blest.—

Lo, now with man you simply share
A portion of day’s vital glow ;
Yet, by thy fost'ring bosom’s care
Love’s tend’rest flowrets soon shall blow ;
And soon the highly favour'd youth
Round hymen’s smiling altar strew
The roses of Eternal truth,
Reserv'd, lov'd Delia! but for you.

J. T.



311 o

THE CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS IN THE SOUTH OF
FRANCE.

From the German of Fischer.

As soon as Christmas—for of this friendly festival I speak—by de-
grees approaches, every person, except in some measure the wealthy
classes, orders his cask of Muscadel, and lays in a store of southern

rovisions, which are then piled up in great quantities on the wharfs.

n the flower-market at such a season orange-branches with their
blooms and fruit, lemon-trees in beautiful tubs, and rose-bushes in
pretty pots, are all sold for decorations. To the children are
given laurels hung with fruits of the South, neat boxes inlaid with
mirrors, clay images variously coloured, storks of paper or cottan with
long scarlet bills to occupy the boxes, and numerous other toys.

he Christmas-evening itself is dedicated to universal joy and mirth.
All the stalls, shops, and coffee-houses are illuminated in the most
splendid manner,—the poorest chesnut-reaster sets a little lamp before
him. The theatres represent grand ballets; the gaming-houses en-
tertain their visitors with soupé and ball; the musicians play the
whole night, and the streets are incessantly filled with crowds of
people.
ut the finest characteristics of the season—what no provincialist

even at the greatest distance can forget—are the solemn Christmas-
feasts, at which all the members of the family are wont to assemble.
Relations who do not see each other throughout the entire year, are
not absent at this supper at leust ; and those of them, who were liviag
on terms of the bitterest enmity, are reconciled at the Christmas-feast.
Marriages are concluded, separated husbands again united to their
wives, the most modest lover is eloguent, the coyest fair one drops re-
serve. ‘Tis Christmas-eve! Every heart is devoted to benevolence
and tenderness.

Bowever, it is well known, that at a genuine provincial Christmas.
feast, the Noya (cakes of honey and almonds)—the Kalignau (a log
of fir in the fire-place, soaked with oil and wine)—the large white cock,
but particularly the Muscadel, and the Noes (Christmas-carols), are
things quite indispensable.

Still more of the remains of old provincial customs are preserved up
the country, where especially the pational character is to be found in
its purest state. There are kept the games of running, wrestling,
tinging, cock-fighting, climbing, &c., where, of course, the cup never
fails to circle freely. One pretty custom deserves particularly to be
mentioned, which prevails in the under-provinces, and chiefly in the
districts of Freius and Antibes.

During the four weeks preceding Christmas, the ywng men are
wont, generally on the Sunday evenings, to serenade all the girls of
their village,—a practice which, ia the provincial “slang,” is called
Aubades. For this honour each girl is bound to deliver at Christmas
to the oldest of the young men (Aba) a cake with her name stam
upon it. This is never neglected ; and a brilliant assembly is then
formed, on the second of the holidays, of the whole village, and an
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auction of the cakes that have been received takes place in nearly the

following manner.

The Aba mounts a small scaffold ; neat baskets containing the pre—
sents adorned with ribbons are set near him. ¢ A fine, charming, ex-
quisite, sugar-sweet, juicy apple-cake, No. 1., Maria Coutelou,”—he
begins, taking one of them, and passing a long eulogium on the beauty,
thriftiness, and merits of the maker. Immediately her lovers, more,
or less numerous according to circumstances, offer for it, till at last
the cake is knocked down to the richest, or the most obstinate. In
this way the rest are disposed of, and the money arising from the sale
goes to the annual dancing-fund.

———

LINES
Written in a young Lady's Album after ker death.
BY DAVID MALLOCK, A. M.

On what is life >—Go thou and ask the grave,

O'er whose dull mound death’s rankest banners wave—
The flesh-formed grass-blade and the poison-flower !'—
Fit wreaths to deck the monster’s gloomy bower !

Say now what answer thou dost thence receive ?
Away! thou know’st it |—tremble—and believe !—

Abh little did I think, when last I took

My pen to soil the pages of this book
Wgt!‘:elightest rhymes, I should so soon require,
To saddest strains to tune the airy lyre.

But what is life >—'tis ev'n a changeful day,
Now cloud-bedimmed, now lighted with the ray
Of a cold sun,—for earth’s best days dispense
Scarce aught that breathes celestial redolence !
Then start not, that so soon thou shouldst require
To mournful strains to tune the airy lyre!

And hast thou, then, departed ? Has the ray

Of thy soft eye, like starlight, pass'd away ?

And hast thou, in the bud&gng of thy years,

Been led by Death beyond this vale of tears?

Oh yes! To thee he was a welcome guest,

Who came with smiles, and led thee to thy rest!

Loug didst thou 'neath the hand of pain decline,

But yet no thought of restlessness was thine :—

Calm was thy spirit, for thou hadst within

The balm that soothes the agonies of sin.

Oh I had hoped—when I had known thy mind

So rich with graces of the gentler kind,

That, when a wanderer I had bid adieu

To this sweet land of streams and mountains blue—
* This land where all I hold on earth mest dear

First saw the radiant light of life appear,— -
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- Oh.1 had boped—when thoir didst cast thine e
On the light record of my vanity, s
Writ on the silken pages of thy book,—

Thoa wouldst regard-it with no haughty look,

- -But a soft thought of pity would impart,
And wish for wisdom to so weak a heart!
‘That hope for me is vain,—for thou hast gone
Whence thoughts of sorrow have for ever flown.
Yet why these plainings?—Though around the tomb,
The radiant flowers of life can nerer bloom,
Bright-visioned hope points high to yonder skies,
And tells us—roses bmm in Paradise '—
This dries their tears whom thou hast left-behind,
And sheds calm pleasure o'er each sorrowing mind.
Oh sainted maid ! may we, the living, see
With joy, the Christian’s portraiture in thee,
And may we choose, like tr;e, the better way,
Though steep the path, that leads to endless day!
And when we come to walk that shadowy vale

Where earthly hopes are ever seen to fai{

Oh may our hearts, like thine, still rest secure,
Stayed on that Rock which ever shall endure!

L ]

[

A THING OF SHREDS AND PATCHES.
Froym my Book oF * MiscELLANEOUs REMARKS,” &c.

A sEVERE blow is more tolerable than a harsh word. In the one
case, the body only is afflicted ; in the other, the mind.

FraeuenT.—He was an amiable youth. I introduced him to seve-
ral of iny acquaintances ; among others we called on Mrs. and
her only daughter—the lovely Elizabeth. My introduction here,
however, was unnecessary, for they had been long intimate. I had
just opened my mouth to pronounce the usual prefatory words, when
he flew into the arms of Mrs. , and received her blessing. His
lips then pressed the cheek of the blushing maid,—she was the maid
oﬁis heart. * * * We agreed to walk in the garden, till our worthy
hostess and her beautiful daughter should prepare tea. My young
friend followed silently behind :—I turned round,—he was weeping.
“ Why weep you, my dear Charles?”—His reply accorded with his
naturally romantic disposition— Does not the willow weep, when it
has kissed the waters which it loves?”

A man had better be a chimney-sweeper, and move i his particu-
lar sphere with dignity, than member of the most honourable profes-
sion, and be obliged to succumb to adverse fortune, servile occupa-
tions, and the jeers of the world. He, who in such circumstances
cap blunt the poigoancy of his feelings, must either possess a great
genius, or be an impertinent coxcomb and idiot. v 2

YOL. IL R
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Dr1avogur.—Harry Castdown and Tom Easy—~Har. I'm iu leve,
Tom !—Tom. In love! With whom ?—Har. No—1I'm not in Jove,—
the lady is in love with me.—Zom. Pooh, pooh l—~ha, ha, ha,—and
who, pray, is this Eastern Princess, whom your charms have captivat-
ed ?—Har. No Princess, and yet the daughter of a Queen. Zom.
Stm;; 1—Well, if the daughter of a -Queen, why so chop-fallen?—
Har. There it is; though I hate her above all things under the
sun, yet am I obliged to wed her— Zom. A mystery, by Jove |—Her
name !—Har. (very gravely) Miss ForTune.

He, whose bosom glows with true hospitality, does not ask his
guest if he will have such or such a thing; he presents the intended
gift, and then asks.

We should be slow to give, and quick to forgive an injury. Or, in
a more unqualified manner, and in the genuine 'mirit of the gospel,
we should never wittingly give an injury,—ever willingly forgive one.

Life is made up of storms and calms, which by regular alternation
succeed each other ; but they are not equally dispensed ; for, though
the storm terminates sooner, its influence takes a most extensive range,
and is in active operation long after the cause has disappeared. By
this means the full benefit of the calm is but partially fe?t, because it
cannot be enjoyed till the wasteful work of its predecessor shall hare
been remov. ,mdeverytmeeofits being effaced. If we are to look
for any happiness in this world, it can ouly be had b{ the instrumen-
tality of memory or of imagination. Memory can call up those placid
moments of existence, which from time to time may have varied our
mortal curéer, abstractedly from every thing else, so that the contem-
plation of them will be a pure delight. The pleasures of Imagination,
too, are great,—founded on no reality that has been, is, or may be.
These alone are the sources of unalloyed happiness to an individual ;
—there can be no present, constant, and real enjoyment. And upon
the whole, allowing even a large share of such fei’iuty as the world can
afford to the lot of man, still will a dull mouraful melancholy pervade
the soul,—interrupted, it is true, by the occasional supplies of the
desirable object, but never altogether chased away. Who could bear
it, if hope did not whisper peace, aud inspire patience ?

He, who puts his trust in the promises of the great, depends on &
broken reed: he, who confides in his own exertions, and acts with
energy and independence, rests upon a rock : he, who throws all his.
cares upon Him that cared for man in his fallen state, ensures eternal
success. The first lives in doubt : the second in hope: the third in
expectation. Doubt and hope belong to the present—expectation to
‘the future existence.

ANECDOTE —A poor map once saved the life of a lord. *Take my
purse”—exclaimed the nobleman in the fulness of his heart, and suiting
“the action to the word. *Isyour life worth no more ?” rejoined the pea-
“sant—* Keep your purse: fclaim r gratitude, not your money.”

If man were bereft of mson,—-im were reduced to a level with
‘irrational animals, ‘he would be the moset: hel and defenceless of
all; for, viewed merely as an animal endowed with corporeal powgrs,



A THING OF SHREDS AND PATCHES. 815

be is surpaseed in every thing by one or other of the brute creation,
as b! the lion in strength, the rt'ag in swiftness, &c. This is wisel
ordained, to shew definitely in what his superiority consists, and wh
are the grounds which especially entitle him to be lord of all below,
It could not consist in bedily advantages, since, allowing him to be
posseseed of each excelling capacity of the brutes combined, he would
ouly be distinguished above the rest as to body; and moreover, this
might not suffice to secure bis absolute monarchy, since it would still be
Kouible for his subjects to repel any felt grievance by uniting against

im.—It is REAsON which makes bim lord. By reason he can achieve
more than any brute, as in a matter requiring strength he can accom.
plish by machinery (the produce of reason) what no other animal or
combination of animals can do. Aud, in order to this, an inferiority
in point of bodily powers was indispensablé. Had he been eminently
gila in that respect, the mecassity of reason would have been tuken
away ; and, necessity being the mother of invention, there would have
been no invention.—Nor is this the whole that constitutes his royalty.
He is not confined to the present life and to time. Reason exten
his province to future existences and to eternity.

There would be less dissatisfaction and repining in the world, if
every inhabitant would take an occasional survey of society from the
lowest to the highest grade. While he found many suffering under
severer privations than himself, (and I never knew or heard of any,
however wretched, who, upon contemplating the miseries of others,
would exchange his own situation for theirs) he would at the same
time perceive many who were favoured with what he might deem the
means of happiness—wealth and power,—and who yet endured the
nicest agonies, not less in their waking tham in their sleeping mo.
ments. If, further, he would seriously put to himself the question—
 Why should I be better off than my neighbours *—and reflect there.
on without a leaning of partiality to his own liar follies and vices,
he would, I am sure, be ready to exclaim—* Indeed my bleasings sur-
pass my deserts!” If all were thus to think and ponder, the minds of
the world would subside into a calm contentment, and lay the founda-
tions of true felicity.

