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Bridge, the launching of the Great lmln.u-d r.hn tin,

o i ot Hhes, s

rxllnll«(\l\'u beer-engine,
ry-rot in tuulu.r. by e

nf Parker's Roman
Lulm,nl. taken out in 18\1) nu«l it wlll Le seen at once how
eon and com) Imul ere Bramah's peroeptions in me-
chanics, and which were dllpln)ml lllk. in swall thi as in
preat. He sed not only ly inventive faculty, but
6 Was quic) h h mecessitates lll'eutlun.

to observe
llu was unduulxkdly the first mnlmnlciln of his day,

for
O Wotkmatstipdss. parha 10, tho grout development, ho
gave to tho ur v— f” B Frou Iis Workstiops came
Flonry, Maudsiay Aoy wvn Clement, whose brillitut me-
ohisuical sohiovements now Vie with those of their chief, Bra-
1nah di his sixty-sixth year, on the vth of December, 1814,
Tihe parish to ¥hiah Dramal bawmed ws broud of thi dis-
tinction he hud uohieved fu tho world, aud creoted &

let to his memory in Nilkstone Chure

lh'unmh was & man of excelleut moral character, tempernte
in his liabits, ofa pious turm of Thitd—-naid 80 St ad HET:

ul wus his temperament, thit he was tho lif und sou) of
en:ly company which he entered, lh- was also benevolent
aud wifectionate; and whilst being neat and methodical fn hig
labits, he knew how to temper liberality with econowmy; and
{t in xelutod of him, that whien there wad n stuguation i trade
he frequently ki !.6 his workmen employed, and laid by the
artioles they produced until trade revived.
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A TRIBUTE T0 OLIVER GOLDSMITH,

(4.)—OLIVER GoLDsMITH was born in the year 1728,
at Pallas, a small village in the parish of Forney, county
Longford, Ireland—his father being r\Juml curate, who
eked out the scanty funds which he derived from his
benefice, by cultivating a small quantity of land. The
uhoquuud career of Uhven is well known to all readers
of English li ; his writing ing atten-
tion chiefly for the unaffected ede, graco, and tender-
ness of his descriptions of rural ‘and domestic life,
Ellis, in reviewing the poet and his writings, has paid
the following graceful tribute to him :—

** Who of the millions whom he has amused, doesn't love
fm? 'To be the most beloved of Knglish writors, what
title that fsfor o mani A wild youth, wayward, bat full of
{endernces und affection, quits thie couirtry village whero Lis

boyhood has been pussed in huppy b luusiu in idle shelter,
infond louging to see lhe world out of achieve
name and fortune—and after years of dire uu’um]e and neg-
loct and poverty, hig heart fuming back oudly to lis

ativo place, wa 16 had Tonged  engerly for o w
slieltored there, ho writes & book And s oom, full of the Tetel:
lections nud feelings of home—he paints the friends and the
scenes of his youth, and yeoples Auburi and Wakefield with
romembrances of Liss nder Lie must, but he carries
away a home el With him, and dies with T on’ his broast
His nature js yumit; in xepose it lougs for chan
.v it looks back for friends and quiet.
ay 1. building aircasties {0 (o mOYTON, OF in. w writing
yesterduy's elegy ; and he would fly away this hour, but that
acago of ncocssty keeps him.. What Js. the chacm of his
verne, of his style, aud humour? His sweet regrets, his deli-
cate compassion, fis soft smile, his tremulous tympathy, the
weakness which'Lie owns¢  Your love Jor, him in haif pity,
You come )!u'. and tived from the day's ba ttle and this sweet
minstrel singg to you ever harm the kind va-
zmue harper?  Whom dld %ho ever hurt?  He catries no
—save the harp on whioh he plays to you; and with
\\hlcll e, delights great and Humble, young and old, tho
cuptains In the tent or the soldiers round the fire nr the
wowen and children in the village, at whose porches he stops
and sings his simple sougs of love and beauty. With ‘that
sweet story of the " Vicar of Wakefield,” he has found entry
into every mtlu and every hamlet in Eul‘olla Not one of us,
lmwnvur bus) , but once or twice in our lives has
sed an erenlnq"ltll him, and undergone the charm of his
delightou music:
The copyright of Goldsmith's Vicar ef Wakefeld
was sold, in 1764, for fifty guineas, to Newberry the
bookseller, in order to enable the writer to discharge a
lueumg debt. It has since earned for its various pub-
ishers great and untold sums,

THE AUTHOR OF THE “ FAERIE QUEENE!”

