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shall wéleall it, what ought to have been hay, must be drawn into
the yards, it was good for nothing but Muck.  It'sterribly wet,”
says he, “and them oats js wet.” ¢ Ay, ay,” said I, in disgust,
it's all wet, Richard, all wet, wet, wet.” * No, your honor, quoth
Michard, with his-moost exquisite look, “it ain't all wet, the cow's
dry " ‘
My dear Euscbius, ever yours ——.--- Bluckwood.

BELLS, AND TIIEIR ASSOCIATIONS.
BY CHARLES LANMAN.

I have always loved the sound of bells, Sometimes, it is true,
their music is associated with distress and gloom ; but even then,
they have a voice of instruction.  And how often do they re-create
seenes which swell the bieart with gladness, and make us feel that
there is much that is good and beautiful in human nature! Who
does not love to listen to their musie on the sucred Sabbatl, in the
midst of a great city ?

1t is the morning of a day in June.
do they eall the worshippers to the house of God!
which a few hours ago seemed well nigh deserted, are now throng-
ed with people.  The old man, trudging along upon his stafl’; the
bright-cyed maiden, with her sylph-like form; parents and chil-
dren ; the happy and the sorrowful, are all hastening to their devo-
tions. The bells are again silent ; the swelling tones of the organ
now fall upon the ear. Let us enter this ancient pile, whose spire
’ puin;s‘upwar(ls’ to a ‘house not made with hands, cternal in the
1cav A great multitude fills its aisles.  The first psalm has
been sung.  Listen now. to the humble, devout prayer, of the gray-
haired pator.  Anon, the sermon commences. A breathless si-
lence prevails; while from the speaker’s tongue, flow forth

Tith what a soleinn tone
The streets,

heavens.’

¢ Instruction, admonition, comfort, peace.’

Is there any thing on carth, more beautiful thana scenc like this?
Does it not speak 1o us of that “continual ¢ity' whose maker and
builder is God? whose streets are paved with gold, whose inhabi-
tants are the children of the All-benevolent?

How difierent the scene which the fire bell brings to the mind !
Ttsfearfusl strokesseem to articnlate the fearful words, ¢ Fire! fire !
fire I' We know that the work of destruction is going on.  Wehear
W mtl.lmg engines over the stony str eets, the confused ery of men,
and the wailings of distress.  The rich man’s dwelling is wrapt in
Hames with the humble abode of his neighbour.  'The flame ban-
ners flout thie air; the unoke rises upward and mingles-with the
midnight clouds, - -

The confusion is passed.  On the spot where stood the fairest
portion of a noble ¢ity, a heap of smouldering ashes alone-arrests

he eye. The rich m.s.n,]ms; been reduced to.poverty; the poor
mnan is still more poor! God help lnm, aud his hclplcss little
ones !

Ennobling thoughts spring up within us, when we hear the ma-
ny-voiced bells, on aday of public rejoicing. . They may speak to
us of blood, yet they tell of glorious victories.
morate the triumphs of the mind, or the noble achievements of the
philanthropic and the good.
wingled with martial musie, and the roaring of cannon, while a

They may comme-
Peal en peal echous through the air,
tousand natioval standards float gaily in the brecze. ‘T'ouching
and grand is the music of the bells on such a day as this |

fa the silent watches of the night, how often bave I Leen startled
by the sound of the neighbouring clock ! DMy mind bas then gone
Then the bells
Nave seemied Lo me to be the winstrels of Time ; an old man, with
beut form, Lis seythe and hour glass in his withered hands,  All
over the world, are his stationary minstrels; striking their instru-
ments and heaving a sigh for the thoughtlessness of men. At such
an hour, when the world was wrapt in silenee, at the sound of a
bell, the past has vanished like a seroll, and 1 have been borne, as
on eagle's wings, back to the days of my boyhood. T have sported
and gambolled with my playmates upon the village green; hunted
the wild duck ; explored lonely valleys, or sailed upon the lake,
which almost washed the threshold of my happy home; and gwed
into its clear blue depths, and fancied that the trout revelling joy-
fully there, were bright and beautiful spirits! I have sat once more
buside that dear girl, who was my first and only love, and sang to
Tier the Lallads of the olden time; while

farth, to wunder over the wide region of thought.

