. my opinion, the tales

. histened to as lovingly over the expanse of fature timne, as

- erai dearth of thought, amidst a good deal of cleverness.

- is the beat specimeén of periodical literature that the crunt-
vy has affcrded. After the large deducticns rendered ne-
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From Miss I\Izlnineau’s Soéiefy in America.
LITERATURE OF THE UNITED STATES.

¢« The more (che says) one sees of the people, and the
Yess of their books, le stronger grows the hope of the
stranger. ¥ * *

<¢'The best productions of American Literature are in
and sketches in which the habits

and manners of the people of the country are duelineated
with exactness, with impartiality of .emper, and without
much regard to the picturesque. Such are the tales of
Judge Hall of Cincinnati. Such are the tales by the author
of ¢ Swallow Barn ;* where, however, there is the addi-
tion of a good deal of humour, and a subtractioz of sowme
of the truth, _Miss Sedgwick’s tales are of the highest or-
der of the three, from the moral beauty which they
breathe. This moral beauty is of a much finer character
than the bonkommie which is the charm of Irving’s pictures
of manners. She sympathises vrhere he good-naturedly
&bserves; she cheerily loves where he gently quizzes.
Miss Sedgwick’s novels have this meral heauty to0o, as has
every thing she touches: but they have greatand irretrieva-
ble fuunlts, as works of art. Tale-writing is her forte: and
in this vocation, no one who hasobserved her striking pro-
gression will ventare to say what she may not achieve.
Among the host of tales which appear without the names
of their authors are three, which strike me as excellent in
thaeir several ways: © Allen Prescott,” containing the his-
tory of a New England boy, drawnto the life, and in a
just and amiable spirit: ¢ The New England Housekeeper,’
1in which the menage of a rising young lawyer with its
fresh joys and ludicrous perplexities is humorously ex-
hibited ; and ¢ Memoirs of a New England village Choir,” a
sketch of even higher merit. lrving’s writing have had

their mead. He has lived inthe sunshine of fame for

ruany years, and in the pleasant consciousness that he

has been a benefactor to the present generation, by shed-

diny some gentle, benignant, and beguiling influences on

wany intervals of their rough and busy lives. More than

this be has probably not expected:and more than this he

does not seem likely to achieve. If any of his works live,

1t will be his “Columbus:’ and the later of his productions

will be the first forgotten. Cooper’s novels have a very

puuy vitality. Some descriptions of scenery, and some

wmsaolated adventures, have great merit: but it is not human

life that he presents. His female characters are far from

hnman; and in his selections of the chances of mortal exis-

tence, be usually chooses the remotest. He lias a vigour

of perception and coaception, which might have made

him, with study and discipline, a great writer. As it is,

he is, I believe, regarded as a much-regretted failure. The

Americans have a poet. Bryant has not done any thing

like what he can and will do: but he bas done some things

that will live. Those of his poems which are the best

known, or the most quoted, are smooth, sweet, faithful

descriptions of natare, such as his own imagination de-

lights in. I shall always remember the voice and wanner

with which he took up a casual remark of mine, about

sights to be seen in the pine-barrens. \When the visitors

had all departed, his question, ¢ And what of the pine-

hurrens?’ revealed the spirit of the poet. Of his poens of

this class, *¢The Evening Wind’ 1s to me the most deli-

cious. Bat others—¢ The Past,” and Thanatopsis’—indi-

cate another kind, and a higher degree of power. If he

would live for his gifts, if his future years ccu!d be de-

voted 1o ¢ clear poetical activity,” ¢ looking up,’ like the

true artist, *to his diguity and his callizg,’ that dignity and

that calling may prove to be as lofty as they, no doult,

zppeared in the reveries of his boyhood; and he may be

he already is over that of the ocean. The Americuns
have alsp a historian of promise. Mr. Bancroft's < History
of the United States’ is little more than bezun: but the
beginning is characterised by an impartial and benevolent
spirit,and by the indications which it affords of the author’s
fidelity to-demncratic principles; the two primary requisi-
t2s in a historian of the republic. The carrying on the
work 10 a completion will be 2 task of great toil and an-
xiety; bat it will be a most inportant hesefit to society at
Jarge if it fulfils its promise. The periodical literature of
th: United States is of a very low order. I know of no
review where any thing like i:npartial, eoligltened ecri-
tiism, is to be found. The Avrth American Review
hud ouce some reputation in England; but it bas sunk at
hoise and abroad, less from want of talent thai of prin-
cipte. If 1t has any principle whatever at present,
it seems to be to praise every book it mentions, and to
.l in as dexterously as possible with popular prejudice.
The American Quarterly, published at Philadelphia, is
uninteresting from the triteness of its morals, and a gen-

The Southern Review, publizhed at Charleston-—some-
time ago discontinued, but, I believe, lately renewed—-

cessary by the faults of soathern temper, this review
maintains its place above the rest; a rank which iz,I be-

PALEY'S NATURAL THEOLOGY.

