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Prospect ail arounid was as duli and cheerless as ice colouç, In the inidst wcrc en tile two great rata-asnd snow could make it. To a mind like hers, racts, but merely as a feature i the wide landscape,hoeeNiagara could flot be long uninteresting, The sound was by no means overpowering, and thehowevcr, louds of spray, which Fan.ny Butler called so beau.and she soon learned to view it as one of the rnost tifuîîy the fc everiasting, incense of the wvaters," nowsublime spectacles with which lavish nature has de- condensed ere tey rose by'the excessive cold., feilcorated the world :-round the base of the cataracte in fleecy folds, justWell! Ihav see thso ataacteof iagraconcealing that furjous embrace of the waters aboveilb have bneen mymind' ctref vera and the waters below, Ail the associations whichicrmmerhc have beedrd nmymnd a evey "c ihood' in imagination 1 had gatl ered round the eicene, itsthought, my youth's desire," since tirst my imagi- aplngrros it0olsbun euy oenation ivas awakened to wondcr and to, wi-sh. 1 an egt n eoiy n mcstwr ihave beheld them, and shali 1 ihisper it to yo ! diminished in effect, or wholly lost.but, 0 tell it not among the Philistin0 5 !-l svish 1 Following ber back to Toronto, we find ber re-had noL! 1 wish they ivere saili a thingr unbeheld- viewing the German poets with the clear perceptiona tbing to hc i'ygind, hoped, and ànticipated- 0something *to live for :-the reality bas displaced hibmrbepotaueofteenaehrctsfrom mny mind an illusion far more magnificent than or Shakspeare, and in linguage correct and pure asitself-l have no words for my utter disaàppointment: that whicb distinguishes her in the îvbole of ber pre-yet 1 bave flot the presumrption to suppose that ail 1 viosirtn. heIltue' acai ge-have beard and read of Niagara is false or exao.,e- ou mviig.Tee"suis r gi arerated-that every expression of astonishment, en-al rkni pnb h vr a vnso ht.busiasm, rapture, is affectation or hyperbole. No ! Upper Canadian metropolis, and hy reflectionsit must be niy own fault. Terni, and som-e of the wbich prove tbat, though an atithor, with a pen ofSiviss cataracts. leaping frorn their mounitains, bave masculine vigon r, site is a woman in feeling andaffected me a tbousand times more than ail the im-mensty o Nigara O coud bet mscîf mdsentiment, wvtb a heart delighting in the exercise ofnosv there je n~o belp !-the first moment, the irst kindly sympathies.impression is over-.. is lost ; thougla i should live a The "lposition of woman"' lia shared a good dealthousand years, long as Niagara itsejf shali roil, 1 ofbratnin'nntbubsmtmstobl

can neyer see it again for the first trne, Sometbing-la~ ~ goeta antb etra"htbscm and independent, ber reflections ition this subject-over my sou! and senses 1-1 arn no longer Anna- are just. The intellect of woman cannot be tool amn metamorphosed-i arn translated-l arn an higbly cultivatcd ; Mrs. Jameson 3ays :.ass's head, a clod, a wooden spoon, a fat weed Men, our natural protectors, our lawgivers, our~roingon eth's ank a toc, astoe, peri- masters, Lhrow us upon our own resources ; the qua-iaction-for bave 1 flot seen Niagara, the wonder of lities which they pretend to admire in us-the over-wonders ; and felt-no words can tel! w1hat disap- flowing, the elinging' affections of a warm-heart-.,pointment! the bousebold devotion-the submissive wvisb toThe country tbrough whicb she passed, on lier please, that feels Ilevery vanity ini fondness lost ,rot t h Fls hwvri sieofwite n the tender sbrinking sensitivencss wvhicb Adamrout totheFals, oweerin pit ofiviterandthoug(ht so cbarming, in bis Es-e-to cultivate these,its snows, more than satisfied ber anticipations, and b'I mnale themn, by artitlcial mncans, the staple of thelier description of it is rich in poetry and truth :- iwomanly character, is iL flot to cultivate a taste forBeautiful must this land be in summer, sinco sunshine and roses, in those wc send to pass theireven now it is beautiful. The flower garden, the lises in the aretie zone ? IVe bave gone aivýytrim sbrubbery, the lawn, the rneadowiv itb ifs from natare, and -ive must, if we can, stbtitutebedgerows, ishen fro.-en up and s-vrapt in snow, ai- another nature. Art, literature and science, remainways gise me the idea of somnething flot only deso- to us. Religion, which formerly opened thse dooralate but dead : Nature is the ghost of berself, and jof nufnceries and convents to forlorn women, nowtrails a spectral paîl; 1 always feel a kirîd of pity-1 mingling lier beautifual and sootbing influence ivitha toucb of melancholy-vhen at tbia season 1 bave resources whicb the prcjudiccs of the world baveivandered amon- wvithcred sbrubs andl buricd ibowver- yet left open to us, teaches us another lesson, thatbeds ; but here, in the wiiderness, îvhere Nature is only in iitility, such as is left to us, only in the'assi-wholly iudependent of art, she dues not die, nor yet duous cmployment of sucb faculties ris wve are per-mourn ; she lies dosvn to rest oni tbe bosom of IV7in. mitted to exercise, can ive find health and p'Oacc, andter, and the aged one folds ber i his robe of ermine compensation for the wasted or reprcssed imputlsesa.nd jeivels, and~ rocLs her with bis hurricanes, and and energies more prope LouS-more natural-hushes ber to sleep. llow stillit i as ! howv caîm, perhaps more pleasing to God ; but trusting in bishow vast the glittering wbite waste and the d ark~ mercy, and using the means he bas given, wve mnustPurpie forcsts ! The sun shone out, andl the sky do the best we can for oÙrselves ardofor our sister-lias without a cloud; yet wce sawv fewv people, and bood. The cruel pre.iudiccs wbicb would have shutfor many miles the bissing- of our sleigh, as ive fiew us out from nobler consolation and occupations bavealong-- upon our dazzling patb, and the tinkling of ceiised in great part, and will soon hc rernbercdebe sleimb-bclls' iere the only sounds we beard. only as the rude, coarse barbarism of a by-gone
lier firat vicis of tise Falls is thus beautifully des-woCribed :-Coleuiidge, bh as said and written the ntcribed beautiful, the most tender, the most reverential1 was not, for an instant, aware of their pre- tbings of woman-who understands better than anysence ; we were lyet at a distance, looking- down maný an ot t 1 rnay cal! the metaphysies of

tIPon thern; and 1 saw at ofle «lance a flat extèn- , any oetg, wayuil rm beh aetdbive plain , the sun havirug îvi4brawn its beams for that the perfection of a wonian's ch3racter is to hf,ibe moment, therc wus neither light, nor -çhade, itor u-harccterzess. IlEvcry man," maid ho, Ilwould like


