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The  Calliopean,

rolled out Jiko a banner fold upon the air, but still the atmos.
phere was as calm, and tho leaves as motionless as before, and
there was ot even o quiver upon tho slecping waters, to toll of
the coming hurricane.

To escape the tempest was impossible.  As the only resort,
wo fled to an oak, that stoud at the foot of a tall and rugged pre-
aipco.—Ilere wo remained, and gazed almost breathlessly upon
the cluuds, marshaling themselves like bloody giants in the sky.
The thunder was not frequent, but every bust was so fearful, that
the young creature who stood by me shut her eyes convulsivoly,
clung with desperate strength to my arm, and shricked as if her
heart would break. A few minutes and the storm was upon us.
During the height of its fury, the lintle givl lifted her finger to.
wards the precipice that towered above us. I looked up and an
ametliystine flame was quivering upon i¢s groy peaks! and the
next moment, the clouds opened, the rocks tottered to their foun.
dations, o roar like the groan of a universe filled the air, and I
felt myself blinded and thrown, T knew not whither. How long
1 retnained insensible I cannot tell 5 but when consciousness re.
turned, the violence of the tempest was abating, the roar of tho
winds dying in the tree tops, and the deep tones of the cloud
coming in fainter murmurs from the eastorn hills.

{ roso and looked tremblingly und almost deliriously around.
She was there—the dear idol of my infant love, stretched out on
the wet green carth,  After a moment of irresolution, 1 went up
and looked upon her. The handkerchief upoa her neck was
slightly rent, and a single dark spot upon her bosom told where
the pathway of her death had been.—At first I clasped her to
my breast with a wild ery of agony, and then laid her down and
gnzed upon her face, almost with a feeling of calmness. Her
bright, dishevelled ringlets clustered sweetly around her brow,
the loak of terror had faded from her libs, and infant smiles were
pictured beautifully there; the red rose-tinge upon her cheek
was lovely as in life, and as I pressed it to my own, the fountain
of tears was opened, and 1 wept as if my heart were waters. I
hgye but a dim recollectian of what followed—1 only know that
I remained weeping and motionless till the coming of twilight,
and that T was then taken tenderly by the hand and led away
where I saw the countenance of parents and sisters.

Many years have gone by on the wings of light and shadow,
but the scenes [ have portrayed still come over me, at times, with
a terrible distinctness. The oak yet stands at the base of the
precipice, but its limbs are black and dead, and the hollow trunk,
looking upwards to the sky, as if “cailing upon the clouds for
drink,” is an emblem of rapid and noiseless decay. A year ago
I visited the spot, und the thoughts of by-gone years came mourn-

fully back to me—thoughts of the little innocent being who fell-

by my side, like some beautiful tree of spring reat up by the
whirlwind 1. the midst of blossoming. But I remembered—and
oh! there was oy w: the memory '—that she had gone where
no lightnings slumber in the folds of the rainbow cloud, and
where the sunhght waters are broken only by the storm.breath
of Omnipotence.

My readers will understand why I shrink in terror from the
thunder. Even the consciousness of security is no relief to me
—my fears have assumed the nature of an instinct, and seem in.
deed a part of my existence, \
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GoLvsita says, “of all the professions, T do not know & more
useful or honorable one than that of a school-master ; at the same
time, I do not see any more generally despised, or cne whose
talents aie less rewarded.”

“ Our Doctor™ forgot to mention printers as being in the same
category. The reason why these two classes are so much ne-
glected is obvious.  Education and refinement are not necessary
to mere anima: life, and to live the sensuous reign of a day is
the highest ambition of too many. We wot of a printer wha
worked hard and manfully to get his bread by toil, but failed,

* He went to brewing beer, and made a fortune. e used to say

3. every » .y had stomachs, whereas very few were blessed with
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Oharaster of Dr. Johnson.

