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Tuere i3 a noble passage in Ludictivg, in
which he deseribes a savage in the early
stagoes of the world, when men were yet con-
tonding with beasts the possesion of the
carth, fiying with loud shricks through the
woods from the pursuit of some ravenous
animuls, unable to fabricate arms for his
defence, and withot art to staunch the at.
streaming wounda inflicted on him by his
four-footed competitor. But there isa deeper
subject of speculation, if we carry our
thoughta back to that sull carhier period
when the beasts of the field and forests held
undivided sway; when Titanian brutes,
whose race has been long extinet, exercised
a terrific despotism over the subjeet carth;
and that “bare forked animal,” who i¢
pleased to dub himself the Lord of the Crea-
tion, had not been ealled up ont of the dust
to agsume his soi-dissant suprentcy, 1"hiloso-
phers and geologists discover in the bowels
of the carth itself indisputable proofs that it
must have been for many centuries nothing
more than a splendid arena for monsters. We
have searcely penetrated beyond its surface ;
but, whenever any convulsion of natuie
afford? ug o little deeper insight into her
recesses, wo seldom fail to discover fossil
remains of gigantic creatures, though, amid
all these organic fragments, we never cn-
counter the slightest trace of any human
relics.  Ilow strange the thought, that for
numeroug, perhaps innumerable centurics,
this most beautiful pageant of the world per-
formed its magnificent evolutions, the sun
and moon rising and setting, the seasons
following their appointed succession, and the
ocean uprolling its invariable udes, for no
other apparent purpose than that fions and
tigers might retire howling to their dens ng
the shaking of the ground proclaimed the
appronch of the mammoth, or that the behe-
moth might perform his unwieldy flounder-
ingsin thedeep! Ifow bewildering the idea
that the glorious firmament and its constel-
Inted lights, and the varicolored clouds that
hang like pictures upon its sides, and the
perfume whieh the flowers scatter from their
painted censerg, and the blushing &uity that
delight the oye not less than the palate and
the perpetunl music of windy, waves and
woods, should have been formed for the re-
cteation and cmbellishment of ¢ vast me-
nageric |

And yet wo shall be less struck with won-
der that all this beauty, pomp, and delight,
should have been thrown away upon undis-
cerning and unreasonable brates, if we call
to mind that many of thoso human bipeds, to
whom nature has given the ‘“os sublime.”
have little more perception or enjoyment of
her charms than a  cow ou & common, or o
goose on n green” Blind o her more ob-
vious wonders, we cannot expect that they
should be interested in the silent but stu-
pendous miracles which an invisible hand is
perpotually performing around them—that
they should ponder on the mysterious, and
even contradictory metamorphoses which the
unchanged though change-producing enrth is
unceasingly cflecting. She convertsanacorn
into a mnjestic oak, and they heed it not,
though they will wonder for whoic months
how harlequin changed & porter-pot into n
nosegay ; ~she raises from a little bulb a
statcly tulip, nnd they only notice it to re-
mark, that it would bring n good round sum
in ITolland ;—from one sced she claboratesan
exquisite flower, which diffuses o delicious
perfums, whilo to snother by its side she
imparts an offensive odour; from some she
extracts a poison, from nthcrs a balm, while
from the reproductive powers of asmall grain
ghe contrives to feed the wholo populous
carth ; and yet these matter-of-course gcntr},
kecause suchmagical paradoxes are habitus?,
sco in them nothing more strange than tlmt
thoy themselves should cease to be hungry
when they have had their dinners, or thattwo
and two should make four, when they are
adding up their Christmas bills. It is ol no
use to remind such obtuso plodders, when
recording individual entiiusiasm, that

+ My chamer s not e alune, iy sweeld
And she that sweetens ot v bitien tog,
Nature, enchanung Natare, mt w hose ot
Ant? Unenmonts diviso §tmce a hand
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for though s} muy be fr(-e to them, she some-
bmes preser s them, instead of a prize, “an
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Z\a crjoyment can be set off againat

tniversil blank  The most astounding muni- { amputation of a limb, or many permanent dis-

festations, if they reeur regularly, are un-
marked ; it i3 only the trifling devistions
from their own duily experience that set them
gaping in a stupid astonishment.

