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Eerms nsed it {Var.

I wus musing, the other day, on the
many forms of expression that we mect
with, and read over without emotion, as
things of course, though they involve
every thing that is dreadful to human
nature. Among them, I was calling to
mind some of the phrases that are used
in reference to war. There is, in many
of these, such abrevity and carcless ease,
that we hardly scem required to pause
upon them. ¢The troops were driven
into the river.) ¢The town was taken
by storm.” ¢The garrison vwere put to
the sword.” ¢The city was given up to
pillage.”” ¢The place was burned to the
ground?’ These light and tripping
phrases arc common place in military
despatches, and, yet, what fearful ex-
cesses ! what dreadful suflerings they in-
volve !

Let us take one of them, and for a
moment examine it in a few of its rami-
fications. True it is, that we are now at
peace ; but a calm is often succeedcd by
an unexpected storm, and the quietude
of Vesuvius is followed by the loud bel-
lowing of the burning mountain. Peace
and war depend much on tihe pabliec mind,
and of that public we all form a part; it
may be well, therefore, to keep alive in
us that hatred, which o review of the
cruel excesses of war is calculated to in~
spire. Let us take, for our examination,
the expression, ¢ The city was given up
to pillage.” Those who have read much
scenes of warfare, well know that im-
agination is not likely to cxceed the reali-
ty of the miseries which war has gene-
rally produced. The narratives of La-
baume and Porter, Wilson, Segur, Dufcns,
and others, bring to our view such extra-
vagant scenes of calamity and cruelty,such
displays of horrible cnormity, that e
wonder why mankind do not, with one
united and nuiversal cry of abhorrence,
exclaim against the practice and principle
of heart-hardening and demoralizing war.
But let it not be thought that I have any
pleasure in blackening the reputation of
a soldier : neither would I presumptuounsly
brand the brow of him who differs with
me in opinion ; but, feeling as I do, that
the word of God is the word of peace, and
that war is a bitter. evil; and knowing,
: as I do, how thoughtlessly ive reéeive and
retain-the opinions of those arouid us,
right or wrong, I claim the liberty of free

specch, while I endeavour to excite more
congideration and sympathy among the
advocates of war, than is usually mani-
fested.

“The city was given up to pillage.”
‘What is the real meaning of the term,
giving up a place to pillage? for it ex-
presses itself so little, that it may be worth
while, for once, if it be only for the sake
of impressing it on our memories, to make
ourselves familiar with the signification,
as cxplained by past experience. It
means,'then, neither more nor less than
this, that an infuriated soldiery are given
free leave and liberty to induige, withount
restraint, their sclfish, brutal, and cruel
passions, in plundering, burning, and de-
stroying the property of unoffending peo-
ple ; and in ill-using, maiming, and mur-
dering them without control. Thisis the
plain meaning, so far as we can gather it
from the most authentic records of the oc-
currences, which have taken places in
cases ofithe kind. Indeed it must be so;
for, in giving armed and revengeful soldi-
ers permission t pillage, you give them
leave to take, by force, the property of
those who, naturally enonzh, will make a
struggle to retain it: the comsequences
are inevitable, and strife is succeeded by
bloodshed. How fearful, then is the ex-
pression, ¢ The city was given up to pil-
lage?

The enormity of giving up to pillage
is not scen or felt, when we read of it as
taking place in a distant part of the world ;
it comes not home ¢ to our business and
bosons, as it would ‘do, were the occur-
rence to tuke place under our observa-
tion ; but rapine and murder are crimes
wherever they are practised, and pain
and heart-rending calamity are ashard to
endure in one part of the world as in ane-
ther.

¢The city was given up to pillage.
There will be no harm in applying this
to the immediate town or city in which
we dwell ; the place wherein we possess
property, ind where those live who are
dear to us, as the ruddy drops that warm
our hearts ; and here let no one accuse
me of wantonly harrowing up human
feclings. Let no man tell me that I do
wrong in painting war in its own sangui-

nary colours! I am persuaded it is be-’

cause Clhristians have been guiltily silent
as to war's abominations, that so little re-
pugnance is felt against strife and blood-

shed. To shrink frorm a painted battle is-
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