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within herself the whole mass of sensible things,
which taketh up so much room without her: And
when she has piled them up upon one anothor in
such vastand prodigious numbers, is still as capa-
ious of more, a8 when she was altogether cn}pty.
In a word, that can grasp the univcrso.wxlh a
thought, and comprechend the whole. .lt!hludo of|
$lcaven and Earth within her own indwwlble.ccn-
tro : who, though she takes in objects ofall sizes ;
yet, when once they aro in, they are not, as bodies,
in a material place, where the greater take up
1nore room than the less; for the thought of a mile
-or of ten thousand miles, docs no more stretch and
fill the soul, than that of a foot, an inch, ora ma-
;lhcmntical point. And whereas all matter nas its
parts, which extcad, the one beyond the other in
length, breadth and thickness; and so, is measura-
Ule by inches, yards and solid measure; there isno
such thing as mecasurable extension in any thing
belonging to the soul: for in cogitotion, which is
the very cssence of the soul, there is neither length
nor breadth, nor thickness; nor is it possible to
vanceive a foot of thought; a yard of reason; a
pound of wisdom; a quart of vittuc. Then, if what
helongs to the soul be immaterial, the goul herself
must be immaterial: gimple, therefore, indivisible;
unalterable; incorruptible; thereforcimmortal and
cverlasting.”—ScorT.

{THE RYTHMUS OF SAINT TIOMAS OF AQUIRIA.
Adoro te devote.

Dcvoutly I adore tkee, hidden Deity !

Benceath these forms who veil'st thine awlal Majesty,
‘Uo thee my beart must ever wholly sutyject be 5
i}.cause I’'m wholly lost, when I contemplate thee.

‘The sight, tho touch, the taste, in theo arc all deceiv'd :
Rut safély still the sense of hearing is belicy 4.

What God’s eternal son has £aid *s belicved by me :
Nought, than the word of truth itsclf, more true can be.

tfid on the Cross alone was thy Divinity

tcre also lies conceal'd thy bless’d bumamity :

Vet owniag and confessing both most steadily,

1 beg what oace the thief repentant begg’d of thee.

Thy wounds nomere I now behold, as Thomas did :
Yct own thee still my God, swko hast my raosom paid :
Ntill make me with alivclicr faith belicve in thee !
Confirm my hope ! influcnce me with thy clarity !

Memorial wond'rous of the death of my dear Lord !

3 hiving bread, to man who ¢an’st true Yife afford ?

¢ ‘rant that my soul on thee, her mystie food, may live ;
\ndd ever with true relish all thy sweets perceive !
T'ruc pavent Pelican, who blecd’st, tonurse thy brood ¢
Ulcanse me unclean, O Jesus, with thy sacred blood
Onc precious drop of which thy guilty world can save ;
And from its whele collected mass of sin can laye

Tesus * whom now beneath thesc veils eanceal’d
0 franl me that,
All eils removd
\nd in thy glogi

Ispy!
for which alone so much I sigh : ry

» thee face 10 face that I may sec .
ous presence ever happy be !

ON ROMANCE WRITING.

UMDRARUM INC LOCUS EST,
‘1 his is the region of phaot
night.

In the whole bistory of British literature it were
mmpossible to point out an age so abounding in
works of fancy; in love tales and romances; in
very species of uninstructive, frivolous and worse
than all, demoralizing fiction; as the one we livein.
Iivery week ushers in some new publication of this
~ort either in prose or verse: and such is the gener-
al taste of ihe times for these insignificant, absurd,

S0MNI, NOCTISQUE SOTony:.
oms, of drcams and soporific

imushroom productions, so rapidly springing up,
i, from the agglomerated filth, and dunghill fermen-:

fitable, if not pernicious, lucubrations; that no soon-
er isa frosh one announced from the press, than all
arestriving withthe impaticnt curiosity of children,
who shall have the carliest reading of it. As a
whet to this puerile appetite for devouring up every
new story that is forthcoming; and, in order to
heightenour curiosity; n whisper is slyly sent abruad
and industriously circulated concering it by those
who have an interest in the quick sale of ¢ - work;
and, who possessing the true tact of the trade, hav-
ing previously felt the pulse of the public on such
matters; know well how to reise and keepup the
general expectations; especially if the author bas
already succeeded by some such performance in
making himself a favorite withthe lovers of this
species of composition.  Like skillful anglers, who
know the colour of the busk that takes best; if the
tale of faverly, for instance, or Guy Mannering:
of Childe Harold ‘or Lalla Rookh; has proved a
successful bait; they never failto furnish you with
a regularly continued succession of productions,
pompously announced as issuing from the same pa-
tent mint acd ~holesale manufactory. You have
them of all sorts, shapes and sizes. In cvery book-
Iseller's window they are seen staring you in the
face, and thrusting themeslves upou your neticce;:
each with the head that batched it adorning the
frontispicce; and scemingly bewildered inthe end
less images of its own imagintions; while Lhe\v."l;i;.1
ters of all that is good and graceful; of 21 that”is
.truly learned, classical and seful; are thrust into,
'the back ground, even where such are to he had; ;
’and forced to give place to (hese cpheyneral, hut
fashionable authors of the day.