* She sat, and gazed upon me,
With those deep and tender eyes,
Like the stavs, so still, and saint-like
Looking downward from the skies,’

1 have awain heard her breathe my nane, in necents swecter than
the song ot the nightingale.  Another stroke of the bell, and the
waking visiou vanished ; the ¢voice in my dreaming car melted
away! Then have I shed bitter, bitter tears, upon my loncly pil-
low!

How striking is the ship-bell at sea, which measures the time of
the sailor, when, wrapt in slumber, and in the midst of pleasant
dreams, heis summoned to enter upon his watch,  Ilow often too
has the fearful alarum bell sounded at midnight, aud proved to be
but the kncll 'of happy henrta or summoned wany brave mariners
1o their ocean-grave,

And there is the light-house bell, which sends forth its shrill
voice of warning, when the wind and waves are high.  Look out
through the thick darkness, and behold that ship! ITow she trem-
Jies in the trough of thesen! She lias heard the signal of danger,

and now changes her course. : The wind fills her sails, and nobly
she meets and conquers the angry billows. A little while, and the
dangerous reef is far behind her. TFrecasa mountain Inrd, she pur-
sues her way over the ¢waste of waters.’ “

Take a more peaceful scene,  Enter yonder village, reposing in
beauty on the distant plain. It has but one church, yet'in that
church thereis a bell. The inhabitants are familiar with its tones,
for it has for many years called them to the housc of prayer. ‘At
an early hour every day, its musical voice is heard ; and methinks,
if it could be interpreted, its Janguage would be: © Arise!.arise !
ye murn'u;g slumberers, and improve your time; for your hours
arc passing speedily away.’

But hark ! the bell sounds out once more.  Slowly and solemn-
ly! Itisa funeral. They are bearing to her tomb one who was
young, beautiful, and good. Deside that murmuring rivulet they
have made her grave. It is a peaceful resting-place, upon which
no one can lock, and say that the grave is fearful :

»

¢ All the discaords, all the strife,
All the ceaseless feuds of life,
Sleep in the quict grave:

Tushed is the battle’s roar,

The fire's rage is o’cr,

The wild volcano smokes no more:
Deep peace is promised in the lasting grave ;
Lovely, lovely, is the grave!

Glorious was the robe in which the sun was
For the last
The anvil

It is now evening,. ]
decked, when he went down behind the distant hills !
time to-day, does the bell sound out its warning tone.
is at rest. 'The post-office, where were assembled the village poli-
ticians, is now closed.  All places of business are deserted. The
members of many a houschold have gathered around the family al-
tar, to offer up their evening sacrifice of prayer. Ina fow short
hours, that little village is silent as the grave.  Even the baying of
the watch-dog has ceased, and the whip-poor-will has sung herself
tosleep.  Nothing is heard but the sighing of the wind among the
trees, and nothing is scen above, but the clear blue sky, and the
moon, and stars,

Such, gentle reader, are some of the associations eonnected with
the sound of bells.  May they awaken in kindred hearts pleasant

remembrances of the past '— Knickerbocker.

From the works of Shelley, edited by his widow.
ROME.

Ve visited the Forum and the ruins of the Coliscum every day.
The Coliscum is unlike any work of human hands I ever saw be-
fore. Itisof enormous height and cireuit, and the arches built of
massy stone, are piled.on one another, and jut into the blue air,
shattered into the forms of overhanging rocks. It has been chang-