‘When we consider, that free livers are subject ‘durin‘gblife.time to
excruciating pains, such as those of the gout, &e., and that they ge-
nerally endure great agonies at death, or are cut off suddenly,—there
cannot but be suggested to us the idea of Nature taking revenge for
wilful neglect of her dictates.

Late sitting at the bowl ensures an early grave. The cup of friend-
ship is not forbidden. He who fills another bumper, after sociality is
satisfied, pledges it to Death.

‘What & wretch the Atheist must be! What a_thing to be pitied |
To suppose that the soul is mortal, and that earth is its only dwell-
ingrbe&! Cowardly,~—irrational,—wicked,— damning thought! Did
I believe there was no God——that my existence was bounded by short-
lived Time—that there was nothing to be enjoyed except the mise-
réble happiness of this world,—I would not live a day longer.
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{ What an interesting sight,—what a delightful object of contem-
plation is a loving family! Each heart of the bappy.group is like a
spring welling forth its waters, one mingling with -arother, and all
combining to create around them a Juxurianee of sweets. How differ-
ent those in whose ‘breast enmity reigns! Their bearss are like stag,.
nant pools rimpregnated with poison, whose waters, now and thea
ejected by the passing storm, instead of fertilining and carrying glad.
ness in their course, spread their deadly influence on every side, and
wither the flowers of life which the hand of Providence has planted. -

Many parents are continually complaining of their children’s dis-
obedience and reckless behaviour, and cease not to load them with epi-
thets of abuse, without once thinking that they themselves may have
mainly contributed to produce such disgstrous consequences. I would
have parents to cast a retrospective glance on their own conduct, and
see if they have truly and conscientiously discharged their duties to
their offspring,—if they have really used their utmost exertions to
instil into their minds the purest principles of merality, to open up to
them the elements of religion, and to train them in the nurture and
admonition of the Lord. If conscience upbraid them, it will become
them to Jament théir own errors, rather than to heap abuse upon
their children. Some may plead that they have given.them every in-
dulgence ! Is this not the very rock on which they have split?- In.
dulgence has been the ruin of thousands of families. * He that spareth
the rod, batéth the child.” . '

Time is a line in Eternity—nothing more. The common remark
made of a person who is sick or dying, that he is on the edge of the
grave, or “ on the brink of eternity,” is absurd, inasmuch as it is not
universally applied. Every human being is exactly in the same situ-

.ation, whatever be the state of his health. There is an equal S]l)‘aee
for all, and one may be precipitated into the gulph as'soon as another.
In other worgds, no man can assure himself, that, because be is hale and
vigorous, he is likely to live long. "The aecidents of life are as nume-
rous as the * maladies, so that he who confides in the strength of his
limbs or the youthfulness of his years, lives in imagined security.
Ere long he may be called hence, while his neighbour, though beset
by ¢ the thousand ills that flesh is heir to,” may survive the revolution
of many suns. Death’s random shots tell as surely ‘as his regular
charges. How well prepared, then, ought we to be, who know not
what a day or an hour may bring forth !

If those, who had felt a warm attachment to each other during the
days of their youth, ‘were allied in after years, I bave no doubt that
most of the miseries which attend a married life would be prevented.
However much the idea of calf-love, as it has been called, may be ri-
diculed, it is true love. The reciprocal affection arises out of pure
feeling, when the parties yet live in blessed ignorance of the opinians
and policy of thé warld, and know nothing of interested motives or

# ] had just gained this length in my remark, when a rriend entered azinoun.
cing the death of a child by the discharge of a gun. The littie innocens was amus-
Ing herself in an adjoining street In tomppany with her sister, also a child, and
somne others; and while happy a¢ her play. aud unconscious of danger, was acci-
dentally shot through the heart with a bullet. : '
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. sinister purposes. There is then no disguise of mind, no ibilit
of concealing bad qualities ; all is frank agn':l open ; and thou]’g?a _melz
. youth cannot ezplain the perfections of his sweetheart, he can appre-
ciate them. A very young child can distinguish mentally between a
good- and ill-natured companion, and prefers the society of those who
are kindest and least offensive. It would be well, if parents were to
look to this, and observe who amongst their neighbours’ children
would most likely make amiable wives and virtuous husbands, and thus
they would confer a lasting obligation on a rising family. But no!
Worldly wisdom abhors it! At the present time the spirit of specula~
tion is carried to such an extent, that the traffic of heartsis quite com-
mon,—sons and daugliters are sold to the highest bidders. Are oppor-
tunities afforded to a young couple of rendering themselves agreeable to
each other? Still, they are so completely schooled in the art of hypo-
crisy, that they can easily exercise a temporary sway over wicked
sions and unseemly humours, in order to secure the object of their
own distorted views and their parents’ avarice. The parents them-
selves are indefatigable in exerting all their influence, in spite of con-
science, for the furtherance of their base purpose. M brings
to light the true state of the heart,—then follow the miserable days.

——

AND ART THOU FALSE?

BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

AND art thou false, my- tried one,
Thou beautiful and best,

‘Who, lost in feeling, sighed when
We parted, and confessed

Thy love, while wild emotion

" Traced the Memory of our youth,

‘When the kiss of fom{ devotion,
Melting—burning sealed our truth—

And art thou False?

Mindest thou at our last meeting
Where the ocean weds the Tweed,
How the Moon, their union greeting,
Seemed their marriage vow to read ;
There was music on the river,
And its sweetly blending tone
Sang their bridal, breathing ever
‘ gl’is not well to be alone,’—
And art thou False?

I have not yet forgotten
That heavenly holy hour,

Nor shall ahsence place a blot on
Its remembrance or its power.

It liveth and it burneth, .
It will live and it will prove
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AND ART THOU FALSE?

The beart thy kindred spurneth
Yet is worthy of thy love,—
And art thou False?

A thousand th ts come o’er me,

Sl hy mage weeps boor
till thy im: w re me,
All lZvol .i: th.:lrswnt
When my burning cheek did borrow
Tears of agony from thine,
Of affection and of sorrow,"
Telling fondly thou wert mine:
And art thou False?

"Tis true that fate has revelled
In my anguish—it is true,
It g:’xoung ambition levelled
nothing saving you,
Yet wntb t.by love to hggt

Its blutm coul?u

Wither hope, nor clnll
And art tbou Falee ?

My faults were spread before thee,
lackened, gathered in a host, .
But with the love I bore thee
They mingled not—were lost ;
Ah! whatever were their number

Theu' turbulence, densb
ﬁ presence bade them umber,
y heart, my heart was thine!
And art thon False?

Can the ocean clothe the mountains?
Can the earth forsake the sun?
Can streams from upland fountains,
Change their course and backward run ?
Can my heart t the loved one
Of its being and its birth ?
And art thou, my fond—my proved one—
‘Deemed truest on the
And art thon Falle ?

*Tis true this bath been told me ;
This may weaker minds believe,
But the heart that thus could hold me
Cannot, never could deceive:
I have searched thee, and thy spirit
Is untainted, {mre
Still thy bosom I inherit,
*Twas an enemy dad this,—
" Thou art not False !
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SENTIMENTALISM AND BENEVOLENCE.

THE debasing effect which a devotion to narratives and exhibitions
of fictitious distress has on the genuine feelings of nature, is too obvi-
ous to admit of dispute. How often do we not perceive the pensive fair
one, who sheds the tears of the most graceful sentimentality over the
woes of Werter, turn away with disgust from the desolate sick-bed,
and listen with cold apathy to the sober narrative of too true distress.
On the other hand, the generous philanthropist, in the whole course
of his progress through the dungeons and lazarettus, where the miaerx
of Europe was concentrated, it is T'ohable will shed fewer tears, an
heave less tumultuous sighs, than the sentimentalist expends on a sin-
gle maudlin romance. Now, how is it that this apparent enigma is
to be solved ?—Why is it that the bare imagination of distress melts
the heart which is ice to its reality 7—The phenomenon may be ex-
plaived on various principles.

It is 2 maxim not less true in point of fact, than beautiful in its re-
sults, that experience diminishes the force of passive impressions on the
wind, while it increases the strength of its active principles. A fami-
liar acquaintance with scenes of real distress abates the poignancy of
our sensibilities, while it strengthens the habits of active exertion to re-
lieve them. An experienced army surgeon, whoee practice has long been
amid scenes of bloodshed, and wounds, and death, will, doubtless, feel
less thrilling uneasiness at the sight of mangled and mutilated bodies,
than a young practitioner fresh from the lecture-room,—but any one
may judge who would be most prompt and energetic in his ministrations
to the sufferers. The individual wﬁo devotes himself to the high ser-
vice of reclaiming the profligates of a large city from the misery of vice,
will be less acutely shocked with a spectacle of moral degradation
than he whose labours have been confined to the comparative simpli-
city and innocence that reigns in a country population,—but then the
former will have acquired a fearless vigour of acting in situations from
which the latter shrinks with conscious inefficiency ;—the one will
contemplate human wretchedness, in its most degrading aund appalling
forms, with a silent but powerful sympathy, and will adopt the most
active means to do away the misery before his eyes,—the other will
look upon the pitiful, and to him unusual scene, with the most exqui-.
site eensibility, but his mental agitation will paralyze all the exer-
tions he might make to relieve it. So admirably has the Author of
our nature regulated and balanced its principles, that in proportion as
our sensibility is diminished by familiarity with real distress, our dis-
position to alleviate it is increased. '

But how does the case stand in reference to bim whose knowledge
of buman suffering is wholly derived from the pages of the novelist,
or the scenes of the tragedian?—He is called on to yield to the
menof the author the homage of his tears, not to put forth his

d to aid the miserable. His object is to indulge his own prurient
desire of excitement, or eelfish luxury of sentiment, not to gratify the
feelings of genuine benevolence, or perform the duties of active
ficence. In this way the natural effect of habitual acquaintance with
distrees is produced,—the edge of his sensibilities is blunted, but the
coun babit has not been formcd—he has no increased inclina.
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tion to exert himself for the mitigation of suffering—he has lost the
ardour of early susceptibility, witﬁmt acquiring the sedate energy of
experienced beneficence.

ut not only does the habit of attending to scenes of mere imagi-
nary distress weaken the impressions which are favourable to benevo-
lent exertion, without making any compensation for the loss, but it
encourages impressions which are directly contrary to the exercise of
compassion. In the novel and the drama every circumstance which
may inspire disgust is studiously omitted. All there is elegant, and
fashionably languid, and poetically melancholy. The consequence is,
that the taste is refined to a degree of morbid delicacy which rejects
with loathing all that is gross and disgusting in actual misery. Such
a taste is utterly unﬁteeg for feeling a delight in mitigating the sor-
rows of real life. Poverty is not the thing that it appears, seen through
the veil of fictitious colouring, The atmosphere of disease is not that
in which the sentimentalist can breathe, or his airy visions expand,
and his sickly delicacy recoils with shuddering aversion from the un-
varnished aspect of vice.

Again, to the novel-reader, the picture is presented complete in all
its parts ;—while in the great drama of life he sees only detached
scenes of distress ; and the habit he has acquired of suffering himself
to be guided by the imagination of his author, has contributed to
weaken the force of his own conceptions, which are necessary to com-
plete the draught. His fancy cannot picture what is behind the veil ;
;x_:d his sympathy, if he feels any, extends only to what he sees with

is eyes.

Thye power of imagination over our benevolent affections is much
greater than is commonly supposed. Speak to two men of the sor-
rows of slavery; the one will feel only in proportion to the affecting
pathos of what meets the ear ;—the other will be transported in ima-
gination to the outraged shores of Africa—he will perceive with his
mind's eye the traders in blood seizing their unhappy victim—mock-
ing the sorrows of separation from his home and country—immuring
him in the living charnel-house of the -lave.shis,—-and, finally, eelling
him to the stripes and fetters of Egyptian bondage. A person whose
fancy labours with such thoughts, must have his feelings excited to
intenser heat, and, of course, his heart made willing to submit to
more painful sacrifices, and more laborious exertions, than he whose
impressions are only derived from sense.

