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THE PEARL : DEVOTED TO POLITE LITERATURE,

SCIENCE AND- RELIGION.

ELOQUENCE OF SIR JAMES MACKINTOSH.

S81r JamEes MacxiNTosH never spoke: on a subject without
displayin not only all that was peculiarly necessary to that sub-
jeet, but all that a full mind, long gathering and congesting, has
to pour forth upon any subject, - The lapguage, without being
antithetic, was artificial and ornate, . The action and voice were
vehement hut not passionate ; the tone and conception of the ar-
gument of too lofty and philosophic a strain for those to whom,
generally apeaking, it was directed. It was impossiblc not to
feel that the person addressing you was a profound thinker, de-
livering a laboured composition. Sir James Mackintosh’s charac-
ter 08 2 spenker, then, was of that sort acquired in a thin house,
where those who have stayed from their dinner have stayed for
the purpose of hearing what is said, and can, therefore, deliver
up their attention undistractedly to any knowledge and ability,
even if somewhat prolixly put forth, which clucidates the sub-
ject of discussion. We doubt if all great speeches of a legislative
kind would not: require such an audience, if they never travelled
beyond the walls in which they were spoken. The passion, the
actlon, the movement of oratory, which nnimates and transports a
argo ussembly, can never lose their effect when passion, action,
" .movement are in the orator’s subject 5 when Philip is at the head
-' of"hrs Macedonians, or Catalive at the gates of Rome. The' emo-
. . liong" ol' fear, revenge, horror, are emotions that all classes and
d scnpuons of men, however ]ofty or low therr mlelleot, ay
' _“ fi el :i—here, then, is the orator 8 proper field. -But again’; there
‘ are subjects, such.ag m'my, if not most, of those dleUased in our
IIonse of Commons, the higher Dearings of wlnch are intelligible
_ only to-a certain order of understandmgs. The reasoning proper
for these is not understood, and cannot therefore be sympathised
with, by the mass. In order not to be insipid to the few, it is
alunost necessary to be dull to the many.  If our houses of legis-
lature sat with closed doors, they would be the most improper
‘nssomblies for the discussion of legislative questions that we can
possibly conceive. They would have completely the tone of
their own cligue.  No one would dare or wish to soar above the
common-places which find a ready echomrr cheer ; all would in-
dulge in that vapld violence against persons, which the spirit of
party is ravely wanting to upplnud -But ps.it is, the man of su-
. perior, mmd standing upon “his own* strenvth, knows and feels
- that he is not speakmw to the Jolling lounum mdolently listening

mdwrduals stretched on the benches around lnm he foels and '

Y knows that he* g speakmg to, and wrll obtam the _sympathy o!'
nll the great and ‘nhgh 'ned spmts of Europe and . this: hears
»and bnoys‘hrm. np;a
‘renoe, in“his immediate nndrence T

. transported vs - in our’ cabinet, and were told that his rising was
the dmner—-hell in the House of Commons ; ; whén we heard that
~some of Mr. Brougham’s almost giguntic discourses were deliver-
~od amidst coughs and impatience ; und when, returning from
our travels, where we had heard of nothing but the genius and
oloquence of Sir James Muckintosh, we encountered him our-
selves in the House of Commons ; on all these occasions we
were sensible, not that Mr. Burke’s, Mr. Brougham’s, Sir James
Mackintesh’s eloquence was less, but that it was addressed to
another audience than that to- which it was apparently delivered,
- Intended for the Honse of Commons only, the style would have
“been absurdly faulty ; intended for the public, it was august and
“correct. There are two different modes of obtaining 1 parliament-
“ary-reputation ; a man may rise in the’ country” by what is sard of
. him in the House of Commons, or he may rise in the House of
T_;'-Cornmona by what is thought and said of him in the country.
" -."Some debaters have the faculty, by varying their style and their
faub_]ects, of alternately addressing both those without and within
“fheir-walls, with cifect and success. Mr. Fox, Mr. Ditt, Alr.
*-Sheridan, Mr. Canning were, and Lord Broughum is, of this
number. Mr. Burke and Sir James Macl\mtosh spoke to the
reason and the imagioation, rather than to the passions ; and
this, together with some fuults of voice and manner, rendered
these great orators (for great orators they were) more powerful
in the printed reports, than in the actual delivery of their speeches,
We ourselves heard Sir James Mackintosh’s great, alinost won-
derful, speech upon Reform. Ve shall never forget the exten-
sive rango of ideas, the energetic grasp of thought, the sublime
and soaring strain of legislative philosophy, with which he
charmed and transported us ; but it was not so witl: the Honse
in general.  His Scotch accent, his unceasing and laboured ve-
hemence of voice and gesture; the refined and speculative elova-
tion of his views, and the vast heaps of hoarded knowledge he
-somewhat prolixly produced, - displeased the taste und wearied
the attention of men who were far more anxious to be amused
and excited, than to be instructed or convinced. We see him
now ! his bald and singularly formed head working to and fro, as
if to collect und then shake out his ideas ; his armn violently vi-
brating, and his body thrawn forward by sudden quirks and
starts, which, vograceful as they were, seemed rather premedi-
tated than inspired. This is not the picture that Demosthenes
would have drawn of a perfect orator : ; and it contains eorie de-

fects that we wonder more care had not heen applied to remedy.
—Nvw Monthly Mugazine.

midst nny coldness, 1mpntlence, or md:ﬁ'e- 'V"ivv-‘"li

“AWhen We pernsed"’the mugmﬁcentoruhons of Mr. Burke, whrch’ -

SPRING AND SUMMER.