All this, however, iu the way of book-making
and bookselling, is vory natural; and not at all to be
wonderedat. Neither authors nor publishers will
meglect the golden opportunity thus afforded them
of improving their circumstances. The only thing
surprising is that, notwithstanding the frivolousness
jof such works, to say nothing of their immoral ten-i
.dency ; their composers have all along met with sn

|

learned and first rate authors could cver boast of
baving ubtained. The precious works of these are
lefl uucalled for, in obscurity; while the hot-bed, !

tation of ohscurity; and even the jejune crudities of i
Jignorance and folly, alone are sought afler: though;
‘i\lecn stripped of the chamm of novelty, the only|

i'thing that recommends them to notice; thoy are

thrown by as waste paper, and devoted to perpetu |
al oblivion.

What a satire does not this undeniable fact im-;
ply on the perverted taste of the present gencration?,
I know an author who offered to the publisher of
that doggerel mass of impiety, Do Juan, for which {
other almost as valuable lucubrations he pays so
dearly, 2 work upen charity. Charity! said the
publisher, without cver deigning to Jook at the
manuscript, charity is a subject that willnever take
with the public. The like condemnation was pas-

sed upon it by other publishers on learning only its

and, except to their autkors and publishers, unpro-

title; who speaking, as they did from experience. -
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Ubargain. And is this indeed noevil? Our time

unparellelled success; cuch as none of our most;

rejected it at once asan unprofilablo concern,
Bring us, said they, & good novel; that is svre togo
through at least one edition; and thus' to remuner-
ate us for our trouble. ’

It wero needless toanticipate those reflections on
j{the depraved taste of the age, which must instantly
offer themselves to every one’s mind on™Yeamning
these particulars,  But I cannot help insking'a few
observations on the dangerous tendency” of the
works 1 question,

The leastexceptionable of them are just good for
nothing but killing time ;by withdrawing the mina
from every rational, useful and virtuous realjty ; and
ingulfing it in the interminable chaos of fancy ;
where, participating in the authors’s dream, its
whole faculties are ahsorbed in the intense abserva-
tion of the shammed feats of aerjal phantomsy the
motley offspring of some idler’s brain 5 or the hope-
ful vision of some peedy or greedy sompambulist.

And is merely killing time, however agreeahle it
may scem to many, who feel their very existence a
borthen to them, no evil? Has youth nothing
more necessary or useful to learn, than the feign-
ed feats of some bully baron : the difficult intrigues
of some amourous couple, crowned always right
or wrong with ultimate success : or the absurd stu-
ries ofwater Kelpies, hobgoblinsand enchanted cas-
tles? Have parents no more  important duties
to attend 10 ; servants no labows to perform 2—
Have those in health no pursuit more rational ; gp
the sick no purer source of consvlation, than ro-
mance-reading?  And when, neglecting all besides
they bave fully perused the tale most to their lik-
ing ; let them tell me ; il they can, what good they
have gained by it. Nothing, they must cwan, but
a dead loss of time, if not the relish for vice into the

is our all, for whici too at the last we would readi-
ly give whatever clse we possess, nor grudge any
sacrifice made only to prolong it a little. And
while we have it, is this the best vse we can make
of it 5 just only to fling it away uselessly 5 to get rid
ofit at any rate, because we are quite sick and
weary ofit ? Strangeand unaccountable inconsisten-
cy! To make it our study how to squander that

laway which we wish most 1o retain 3 though we

know that what we lese of it, is lost to us for ever
and that in whole it is but very limited. Nor is it
cven our owi. nor at our own disposal, 10 use it as
we choose.  Itis the talent entrusted o us but for
an uuccrtain  term, which we are expected to im~
,prove by laying it out to linterest ; and on the pro-
'duce of which we are to subsist in a future state of’
'being that never ends : and if] while we possess it,
iwe neglect to turn it t6 any profitable account 5
‘\vhcre is our provision forthat eternity of existence
‘nnd which we are doomed so soon to enter ; for
from no other source, butour wellspent tine, can
we derive any benefit availing us in the wotll ty,
come. :

0O, but romaace reading is useful in teaghing us,
the ways of the world ; how to speak, wxite and.ac:,
with clegance and propricty. Our winds o are
thus habituated to the finest feelings and scntiments,