Now, the taste for narratives of fictitious distress is calculated to
tame the imagination. It is true, that a familiar acquaintance with
these supplies the mind with greater abundance materials for
fancy to work upon ;—but then these are so alien to the business
and situations of real life, and the mind has become so habituated
to leading.strings, that it is, in some degree, incapable of using
them as incentives to benevolent feeling and exertion. Out of
these materials, however, it can create a world for itself, amid the vi-
sions of which a Rousseau may spend a dreaming existence—careless
of the scenes in which he was intended to live and act, or merely
expending on them the violence of his fretful and malignant passions.
This is the temper to which a mighty imagination, when it submits
to ba.enthralled by the passion for fictitious delineation, is likely to
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form itself,—a temper as destitute of real personal happiness as use-
less to the interests of the communit{.

From these reasonings it seems obvious, that a habitual and undi-
vided attention to exhibitions of unreal distress, is not only useless to
the formation of a character of genuine benevolence, but positively in-
Jjurious to it.—We say, Aabitual and undivided attention, because we
are very far from thinking that such works are incapable of being
turped to advantage. The moderate use of them is calculated to
roultiply the springs of harmless pleasure, by withdrawing us, when
oppressed and jaded with the active business of the world, into more
delicate scenes of being, and introducing us to characters of a grace-
fulness that belongs not to this dull earth. The contemplation of
such scenes and characters tends to refine and elevate the taste; and,
when it is not attenuated to that morbid delicacy against which we
have all along protested, to quicken our moral perceptions, and raise
our ideas of dignified decorum. It must not be forgotten, however,

that the iojurious effects which we have pointed out result from an*

immoderate attention to all such exhibitions,—while the benefits
which bave been stated are to be derived only from some,—and that,
when the best of them are allowed to enctoacﬂ upon the claims of ac-
tive virtue, we are forsaking the business, and the dignity of our ex-
istence, for the indulgence of an unprofitable and selfish luxury.

———

THE SEA—ANE FANCIE.

BY D. J. LIETCH.

"T1s a bléssed thing, when the mind is calm,
To feel each sweet emotion
From the depths of the placid soul arise,
Like a sea fowl to the azure skies,
From the bosom of the Ocean.

O Spring ! how beautiful art thou,
By land and sky and sea!

In all that meets the eye around,

What loveliness! in every sound,
What gleesome melody !

But leave the woods and flowers awhile,
And the Thrush on the lofty tree,
And seek the broadly stretching strand,
Where, joyous, on the golden sand

Leaps up the laughing Sea!

The sky is blue, without a cloud,
Save where, in the glowing West,
A cloudlet skirts the azure main,
Like a traveller o’er a distant plain,
To the city of the blest!
VOL. 1L 29
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And the sea is calm—the ehip seems fixed
Upon its waters blue;

With gleaming sails and body dark,

As if it were a painted bark,
Without a living crew!

Deep down, in the silént under-world;
Tge plants are fair to see ;

In many a group together grown,—

Or spreading their stately leaves alohe,
In the heart of the heaving sea.

And deep in the shadow of the rock,
‘Where the silver fringed flowers

Hang down their delicate drapery,

The finny tribe, with merry glee,
Drive on the sportive hours.

A thousand little creatures wheel
In many a winding way ;

Now mingled in a joyous reel,

Now mimic warriors in their steel,
Drawn up in bright array !

How beautiful those creatures are !
How sportive, fresh, and free!
Can they, too, deem of crime and care?
Or lead, within those forms so fair,
A life of misery ?

Ah! surely sorrow never dwells
Amid that glancing crew !

Unfearing Death, unknown to strife,

They sport away their little life,
Amid their waters blue.

In the pearly bark of the Nautilus
The Ocean fairies glide ; )

Amid the cluster'd coral groves,

That spread in the fathomless haunts, she loves,
Beneath the flowing tide.

With brighter gems than Earth e'er saw,
They deck their braided hair:
Upon their necks and bosoms bright,
Half hid, balf stealing into sight,
A sea-green robe they wear.

Oh! who may tell the loveliness

Of this bright comrany!
Or the music that fills each Ocean hall,
‘When the Fairies hold their festival

In the depths of the Summer sea!
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The fairest bird that sees the sky,
Floats on the Ocean waves ;

And lovelier forms and fairer flowers

Than ever dwelt in earthly bowers,
Are in her sounding caves !

O blue and bright and beautiful,
And ever shouting Sea!

I would that I could leave the land,

And, lightly leaping from the strand,
Become a child of thee !

e

 THE TROUGH.
A TALE OF THE CHEVIOTS.

BY D. J. LIETCH,

¢ Can such things be,
And overcome us like a summer cloud, *
Without eur special wonder ?”’—SHAKSPEARE,

MaxY years have elapsed since the events occurred which I am
about to relate; but their singular and terrific nature fixed them too
indelibly in my memory for me to forget even the minutest of them.
In this age of scepticism a story having any connexion with the suier.
natural is generally treated with scornful increduli:'{; but this shall
not prevent me from offering my little narrative to those who are not
sufficiently learned to be sceptical, and who acknowledge, both in the
natural and supernatural world, * things which having not seen they
believe.” Too much as well as too little knqw]edge 8 a dangeﬂ_ms
thing, as connected with the investigation or belief of matters which
mere human science can never elucidate. As the affectation and pride
of thoee in a high rank of life are more disgusting than the vulgarity
of the canaille, so the self-sufficient incredulity o% the learned is more
contemptible than the facile belief of the ignorant in matters wherein
neither can come to any definita and certain conclusion. Without
further comment, however, I will relate the facts as they occurred,
leaving it to the judgment of my readers ta form their own opinions
upon them. .

During my attendance at the University of Edinburgh, I became
acquainted with a young man named Gordon. He was about eighteen
years of age, and had already distinguished himself by the extent and
profundity of his acquirements. There was something inexpressibly

ntle and fascinating in hie manners, which, combined with his genius,

isarmed all envy among his less fortunate fellow students. Whenever
it happened (and frequently it was the case) that the Professor had
voccasion to praise his acuteness and industry, there was not a single
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voice but assisted in swelling his applause; and when, at the end of
the session, he carried off the highest prize in his class, one single
note of congratulation was heard from the whole assembled multitude.
I was then in the class beneath him, and it was only on the day of his
triumph that he was personally pointed out to me. The room was
crowded to excess both by the students and their friends. The first
five or six seats were filled with ladies—mothers, sisters, &e. of the
young men. The minor prizes bad been distributed, and the name of
George Gordon was yet unheard.—There was an universal hush ia
the room as the Prof{ssor raised the splendid golden medal by its
silken band, and all eyes were intently fixed upon a note which he was
casting his eyes over.* He mentioned the name of George Gordon.
There was an instantaneous burst of applause, which shook the very
busts of Cicero, Plato, Plutarch, and Virgil on their estals at the
foot of the room. Unknown to me, Gordon was seated next me, and,
as he spoke in a tremulous whisper, « allow me to pass, sir,” I saw his
hand escaping from the grasp of the young lady who sat next to him.
I caught a glimpse of Gordon's features as he glided past me—they were
flushed with honest pride, yet tempered with a somewhat painful ex-
Eression of modesty. Amid the continued plaudits of the spectators

e ascended the platform, whereon the Professor was seated. I
looked again at him, while the venerable old man was placing the
medal around his neck: the glow was gone from his face, and the
light flaxen curls which hung about his lofty brow were not paler than
his features. « I fear it is too much for him,” I whispered, unconscious-
ly forgetting in the excitement of the moment, that I was unknown to
t{e lady. <« But it is a proud moment,” I continued, “ and worth
suffering for.” The lady turned up her face towards me—she was
beautiful as a thought of Heaven! For one moment she poured the
deep dark glance of her eye into mine—the next it was dimmed by a
tear of rapture, and she turned away—I saw the tear fall upon her
hand—I would have given the world to have kissed it off, for I was
then young and sentimental, and delighted at the interest which so
lovely a creature took in Gordon’s suceess ; but custom, « that unspi-
ritual god,” forbade; so, smothering my feelings as well as I could, I
turned away.

The young man had, in some measure, recovered his self-possession,
and was listening, with a graceful and modest gesture, to the praises
which the worthy Professor was pouring upon him. I have had the
pleasure,” continued the old gentleman, with his usual benignant aspect

,and tone of voice, “ to present the golden medal to the successful can-
didate for twenty-five years, yet I can with justice declare, that I never
bestowed it with greater satisfaction, nor on one more worthy of the
honour. I trust—I believe that this instance of suecess will incite
you to continued industry in the pursuit of knowledge ; for, if such
be the case, and Providence spares your life, I, though no prophet,
confidently foretell that this is but the commencement of the progres.

# When a competitor seunds up an essay or exercise, for a prize at college, be sends
also a sealed note, stating, “on the h of a gentl , that the production is
bis own, unassisted, except by books.” If his work is considered best, his note is
opened and the anthor discovered: the other notes are returned to the unsuccess-
ful candidates.
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sively increasing and brilliant honours awaiting you through life.”
There was a buz of applause at the conclusion of this speech, and
Gordon, as if excited by the prospect held out to bim, looked up with
an earnest and enthusiastic expression ; Lis eyes saw the lady’s seated
by me, and I thought I could interpret the smile of triumph which
for a moment acress his beautiful features. “ How handsome
e is!” again uttered I involuntarily. The lady again looked towards
me ; there was po tear siow upon her dark oriental eye, but a smile so
bewitching that I felt my frame shudder with inexpressible emotion.
There was no such thing as envying George Gordon, or the affection
of this lovely being was the strongest imaginable temptation to it ; so,
with the most disinterested satisfaction, I sunk into a dream about
the glorious destiny of the young student, already crowned with ho-
mours and blessed with the love of one of the fairest of God’s creatures.
I was entirely fascinated by his modesty and genius, and I vowed in
my own heart that he and I should become friends. The spectators
began to disperse, and as it was impossible for any one to reach the
young lady through the dense descending multitude of persons, she
was left without an attendant or protector. I accordingly offered her
my arm, and we descended till we reached an ope:z;ipwe where Gordon
was standing. He was still considerably agitated, and pressed the
young lady’s offered hand with much emotion. On a sudden perceiv-
ing me, he checked bimself, and said a few words of thanks to me, still
glancing his eye inquiringly towards his fair companion. As if an-
swering the question of his eye, she said, “ A young gentleman who
seems much interested in your success, George.” He turned to me
fraokly, and said, « 1 am grateful for your good wishes, but this is no
time for expressing it: will you call on me this evening ? (giving me
at the same time a card) or, stay, I shall be at my cousin’s—invite
him to meet me there; will you, Lucy?” and Lucy accordingly, in
the sweetest voice imaginable, asked me to come at seven, and spend
the evening with Gordon and a few of his friends at her mother’s
house. That evening, which I still consider the most delightful in
my life, I saw how deeply Gordon and Lucy loved and were beloved :
and as I looked at his already noble and graceful form and features,
and thought of his brilliant prospects, with ber to §hare them with
him, it seemed as if his happiness was equal to any that earthly cir-
cumstances could afford. Eut how vain are our judgments of each
other—how deceptive are the appearances of happiness! how may the
effects of the most rare and felicitous combination of circumstances be
annihilated by some peculiarity in our organization, and the beauty
and the brightness which surrounds us be overshadowed by the unreal
clouds of a %alse imagination !