' BY CAROLINE ORNE.

Thy steps falr Spring have passed o'er the sod,

And gru.ss springs up where thy light oot trod ;
Brrght buds peep torth, and their petals gay

Unfold in the warmth of the noontide ray,

While the glad bird plumes its radiant wing,
Andits clear, wild'notes thronghi the woodland ring.

Theaquirre! has come from its hollow tree, -
And runs *long the wall [ull of frolic snd glee;
Then darta to the ground, and peeping round sly,
Finds mong the autumn leaves, withered and dry,
The brown beechen nut that it loves right wel),

- Then sits and cunningly strips off the shell.

Thy breath {s abroad in the fragrant breeze,
And the leaves expand on the waving trees :
Thy eye beams bright an the lisher’s home,
That rises in sight of the blue wave’s foam ;
And blithe of heart he unfurls the suil,

And welcomes the bland, suspicious gale.

The heavens behold the giance of thy eye,

And smiling put ona mellower dyc ;

Changed is the storm for the genial shower, .
All balmy with breath of the leaf and the flower,
And the rainbow dressed initsbrilliant dyes,
1ta sinile of promisesends warm from the skies.’

Thy steps bright Summer have passed o'er the vale,
And the high grass waves in-tlie welcome gale;

. Thefragrant strawberry lifts up its head,
And blushing peeps forth from its verdant bed,
And where roses sbroad their-pgffume fling,
The butterfly comes on its brilliaht wing.

In husy throngs with their joyous hum,

Where the clover waves, the merry bees come,
Or nestle where over the garden bowers

The woodbine climbs with its fragrant flowers,
Theirnectar tosip in the carly prime

Of the morning’s fresh und dewy time.

Thou lingerest wlere torrents hoarsely rush. ‘
And they change to the streamlet’s soothing gush :
To the loke's serene, untroubled breast,
The lilies rise up rrom therr cells ofrest,

_And gem it with stars, as puress are thoso,

. '1 hat on the ca]m bosom of ether repose

. J__Tho ghmco ol‘thy smde is bnnht on the \vave,
L '..-,Where the water-fowl loves'its plumoge, to lave
. 'Onthe fr esh green marge,.a child srtsr there, - L
Palling Ilowers to wreath’ wrth her sunny hmr, C ‘, S

: Themmo the wave. looks slv]y 10.see,. i L
. .Her own o8y face full or ianghter and glee. L EICE P

‘ Thuhornsnre nll prled wrlh fragrant hoy,
And now thau preparest Lo hasten away.
"Thou-hast heard the wail of the Autunn breeze,
Cuaught the blush of fruit on the bending trees,
And hast seen through the amber husk appear,
The golden gleam of the ripening ear.

Fargwell ! for the grain is bound into sheaves,

The rustle is heard of withering leaves,

The faiv-haired child on the margin green,

Ol the clear, still Inke no longer is scen,

And thie bird that loved there its plumage to lave,
Has flown to some far-away, sunnier wave.

When thy parting smile, bright Summer grew dim,
- Mute wasthe wood-bird’s swcet vesper hymn.

Mournful and sed was thy farewell tone,

Aslingering it swept lhrough the forest lonc!

Wild was its music upon the hill suIe,

Faint down the vale, its last echo died, '

But loak ! A trim barque is nearing the land—
Children dance merrily on the smooth sand.
With 2 smile on her Jip the mother stands by,
The tear drops of joy glistening bright in her eve.
O dearest to her is Autumn’s blesk gale,

Tor it homeward wafts her husband’s white sail.

PATTERN WOMEN.

BY. MRS, P. W. BALL.
We ofien smile at hearing the name of Helen and Cleopatm;
of Dido and Semiramis, of Andromache and Sappho raked up

from the ashes of antiquity. We beg Andromache’s pardon for

putting her in such bad company, for when Hector sends her backH

from the walls of Illion to her looms und tapestry work, she seems
to have understood a wife’s duty was obedience, despite all mo-
dern writers say to the contrary, for she returns with her boy,
and leaves the martial field to her husband. Now we seldom re-
ceive an article from a young writer, breathing the rose hues of
sentiment and gallant devotion of youth to the fair, bt we meet
those names, and always conclude that the writer did not learn
the classics well enough to understand or translate, or hs would
never bring up those names for pattern women. Helen had a
beaming eye and damask cheek no doabt, or she would not have
put it in the head of fop Paris, to elope with her and leave her
husband.
of her crime, as long as Homer wili be read. . Of Cleopatra, the
beaus y whom age could not wither, a scarcely less, no, not less,

{lyou: are sure to hear of Sappho.,

' nauchty to boot, and the young lady., most: sensrbly oonclndedrto”