_ed by time into the image of an amphitheatre of rocky hills, over-

grown by the wild olive, the myrtle, and the fig-tree, and threaded
by litidle paths, which wind among its ruined stairs and immeasura-
ble galleries: the copsewood overshadows you as you wander thro’
its labyrinths, and the wild weeds of this elimate of flowers blooms
under your feet.  The arena is covered with grass, and pierces, like
the skirts of a natural plain, the chasmsof the broken arches around.
But a smal! part of the exterior surfice remains; it is exquisitely
light and beautiful ; and the effvets of the perfection of its architee-
ture, adorned with ranges of’ Corinthian pilasters, supporting abold
corniee, is such, as to diminish the effect of its greatness. Thein-
terior isall ruin. I can scarcely believe that when enerusted with
Dorian marble, and ornamented by columns of Egyptian granite,
its effect could have been su sublime and so impressive as in its
present state. It is open to the sky, ®nd it was the clear and sun-
ny weather of the end of November in this climate, when we visit-
ed it, day after day. Near it is the arch of Constantine, or rather
the arch of Trajan; for the servile and avaricious senate of degraded
Rome ordercd that the monument of his predecessor should be de-
molished, in order to dedicate one to the reptile, who'bad crept
among the blood of his murdered family to the supreme power. It
is exquisitely beautiful and perfect. The Forum is a plain in the
mnidst of Rome, a kind of desert, full of heaps of stones and pits,
and though so near the habitations of men, is the most desolate
place you can conceive.  The ruins of temples stand in and around
it, shattered columnus, and ranges of others complete, supporting
cornices of exquisite workmanship, and vast vaults of shattered
domos distinet with regular compartments, once filled with sculp-
tures of ivory or brass. The temples of Jupiter, and Concord, and
Leace, and the Sun, and the Moon, and Vesta, arg all within a
short distance of this spot.  Behold the wrecks of what a great na-
tiononee dedicated to the abstractions of the mind! Rome is a ci-
ty, as it were, of the dead, or rather of those who cannot die, and
who survive the puny generation which inhabit and pass over the
spot which they have made sacred to cternity. In Rome, at least
in the first enthugiasm of your recognition of ancient time, you see
nothing of the Italians, The, nature of the city assists the delu-

| sion, forits vast and antique walls describe a circumference of six-

teen miles, and thus the population is thinly scattered over this
space, neatly as great as London. Wide wild fields are enclosed
within it, and there are grassy lanes and copses winding among the
ruins, and a great green hill, lonely and bare, which overhangs the
Tiber.  The gardens of the modern palaces are like wild woods of
vedar, and cypress, and pine, and the neglected walks are overgrown
with weeds. The English bur)mn‘-wround a green slope neat

the walls, under the pyramidal tomb of. Cestius,.and is, J.think; the:
most beautiful and solemn cemetery I ever beheld. _ To see the sun
shining on its bright grass, fresh, when we first visited it, with the J
autumnal dews, and hear the whlspermg of the wind among thc- K
leaves of the trées which have ¢ overgrown the tomb of Cestlus, and
the seil which is stirring in the sun-warm earth, and to mark the «
tombs, mostly of women ‘and young people who were buried there,
one might, if one were to die, desire the sleep they seem to sleep.
Such is the human mind, and so it peoples with its wiches vacane),
oblivion.

( Of the modern city, he thus speaks ; his estimate of St. Peter’s
at all events differs from that of traveliers in general ;) ‘