Thus it was with this amiable and highly gifted young man. He
was subject to fits of the deepest depression, That very night, I re-
member well, how he delighted us with his wit and elegant taste, his
quotations, 8o apt either to the humourous, or gentle, or lofty senti-
ments which happened at the time to be occupying our minds. To-
wards the close of our visit, his spirits seemed to be in the highest
and happiest state, he kept the table in a continual roar ; and just as
we separated from some of his friends at the door, who were going to
another part of the town, he quoted a line from the Aulularia of
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Plantus,* to a married man. among them, which sent the whole of
them down St. Andrew’s Square in an agony of laughter. The mo-
ment they were gone Gordon seized my urm, and walked silently and
rapidly towards the college. We were both slightly excited by what
we had drank ; and it was, therefore, with greater familiarity than
would have been warranted under other circumstances that I sud-
denly exclaimed, « What a happy fellow you are, Gordon I” He sighed
deeply and quickly as he said, “How mean you?’ “ Why, your
brilliant success, your talents, your prospects, and that lovely girl,
" «Hush!” said he, quickly, «don’t speak of ker. But you
are quite wrong—I am not happy—I would be so, but my tempera-
ment prevents me. I feel a couviction, as certain as if I had seen it
recorded in the eternal Book of Fate, that I shall never enjoy any of
these things which are held out so invitingly before my eyes. I stand
among pleasures which I caonot taste. But this is absurd—let us
talk of something else.” < Absurd! indeed,” said k, «but you are fa-
tigued with the events of this day, and your mind is in a state of col-
lapse. Why, you are young, bealthy, ” «Say no more, my
dear fellow,” interrupted he, with a tone which showed that he was
determined to put ao end to the subject: «the belief which I have of
the fate which awaits me does not depend on myself: it is an eternal
couviction, simple, yet firm as the cenviction of the existence of a
Deity, and was, I doubt pot, theugh I cannot see how, implanted in
me for wise purposes: but I cannot controul it.” “ Why this is very
midsummer madness!” exclaimed L: “but I am going to the conntry
for a week or two's shooting among the glorious Cheviots, what do you
say if you take your gun or fishiug-rod and accompany me?”  Done!”
answered he, with all his former vivacity: « Doae! with all my heart,
and I wager you a bust of Cicero that I kill a greater weight with my
rod the first day than you do with your gun.” « A wager!” returned
I, gaily; «we'll drive the blue devils out of you if we had you amon
the green Cheviots, I warrant.” < Solum non animum mutal,” sai
he, \gith a desponding tone; and, shaking hands cordially, we

arted. :
P A week after this time Gordon and I were domesticated in a shep-
berd’s cottage among the Cheviot Hills. Almost all my readers are
acquainted with the localities in a Northumbrian cottage, and will
understand what I mean when I say, that Gordon and I slept in sepa-
rate beds, ben the house, and Gabriel, the old shepherd, and his wife
in the but, or room nearest the door. The seat behind the Aallan was
as snug and warm as a weary and wet sportsman could desire, and the
smoke-dried hams and flitches which hung in the chimney neuk shew-
ed that there would be no lack of savoury food, if all the shepherds
in the Cheviots had wanted a dinner. A strange, stolid, long-headed,
hump-backed, old body Gabriel was; and besides that he had seen
more witches and fairies than any man in the glen, he was accounted

reat in curing the foot-rot in the sheep,’and was a marvellously good

and in emptying a stoup of strong waters.

It was a pleasant thing when you had got your wet clothes disposed

* Such of my readers as choose to consult the first scene of the second act of this
work will discover the excellence of the jest.
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of, and some of Gabriel's ancient habiliments looped up on your body,
and after you had discussed divers slices of ham, cups of tea, eggs,
&c. to your own satisfaction—it was a pleasant thing then to sit down
snugly in the kallan, with a cigar between your lips, and stretching
out one leg luxuriously before the fire, to listen to Gabriel’s heteroge-
neous orations, wherein he connected, somewhat strangely, the dew
falling on Gideon’s fleece with the price of wool, and the bistory of
Job’s sheep and milch kine with the great fair at Wooler. He never
spoke of Samson catching the three bundred foxes, without wishing that
Aleck Davidson aud his Pepper and Mustard terriers had been among
them ; and when he allu to the chief butler’s dream, used to de-
clare, that the lean kine bad shewn a most unnatural taste, seeing
that « he had pever kenn’d o 2 cow eating flesh meat, except Willie
Sanderson’s kyloe, that had ance devoored a hail sucking pig—a maist
extra-o-o.rnar fack I” Whenever the old man got to this part of his
story, his dame never failed to interrupt him with—* Hout awa’,
Gabriel, mon, ye ken the callant’s aye threepit down that the auld sow
eatit it hersell !” « Eh, gude Gede! that was maist extra-o-o-rnar,”
was Gabriel’s constant reply. In all other respects, however, saving
his comments on the Old 'l'vestament, Gabriel was a shrewd and sen-
sible man. It is true that he bad a fixed belief in fairies and bogles ;
but even till the present day, this belief is as common among the so-
litary pastoral hille of Scotland as the mists and darkness that create
half of the phantoms.~—A solitary shepherd wandering whole days
amid the most silent and wild forms of Nature, and frequently a wit-
ness of the terrific tempests which she creates in her wrath, cannot
but feel a mysterious dread of the.unseen powers which, though sub.
ordinate to Him who regulates the elements, do yet seem in the de-
structive course which they hold to possess an individual existence.
Amid these vast solitudes man feels his insignificance ; and as he gazes
upon the lofty and noble mountain, whose head is envelo in ever.
Jasting mist, he almost considers that inanimate but glorious creation
as a being greater than himself ; while the winds that sweep around
its unseen summit, or hurry along the defenceless vale, become to him
as a more pewerful fellow creatuze. In solitude, more especially amid
the silent magnificence of mountain scenery, man feels himself to be
onre of the works of that Nature which bhe sees around him ; and he
looks upon her creations as his brethren ;—in cities, surrounded b
the works of his own hand, and where every thing is disposed for his
immediate use, he sees, as it were, only himself, and acknowledges the
rest of creation but as it ministers to his gratification. The shepherd
amon%the mountaing, therefore, may be said to hold an intercourse
with Nature, which can scarcely be understood by those who are not
familiar with solitude. He bas an habitual awe of the elements. A
defenceless creature amid the wilds, far from the sympathy or assist-
ance of his kind, he has seen the fire of heaven cleave a path for itself
amid the gloom of the night, he has heard the thunder roll among the
crags, and seen its bolts strike down the loftiest trees in the forest ;
he bas seen the storm descend from the mountains, swelling every
brook to a torrent, and sweeping away, in its resistless force, alike
the unfolded flock and the dwelling of its owner. The power of the
unseen world over his mind is as great as it is mysterious. The more



328 THE TROUGH.

he beholds of the workings of Nature, the less he feels himself capable
of understanding their hidden canses—so that his mind, imbued with
a superstitious fear, becomes easily impressed with a belief in the
supernatural. When the mind is not fed from without, also, it creates
for itself its own aliment.. The wide glens and solitary hill sides,
trodden only by the foot of the shepherd, are destitute of almost every
human intetest, and his mind, thrown back upon itself, creates beings
in whose existence and actions it can find occupation for its yearning
sympathies. The silent wilds are peopled with the fairy children of
imagination. Cut off, in a great measure, from communication with
his fellow men, the solitary dweller among the mountains lives in a
world of his own creating, aud he snatches “a fearful joy” from his
intercourse with the beings of his fancy. But the imagination which
has peopled the solitude is controuled by the mysterious awe which
the solitude creates ; and thus the imaginary beings are often endowed
with capricious or malignant dispositions, and are fully as much feared
as beloved. Hence the origin of brownies and evil disposed spirits, as
well as good fairies. Oberon, Puck, and Robin Goodfellow, with
their beauty and their mischief, their gaiety and their beneficence,
are but so many capricious creations of fancy, influenced by love and
fear. Tale after tale of their various actions were told, each of which
was influenced by the temperament of the relater; until, at length,
the accumulated record gave to the beings to which it related a fixed
character, which they ever after retained in the minds of those who
acknowledged their existence. .

But why have I allowed myself to pursue these speculations so far ?
In truth, I am unwilling to approach the fearful catastrophe of my
story, and have wanderef thus, from the same motive that the Indian
urges his canoe out of the main stream into a branch, whose course is
more devious, though he knows that both will alike conduct him to
the cataract.

One morning, about a week after Gordon and I had come to the
Cheviots, we were sitting at breakfast in the shepherd’s cottage, and
laying our plans for the day’s sport. He had already won the wager
which we made before we left Edinburgh, having killed thirty pounds
of trout with the minnow, while the grouse I had shot did not reach
above half of that weight. He was, indeed, one of the most beautiful
and successful anglers I have ever met with. For precision, light-
ness of cast, rapidity in striking, and coolness in running his fish, he
could not be excelled; and in the durn fishing which the Cheviots
afford, and which requires great delicacy and command of the rod, not
Wilson * himself was his equal. Gordon was relating an anecdote of a
salmon, which had afforded him some very fine sport in the Tweed, when
old Gabriel entered, and as soon as he cast his eyes upon him uttered
an exclamation of surprise and horror— Eh ! gude Gode! Mr. Gor-
don are ye there?” “ Ay to be sure, Gabriel,” answered Gordon,
« where else should I be this misty morning than behind the Aallan ?
peither the trouts nor the moor cocks like to be disturbed early on
such a morning, you know.” There was something unaccountably

® Profeasor Wilson is considered one of the best syaxy fishers in Scotland, and
prides himself excessively on the precision of his cast.
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solemn and expressive in_the old shepherd’s countenance as he turned
away from the tuble, and occupied bimself in taking off his wet plaid
and hanging it over the soet-dried rafters. When this was done, he
turned another solemn and commiserating glance on my companion,
and walking to the window, continued gazing in moody silence upon
the stream at the door. We were much struck with the peculiarity
of the old man’s behaviour ; but Gordon resumed his story, and de-
scribed his capture of the salmon with great animation. On a sudden,
old Gabriel exclaimed, as if involuntarily— Merciful Heaven! should
it be true, sae young and sae happy !” < What has gone wrong with
you this morning, Gabriel?” said Gordon; I hope you have heard
no bad news from your friends. Here, take this mouthful of Glenli-
vet and be cheerful.” ¢ Thank ye, Mr. Gordon, thank ye kindly,”
returned Gabriel, refusing the proffered dram, to our great surprise;
“it’s nae kith nor kin o’ mine, but I hae seen that this morning that
whiskey canna gar me forget.” ¢ You speak in riddles, Gabriel ; come,
take your dram, and tell us your story like a man,” cried my com-
panion, gaily, holding out the quaich towards the old man. He took
the vessel, and placing it on the board, said, in a solemn voice, * Tell
me ae thing, Mr. Gordon; hae ye been away frae the cottage this
morning?” “ Not I,” answered Gordon, laughing, « your Northum-
berland mists do not suit my stomach before brealfast, I promise you.
Neither de they seem to bave done you much guod, my friend, for
your wits are gone a wool-gathering, I think. Empty the quaich !

The old shepherd gazed upon the young man with a settled expres-
sion of deep sorrow ; and then taking off his Lowland bonnet with a
reverend gesture, and stroking down the thin white hairs which were
scattered above his temples, he spoke with a slow and melancholy
voice. ¢ Mr. Gordon, I wad be laith to throw a gloom o'er your
young heart, or to tell ye o’ .things that ye will, maly be, reckon the
senseless dreams o’ a silly old man; but as sure as I hope for mercy
through my Redeemer, within this very hour I hae seen either your-
sell or your wraith ! I burst into a scornful laugh. ¢« Why, Gabriel,”
said I, « this might have done a century ago among the mountains ;
but the ‘good people,” as well as the ghosts, have left us now for ages
past, just to die when our hour comes.” ¢ Nae doubt, nae doubt!”
answered the shepherd ; I kenn’d how it wad be, and it’s maybe best
that it is sae: but do you think, sir, that a’ your learning and your
unbelief will gae me distrust my ain eyesight? Within this very
hoar, I say that I ha’e seen Mr. Gordon’s sell or his shape down the
Douglas burn, wi’ his fishing-rod and his creel, his plaid and his blue
bonnet, as clear as I see him sitting now on that settle. Its garments
seemed dripping with wet, as it gaed down w.’ a slow and a steady step
by the Mill stream ; and though it passed me within a hundred yards,
and I shouted as loud as I could, it never turned round,—for how
should an unyearthly spirit hold communion wi’ us creatures o’ clay ?
—till its form was lost in the gathering mist, with which it seemed to
mingle, rather than to be hid by it. Naething is impossible to God ;
and it might be a mere vagary o’ the imagination, or a real upparition
sent for gude ends,—sae let us keep each his ain opinion, and leave the
result to be discovered in Ifis good time at whose pleasure life is given
and is taken away.” So saying, the old man left the ot_)ttage.2

VOL. 11 T
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" We sat for some time in silence, Gordon’s eyes being moodily fixed
on the ground. I made an effort to laugh away our gloomy thoughts;
which, when I reflect upon the dreadful events of that day, 1 can never
remember without the most bitter regret. « Well, Gordon,” exclaim-
ed I, «are you determined, for the sake of the dreams of a supersti-
tious old man, to forget fortune, fame, Lucy ——?” He sprang to his
feet with a gesture of agony ; then, suddenly assuming an appearance
of calmness, he began gathering up his an%Iing apparatus, and said,
“Let us go. Be it a dream or reality, I feel an uncommon gloom over
my sgirit. The fresh air and the sport will revive me. Let us go.”