““Itis philosophy in its highest and noblest sense;
scientific without the jargon of science; profound but so
clear that its di: b is disguised. 'Thereis nothing of the
“budge Dv.:in* here; speculations, which will convince,
if aught wili, (hat in the begiuntug God created the heaven
and the earth; are made familiur as houschold words.
They are broughit home to the experience of every man,
the most ordinary observer on the fucts of nature with
which he is daily conversant. A thicker clothing, for in-
stance, is provided in winter fur that tribe of unimals
which are covered with fur. Now, in these days, such
an assertion would be backed by ua appenl to some learn-
ed Rabbi of a Zoological Society, who had written p deep
pamphlet, upon what he would probably call the Thcory
of Hair. DBut to whom does Paley refer us? lo any
dealer in rabbit skins. The curious contrivance in the
bones of birds, to unite strength with lightuess, is noticed.
The hore is larger,in proportion to the weight of the bone,
than in other animals; it is empty; the substance of the
bone itself is of a closer texture. For these fucts, any
operative, woull quote Sir Everard Home or Professor
Cuvier, by way of giving a sort of philosaphical eclat to
the affair, and throwing a little learned dust in the eyes of
the public. Paley, however, advises you to make your
own observations when vou happen to be engaged in the
scientific operation of picking the leg or wing of a chicken.
The very singular correspondence between the two sides
of any animal, the right hand answering to the left, and
so on, is touched upon, as a proof of a contriviug creator;
and a very striking one it is. Well! we have a long snd
abstruse problem in chances worked ount to show that &t
was so many millions, and so many odd thousaunds to one,
that accident could not have produced the phenomenon:
not a bit of it. Paley (who was probably scratching his
head at the moment) offers no other confirmation of
his assertion, than that it isthe most difficult thing in
the world to get o wig made even, seldom ns it is that
the face is made awry. The circulation of the blood and
the provision for its getting from the heart to the extremi-
ties, and back again, affords a singular demonstration of
the Maker of the budy being an admirable Master both of
mechanics and hydrostatics.  But whatis the lungunge 1n
which Paley talks of this process’—technical—that mys-
tical nomenclature of Diaforius’ which frightens country
patients out of their wits, thinking as they very naturaliy
do, thyt a disease must be very horrid which involves
such very horrid names? Hear our anatomist. **The
aorta of u whale is larger in the bore than the main-pipe
of the water-works at London Bridge; and the roaring in
the passage through that pipe is inferior, in impetus and
velocity, 1o the blood gushing from the whale’s heart.””
He cares not whence he fetches his illustrations, provided
they are to the purpose. 'The laminae of the feathers of
birds are kept together by teeth that hook into one another,
“as a lateh enters into the catch and fastens a door.”  The
eyes of the mole are protected by being very small, and
buried deep in a cushion of skin, so that the apertures
leading to the:in are like pin-holes in a piece of veliet,
scarcely pervious to loose particles of earth. The snail
without wings, feet, or thread, uadheres to a stalk by a
provision of stickinz-plasier.  ‘F'he lobsteras he grows, is
fursished with o way of uncasing himnseif of his buckler,
and drawing his legs ovt of Ads bools, when they become
too smnall for him. In this upambiiions wmanner does
Pualey prosecute his high theme, drawing, as it were,
philosophy frons the clouds.—(uziterly Revicw.

o

PureExcLocy.—DYecting a volery of this scicnce one
day at a booliseller’s, he began to expatizte on its beauties.
Frow theory he proceeded to practice, by making an ana-
Ivsis of my ban:ps. Tired of the manifestation, 1 turued
him over to the head of the bookseller, who wus standing
by, prof.szing to be a better judge of another man’s qua-
lities than of my own. Now, this bookseller was a singu-
larly devout man, and the phrenolozist instinctively sought
the bump of veneraticn, as the other bowed his head for
him to feel it. The mowment the finger of the phren. logist
touched the head, however, I saw that something wuas
wrong and 1 had the curiosity to put my own hand to the
skull. In the spot where there should have been a bump,
according to the theory, there was positively a hollow.
Tlooked at the phrenologist, und the phrenologist looked at
me. At this moment the bookseller was called away by a
customer, acd I said to my acquaintance, ‘¢ Well, what
do yousay 2o that?’”” “Say!thatThave no furth in the fel-
low’s religion.”’—Cooper’s Enziand. '