For my own part, [ thank Heaven that 1
can never step out into this giorions world,
I ean never Jook forth upon the flowery cnrth,
and the glaneing waters, and the blue sky,
without fecling an intense and ever new de-
light; a physieal pleasure that makes mere
¢iistence delicivus.  Apprehensions of the
rheumat'sm may deter me from imitating the
noble fervour of Lord Bacon, who, in a
shower, uscd sometimes to take off his hat,
that he m.ght feel the great spirit of the
universe descend upon him ; but I had rather
gulp down the balmy rir than quaff the
richest ambrosia that was ever tippled upon
Olympus; for while it warms and expande
the heart, it produces no other intoxication
than that intellectual abandonment which
gives up the whole soul to a riingled over-
flowing of gratitude to Heaven, and benevo-
lence towards man, “ Were I not Alexander,”
said the Emathian madman, “1 would wish
to be Diogenes ;” so, when fea.ting upon this
acrial beverage, which ig like swallowing so
much vitality, I have heen tempted to ejacu-
Inte: “*Were [ not a man, I should wish to
be a chameleon.” In Pudding Lane, and the
Minories, I am aware that this potation, like
Irish whiskey,is apt to have to have the smack
of the smoke somewhat too strong ; and even
the classic ntmosphere of Conduit-street may
occasionally requiro a little filtering : but I
speak of that pure, racy, clastic element
which I have thia morning been inhaling in
one of the forests of France, where, beneath
a sky of inconceivable loveliness, I reclined
upon a mossy bank, moralizing like Jacques;
when, as if to cowmplete the scene, n stag
emerged from the trees, gazed at me for a
moment, and dashed across an opening into
the far country. Iere was an end of cvery
thing Shakspearian, for presently the sound
of horns made the welkin ring, and a set of
grotesque figures bedizened with lnce dresses,
cocked hats, and jack-boots, deployed from
the wood, and followed the chase with
praiseworthy regularity, the nobles taking
the lcad, and the procession being brought
up by the valels des chicns a pied Soli-
titude and silence again succeeded to this
temporary interruption, though in the amaz-
ing clearness of the atmosphere I conld see
tbe stag and his pursuers scouring across the
distant plain, like a pigmy pageant, long
after I had lost the sound of the horns and
the baying of the dogs A man must have
been abroad to form an idea of this luced-
ness and transparency, which confers upon
him a new sense, or at least enlarges an old
one by the additionai tracts of country which
it places within his visual grasp, and the
heightened hues with which the wide horizon
is invested by the crystal medium through
wlich it is surveyed. T feel this extension
of power with a more emphatic complacency,
Leenuse it seetns to impait a warmer zest to
religious impressions; though I suspect
novelty contributes liberally to the result,
as I do not by any means find & correspon-

cure them.
the enthugiasm of a young Mussulman, whe
threw himself upon the enemny’s Innces, sing-
ing religious bymns, proclaiming that he
saw the black-eyed llouris of Paradise
waiting with open arms toembrace him, and
cheerfully sought destinction that he might
revel in lasciviousness.
courage of principle, nor the fervor of pa-
triotism, but the drunkenness of sensunlity.
The cunning device of Mahowet, in offering
a posthumous bonus to those who would

enses ; and our distributiong of a future state
strikingly attest this inherent inequality.
The torments are intelligible and distinet
enough, and lack not a tangible conception;
but the beaunties are shadowy and indefinite,
and, for want of some experimental standard
by which to estimate them, are little better
than abstractions.