While I was coupling up my dogs, and Gordon fastening his plaid
round his body, the old shepherd entered. « There is a black cloud
upon Cheviot,” said he, “ and this will be a day o’ storms ; I wad ad-
vise ye to stay at hame, young men.” But we resolved to brave it,
and departed—the old man gasing wistfully after us, till we were lost
to his sight by the shoulder of the mountain.

We had now arrived at the place where we were to separate—little
did I think, for ever! Gordon laid down his fishing-rod, and drew
from his pocket a small volume; it was Byron's Childe Harold. He
placed it in my hands with a melancholy smile, and said, « You will
call this superstition, my friend ; but I bave always believed in pre-
sentiments, and it would be insincere in me to belie that which just
now influences me so powerfully. If any thing should happen to me,
you will this to my-eeusin—to Lucy " He paused a few
moments, and then went on: « We have together enjoyed hours of
the lgm;'esi: aond most elevated happiness in feeding upon the beauties
of this divine poem ; it will tbem&re be the most fit remembrancer to
her of one who valued existence only because it afforded him the power
of rejoicing in the gentle feelings and the lofty thoughts which are
here embodied.” f:vas too much awed by the calm solemnity of his
manner to ?eak, and took the volume with a gesture of assent. As
. he stooped for his rod, I could see his chest heave with a convulsive
sob; and when he again looked up, his eyes were dimmed with tears.
He dashed them off indignantly. “ This is unmanly,” said he, ina
hoarse tone of voice ; but you can understand, and bear with it—Fare-
well " And ere I could utter « Farewell I” he had sprung down the
path towards the stream.

It proved, indeed, as the old shepherd had foretold, a day of storms.
The lightning shot far down the darkened valleys, and the thunder
seemed peeling from every lurid cloud that lay piled along the mous-
tain sides. An oppressive sultriness filled the air, but not a drop of
rain fell upon the moors. Wearied and dis irited, I reached the
valley where stood old Gabriel's cottage; and was astonished to see
the stream swollen to fifty times its original size, souring down a
brown and muddy torrent with fearful violence, and circling round
every stone and bank which impeded its course in sullen and foaming
eddies. With some difficulty I reached the cottage, and learnt that
Gordon had not yet retarned. The old sh:sherd supposed that some
heavy showers among the western hills had caused the rise of the
stream; and when I mentioned it as likely that Gordon had sought

refuge from the storm in some shepherd’s hut, he ehook his head and
turned silently away.
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The evening fell, and still Gordon did not appear. "The stream also
bad so rapidly returned to nearly its former dimensions, that Gabriel
could only account for it by supposing that some very heavy but
short showers bad fallen near its source. At length the tardy dark-
ness of a Seftember night closed in upon the valley, and we were re-
luctantly obliged to retire to rest without the expectation of Gordon's
arrival. Not an eye was closed in slumber during that night in Ga.
briel Ord’s cottage ; for it was much feared that some evil had befall-
en the young mau, whose gentle manners and noble nature had gained
all their hearts,

Overcome by anxiety, the shepherd and I set off before the dawn to
try if we could discover any tidings of my friend. We traced the
course of the stream for many miles, neither of us daring to give ut-
terance to his thoughts, but exchanging fearful glances ag we marked
the ravages which the stream had committed in its course the even-
ing before. We were now at a great distance from the cottage ; and
during a few minutes which we stopped to consider of our future
movements, I said,  He could pever come higher up the stream than
this—let us return—he may be by this time at the cottage.” The
old man lifted off his bonnet as he answered, ¢ All is in the hands of
God, but I fear much the r lad will never see the cottage more !
We will go up to the Trough, there are some good pools there for the
big trout, he might wander up sae far.” We accordingly resumed our
former rapid course up the stream, the valley all the while growing
varrower, and the mountains more lofty. At last we came into the
deep hollow, or vast ravine—which is called, from its shape, « The
Trough.” The mountains are here so precipitous, and approach so near
together, that the sun-beams only fall upon the stream which occu-
pies the foot of the gorge during a very short period of the day, and
the gazer is obliged to look up, almost perpendicularly, in order to
see the sky which closes over tops of the heights. Half way up,
the vale widens and forms a holm on each side of the stream. pon
this level ground there are situated a few hills of singular construc-
tion ; their bases being so narrow in proportion to their height, and
their sides so steep, ‘as ‘to form so maoy natural pyramids. At the
foot of one of these curious elevations the soil seemed completely torn
up and flooded, for the space of forty or fifty yards on every side.
As soon as the eye of the old shepherd fell upon this sight, he ex-
claimed, “ A water-spout must have fallen there; and gow may the
poor lad hae been carried into eternity before he had space to offer up
a single prayer to the throve o’ mercy. It is a fearful thocht "

We had not yet emerged from the Trough into the open space
which I have ‘described, when the old man’s gog sprang forward with
a short bark, and, when he had turned the corner of a projecting rock,
about twenty yards before us, ruised a long and lamentable howl. I
darted to the spot, and beheld the corpse of my friend, bruised and
torn, firmly we(s’oged in a crevice of the rock which formed the bed of
the stream. His fishing rod was broken, but he held the butt grasp-
ed in his hand ; so that-it seemed the torrent had burst upon him
while he had been engaged in his sport: and as the stream was con
fined at the spot by perpendicular rocks, he must have been at once
overwhelmed by the tushing of the vast mass of waters. '
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Thus perished, in the morning of his days, a young man whoe
character and genius all who knew him must bave admired and loved,
and whose apparent destiny any one might have envied. It wasnoot
permitted me long to enjoy his friendship upon earth, but I shall never
cease to cherish his memory with respect and affection ; and when my
spirit dares look up to Heaven above, one of the brightest of its hopes
is to meet in that blessed region the glorious soul of my lost friend.

——

THE RINGLET.
BY JOHN MACKAY WILSON.

I TEAR thy ringlet from my breast,
The last remaining token

Of spirits wed, of love confest,
Of promises all broken.

I shed no tear, I heave no sigh,

* No shew of grief I borrow; -

But there is meaning in my eye,
And language in my sorrow. '

Though silent, and it utter not
The sounds of noisy feeling,

My heart bleeds—burns—a blighted spot
oo withered far for healing.

For many years with anxious care
Through other lands I bore it ;

It spoke of thee, it chased despair,
And on my heart I wore it.

O God! the hour is present now,
"Tis through my memory rushing,—
The hour ’twas taken from thy brow,
Our breasts with rapture gushing.

O, every word and every look,

The time—the place—the fond confession,
Rush through my bosom, wildly shook
" By torturing memory’s whirlwind passion.

Loved one, that night, when far from men,
We pledged an oath in sight of Heaven—
An oath repeated oft since then,
*Tis broken ! but is it forgiven?

"Tis broken ! that too well I know,
Else had I never known this sadness ;
'Tis broken ! broken by a blow
That urged my brain, my soul to madness.

" Ah! was it not enough for me—
Misfortyne’s vilest venom drinking,
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The football of adversity,
Beneath a world of misery sinking ?—

Say, was it not enough, that I
i‘:Iad these, and hate, and envy borne,—
That thou shouldst faith and fondness fly,
And on thy lover look with scorn ?

O, if I e'er again should tread

Midst scenes of bliss and youthful dreaming ;
And meet thee by our own zlue Tweed
" In glory to the ocean streaming,

How shall we meet? how pass? how part?
*Tis for an hour fike this I tremble ;
Absent, I may controul my heart,
But present, I could not dissemble.

But go, and if thy heart forgive,

YLoved oue‘i lf shall ne’er upbraid thee;
es, go, and happy, happy live,
Happier far than I made thee:

I tear thy ri:flet from m{ heart,
And with all thy vows I sever,

And now we part, we part—aye part—
Are twain from henceforth and for ever:

8o #aid I when a serpent’s tongue

Hissed envious at her ﬁlodese spirit,—
Believed the tale, and m: wrung

The faithful heart I now inherit.

——
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The Parlour.—~Time Seven o’ Clock.—David Gourly, William Cobbett,
James Hogg, and Della Crusoa.

4 *Tis pleasant, cried one, safe by the fire side,
To hear the wind whistle without.”

GourLy.
‘What sort o’ a nicht is it out o’ doors, Maister Crusca?
Crusca.
It is a raw night, Sir, the wind is due north, and the stars are all
buried in darknegs.
Hoga. .
Capital ! I see ye're on the verra brink o’ becoming a wee bit poeti~
eal,—¢ buried in ' that souns weel, Maister Cobbett.
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CoBBETT.

Poo! Un-put-up-with-able affectation. All men are poets now-a-
days, and it is disgusting enough, under any circumstances, to hear
good-for-nothing coxcombs, wilfully, puppishly, and fantastically, ex-
panding their sorry conceits into bombast, to the great annoyance of

lain-speaking people, for the silly pride of being thought original.
gndeed, Sir, I invariably detest poets, and I embrace every opportu-
nity to chronicle my contempt for them. I grant you there are some
for whom we may be brought to entertain respect, but the great bulk
of them are impudent in their manners, gross in their language, ca-
pricious in their likings, brutal in their tastes, vicious in their lives,
and blackguard in their principles.

Hoee.

That’s a doonright lee ; an’ I affirm, Sir, without fear o’ contradic-
tion, that ye will find something gentle and benevolent about every
man, be he Christian, Turk, or Jew, who is fond o’ rhyme, for human
nature mauan be changed athegither, an’ the soul taken out o’ the body,
before men wha’ appeal to the feelings, and the fancy, and the judg-
ment, will become objects o’ detestation. I fawn to no man, Maister
Cobbett, an’ though I shoudna be against lifting up the garments o’
conceit, an’ whipping it into humility, yet I canna a‘l)loo geniuses wha'
have puttin a new spirit into the literature of our age and country, to
be handled like impudent quacks. Nae doot, true poetical genius is
often confoonded wi’ the shallow drivel o’ pert praters, for a’s no gowd
that glitters ; but didoa Milton draw aside tge awful veil from the
hidden mysteries o’ nature ? and havna the Scotts, the Wordsworths,
the Byrons, and Campbells o’ our sin day exhibited in musical speech
the thoughts o’ humanity when coloured by its feelings, throughout
the whole range o’ the physical, moral, intellectual, and spiritual re-
gions o’ its being ? Can ony man, unless he be devoid o’ sensibility,
turn unconcerned frae the beautiful but minute delineations of such
admirable observers as Crabbe or Cowper? There ye will find the
most sagacious strokes o’ character, an’ the truest and most pathetic
pictures of natural feeling an’ common suffering, while the art o’ the
poet compels the reader to attend to objects that are usually negletted,
an’ to enter into feelings from which he is ever eager to escape ;—an’
really, Sir, in the name o’ that charity which thinketh no evil, how
can ye hae the effrontery to ca’ sic men blackguard in their principles!

CoBBETT.

Think, Sir, of all my wondrous labours, and of all I have written.
My opinions are at all times correct and daringly original, nor is it 5o
widely known as it ought to be, that Blackwopdy; my most inveterate
enemy, has supported his Magazine for many years, from a strained
tithe of the knowledge and research, bound up in my Political Regis-
ter. His banking papers will best back me out in my assertion.
Moreover, I have done more service to the cause of the people thanall
the hired knaves and rascals, calling themselves editors of Newspapers
and Magazines, in the three kingdoms. But for my Political Regis-
ter, and Newspapers had been extinct. I gave the people the Reform
Bill, and had it not been for my powerful and not-to-be-withstood ad-
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vocacy of their first rights, Great Britain would have been torn from
her moorings, by means of unhallowed agencies, and dashed into a
thousand separate and independent fragments. Yet, believe me, I am
only beginning to begin, for I shall not be six months in the Commons’
House of Parliament, ere the paralysing never-enough-to-be-execrated
National Debt shall be saddled, to the veriest farthing, upon the backs’
of the thievish borough-mongers by whom it was originally contracted.
The people, Sir, have no right to pay it—nor shall they. I will save
the country for the sake of the rs of my Political Register.