Statrstics WorTk Kxowing.—In G. Britain, says
the Edinburgh Philosophical Journal, the number of indivi-
duals in a state to bear arms, from the age of fifteen to six-
ty, 1s2,744,847. The number of marriages is about 68,
030 yearly; and it has been remarked, that in sistythree
of these unions there were only three which had no issue.
The number of deaths is about 332,708 yearly, which
makes nearly 25,592 monthly, 6,398 weekly, 914 daily,
and 40 hourly. The deaths among the women are in pro-

lieve, undisputed.”* '

portion to those of the men as 50 to 54. The married wo-

men live Jonger than those who gontinue in celibacy, 1y
the country, the mean term of the number of childrew pro.
duced by cach warrhige s four; i towns, the proportion i§ .
7 for every 2 marriges.  The number of married woney
is to the gl‘i:cml pember of wdividuals of the sUx as 1 to 8.
and the nunsber of murried men to that of ull the individugly
The nuwber of widows iy (g
A : Wic
dows who marry aguiu is to tat of widewer<in the sang
case ns seven to four.  The individunls who mhabit ele.
vated situations live lunger than those who reade in leyy
elevated pluces.  The balfof the m«luuhlx:‘-!s die  heforg
attaining the age of seventeen vears. ll;e number of
twins is to that of ordinary births as I 10 65 According.
to calculutions founded upon the bills of wortality, one indi-
vidual onlv in 8,126 attins the age of 100 yeurs, hy .
nunher of hirths of the mle sex is o that of the female
sex us 96 to 95.

1* _ . .9 -
of the male sox us 3 1o 3.
vhat of widowers as three 1o ene; but the my
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Avrtuax.—The youthful spring has many churan fye.
man-—suumer suns are pleavant and cheering——and win.
ter with his ice-chained wuters and frozen hrenth s noy
without its delights—but the mwellowed autumn is our
favorite season.  Yes, autumn with its yeliow corn, i
ripened fruits,its teeming grunarics, awl its harvest home,
we greatly love and adisire.  In the spring when we be- .
hold the husbandinan going focth to bis fubour, scaltering
the precious sced on the newiy-tilled soil, we feel a por-
tion of his anxiety as to the ultimate resul s of his urduous
totls—his is the paiuful conviction that ali his labours may
be destroyed Ly blusting, by mildew, by insecis, anda
variety of other casualues, and perplexity scutles on his
brow. Not #0in the antumn—industry now gathers it
full reward—the heart of the lubourer thrills with gladness
as his sickle cuts the loaded grain——with the abundam
treasures of the earth before him he rejoices, and we are
the partakers of his joy. Our sympatliy with humau na-
ture in its gricfs and joys 13 one great roason for our pre-
To see the countennnce
of others brightened up with contentment and gratitude
awahens within us e

To Lehold others happy, wugwents our own enjovinent.

ference of this dehighitful season.

Tey
L]

otions of o most plensing nuture.
But man is not alone in s rejoicing, nature repoices also
in the avtumn. It is the time of her stmiles.  She clothes
her=eif in the drapery of gladness—-she speaky in nccents
T Kindness and causes the hills and the valer to become
vocal with pruise.  VWath what daitabie sumplicay of
lanzusge does the royal poet of [sravl, expatiate on the
triunphs of autumn:

Thou visite st the earth, and waterr <o

Theu greatdy eorichestat with the river w!

Goa which v el of water
Tion preparcst thew corn, when thau hast
su pros ided for it

Thou witerest thie vilges therea abundanaty

Thou gettlest S furrove s thereof

Thou mnakest it solt with showers

Thou Llessest the springing thereof.

Fhou crownest the year with thy goodners

And thy pathis drep latness,

They (!rn{) upon thie pastures of the wilderne.s;

And the bivde hills rcf'oirc on every side.

The pustures are clothed with locks;

The valleve also are covereid over witheorn

They shout fur joy, they also sing.
Yes, itis now the fields are jorful and all the trees of the
wood rejoice. Nature now puts forth all hee luxurianee
and glory—the perfection of her hand i visible in every
thing she touches.  How besntiful the smiling fruit ' How
lovely the appearance of the waving corn! How exquisite
the garniture of nature, thus scea in its Culucss of perfece
ion ! Who would not love the Automn ? Batthe an-
temn of 1837 how cloguently it speuks of the lovo and
fuithfulness of God. He hns promised that ‘whilst the
earth remaineth, sced-time, aud hurvest, and cold and
heat, and sumaer and winter, and day and night, <hall
not cease.”’  The present month is the fullifinent of the
word of the Most High.  Already it hus dispersed the fears
of many and revived hope in the brensts of thousnnds in
this province. What shall we rendoer unto the Lord for all
his benefits? we trust and believe has been the genernl

inquiry. May we be permjitted to suggest that as the



