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The ostrich is very sly. [t betakes itself to
flighton the first alarm and traverses the waste
with such swiftness that the Atrab is nevev able
_ taavertike it, even when mounted on his horse.

* What time she lifleth ap herseiC on high, she
seorneth the horse and his rider.?? (Job xxxiX.. 18,)
Nothing can be more beantiful than such a sight;
the wings, by their continual though unwearied
vibrations, serving at once for sails and oars,
whitst the feet no less assisting in conveying the
bird ont ol sight. The swiftness of the ostrich is
contirmed by the writer of a voyage to Sencgal,
who says : ¢ She sets of at a han aliops bat,
after heing excited a little, she expangs het wings
as it to caleh the wind, and abandoens herself to a
snaed so oreat that she seems not to touch the
ground.” 1 am persnaded,” continues that
writer, ¢ she would leave, far behind the swift-
est English cdorser®”  These testimonies illns—
trate he assertion of the inspired writer.

“\When the Arab ronsez an astrich,” says
B.atfon, ¢ he follows her at a distance, without
grassing hier too hard, bat sufficiently o .prevent
her from taking food, yet not to determine her to
escape by aprompt flight.” Here is an admis-
sion that the ostrieh has in its power to escape if
snificiently alarmed. ¢ It is the more easy,”
continues onr author, * fo fo'low her in this man-
nar, hecanse she dose not proceed in a_ straight
line, and because she describes almost always in
her conrse a circle more or less extended,»—
Tae Arabe, then, dir-ct their pursuit’ in a con—
centrie interior circle 3 and follow her always at
a just distance, by passing over much less ground
than she. When they have thes fatigoed and
starved her for a day or two, they rush upon her
at full speed, leading her as much as yossible
against the wind, and kill her with their_cluht,
ta prevent het blood fiom spoiling the whiteness
of her feathers. In this account of Buffon no~
thing accurs to contradict the assertion of the in-
spired writer,

(7o be continued.)

THE TRAVELLER.

; FORTNIGUT’S -TOUR IN BELGIUM AND
HOLLAND.

(From the Church of England Magazine.)

AT ahout mid-day, on Wednesday, August 19,
1840, we embarked at the Tower stairs for Os-
tend, There was, of course, the usual bustle—
the needful preparations—and, to one aceustomed
to country quiet, all appeared new, but no! for-
midable. e day was fine, and we were much
on deck : the cabin was certainly not as light
and pleasant_as the home parlour, nor was the
betth as agreeable as the bed room: bmt ths
voyage was speedy and prosperous, and offereq
vo incident of peculiar intevest. A watchful
Providence mercifully guarded us, and brought
us safely {0 our desired haven. So youmay fan-
ey us (2irly emerged from the steam packet, juat
as day was beginning to dawn, al about three in
th.e morning. As our parly moved on towards
the inn at Ostend, we could just discevny by the
twilight, that we were in a forcign town, by the
number of large windows in every heuse; so
that glass and frame-work secined to Conlend with

_the masonty which should be of most importance
in the building. After a speedy breakfast, we
strolled out; and the carly hour of five found us
pacing up a chusch, where, for the fiest time, I
saw something of Romish davation.  Another
hour saw us whitled off by railroad on our way
to Bruges. Here were old piclures to seé, cwii-
ous houses to notice; narrow winding streels;
looking glasses, so arranged ouiside the win-
dows, fhat the Iadies within could see the passers
up and down, and who came 1o (he door—a con-
veaient plan enough for some whose conscience
and potiteness ate equally lax.  Thenthe ciean
eaps and faces of the women, their laxuriant hair,
their lang woollen ot linen cloaks, and wonden
#hone caught our attenticny and an old priest in
his strange dress, who, when he met out perty,
taised his hat and crossod is forehead, sug-
gested & new thouzht,  dfepast ten, and we
were again on the raitroad to  Gheat (ot Gnd),
and here our first step was to the cathedral,—
Much there was to aldmive, aspecially the elaha-
1ate design and carving of the pulpit 5 some fine
paintings—one of St. Bavon, tae patron _saint;
another of the assnmptisn of the virgin. Thenee