Hoce.

Maister William Cobbett, ye'll hae read o the selfimmolation o'
Marcus Curtius the Roman Patriot ?

CoBBETT.
He was a fool, and 2 madman.

DELLA CRrusca.

I thiok I see the countless multitude of her affrighted inhabitants
surrounding the yawning gulf, that is rent by the fury of the earth-
quake, and which, unless the gods be appeased, is about to desolate
the splendid temples, and pillars, and citadels, and towers of Rome.
The death-like silence is broken by the trampling of a white steed,
covered with foam, that leaps full upon the abyss, as if proud to die
along with its rider. Curtius sits erect upon its back,—his shield in
one band, and his arms extended and thrown upward, while with an
heroic smile he blesses his country, and looks his last uﬁon the sky of
Rome. Anon he urges the steed into the tremendous chasm, and the
shrieks of men, and the loud screams of women are heard in the streets
of the eternal city, as the earthguake rolls away.

Hoge.

Grandly imaged! Yet I doot, Maister Cobbett, were it possible for
your ain countrie, to be threatved in like manner, that the maist feck
@' vour patriotism wad be found to hae evaporated in the ink that
blackens your Political Register, an’ mair than likely ye wad be the
very first to flee the impendin’ danger, and to scud before the wund in
all the shabby agonies o’ cuwardice an’ dirty terror. Lord help ye,
I wish you would think mair, and do wair, and haver less about it.
D’ye think that the nawtional debt, for instance, is paething but a
pease-kill for auld hens to cackle aboot ?

GouURLY.

But what in 2’ the warld has the nawtional debt to do wi’ a discus-
sion on the Poets o’ Britain ? :

CoBBETT.

Most of the Poets of Britain, Sir, have been taught the 'nature,
power, and construction of the English language, and that, not in a
superfivial manner, but by the most comprehensive system extant,—
Cobbett’'s Grammar of the English language, in a series of letters, in
which the peculiarities and niceties of our language are inculcated and
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exemplified in so striking a form, that it has superseded every thing
else of the kind. It is a work of inestimable utility.

Hoca.
Maister Cobbett, I'll give you a motto for your publication.
. We'll down with all the "Varsities

Where learning is profest,
Because they practise and maintain
The language of the Beast.
We'll drive the doctors out of doors,
And arts, whate’er they be ;
We'll cry both arts and learning down,
And hey ! then up go we. .

If once that Anti-christian crew
Be crushed and overthrown,

We'll teach the nobles how to crouch
And keep the gentry down.

Good manners have an ill report,
And turn to pride we see ;

‘We'll therefore cry good manners down,
And hey! then up go we.

Joking and jinks apart, Sir, I jaleuse, that Mr. Benbow, shoemaker.
of Manchester, to whom your grammar is dedicated, will like the.
rhymes better than the letter ye sent to him in 1817, when he was
« suffering,” to use your ain consoling terms, “under the fangs of ab-
solute power.”

DEeLLA Crusca.

Your grammar, Mr. Cobbett, is not used in schools.

CoBBETT.

Ignorant pedagogical influence has been the only hindrance to its
general adoption, and the reason why it mustered against it is simply,
that it would give the arrogant scoundrels the trouble of deviating from
their accustomed jog-trot. But the day is not far distant when the
tawse-ensceptered tyrants will be hurled from their thrones, and their
dogmatical 1nsolence punished according to its deserts, for every man
may instruct himself, as I have done, and by abolishing schools, hatred
venting itself in curses, low cunning, fraud, dissimulation, lying,

a thousand other vices gendered and reared in those hot-houses of
crime, will never be introduced into the juvenile breast.

GourLy.

Abolish the parochial schuils o’ Scotland ! Never, Sir ! no nawtional
institution ever operated mair visibly, mair beneficially, or mair wide-
ly on nawtional character than the parochial establishments. Ma

eemes has been learnt frae the Horn-book upwards at them, an’ now
he's not only acquainted wi’ history and geography, logic and mathe-
matics, Greek and Latin, but he has a lively excursive fancy, an’ has
written a book fu’ o’ funny speculations concerning man’s moral history
in ither warlds.
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Hoeo.

Keep the bairns frae schuils, discharge the auld dominies, and pull
down the schuil-houses! Waes me! I canna but anathemateese your
obmoxious principles, Maister Cobbett. What hae ye to say till't,
Crusca,—hae ye forgotten your schuil-days?

DxLrA Crusca.

No, never shall I forget my school day sports and ‘pastimes—those
early years of innocence and mad-cap revelry, which are gone, and
for ever! Their very memory warms and delights the weary soul,
for in those days our home was our Heaven, and every various scene
could impart new rapture to our light and bounding heart.

“ Dear is the school-boy spot, _
We ne'er forget, though there we are forgot.”

Forgotten indeed ! never shall I forget the melancholy feeling which
was awakened in my breast when I visited, after an absence of eighteen
years, the parochial establishment where my growing mind was led
fmu:i h‘;‘mb‘lle A, i]i;’ C, t?i scan the of hod, and where my un-
steady hand was first guided from black rough pothooks, to elegant!
rounded lines. The old familiar faces who beggan life’s pilgrimaggav‘:"iti
me were all scattered like the leaves of winter over the face of the
earth! Some were beyond the sea, aud some were asleep in death !
A new generation had sprung up and stepped into their places, and
O, bow unlike the Babylonish confusion of tongues that assailed my
ears, to the ‘music of the departed!” Every objeet that met mine
eye had suffered a sad, sad change, and when T looked to the naked
walls, I discovered that the brush had swept away the mementos of
friendships that were drawn together by the closest links, nor was
there one solitary initial left to point to those moments so fall of de.
light, that their very memory is a bliss, though the knowledge that
they are gone weds them with pain. The very voice of the Dominie,
that was wont, particularly on review days, to give forth a volume of
“ fierce sound,” that made the sturdiest idler tremble in the ihsanity
of terror, now piped and whistled in second childishness; while the
uplifted arm that erst wielded the sharp-tailed hickories so effectually,
was rendered for ever incapable, through alge and infirmity, to attend
to the most striking part of his duty. is last remains, however,
were not without a romantic interest, for they were linked with the
reminiscences of my earliest and happiest years, and for some minutes
I stood unobserved at the threshold, traversing in mind the whole of
the recollections which his appearance excited. His dress was shabby
in the extreme, and the peculiarly long.backed and high-necked coat,
on which lay the dust and sanctitude of years, as well as the light
nankeen inexpressibles which he wore, seemed to have been the dumb
companions of many a happy, and many a miserable hour. There was
a lean melancholy paleness, too, in his shrivelled countenance, and the
dim eye o Jonger told by its searching glance, the energies of the
mind that once lay deep and occult within. In short, he was like the
wreck of yesterday floating down the stream of to-day, and when the
venerated old man stepped forth from the circle of little ngged boys

VOL. 1L 2vu
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that surrounded bim, and shook me friendly by the hand, I could
have wept at the hopeless desolation which had overtaken him.

: GougLY.
Puir man ! he died a beggar in the face o’ a’ his scholarship, and
et I've heard it said that i?was the silliest body wi’ respect to his
88 that ever breathed the breath o life.

DEeLLA Crusca.

Yes, he had his weak points, and that was one of them. I remem-
ber at one time the art of tying the cravat engrossed his mind to such
a degree, that his friends suspected he was labouring under mental
derangement. He would have argued that the cravat told the cha-
racter of its wearer, and was ever ready to maintain that a knowledge
of the art of tying it was the open sesame to the highest honours both
in church and state. The first tie which he cultivated was the Cra-
vate Mathematique, grave and severe, where the ends descend obliquely,
and form two angles in crossing. To the scientific arrangements of
this tie, which to him was by gr the most deeply interesting, being
the parent of 30 many other ties, he devoted not less than a couple of
bours a-day. The very children of the school tittered at his foible,
the cravat. On one occasion, I happened to be present at a tea-party,
where he was lionizing, and after hearing him descant for some time
on the lax morality of the age, I was not a little amused to hear him
stop. short, all of a sudden, and turn round upon the son of our hostess,

charge him with disgracin his laundress by the most barbarous
use of her well-ironed and folded neckcloths. This was not to be borne,
however, and as Mr. D. wore on the same evening a black silk cravat
round that part of his person which separates the shoulders from the
chin, the young man retorted by comparing him to a Cockuey tailor.
I shall never forget the look of the roused Dominie. His eyes flashed
indignation, and starting to his feet, he exclaimed in a tone of haughty
reproof,—* Napoleon, Sir, fought at Lodi, Marengn, and Austerlitz
in a black’silk’ cravat, and lost Waterloo in a shabby white neckcloth.”
This was conclusive ! !

CoBBETT.

Pitiable infatuation ! On a moderate calculation, it will be seen that
the learned rascal, supposing him to have been interested in the art of
tying the cravat for the s of thirty years, must have thrown away
one million three hundred and fourty-four thousand precious minutes
of time, in bandaging his neck, and strangling the liberty of his
throat !

Gounty.

Ye're a comical man, Maister Cobbett, and I wonder muckle that
your grammar isna generally tocht in schuils. It maun surely be an
accurate book.

DeLLA Crusca.

With all due deference to Mr. Cobbett’s ijudgment:, I beg to say that
many skilful grammarians deny that the lower classes, for whom the

grammar is especially intended, can be taught any geod, either in
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language or in idea, by the publication. I have read the work atten.
tively, and I make free to cenfess that the construction is often inele-
gant and clumsy, the sentences frequently incorrigibly ungrammatical,
to say nothing of the laughable egotism and unsound logic scattered
throughout its pages. ,

CoBBETT.

I defy you, Sir, to point out one single error /
Crusca.

‘Who ever heard of #wo single errors, Mr. Cobbett? and by the by,
the same mistake occurs in page 17 of your Grammar.

Hoga.
A palpable hit! Haw—haw—bhaw !

CoBBETT.
No one, Mr. Hogg, should indulge in & sarcastic sneer, at the ex-
pense of another, unless he has a pretty perfect knowledge of his man.

DELLA Crusca.
Your speech bewrays you again, Sir, for Dr. Blair says that per-
fection dtl::c not admi{ Zf degrees, and unfortunately we have the
same sentence in page 13 of your publication.

Hoge. :

Folk wha live in glass hooses should ne'er thraw stanes, Maister
Cobbett, eh!

CosBETT.

These blemishes you have pointed oyt, if blemishes they may be
called, are too trifling in their nature to detract from the great merit
of the performance ; for you must allow that there is nothing radically
wrong in my treatise on Grammar,

Hoag,

I presume you hae seasoned it weel wi’ yoyr ain principles then,
an’ in that case the radicals, nae doot, will blink ony wee defects.

DsLra Crusca.

Can aught be more ungrammatical than the following:—* The
spelling ang employing of words is varied”— The name of all females
are of the feminine gender ;"—und again in page 60 in treating of ir-
regular verbs, the ear of the Grammarian is tortured by such expres-
sions as “ They bursted the door—He throwed a stone—It was frees.
ed—They bad growed”—and so forth. '

' Hoea.