In a world which exists by the balance of antagnnists, the ze.
spective merit of the conservator and innovator mm-t ever re.
main debatable. Grent, m the meanwhile, and undoubted, for
both sides, 1s the ment of him who, in a day of chaage, walks
wiscly—honestly. Johnson'’s aim was in itself an impossible
on ¢ this of stemming the cternal flood of Time—af clutching
all things, and anchoring them Jdown, and saying—movn not!
How could it, or should it, ever have success? "The strongest
man can but retard the current partially, and for a short hour,
Yet even in such siiortest rotardation may not an inestimable
value lic? If England has escaped the blood-bath of a French
rovolution, and may yet, in virtue of this delay and of thoe expe.
rience it has given, work out her deliverance calmly into & new
era, let Samuel Johnson, beyond all contemporary or suceceding
men, have the praise for it. Woe said above that ho was ap-
pointed to be ruler of the British natlon for a scason: whoso
will look beyond the surface—into the heart of the world’s move-
ments, may find that all Pi:t administrations, and the continental
subsidies, and Waterloo victories, rested orn the possibility of
making England, yet a little while, Toryisk, loyal to the old ; and
this again on the anterior reality, that the wise had found such
loyalty still practical and recommendable. England had its
Hume, as France had its Voltaires and Diderots ; but the John.
son was peculiar to us.

If we ask now by what endowment it mainly was that John.
son realized such a lifo for himnself and others ; what quality of
character the main phenomena of his life may be most naturally
subordiuated to, in our conception of him, perhaps the answer
were—The quality of courage, of valor ; that Johuson was a
brave man. The courage that can go forth, once and away, to
Chalk Farm, and have itself shot and snuffed out with decency,
is nowise wholly what we mecan here.

The courage we desire and prize, is not the courage to dic
decently, but to live manfully. ‘This, when by God’s grace it
has been given, is deep in the soul ; like geninl heat, fosters all
other virtues and gifts ; without it they could not live.

That mercy can dwell only with valor, is an old sentiment or
proposition, which, in Johason, again reccived confirmatiou.
Few men on record have had a more merciful, ténderly afiec-
tionate nature than old Samuel. He was called the Bear, and
did indeed too often look and roar like one, being foreed to itin
his own defence ; yet within that shaggy cxterior of his there
beat a heart warm as a mother’s—soft as a little child’s,  Nay,
generally his very roaring was but the angor of aff ction—the
rage of a bear, if you will; but of a bear berenved of her whelps.
Touch his religion, glance at the Church of Eagland, or the Di-
vine Right, and he was upon you! These things were s sym-
bols of all that was goud and preciovs for men—his very ark of
the covenant ; whoso laia band on them tore asunder his heart of
hearts. Not vut of hatred to the opponent, but of love to the
thing opposed, did Johnson grow cruel—fiercely contradictory ;
this 15 an unpurtant distinction never to be forgntten in our cen.
sure of lus conversntionnl outrages, But observe, also, with
what humanity, what openness of love, he can attach himself to
all things :—.0 a blind oll woman, to a Dr. Levett. to a cat
“fodge.” His thoughts in the latter part of his life were frc-
quently employed on his deceased friends : he cofien muttered
thesc, or such like sentences—* Paor man ! and then he died ¥
How he patiently converts his poor home into a lazaretto; en.
dures, for long years, the contradiction of the miserable and un.
reasonable, with him unconnected, save that they had no other
to yield them refuge! Generousoldman! Worldly possession
he has little ; yet of this he gives freely from his own hard.earn.
ed shilling, the halfpence for the poor, that ¢ waited his coming
out’ of one not quiteso poor ! A Sterne can write sentimentali.
tics on dead asses : Johason has a rough voice ; but he finds the

wretched daughter of vice fallen dowa in the street—carrics her -

home on his own shoulders, and, like a good Samaritan, gives
help to the help-needing worthy or unworthy.  Ought not chal-
rity, even in that sunse, to cover a multitude of sins T—Carlyle's
Miscellany. . M
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