we proceeded to a large and choice collection of
pictures belonging to a Rrivate gentleman,  But
How my eyes were tired and my limbs weatied,
and [ was unable (o enjoy them, or to pay them
the altention they o richly merited. A tirst
dinner at the (able d’hote—dish after digh brought
in and hastily removed, the succession of compa-
ny, their animatea gestures and foreign language
—Iformev another new scene. One more tailrond
journey brought us to Brussels, and glad was I,
at a late hour, haring as¢cended seventy staiis, to
find refuze from further fatigque. ¢ 'Iyo-motro\v
tonew ficlds®—even the field of Waterloo.. The
traveller in vain serks picturesque heauty here.
The journey from Brussels, a distance of nine
miles, is for the most part flat, and unfertile but
for the industry of the peasants, who labour haed
to produce wha: crops the land will vield. A
brighter sun than that elowing on the day when
we surveyed on the plain never shone, and the
harvest work was bugily carried on.  But, when
once near the field of battle, the attention is con-
centrated on the spats ware ditferont memorable
exploitz were wronght; where Wellington gave
his orders 3 where Napolean stood § where brave
men enconntered brave men, and fell together,
We ascend a large mound, artificially raised from
the neighbouring plain, and surmounted by a co-
tumn and cologsal lion, with the simple inserip-
tiony * 18th June, 1815;% and there are mingled
the hones of mon and horses—men of five differ
ent nations taking their last long sleep together. |
conld ot follow the order of battle, nor enter into
its stience; but, as oneglain after anolher was
mentioned, T could tern my thoughts homeward,
and think of the sisters weeping, and the parents,
grief.  One handsame pillar marks where Colonel
Gordon fought and fell : the record tells of battles
wan, of honourz oitained, of endeared friendship,
of wufeizned vespeet for religion, Oa these
wotds my eye rested again anti again.  The xol-
dier was young and noble,exposed to temptations
great and many. Ifthen he set his heart to seek
his God, if he rehuked vice and encourazed virtns,
and that not secking to himaelfmerit, hut resting
all his hape upon his Syviour crucified, he found
merey in that day, and from the fatal Geld of
strife entered that land of peace whence we shall
go oul no more. But the most touching grave
was one si'nple stone in the form of a hillock,
¢ John Lucie Blackman, 18 June, 1815, He
had fought through the dav, seen the field won,
¢ and now,”’ said be, as ke pacted through the
archard, 1 may take 2 walk,”” One of the lagt
Gying shoteof the retreating French Jaid him low,
and there he lics ~not fergotten, fort o brathers
lately visited hiv grave,an i the wild (lawers hlow
tievey and the hatterfly sports aver ity and all
around him is still and lons,  How different from
the secne where he fell ! O war is a tearful thing.
The peasant guide told us  the crops were lnok-
ing weil in the morning, but hefore evening the
harvest was all ended.”> «The soldiers would
come to us,?’ ke said, ¢ demanding Bread ; we
eave it at the peril of the sword; we fled for
three days ; when we returned to our houses the
provisions were all gone, the farniture burned for
firing,even the roofs of the houses stripped off'and
thetaftets consumed for fire,” I am glad [ have
seen that ficld of battle,

I did not enjoy my Sunday at Brussels, Some
of our party went to the cathedralybut I did not
feel justified in paing to relivious scrvice merely
28 a spectator: [ would wish ¢¢ to worship and
fall down and kneel before the Lord my maker;»
anid my protesiont feelings could not brook what
I mustthere have witnessed 3 the finer the music,
the greater the pomp, the more intense the appa-
rent devotion, the more pain should I feel that
my fellow-sinners shonld prostrate themselvea be~
fore any other wediator than Christ Jusus.—
Meantwhile the street was full of busy. passers to
and fra, shops all open, cartiages tolling along,
the naise deafebing, and the week-day din not
for ane bhitle moment shut oute It istiwe we
weat twice ta a French piotestant chuich, where
our oxn service was performed, and whera, as
with friends in England, we have worshipped
and given thanks; butalter that | walked with
Ay party, at first unconscivusly, and then unable
to retursi, to the gayest promenades. Wearied
in body and mind | saw thousands of persons, till
My eyes wete tired of leoking. ftis justice (o state
hat we witnassed great order, and not one look
ar agtisn could we condemn 3 and I onght not se-

