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finitely more diversified than the chisel could liew out of
ull the rocks under the sun.  Nor is this o fanciful or meta.
phorical illusteation of the pre-eminence which I claim for
the art I am advocating,  In proof of it, 1 appeal at once
to the works of the oldest and greatest pocts of every coun- !
try.  In Homer, Dante, and Chaucer, for examply, it is ex-
ceedingly curious to remark with what serupulous care and !

inut , peesonal ance, stature, hulk, compleaion,
age, and other incidents, are eahibited for the puspose of
giving lite and reality to the scenes of actions in which their
characters ate engaged.  All these are bodied forth to the
eye through the mind, as sculpture addresses the mind
through the eye.”

The Lecturer then seleets the following fine illusiration
of his argument from Childe Harold : =

“ Let us bring—not in gladiatoriul conflict, but into ho-
noutable competition, where neither can suffer disparage-
ment—one of the master-picees of ancient sculpture, and two
stunzas from ¢ Childe Harold,® in which that very statue is
turned into verse, which seems almost to make it visible :

TUL DYING GLALIATOR.

13t

¢ 1 sce hefore me the gl lie;
e leans upon his band—his manly brow
Conscats to death, but conquers agony ;
And his droop'd head sinks gradually Jow ;
And through his side, the last draps, chbing slow
From the red gash, fall heavy, one by one,
Like the first of a thunder-shower ;—and now
The arena swims around him—he is gone,
Ere ceased the inhuman shout that hait'd the wreted: who
won,’

¢ Now all this sculpture has embodied in perpetual mar-
Lle, and every associution touched upon in the deseription
might spring up in a well-instructed nind, while contem.
plating the insulated figure which personifies the expiring
champion.  Painting might take up the same subject, and
scpresent the ampliitheatre thronged to the height with fero-
cious faces, all bent upon the exulting conqueror and his
prosteate antagonist—a thousand for one of them sympathiz-
ing sather with the transport of the former than the agony
of the lawter. Here, then, sculpture and painting have
reached their climax; neither of them can give the actual
thoughts of the personages, whom they exhibit so palpably
to the outward sense that the character of thos: thoughts
cannot be mistaken.  Poetry goes further than both, and
when one of the sisters bad laid down hier chisel, the other
her pencil, she continues her styain; wherein, having -al-
ready sung what cach had pictured, she thus reveals that s.
cret of the suffirer’s breaking hieart, which ucither of thun
could imitate by any visible sign.  But, we must return to
the swoon of the dying man :—

¢ The arena swims avound him—he is gone,

Erccoased the inhwnan shout that haild the wretch who
won.

¢ He heard it, and he keeded not—his eyes

Were with his heart, and that was far away ;

1Ie recked not of the life he lost, nor prize—

But where his rude hut by the Danube lay,

There was his young Larharians all at play—

There was their Dacian mother ;—he, their sive,

Butcher'd to make a Roman holiduy—

Al this gush'd with his blood."

Myriads of eyes had gazed upon that statue; through my-
ziads of minds all the images aud ideas connceted with t{e
combat and the fall, the spectators and the scene, Mad passed
inthey of that ious marble, which has given
immortality to the pangs of death; but not a soul among

all the beholders, through cighteen centuries—aot one had
ever before thought of the ‘sud: hat, ¢ the Daciun mother,' ¢

‘the young barbarians. At fength came the poet of passion ;
and, looking down upon ¢the dying gladiator,” (less as it
was than what it represented,) turtied the marble into man,
and endowed it with human affections ; then away over the
Appenines, and over the Alps, away, on the wings of irre.
pressible sympathy, flew his spirit to the banks of the Da.
nube, where, ¢ with his heart,’ were ¢the eyes® of the vie-
tim, under the night-fill of death; ¢for there were his
voung burbarians at play, end there their Dacian mother.
Tuis is nature—thisis truth,  While the conflict continued,
the combatant thought of himseltonly; he aimed at nothing
but vietory ; when Jife and this were Jost, his last thoughts,
his sole thoughts, would turn to Lis wife and his Lttle chil.
dren.

LDUCATION,

The fullowing beautiful extract is from an address deliv-
ered before the Zelosophic Society of the University of Penne
sylvania, by the onourable Joseph Hopkins, L. L. 1),
page 26 :

“The American parent docs an injustice to his child
which he can never repair, for which no inheritance can
compensate, who refuses to give him a full education beeause
he is not intended for a learned profession.  Whatever he
may intend, he cannot know to what his son will come ; and
if there should be no change in this respeet, will a liberal
education be Jost upon bim beeause e is not a lawyer, a
doctor, a divine? Nothiug can be more untrue or perni-
cious than this opinion. It is impostibie to imagine a citi-
zen of this commonwealth to be in any situation in which
the disciplive and acquirements of  %iberal education, how-
ever various and extended, will not have their value.  They
will give him consideration and usefulness, which will Le
scen and felt in his daily intercourse of businesss or pleasute 3
they will give him weight and worth us 1 member of society,
and be a never-failing source of honorable, virtuous, and
lasting enjoyment, under all circumstances, and in every
station of life.  ‘They will preserve him from the delusion
of dangerous errors, and the seductions of degrading and de-
structive vices. The gambling table will not be resorted to
to hasten the slow and listless step of time, when the library
oflers a surer and more attractive resource.  ‘The bottle wiil
not be applied to to stir the languid spirit to action and de-
Jight, when the magic of the pocet is at hand to rousethe
imagination and pour its fascinating wonders on the soul.
Such gifts, such acquirements, will make their possession
a true friend, 2 more cherished companion, a more interest-
ing, beloved, and loving husband, a miore valuable and re.
spected parent.”

BIOGRAPHIC SKETCHES,
HOWARD.

John Howard, an Englishman, who has justly obtained &
celebrity over the whole civilized world for his extravrdinusy
and unceasing efforts in the cause of suffering humanity, and
for which he has been generally and justly entitled «the
Benevolear Howard,” was born about the year 1727, at
Clapton, in the parish of Ilackney, a large village iminedi-
ately adjoining London. Lo this place his futhier seems to
have removed from the pursuit of his business as an uphol-
sterer, in Long Lane, Smithficld, where he had acquired a
considerable fortune.  The education of young Howard was
extremely superficial ; and when he left school he was put as
an apprentice to a whalesale grocer in the city; but this si-
tuation not being at all to his taste, ke cnbraced the oppor-
tunity, on ing of age, of y ing from his the
remainder of his time. By his father's will, he was not to
come into possession of his fortune until he reached his
twenty~fourth year, and then he became entitled to the sum
of £70¢0. 1o wdditicn o the whole of his father's landed
propesty, his plate, fuiniture, pictures; & Coming thus