For her, a long immortality of mfamy is the guerdon||

a vastly more mfamous record wiil be handed down to postent
so long as Cesar’s’ name or Anthony’s, the. world Toser s e_xw
Let not her heroic snlcrde atone for her proﬁwate crrmes 5 for bad
Avgustys Cmsar been 2 Julius, she had not died, but hved on’
splendid infamy. - She was only the greater criminal because her
mind was as rmpenal as Her beauty, and enabled her to acanre '
power over those who could minister to ber passions ‘and her' om-- 7
bition. 1 had as lief hear a man quote Catharine, the seconch
Zarina of Russia as a pattern, as Cleopatra. The one has been
somewhat mystified by the poets. A barge on the cyndus, and.".
melted pearls, white arms, dark beaming eyes, and swan-like neck,
come up before the imagination, and to us the figure of the other
is that of a big woman in Hussar boots with a beard. Both emi-
nent, both great, and both wicked. Dido, the love-sick queen,
)Semiramis the bloody intriguant, and a hundred others that hrstory
has recorded as exerting the influence of their beauty and station
for the warst purposes, are spoken of as bright luminaries of anti- )
quity. Why the absnrdity of the thing is too great. Thank hea-<
ven we can pornt to woman drstmouhhed for virtue, as well as
beauty, whose power has been exercised in the cause . of good
morals, but really we srcl\en of heann'7 such names called up m
every article written o woman. - o e
Whenever a young ! writer talks, or raves ot' woman s gemuu, kK
Thank heaven there ‘are not -
many remams ‘of her left;- .md allowmn' for the age and chme she.

ltived in; we certamly should not blush at readlng the free tr'msla-‘ '

tiong of what 1emdms of her poetrv, “and }et I much doubt 1f'any
modest woman ever did read them withott a burning cheeh »

To be sure Mr. Pope’s paraphrase of the little brown womnn s
epistle 1o her runaway lover, Phaon, is to be allowed for, hnt rt _
is too bad to hear young gentlemen talking gravely‘to young’
isses of Sappho’s immortal genius. ‘

Wa heard of a lady once who actually desxnned to tal‘e the
lover’s leap 1o render herself immortal, and. had written an ods,
not to-be sure to be hung in the temple of Apollo with her lyre,
but, to be.as near the thing as possible, copied into her muosic
book and placed on her piano, where it would meet the eye of
her fuithless - swain, when her project was drscovered by her,
aunt, a very sensrble woman, who understood common sense bet-
ter than poetry or. romance and who took her! to a Scotch school— ,.
master, and he persuaded her o foreno her prOJect by convmcmg
her that as she was very, beautrf'ul and young it would e hon—
{RERTY Jump ioto the Potomac, whereas Sappho
pmn. arh ¥ or more’ hterally a :horrid u&ly woman, and. very

éefeﬂhei' mtended tnel for rmmortahtyrunul she had *hlessed
some happy man thh lhe charms of her beaunf’ul pérson and
temper. In fact she was very mdmnant ever afterwards, to think
her ¢ pattern’® genius was a mother wrthout being a wife,
But enough of this absurd subject. Women *‘rule the camp,
the grove,”’ and it is only necessary to make her aware of her
power and to cultivate her heart, ber mind, and temper, to rege-
nerate the world, bat -at present, of all things that exist in this
world, women are the least appreciated and worst edacated.
Zanesville Visiter.

THE SLIDE. OF ALPNACH

i Lo ! where it comes

As if to sweep down all tth’B in its treck "

On the south side of Pllatus, a conslderahle mountam near

- | Lucerne, are great forests of spruce fir, oonsrstmg of the ﬁneat

trmber, but in a situation whzch the height, the sleepness, and the '
ruggedoess of the ground, seemed to render muccessthh.. "They
had rarely been visited but by the chamois hunters,* and it was
from them indeed, that the first information concerning the size of
the trees, and the extent of the forest, appears to have . been re-
ceived. These woods are in the canton of Uunderwalden, one of
those in which the ancient spirit of the Swiss republics is the best
preserved ; where the manners are extremely simple, the occu-
pations of the people mostly those of agriculture, where there are
no manufactures, little accumulation of capital, and no commercial
enterprize. In the possession of such masters, the lofty firs of
Pilatus were likely to remain long the ornaments of their native
mountain,

A few years ago, however, Mr. Ruppy, a native of Wirtem-
berg, and a skilful engineer, in which profession he had been edu-
cated, indignant at the political changes eftected in his own coun-
iry, was induced to take refuge among a free people, and came to
settle in the canton of Schwytz, on the opposite side of the lake
of Lucerne. The acconnts which he heard there of the forest.
just. mentioned determined him to visit it, and he was so much
struck by its appearance, that, long and rugzed as the descent
was, he conceived the bold project of bringing down the trees by
no other force than their own weight into the lake of Lucerne,
from which, the conveynnce to the German Ocean was easy and
expeditions. A more accorate sarvey of the ground convinced
him of the pratlcnblhty of the project.

He had- by this time resided long enough in Switzerland to have
both his talents and his integrity in such estrmatron that he was

able to prevail on a number of the proprietors to form a company,