verely to blame those who, labouting through

the week, egjoy their leisure walk on Sunday ;
but it is not for us, who have hours for recreation
during the six days to swell the maltitade and
lo increase the gaiety, The last visit we paid at
Brugsels wan to the ploture gatlery; and epending
two hours there enahled us to pay alteation to
the many pietnres. 1 was particularly pleased
with some modren paintingn, of exqulsite finish
and good colowring, The coid, st pictures of
the early pait of the fifteenth century did not.a
all please or interext me. Some Kne portraity
arrested my attention, and many good histarieal
and legendary paintings deserved a more puitico-
lar notice than 1 can give. So farewell to Brus-
sels. We had seen the cathedral, with its cele-
braled painted windows § burried through the
palace of the prince of Orange, and visited a .
famed manufacture of lace; we had, again and
again, gazed on the picturesque nrc‘\itecture of
the houses, with their tapeting rvoofs and man
windowg, and pure white walls contrasting with
the blue and cloudlens sky. Wae liad adinired the
neat appearance of the peasantry—the men in
dark blue frocks, the women with their short,
coloured gowns and clean white caps—nor had
we failed to notice the chuhby and healihy looks
of the many good-tempered little ones, that were
carried along by nurse or mother.

TEMPERANCE.

AN INCIDENT OF DAILY OCCURRENCE.

When we were at college we had for a class-
mate a young gentleman from the south, an inde-
peudent, generous high-souled, sociable, com-

anionable lellow, whose bright eye, high intel-
ectual brow and lofty besring marked him for
one of nature’s nohlemen, e was none of your
mean and sordid souls who creep and cringe and
beg their way through life ; but one full of gene-
rous impulsea and lofty aepirations, above all
mean and sordid actions. We prophecied that
the stand he would take would be high and ¢om-
manding—that the impress he would leave upon
the page of his country’s history would be deep
and abidini. Alas! we kuew not that the viper
had hittén him and entwinted its cold and deagly
ovils around his heart.—A short time singe, as we
were inquiring about our early friend, of one that
knew him well, and were expecting to hear that
he was already a gentleman, of high respecta-
tility, of extensive influence and commanding in-
tellectual and moval attainments, we learned that
he was— a drunkard end o beggar /

Alas! alas ! how wany of the beautifel and the
high born, how many of the pifted sud the amia-
e have fallen, fallen, to' rise no more! fallen
into the dceprst Fit of infamy and woe I—throuyh
the fascination of the wine cup. Young man,
bewarel ¢ Dash down yon bowl of Samian
wine ! Sip not of i's intoxicaling contents.—
There swim within its sparkling depths all the
wors of the Cirgaan enp—all the curses of earth.
—You may love its delirions excitement— you
may dream that you can diink with impunity.—
You may say, I can take care of myself.” So
dreamed and ro talked the young man we have
mentioned. Su have thought hundreds and hua-
dreds, who- have quaffed the fatal gob'et, and
then plunged from stations of rvespectability —aof
honour—-of competence—of happiness, to the
foulest depths of shame—dishonowr—penury and
woe !—L. Washinglonian. :

Yx sHALS, NoT sURKLY Dik.—There is nothing
which resembles the temptet of old 80 much, as the
arch-deesiver Alcohols It comes in beautiful form,
and with an enticing mien, urging its viclim to_teke ;
whispering all the while in his ccrs, “* thou shalt not
surcly die.® 1t holds out the fruit to-him, and if
perchance he sees some viclim who has felt the ating
of the viper, and has plunged into the vortex of intem-

rance. the tempter speaks to his pride, and tells

im he need not become a drunkard, he has sclf-con-
troul cnough to ssY, ¢ thus far thou shalt go and no
farther.’”” The baitis thrown out, and the future
drunkard eagerly takes it—the gilded pill is swallow-
¢d, and deeper and deeper he plunges in, until retreat
is at lust aimost impossible.  No man, ue has often
been said, expecte to becoms a drunkard § but believ-
fug thatbe has more sel(~control than these who have

one before him, proudly plunges Into the strecam,
so(emlncd to swim at his pleasure—forgelting the
deop under current that is all the time bearing him
down to the precipice, over which he soon’will plunge.
The deceiver holds before his eyes :a’'gilded phaotom

of pleasure, and hides (rom his viclim the thousands