But stop a wee, Maister Crusca,—ye’re drilling an ex-sergeant, m
man, an't‘ipwad bae ye to keep in mﬁd that it €vu ve nag::ral fo¥
Maister Cobbett, being an auld sodger, to diecipline ;{lat was irre-
gular into regularity. I didna ken, till an hour sin’ syne, that he had
written a Grammar, but he's no the first o’ his profession that has
done the like, for I mind o’ a drill sergeant that wrote a book for the
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‘recruits, to teach them the exact import o the military orders. He
was a droll deevil, like mysel, an” in gude truth his grammatical ella-
cidations wad hae made ye o’ laﬂ. I remember when he gied the
military order, «“ As you were”—be took care to observe to them,
“ My good lads, when I says, ¢as you were,’ I means as you was.”
Conserr.
I am astonished at the dullness of one and all of you. Do you not
rceive in my treatise on Grammar, that I have cunningly thrown

in so many blunders by way of exercises to the sailors and soldiers who
read it. . ' '

Hoce. |
O ye impudent Charlatan, an’ what for did ye no gie a hint o’ your |
design? But setting the grammar aside, I hae anither craw to pick
wi* ye, Maister Cobbett, anent the infamous libel that ye penned |
gfainst the independent peasantry o’ Scotland. Noo, I wad ask ye,
if it isna true that our youth are reared to the highest reach o' moral
excellence an’ devotional feeling, and that ‘e seldom hear o’ them, as
in the sister country, being guil? o’ open violations o’ God’s known—
felt—revealed will.: Ye said, if I mistake not, that there were very
few kirks in Scotland, an’ that the Scottish peasantry seldom gaed to
a place o’ worship. I rebut the charge wi’ indignation, an’ sure am I
if ye had ever been within the walls o' the house 0" God, an’ seen the
listening audience, composed o’ a’ ages, wi’ minds prepared by the
sabbath o’ rest an’ tranquillity to hearken to the voice & religion,
hanging in unbreathing attention upon the minister’s lips, ye could
never hae penned sic 8 gross foul falsehood. Ye found fault, too, wi’
the austere simflicity o' our churches’ forms ;—it’s true we canna boast
o’ painted windows—glowing'wi’ imagetl saints—nor hae we frescoes |
on our walls, nor crucifixes in our hands, but our ‘church was the
fruit o’ the enlightenment and piety o’ her people, whose blood was
cheerfully poured forth in its defence, an’ she fearlessly trusts her in-
fluence an’ her dignity to the naked majesty o’ truth; au’ I hesitate
not to tell ye, Sir, that the Protestant church o’ Scotland, wi’ a’ her
rigidity in her tenets, and simplicity in her forms, is the sublimest
monument o* the piety, the intellect, and the philosophy o our
country.
: CoBpETT. : !
Good-night, Gentlemen, I never sit later than nine.
" [Bxeunt Mr. Cobbeit.

Gomu,lr7 |
Wheesht! wheesht! is that thunner?
Hoge.
Hoo the wund sughs through the broken lozen.
GounLy,
The roar in the vent tells o’ a storm. 1
Hoce. ‘
There it comes! Hech ! the hail-stanes knocking against the wun. |
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dow canna be less than shugarawmons ! It'll be a grand eight the noo,
to wutness the l:isfltnings coruscating round the dark cluds, were a
body no frichte .

GoOURLY.

There’s the chimley-tap awa cleytin wi’ an’ awfu’ crash doen upon
the cassa. I'se waurant this night will be heard tell o'

Crusca.

Pshaw! Im&{native people are steeped to the very lips in coward-
ice ; assuredly there is little to excite terror in the electrical fluid pass-
ing between the clouds and the earth.

Hoge.

O, Sir, but there’s something awfully imposin’ in the hoarse grow-
lin’ o’ thunper,—when the frichtsome cluds explode in the face o’ the
lowrin' heavens, wi’ a noise louder than the roar o' twunty thoosand
brumstane neerdoweels, shoutin’ wi' a’ their might, amid the dead
thraws o’ a black December storm reekin’ its wrath on the tap o’ the
cludcapt Ben Ledi; and sure ye canna but feel your heart, loup,
loup, loupin’ in your breast, in the very insanity o’ terror, when ye see
the red-het lightnings wellin’ frae out the whustlin’ darkness, an fla
piv’ their flamin’ wings like fiery swurds flashin’ in the hands o’ the
Almighty's commissioned angels o' destruction, ower the abodes o’
bhuman creturs! "Tweel it's an easy matter to talk o’ the pbenomenaw,
in a snug parlour, wi’ your “eyes in a fine frenzy rolling,” afore a
glimmerin’ coal-fire; but only think, Sir, gin ye were placed in a
glen, deep as the great red sea that swallowed up the retinue o’ the
proud Eg Xtian, an’ lanesome as the valley o’ the shadow o' death,
while to to the surroundin’ horror, the birds o’ prey are fleein’ wi’
a rush o’ wings to their ancient lairs amang the rattlin’ crags, where
the live thunﬁer is leapin’ an’ screamin’ in bodin fear, like sae mon
supernatural things sent to gie you decisive evidence o’ the approaci
o' some indefinite evil,—

GouRLy.

For Heaven’s sake, Sir, dinna sit here ony longer. It's a tempting

o' Providence,—let’s put out the candles an’ awa’ to our beds.
Dzvrra Crusca.

I have an artiele to write, Sir, for the Border Magaszine, ere I can

retire. We intend to give it up.
Hoae.

Gie it up! Gie it up! ye’ll no find sic another idea in the whole

publication.
[Ezeunt ommnes.
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THE PAST YEAR.
BY DAVID MALLOCK, A. M.

Ox with what hopes of brightness did I enter on the race
With thee, thou child of the pale past, in thy unending chace l—

Thy cbace of many windings which thro’ thy deep dells and bowers '

Of the bright future thou didst hold after the panting hours ;

Oh how I loved to picture out, on the dim mass of life,

Landscapes that were glittering and in their promise rife!

And bow I thought, ere thou would'st run the circlet of the year,
And; gasping from thy winged flight, would’st sink upon thy bier,
That f:ni ht loek with pleasure back upon the journey run

Along with thee, thou child of change,—thou offspring of the Sun!

Thou—thou wert joyous in thy race ; thy early days were mild,
And on thy youth thro' softened skies the southern planet smiled.
Thy spring was balmy, and was rich in sweetest rainbow showers,
And tKou didst braid thy silken locks with wreaths of radiant flowers,
Thy summer! it was beautiful ; heaven smiled and earth was glad,
To see thee in thy maiden prime, with blooming honours clad.

Thy autumn ! it was golden ; then—then the bright sun shone
With light effulgent on thy head, and claim'd thee as his own.

Bride og the sun! child of the sun |—On the funereal Pile,

Where thou didst breathe thy life away, thou breath’dst it with a smile.
Thou—thou wert joyous in thy race, and all thy days were mild,
And dying thou didst think on them with love, and dying smiled.
And I did follow on the past around thy starry sphere,

And panted, too, with fond delight, to mark thy bright career;
For, foolish boy ! I thought, that when we each should end the race,
I would enjoy that glorious dream, whoee outlines I could trace
Thro’ the thin veil of coming days, and if its outlines were

So heavenly in their hues, how bright must the bright whole appesr !
But oh—1I never—never thought that all was but a dream,

And that, like tints of the waterfall which vanish in the stream,
'Twould melt away. But am I lone? and are there none beside,
Who in the morning of the year woo'd Hope as their young bride?
And follow'd her, as the fair boy along the glittering fields

Pursues the shadowy colourings which the bow of heaven yields,
And follows still but finds at last, when the thin woof is gone, .
That he is left ‘neath stormy skies unfriended and alone?

Alas ! that ere it should be so |—There are and still must be
Thousands who live alone on hope,—~and who must sigh like me!
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Simplicity s Journey from the Castle of Sin to the Fortress of Grace.
By Mrs. Young—18mo. pp. 126.—Melrose—Berwick.

Habp we space and leisure, it would be an agreeable task to enum-
erate the many eminent characters who are connected, directly or in-
directly, with Berwick. Their number would not fuil to astonish a
large portion of our fellow-citizens, who are either too much en,
ed with secular matters, or too indifferent about intellectual pursuits,
to enquire. On meeting a Williams, a Martineau (both ladies), a
Henry, a Johnston, or a Good, in some walk of literature, of science,
or of art, a smile immediately irradiates our countenance, and our
breast is pleasurably assailed by a host of thrilling emotions. We
peruse their works, and contemplate their pencil-creations, with a
familiarity and eagerness quite uncommon ; and we feel as in the pre-
sence of tie respective authors, with whom it was our wont to hold
habitual converse in the walled city of the Tweed, and from their rich
and racy conversation to obtain a near view of the value and extent of
their mental resources. Mrs. Young promises to increase the number.
Choosing for the exercise of her talents an humble station among the
best benefactors of mankind, she discharges the part she has under-
taken with such apparent ease, that we cannot help thinking her abi.
lities might be employed on far nobler achievements. Bat, perhaps,
the little tracts Mrs. " has already given to the world, may be con-
sidered an earnest of future more exalted efforts ;—at all events, the
volume before us makes a wide step in advance, and we hail it as the
token of bolder, though not of more important productious in the time
to come.

“ Simplicity’s Jouraey” is written after the manner of « The Pil-
grim’s Progress,” to which the former seems a proper introduction.
The utility of the allegorical style has been long ago established by
the highest authority ; Bunyan prafited by the models of the Divine
Teacher ; and there is no reason why others should neglect to do like-
wise. We hear much in our day of the “ March of Intellect,” but
though the description be flattering, the truth cannot and ought not
to be concealed, that the reign of ignorance is yet far from being ex-
tinct, and that many & grey-haired veteran in years is still a child in
letters. To them who have never enjoyed the blessings of education,
in commen with the juvenile members of society, figurative composi-
tions will prove more attractive, and will sooner reach the understand-
ing by first engaging the fancy, and impressing the heart, than the
most elaborate argument, or tfy;e clearest demonstration of reason. The
ideal narrative of Simplicity’s Journey is calculated to excite the in-
terest of every class of readers. It is, in fact, an epitome of several
%rominent doctrines of Christianity, and strictly accords with the

vangelical standards of Faith. Difficult as it is, in a prose composi-
tion entirely figurative, to avoid a confusion of metaphors, Mrs. Young
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has overcome the difficulty with complete success. Her style is chaste
and simple, and, when occasions-allow, forcible and graphic. The
duce of an elegant, refined, and truly Christian mind. ¢ Simplicity’s
Journey” is entitled to a conspicuous place in ever Sunday-school,
Congregational, and Domestic Library. No extract can convey a just
idea of the interesting nature of the work, yet one or two may
serve as specimens of the purity and vividness of Mrs. Y’s style.
Simplicity has been visited by Experience, who endeavours to re-
claim him ; troubled by the prospect of the wages of sin, he becomes
gloomy and ill at ease ; his brother Folly tries various means to baater
im out of his dejected spirits :—

“<Lost! repeated Folly; < why, you have lost évery thing that can
make life desirable: you have lost your worted peace of mind, and all
relish for your accustomed amusements; snd if you do not check that
gloomy disposition which I perceive to be growing upon you, there is
no doubt but your foolish fancies will ultimately render you a burden
to yourself, and a reproach to all your conuexions.’

«“ As Folly said this, he turned from me and walked into the Castle
of Sin, leaving me to brood over my misery without farther interrup-
tion. Scarcely knowing what I did, I walked on. The morning was
fine ; the dew-droph lay thick upon the fresh foliage ; and many sweet
flowers besprinkled the meadows. The scenery around was indeed
fair, but it had no charms for me. In what I formerly used to ad-
mire, I had now no pleasure. The sun-beam was offensive to me;
and the song of the little bird drew a deep sigh from my heart.

“ As I wandered on, my road turned towards a declivity, at the
bottom of which winded a sparkling rivulet half-hid amongst a profu-
sion of tall trees and underwood. On reaching the bank of the stream,
a tree that had been felled afforded me a seat, upon which I sat down,
and began to turn over in my mind what course of conduct I should
now pursue.

“¢Lost! I said to myself, ‘I have lost my wonted peace and all
relish for my accustomed amusements—alas! how true!—my foolish
fancies will render me a burden to myself and a reproach to my con-
nexions !—Could I but be satisfied that they were only foolish fancies,
how blessed would I be! But ah! I fear they are dreadful realities;
and yet, how comes it that thousands hear the same things that I
have beard without alarm? It cannot fare worse with me in the end
than with them. How enviable is their peace!I" I paused, and passed
my hand across my forehead : an icy damp stood upon it, and a burn-
ing fever raged in my veins.

“As I attempted to soothe my anguish, I recollected that I had
been furnished with a map of the country through which it was ne-
cessary to pass to the Fortress of Grace. More through curiosit
than for instruction 1 took it out, and spreading it upon a smoo
%rassy bank, I began to examine the way-marks by which the path to

race was to be distinguished. I observed a great many roads braoch-
ing out from the same point, but diverging greatly as they lengthen-
ed. One, however, struck me as leading immediately, by a short and
direct course, to a magnificent structure which was marked in the
map as the Fortress of Grace. This I took to be the way which Ex-
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perience bad spoken to nie of. But though it seemed short and direct,
yet it was parvow, and in many respects urinviting. To follow it I
:ust leavlo for ever m{ father's C::fde, and t.:le tlx‘mmh lodved friends

my earliest years. I must put of m othing, an v in,
the aystim of a traveller; I mu]s)t walk ogteg:,withoutgéomps:g?ﬁ at
tach myself to a set of people whom I have always been taught to
despise ; and along with them I must submit to bardships and priva.
tions to which I have never been accustomed. .