(9.)—Epsmuxp bmmszn was, with ome illustrious

exception, the greatest of those poets whose genius

brightenedl the closing period. of Queen Elizabeth’s

raign His ca\reér w um briefly sketched—

hrld ‘ Londml. !n l&ﬁ'l bln.:l '{l et ‘M
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a fellowi ﬁ' uitted Iha Uni venuy, wo iv n':

Lutor, e nu nvm 1079 “":n?i:h pnbli.lhed 'lm
aou-udn edica

st PRATD vy, w‘m reatly ettlended i, and abror

secrelary to the Viceroy of Ireland—and it ‘was while 1n that
country that he became intimate with Sir Walter h,
who encoaraged him ln a growing hlolhuunu w m,
{:ulhlu for the Muses, Spenser hi

ed a grant or chm
housand acres of coufiscal t«l lan

: el | ”m e founty g cqgi
which had belonged to the Earl of Desmond,
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KILCOLMAN CASTLE:

hum )ﬂmul! 2 heuss, known w Kilcolman Castle, now a

t must ever be dear to la lovers of ‘genius.
Avaliing himelof s seclusion, he wrrote ther, besides mang
other poems, his ** Complaints,” ueens.

These established his sucs un pr \m him s

coess n
m al pension of fiff s a yed —-Illt o e, In
50 app o Pt 'i,l,..'.'af(n'ﬁu thtmnlvu.lrml doubly
murﬂlinx lmnulu of the many allusions to Ihn poeupln
sonal hll'.or{ eoulll od fn them, viz, ** Colin Clowt's
Ho * Epithalamivm,” the lnl.ur Imvlnn lmlnl
referency to h!l recent nmnlluu In ‘the following year
T petiser revisited Enﬁ ( tis gaid thn! on Inl\ yage he
lost the missing books of * I’ uerie Queene,” but the ll-l\li-
ment is not well lulln.'nllcnwd‘ and llmnn XI.MIII Ix.ﬂl
believing the poem was never completed,

!Inl(lu his poems Spénser wrote an able ‘lmu treatise, called

A View of the State of Ireland,” which, thou hcomplma in
\ﬂnu wae not printed until 1633, mauy years after the auth
death, Tt is i excellent speelmen of old. English style, and
i Oiteh referrod 0 evell How--day in conuection with Trish
questions.

In the year 1508 the poet returned again to Ireland,
and at the outbreak of the rebellion—instigated by the
Earl of Tyrone—Kilcolman Castlo was plundered and
burnt by the cruelty of the i and
the poet and his wife had to fiee for their lhea, leaving
their infant child in the burning pile. Broken in heart,
and ruined in fortune, the poet sought shelter in Londuu,
where, according to the somewhat doubtful testimony
of Ben J“Hm"ﬂﬁ“ died of want in1509. De this as it
may, at any rate he was buried with great pomp by
the ill-fated Earl of Essex, in Westminster Abbey, near
to the grave of Chaucer, and the Countess of Dorset
erected a monument to his memory. Spenser was a
'y of Shak and the i 1, bard
has referred to him in laudatory language in the eighth
sonnet of his *“ Passionate Pilgrim.”

It has been observed of Spenser that ‘“ he is one of
the most purely poetic of all poets. Yet, as it is with
Milton, so it is with him ; his name is spoken with a
proud admiration, and his ¢ Faerie Queenc’ is not read |
Nome, like Hume, find it more a taste than a pleasure,
to read this poem,” Pope says of it—*‘ There is some-
thing that |.}eﬂm us as strongly in one's old age as it
did in one’s youth,” Mr, Craik, in hll :kel«.hu of
Literature and Learning in England, obses the
out L&llm Spenser the greatest of all prmu Wwe ma; ‘E
still say that his poetry is the most poetical of
poetry.” But tastes in literature, as in everything else,
hnlsr, and illustrative of this, it is related that when
Spenser had finished his *“ Faerie Queene,” he carried it to
the Earl of SBouthampton, the great patron of the poets
of that day. The manuscript beiug sent up to the
ear], he read a few pages, and then red the servant
to give the writer twenty pounds. ueadingon he cried
in a rapture, ** Carry the man another twen ponnd.n."

Piovseting P farther, ho exclaimed, * Give tw-nty
unds more 1" But at length, his

duced him at Court: This fod, i 1860, t6 his appointment s

admiration
ing as he read, he said, ““ Go turn ﬁh.udwwmtnlﬂu
hanu,m'i!lnodhrt.hn 1 shall be ruined.”