In the temperate and delicioua climates of

the ecarth, which ought te operate as per-
petual stimulants to gratify piety, there is, I
apprehend, too wmuch enjoyment to leave
room for any great portion of religious fer-
vour.
with this warld to look much beyond it.
have no objection,” said an English gailor,”
“to pray upon the occasion of a storm or a
battle, but they make us say prayers on board
our ship when it is the finest weather pos-
sible, and not an enemy’s flag to be seen !’
This isbut a blind aggravation of a prevalent
feeling among mankind, when the very bles-
sings we enjoy, by attaching us to earth,
render us alinost indifferent to heaven. Wien

The inhabitants are too well satisfied
143 }

they were comforling o King of France upon
his death-bed with assurances of a perennial
throne amid the regions of the blessed, he
replied with a melancholy air, that he was
perfectly satisfied with the Tuilleries and
France. I myself began to feel the ener-
vating cffects of climate, for there hus not
been a single morning, in this country, in
which [ could have submitted, witha reason.
able good bumour, fo be kanged; while in
England, T have experienced many days, in
and out of November, when I could have
gone through the operation with stoieal in-
difference ; nay, have even felt an extraordi.
nary respect for the Ordinary, and have re-
quested Mr. Ketch to  aceept the assurances
of my distiaguished consideration” for
taking the trouble off my own hands, I am
capable of fecling now why the Neapolitans,
in the late invasion, boggled about ex-
changing, upon a mere point of honor, their
sunny skies, f'lovc-breathing woods and lute-
resounding waves,” and the sight of the
dancing Mediterranean, for the silence and
darkness of the cold blind tomb. Falstaffs
in every thing, they * like not such grinning
honor as Sir Walter hath,” From the same
cause, the luxurious Asiatics have always
fallen an casy prey to the invader; while the

Arab hes invariably been ready to fight for

his burning sands, and the Scythean for his

snows, not because they overvalued their
country, but becruse its hardships had made
them undervalue life. As 1 any men cl.ng to
existence to perpetuate pleasures, so there

ro some who will even court death to pro-
Gibbon records what hie terms

This is not the fine

dent fervour in those who have passed their | have their throats cut for the furtherance of

lives in this delightful climate,

In the unfavored regions, where Ileaven
scems o look with a scowling eye upon the
carth, and the hand of a tremendous Deity is
perpetually stretched forth to wield the |,
thunder and the storm, men not only lcarn to
revorence tho power on whose merey they
feel themsclves to be hourly dependent, but
instinctively turn from the hardships and
privations of this world to the hope of more | i
genial skies and luxurious sensations in the

next.
in proportion to the external cold; the more

The warmth of religion is frequently | honor.
bition of being turncd to dust, I hold with

his ambition, was but an inpitation of Odin
and other northern butchers; and what iz
glory in its vulgar acceptation, stars, crosses,
ribbons, titles, public funevals, and national

nonuments, but the blinding baubles with

which more legitimate slaughterers lure on
dupes and victims to their own destruction?
These sceptered jugglers shall never coax a
bayonet into my body, nor whecdle a bullet

nto my brain; for I had rather go without

rest altogether, than sleep in the bed of

So far from understanding the am-

the body shivers, the more the mmd wraps | the old adage about the living dog and dead

itself up in ideal furs, and revels in imagi-{}
nary sunshine ; and it is remarkable, that in

ion, I am pigeon livered, and lack gall to

encounter the stern scythe-bearing s%eleton.
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every creed, climate forms an essential fea-

ture in tho rewards or punishments of a
Scandinavian hell was placed

future state, \ 1
skics, and rusiling copses, and thick-flower-

amid ¢ chilliag regions of thick-ribbed ico
while the attractions of the Mahometan
Paradise is the coolness of its shady groves.
By the lot of humanity, there is no propor-

When I return to the land of fogs I may get
courage to look him in the skull ; bui it un-
nerves one to think of quitting such delicious

¢d meads, and Favoninn gales as these which
now surround me ; and it is intolerable to re-
floct, that )ouder Llazing sun may shine

upon my grave without imparting to me any

portion of this cheerful warmth, or tha* the
blackbird, whom I now hear warbling av f
his heart were running over with joy, may
perch upon my tombstene without my hear-
ing a single note of his sorg.