< These obstacles appearing insurmountable, I folded up the map
and moved slowly homewands, full of indecision and perplexity. On
reaching the Castle of Sin, I retired to my chamber, wgnere a smart
fever confined me for several weeks to my bed. In this illness I pass-
ed many a restless night, and was frequently in a state of delirium.
At such seasons--as I was afterwards told—I weuld cry out—that
the Castle of Sin was on fire—that the flames surrounded my bed—
and that I already felt their consuming heat.” :

We close with a second specimen. Our hero, if we may use the
term, has been thrown over the frightful precipice of Infidelity, into
the deep and thorny dingle of Worldly Disappointment. At this
juncture the narrative continues :-——

“The transition from pleasure to pain was so sudden, that for
some time I could scarcely conceive what bad befallen me. As I, how-
ever, began to recover my senses, and to look around, I found that to
whatever quarter I turned, the prospect was dismal. On my right,
lay the bleak Wilderness of Uncertainty, on my left, rolled the stormy
Ocean of Adversity, behind me, frowned the Precipice of Infidelity,
and before me was stretched the Forest of Apprehension, from which
issued, at intervals, the mingled roar of wild beasts, the shriek of
terror, and the wail of the dying. Confused and pensive I continued
to gaze; the sun went down upon me, the sky gathered blackness,
and the whole aspect of nature portended a storm. At a short dis-
tance from the place where I stood, grew a stately oak. Thither I
was directing my steps, in the hope of obtaining shelter from the im-
pending blast, when a thunderbolt uprooted the stately tree and de-.
faced its beauty.

«< How descriptive of myself!’ I exclaimed. ‘A few moments ago
T was secure in worldly felicity ; my expectations were lofty as this
toee, and fair as its verdant boughs ; but alas! where now is the place
of my rest? where are the hopes that so lately sustained me?’

s ¢ Gone—for ever gone,’ replied & voice behind me. I turned to
see the speaker, when a figure of the most terrific appearance stood
before me. He was clothed with vengeance ; his shoes were iron and
brass ; he held in his hand a drawn sword, and upon his forehead was
a name written, Conscience, I fled from his presence, but he followed
me and seized me. I cried for mercy ; but he told me that he had no
mercy for him who persisted in slighting the offers of mercy, and de-
spising the warnings of love. I strove to escaK: from his grasp ; bu¢,
in spite of my struggles, he dragged me into the depths of the Forest,
where, covered with wounds and spent with labour and pain, I was
left for dead amidst darkness and solitude.

¢« My situation was now truly distressing. No star was visib21e in the

YOL. 11 X
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beavens to guide me ; the moon walked in darkness; the winds howk
ed in the forest, and the torrents tumbled from the mountains.

all this was but the smallest part of my misery. I had spurned
offer of mercy, and had, by criminal pursuits, brought upon myself s
punishment greater than I was able to bear. < The sorrows of desth
compassed me, and the pains of hell gat hold upon me: I found tris
ble and sorrow,’ Psal. cxvi. 8.

«¢Ob Bxperience! Experience!" I exclaimed in an agony of db.
tress, * what would I at this moment give for one look of thy pityieg
eye! one word of consolation from thy compassionate lips! and hew
would I prize the offer of pardon and reconciliation which I once mad-
:iv rejected ! But ah! it 1s now too late. I hated thy instruction; I

espised thy reproof; I would nooe of thy counsel, and I fled from
thy presence.” Here, methought, footsteps approached. I started.
It was the shaking of the leaves, and the pattering of the rain upm
the branches. '

« At length, worn out by watching, pain and fatigue, I sunk dma
into a sort of broken slum{er, in which I heard a voice speaking to
me thus— What meanest thou, O sleeper? arise, call upon thy Gad.
I awoke and looked around. No one was near me; but the tempest
had subsided, and the moon, clear and bright, had risen above the trees.

«¢ Arise, and call upon thy God,’ I repeated to myself: ¢Can it
he that the'King of kings will hear the cry of such an offender as |
am? O God of grace, if in this fearful solitude there is yet mercy for
thy rebellious creatare, deign to bestow it.’”

e

Register of Births, Marriages and Deaths.
BIRTHS.

At Dalkeith Palace, on the 5th ult., the Duchess of Buccleuch, of
a son.

At Greenlaw, on the 10th ult., Mrs. Robert Hume, of a son.

Here, on the 18th ult., the wife of the Rev. R. Hall, of a son.

At Etal, on the 26th ult,, Mrs. Batters, of a son.

On the 39th ult., at Byker, the lady of Robert Johnson, Esq., of s
daughter.

On the 10th inst., at Cornhill House, the lady of H. J. W. Colling-
wood, Esq. of Lilburn Tower, of a daughter.

MARRIAGES.

At Edinburgb, on the 10th ult, Mr. J. P. Cumine, farmer at Ad-
dinston, Berwickshire, to Jane Cross, diughter of William Irvise,
Esq., Brechin.

sgn the 15th ult.,* at St. Mary’s Church, Bury St. Edmunds, Sef-
folk, Mr. Jobhn Denovan, formerly of this town, to Mary Anue, ‘daly
daughter of the late Mr. Stocker, Cambridge.

On the 27th ult., by the Rev. James Donne, at 8t. Paul's, Bedford,
Mr. A. Douglas, bookseller, London, to Louisa Christiana, youngest
daughter of Capt. W. Williams Foote, R. N., Bedford.

On the 4th inst., by special license, at the private chapel in Ditton
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zrk, Lord Dunglass, son of the Karl of Home, to Lugy Elizabeth,
est daughter of Lord Montagu,

4 DEATHS.

‘At Nassau, New Providence, on the 16th October, Mrs. Elliott,
ow of Robert Wear Elliott, Esq. late of the same Island.
At Leith, on the 1st ult.,, Mrs. Catherine Hildreth, (formerl{ of
krwick) aged 77, relict of Captain William Nesbitt, who, it will be
amgpollected, when commander of the smack Queen Charlotte of this

_m,,ao gallant]y beat off a large French privateer.—Also, on the
h ult, J g

ohn Selby Nesbitt, their youngest son, aged 37. His ur-

,=nity of manners, kindness of heart, and disinterested beneficence

dered him an object of esteem wherever he was known.

"At Greenlaw, on the 4th ult,, the Rev. John Inglis, Pastor of the
original congregation of Burghers, aged 58 years.

At Alowick, on the 13th ult., Miss Richardson, daughter of the
late Dr. Richardson, aged 76; and DMr. Thomas Moffitt, late of the
Csuledge Park, afed 82.

Here, on the 18th ult., Elizabeth, wife of Mr. John M‘ Lemen,
hardware merchant, aged 57.

On the 19th ult., John Clatterbuck, Esq., of Warkworth, aged 89
~uring many ‘years an active m 'strateszsr Northumberland.

<At 1], St Egrnard‘s Crescent, Edinburgh, on the 19th ult, Mrs,
8asan Campbell, wife of Lieut.-Colonel Robert Camphell.

At East Ord, on the 20th ult.,, deservedly regretted by all who
keew her, Matilda Scott, who for upwards of twenty years was
beusekeeper to Mr. Alexander Laing, aged 39.

At Alowick, on the 22d ult., ﬂgﬁf 66, Ann, wife of Mr, Thos. Gra-
ham, corn-chandler.

At Barrow Bank, Wooler, greatly esteemed and lamented, on the
24th ult., Elizabeth, daughter of the late Mr. Richard Jobson of
Turvelaws.

At Whitsome, on the 26th ult., John Kiunleysides, carrier between
Berwick and the former place, aged 834.

At Eyemouth, on the 30th ult, after a lingering illness, Mrs.
Rebina Murray, in the 77th year of her age. -

Li?; ]tihe 1st inst., at Ravensworth Castle, aged 18, the Hon. Charles
ell.

At Ross, on the 2d inst., Mr. John Scott, farmer, aged 60.

On the 6th inst., at Brompton, Agnes, daughter of the late John
Jerdan, Bailie of Kelso, '

At North Sunderland, of cholera, on the 8th inst., the Rev. George
Dickson, minister of the United Associate congregation in that place.

On the 8th inst., Henrietta Viscountess Duncan, in ber 84th year,
daughter of the Lord President Dundas, and widow of Lord Viscount
Duncan, who gained the glorious victory off Camperdown on the 11th
October, 1797. :

At Whitsome, on the 11th inst.,, Mr. Andrew Armstrong, aged 88,

At Dover, on the 12th inst., aged 70, Cayt. John Hatley, R. N.
the last surviving companion of the circumnavigator Cook.

At Montrose, on the 15th inst., Mr. Philip Redpath, formerly of
thid town, aged 62.
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. At Annsfield, near Coldingham, on the 16th inst., Wm. Hall, Ey,
54.

At London, on the 18th inst., suddenly, Mr. J. S. Grimaldi, the
son of, and himself, a celebrated clown.
- At Whitsome, on the 20th inst., George Bell, aged 44, who has kit
a widow and 9 children.

Lately at New York, 96, Mr. Carroll, the last of the members
of the Congress who signed the declaration of American independese.

At Boston, United States, of cholera, Dr. Spurzheim, cenjointly
:ii:lh Dr. Gall, the discoverer and the apostle of the science of G-

ogy.

Hesx'{, on the 24th inst., Mr. John Mesnard, teacher of langu
aged 52. The deceased was much esteemed, and his loss is d
deplored by numerous acquaintances and friends. '

EREBATA.

No. IL p. 06, last line, for «after,” read  often.”
69, 1. 13, for “spell-bound at,” read «spell.bound. At®

No. Xlﬁ. P 1. 26, for «for,” read «far.”
No. XIV. p. 291, 1. 28, for “us,” read “as.”

wmee P, 307, last line, for « was,” read “were.”




39
LIST OF CONTRIBUTORS TO THE BORDER MAGAZINE.
-t MFMrfpbmpmwbmmmmmqf&an-

spective Authors appear.
. : ) VorLuse Finsr.
Aauthor of « Edwm —«The Reign of Terror, '« Letters to
Br. Southey, &e. &c. . . . M4
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Daniel Mershaum . . . . .
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Edmund Wnnwot . . . . . 53,
Ferguson, William .

Giles, George . . 46, 93, 94, 139, 140, 191 2*]9 Zﬁ
Gilfillan, Robert . . 37, 1§
Hetherington, Rev. W. M. . . . . - W
Hudspeth, Thomas . . . . . . 4
Ingram, Thomu . . . 46, 14
J.C . . . . 60 158, 169, A
J P . L . L] L 241 3“
J.8.H. . . - . . l £
J.T. . . . . 78, 130, 176, %5, 259, 31
J W . L . . 13!
Lawrence Glendale . . .o . 51

Lietch, D.J. . . . 172, 198, 227, 280, 321, 33
Mallock,- David . - 27, 60, 110, 178, 301 31228,342

Mar} Warkworth Arabin =~ . . . . g
%{Iolocb A . . . . . . 9{:
MY . . . .. . .9l
N.chot, Dl’. H . . . e o . 8, w, 275
N.D.S. . . . . . P}
Nondeocnpt . . . . %
N . P . ) - . . . .. - . /1
o. . . . . . . 4
Paxton, Mattbew . . . . R
Q. Flat . . . L. . . 12, 14
Scozzese . . . . . .U
Skinner, Lleutenant . . . . . 68
T.J. . . . . . . . 2%
Trisme; . . . . . . ]
W. A. . . . . . 6

Weatherbead, William . . ) . '46; 94, 101
White, David . . . . . . Y
Wilson, John Macksy 37, 115, 134, 238, 245, 269, 317, 38

#_* THE REST, EXCEPT IN ONE OR TWO CASES WHERR NO NANS
OR SIGNATURE ACCOMPANIED THE ARTICLES, ARE THE COMPOSITION
or THE EpIToRS.

End of the Second Volume.
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