What shall I say of the modern city> TRome is yet the capltal
of the world. It is a city of palaces and temples, more glorious |
than those which any other eity contains, and of ruins more glo-
rious than they.  Seen from any of the eminences that surround it,
it exhibits domes beyond domes, and palaces, and co]onnades, in=’
terminably, even to the horizon ; interspersed with patches of de-
sert, and mighty ruins whieh stand gilt by their own desolation, in
the midst of funes of living religions and the Labitations of living
men in sublime loneliness,  St, Peter's is, as you have 'hea'rd, the
loftiest building in Europe. Externally it is inferior in architec-
tural beauty to St. Paul’s, though not wholly devoid of it ; inter-
nzlly it exhibits littleness on a large scale, and is in. ewery respect af
oppesed to antiq.uc taste. You kinow my propcnsxt} to adn‘nre,
and I tried to persuade mysclf out of this opinion, in vain; 1be
more I sce of the interior of St. Peter’s, tlie less i xmpressxon as a’
whole does it produce on me. I cannot even think it lofty, thounrh
its dome is considerably higher than any hill within fifty miles of
London : and when one reflzcts, it is an astonishing monument : of
the daring energy of man. Its colonnade is wonderfully fine, and’
there are two fountains, which rise in spire-like eolumns of water -
to animmensc height in the sky, and falling on the porphyry vases.
from which they spring, fill the whole air with a radiant mist;
which at noon is thronged with innumerable rainbows.  In the
widst stands an cbelisk. In front is the palace-like facade of St.
Peter’s, certainly magnifieent ; and there is produced, cn the whole,
an architeetural combination unequalled in the world. But the
dome of the temple is concealed, except at a very great distance, hy:
the fagade and the inferior partof the building, and that. contrivance:.
they call an attic. 'The effct of the Pantheon is totally the ré-
verse ‘of that of St. Peter's. Though not a fourth part of ‘the size,
it is, as it were, the visille image of the universc; in the:perfec-
tions of its proportions; as when you: regard the unmeasured dome-
of beaven, the magnitude isswallowed up and lost. Itis open .to. ‘
the sky, and its wide domeis lighted by the'ever.changing 11]um1- }:
nation of the air. Tle clouds of noon fly over it,-and at mo'ht the- :
keen stars are scen through the czure darkness, hanging 1mmm n- o
bly, or driving after the driving movn among the clonds. We Vie
sited it by moonlight ; it is supported by sixteen' columns,. ﬂuted
and Corinthian,, of a certain rare and beautiful yellow marble, ex-
quisitely polished; called here giallo antico. Above these are the
niches for the statues of the twelve gods. This is the only défect of
this sublime temple : there ought to have been no interval between:
the commencement of the dome and the'cnrnice,?\supported by the:
columms.  Thus there would have been no diversion from the mag-
nificent simplicity of its form. This improvement is also wanted.
to have completed the unity of the idea.

A PEEP AT THE STAFFORDSHIRE POTTERIES.

Some of the greatest distinctions among the people of this conn-
try arise from the trades and conscquent habits.of different distriets..
The weaving and cotton spinning swains of Lancashire, the miners.
of Derby rshire and Cornwall, the m'echanics of -Sheffield and Bir-
mingham, the carpet-weavers of Kidderminster, and ribbon-weav-
ers of Coventry, the potters of Staffordshire, the keelmen of New-,
castle-on-Tyne, the colliers of that neighbourhood, the shepherds,
of the North and the Shepherds of the South Downs, the agricul-.

. tural peasantry, each and all have their own peculiar chnractenstxc&

of personal aspect, langunage, tastes and tones of, mind, which - it
would be worth while to trace out and record.  It.wouid have the.
good effect of making the different districts better acquainted with
cach otﬁcr, and would present features that would surprise many
who think themselves pretty familiar with the population of their
native-land.  We will answer for it that there are few who have.
any accurate or lively idea of that singular district which furnishes.
us with the carthenwares we are- daily using, from the common red
flower-pot to the most superh table-services of porcelain, fro the.
child’s plaything of a decr or Jamb resting under a highly verduous
crockery tree, to the richest ornaments of the mantel piece, or chaste
and beautiful copies of the Portland on Barberini vase. Who has
a knowledge of this district? Who is aware that it covers with its.
houses and factories a tract of tea miles in length, three or four in.
width, and that in it a population of upwards of 70,000 persons is.
totally engaged in making pots, that cooks and. scullions all over-
the world may enjoy the breaking of them? ,Such, however, is-
the reputed extent and population of the Staffordshire Potteries. .

The general aspect of the Pottcries is striking. The great ex~
tent of workmen’s houses, strect after street, all of one size and:
character, has a singular effect on the stranger. - From the vicinity-
to the moorlands and to the Park of Derbyshire, the country in:
which the Potteries are situated is diversified with long ridges of



