
THlE LITERARY GARLAND.

siurrounded with orchard and gardon, a velvet lawn
of deep green in front, sloping gently doîvu until its
base lipped the lucid waters of the Saint Lawrence,
and iLs varied embollisbments of trelliced arbour
and shadcd piazza, clustering with woodbine and
honceysuekie, bearing certain indications of the
culivated taste of its pessessor. Gentie reader, this
ivas the domile )f Walter Montaigne and Frances
Stanley. It vias with them, and the venerable father
of Fanny, that we were sojourning during- the time
ive refer t-). Tbcy had indeed, realized the brigbitest,
licpes of their early attaehment 1 Walter, by the easy
practice of bis îrofeaion, Ivas fast acquiring an indc-
peudency, and wbat ivas still more desirable, a truly
enviable fame for talent, honour, and intogrity ; and
Fanny ivas the happy mother of a lovely young0
ftunily, the fascinating charme îvhich bad formerly
cbaracterizod ber, ripcned into matronly graces,
which lcft ber even more beautiful than wbçn ive
introduccd bier te the reader upon the New Yoar's
eve of 1819.

WV. S.

THE FALLS AM RAPIDS OF VIAGARA.

DY MR3. JASIESON.

THsE good people, travellers, describers, poets, and
ethers, ivho seem to, have buntod Lbroughi the die-
tionary for words in whicb to depict thes cataracts
under every aspect, have neyer said enough of the
rapids above-even for îvhich reason, perhaps, they
have struck me the more ; not that any words in any
languiage would have preparcd me for what, I new
feel in this wondrous seene. Standing today on the
banks ahove the Crescent Fall near Mr. Street's
tnill, gazing en the rapide, tbey left in my fancy two
imopressions whicb seldom meet together-that of the
;sublime and terrible, and that of the elegant and
graceful-like atiger at play. I could notwiithdraw
my eyes; it was like a fascination.

The verge of the raîids is considerably above the
oye; tbe whole mighty river cornes rushing civer tic
brow of a bilI, and as you look up, iL sems eeming
down tu overwhclm you. Then meeting witb Uic
rocks, as it pours down the declivity, it beils and
frets like the breakors of the ocoan. Iluge meunds
of water, sinootb, transparent and gleaniing, like the
(:merald, or rather like the more delicate hue of the
chrysopaz, rise up and bound ever somne unseen
iirnlcdiînent, then break inito silver foam, ivhich
leaps into Uic air in the most graceful fantastie forms;
and su it rushes on,. whirling, boiling, dancing, spark-
ling along, with a playful impatience, rather tlîan
overwhielming, fury, rejeicing as il escapcd from
bondage, rather than ragin -iii an4ysnàight-wildIy,
inagnificently beautiful ! 'lho *da eo h m
mediate danger, the coiîeciotanee that any thing
caugilt within iLs verge i. iwevitably hurricd tu a

swift destination, uwallowed up, annihilated, tillo
tbe blood ; the immensity of the picture, sprcadiug
a mile at lcast each way, and framed in by thc inter-
minable forcsts, adds to the feeling, of grandeur:
îvhilc the giddy, infinite motion of the hcadlong W
tors, dancing and lcaping, and revclling and roariug'
in tlieir mad grIce, gave me a sensation of rapturolli
torror, and at last caused a tension of the nf'o
in my head, which obliged me to turn away.

The great ocoan, ivhen thus agitated by conflict-
in- iids or opposing rocks, is a more tremeidous
thing, but it is merely tremendou-it makes I
think of our prayers ; ivbereas, while 1 was 100kiIig
on these rapids, beauty andterror, powver and J0Y'
were blended, and so thoroughly, that even ivhiO 1
tremblcd and admircd, 1 could- bave burst ite a
îvild laugh, and joined the dancing billows inl t4Cot
glorieus, fearfut niirtb-

Leaping like Bacchanals from rock te rock,
Flinging the frantic Thyrsus wild and higb

shaîl neyer sc again, or feel again, augblikC
it-never ! I did xîot think there was an obdcet letnature, animale or inanimate, that could thus
set me now !

THE LORD'S PRAYIEU.

THz bcst of ail prayers is undoubtcdly that wh cl
commnly styled the Lord's lîrayer. It was Ceool
posed not by man-not by the churcb-but by the
incarnate WVord himself; nothing, conseqIentye
could be more excellent. I is adapted tu overy cape
City ; it is simple ; it is sublime ; it is short; iL is r
haustible. In it we pray te the father of ail mai'"ld
we address him with the familar affection of childrei"'
we acknowledge bfit to be iii heaven, the LordOfe
thin-s ; ive sanctify bis tiame ; wc glorify and tb'
to bis hely ivill; ask for the necessaries of .50

11i
bedy; implore the forgiveness of sin ; pardon n11 «b'
have injurcd us ; and bec, te bc delivored fr0
worst of evîls, the less of the grace of Cod.

VAN 177 OF TH1E WORLD.

What thon is ail this paýgeant, sad or gay?
Its clements are seeds of mere deeay.
One tlîing alone renîaineth in the waste
Or ruincd ages ; ivhich, ivhcn lime is past,
Shalh be : uihcn glery's badge biath faded,
And fame shail be a shadow, shaîl endure:
And iL is thou, Religion ! brigpht, unsbadcd,
By the deep dusk of setting ycars, and pur8*

IIow long hîavecyou been iii this niutseli.f ro
said T. Hooke to a young ensign last week. ot
long enough tu becomo a koriuel, (colonel)
reply.