Ag it i3 probable that the world existed
many ages without any inbhabitants whu.-
ever, was, next sabjected to the empire of
brutes, and now constitutes the dominion of
man, it would scem likely, that in its pro-
gressive advancement to higher destines it
may ultimately have lords of the creatioa
miuch supericr to ourselves, who may speak
compassionately of the degradation it expe-
rienced under human possessien, and con-
gratulate themselves on the extinclion of
that pugnacious and migchievous biped call-
¢d Man  The face of Nature is still young;
it exhibits neither wrinkles nor decay, wheth-
er radiant with smiles or awfully beautiful
in frowns, it is atill enchanting, and unot less
franght with spiritual than material atirac-
tions, if we do but know how to moralize
upon her features aund presentments. To
consider, for instance, tkis balmy air which
is gently waving the branches of a chesuut
trec before my eyes—what a mysterious cle-
ment it is!  Powerful enough to shipwreck
navies, and tear up the deep grappling oak,
yet so subtle as to be invisible, and so deii-
cate as not to wound the naked eye. Natu-
rally imperishable, who can imagine all the
various purposes to which the identical por-
tion may have been applied, which I am at
this instant inhaling ? Perhaps at the crea-
tion it served to modulate inio words the
sublime command, * Let there be light,”
when the blazing sun rolled 1tself together,
and upheaved from chans :—perhaps impel-
Ied by the jealous Zeyphyrus it urged Ap-
pollo’s quoit against the blue-veined fore-
head of Hyacinthes ;— it may perchance have
filled the silken sails of Cleopatra’s ves-el,
as she floated dowd the Cydnus; or bere
burst from the mouth of Cicero in the indiz-
nant exordium—* Quousque tandem., Ca-
tilina, abutere patientin nostra 7' or his stiil
more abrupt exclamation, © Absit—ovagit—
excessit—erupitI” Itmay have given breath
to utter the noble dying speeches of Socrates
in hig prison, of Sir Philip Sidney on the
plains of Zutphen, of Russell at tho block.
But the same inexhaustible element which
would supply endless matter for my reflec-
tions, may perhaps pass into the mouth of
the reader, and be vented in a peevish—
“Psha! somewhat too much of this,"—and
[ shall therefore hasten to take my leave of
him, claiming some share of credit, that
when so ample a range was before me, mjy
spéeu'ations should so soon, like the witches
in Macbeth, have “ made themselves air, into
which they vanished.”

Ean, Lacts, and Lancies,
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To all men the best friend is virtue; the
best companions arc high endeavors and hion-
oralbe sentiments,

Of all monarchs, nature is the most just
itt the enactment of laws, and the most rigor-

‘wus in the violation of them.

We are often more cruelly robbed by those
who steal into our hearts than by those who
break into our houses,

In some tranquil and apparently amiable
natures there are often unsuspeeted and un-
fathomable depths of resentment.

That only can with propricty be styled re-
fineme nt, which by strenghtening the intel-
lect, purifies the manners.

Wlen a young man complains itterly that
& young lady has no heart, it is & pretty cer-
tain sign that she at least bas bis.

He who thinks he can do without others is
mistakan j he who thinks others can o witl -
out him, is still more mistakcn

When a cunning man sccms the most hum-
ble and subinissive, he is often the most
dangerons. Look out for the crouching
tiger.

Friends shauld be very delicate and care-
ful in adwinistering pity as medicine, when
enemies use the same article as poison.

Somo of us frot inwardly, and some fret out-
wardly, The latter is thc better plan for

wur friends, but the worse for ourselves.

N
2

T
o .
LS

/
<

P

28

&

R

‘& -

o
v

—o—,

“Lhat eres not, nud find mptures il renswid, tion Letween tho extremes of pleasure and

Infece 1o all men—tiversi prise'?—
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