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‘particelarly to the éyes of him who loves a pictare. At several(|evening, wha’h tempest clouds lower alang-the horizon, and the For the Pear]. :
points, its many eminences, surrounding the principal, reminds||port, to windward, is bat a few miles ahead,---when thoughts of' CHALK SKETCHES.—No. 1. . | .
of what one has heard or read, of the many-hilled citiesj{home attract the wayfarer from scenes around, and absorb him ' T *

of Jerusalem and Rome. Deep chesms, abrupt heights, all bearing
the marks of man’s hand,---houses and churches, in the most
picturesque sitnations,—form scenes at preseat of & very striking
character,—and, when fully worked out, with all the fea-
tures .of order and power and maguificence, which cities on hitls
combine, will give pictures approaching the sablime.

A word or two, on other minor disparaging notices,---which,
_deformed, perhaps, the commencement of this rambling sketch.
The foam, which makes the harbour like an immense wash tub, is
caused by the picturesque falls of the noble St. John. 1n this
world, one need scarcely hope to meet with uamixed good,---and
this treat to scene seekers, whose musical murmnrs are heard
far and wide, may be pardoned for the soap-sud blotches
which it heaps on its placid neighbour.---The timber too, with its
noise and turmoil,lumbered our path at setting out, (and how well
the providers of this article are called, lumberers)---but by it the
rerchant drives his curricle and builds his villus,---and hundreds
of mariners and labourers are made glad with the fruits of indas-
try : by it the town, in fact, rises,---and, this year, an estimate
made the quentity expected down the St. John, to amount to
nearly £300,000 in value. But a truce to statistics »——1 will not

“mottle my fancy sketch with what I am so little prepared for,
but Jeave such matters for more matter of fuct observers, who
wlllascnrefully avoid my vein, as 1 do theirs. Fearing, if' I eschew
this department, in which the strength of St. Jnhn, I expect,
chiefly consists,~--and if I continue to dream on in my own way,
that I will again relapse into fanlt-finding, 1 close for the present.
And, on review, 'what a commencement and close have I made !
What an article*under the title which stands at it head ! My ex-
cuse is, that I had no thought of so sinning when I set out,---
and that, if I have not entered the river yet, that which gets its
name, and which it enriches, 8t. John city,---may well ¢laim a
brief delay, as the cpatural introduction to Saint John River.
More anon. RAMBLER.

. For the Pearl.
STEAMING AND SAILING.

Swift glides the ¢ Water Witch’’ along this calm, lake-like frith.
The steward's bell announces the dinner bour, and 1he long, gay,j}
well finished cabin, like the room of a town maxsion, receives the
passengers,’ The luxunes, and attendauce, of kiad life there await
them, and the miseries of sea tmvc#lmn are forgotten. W here is
the bilge water, the creaking of the. pumps, the smoky greasy
cribs, which made the hourly horrors of the old trader on the great
waters ? IHlre; sofa and mattrass await the lounger, or the deck
presents a promenade as level and as steady as the ball of his inn.
Thus, resting and feasting, onward he goes, thoughtless of wind
and tide, instead of being the veriest slave of both, as on beard
the ** white-sailed’’ ship.

But there are some drawbacks on this state of excellence. What
confounding jarring noises resound through the Stecamer, banishing
placid thought and conversation, and keeping every thing in a jig-
jog the whole timie. The machinery clinks und groans,—the tim-
bers quiver,—and the paddles keep churning up foam and spray,
continually ,—the whole, cntirely preventing any of the geutler
sounds of natgre from visiting the traveller's ear.

The change froin a small stcamer, to a small sailing craft, under
favourable circumstances, is very grateful, and the differeuce very
marked. Suppose the breeze favourable, and leisure suitable,—
her white sails swell gracefully overthe side, she gently careens,
and gracefully and soothingly rises and f'.al)s with each undulation
of her crystal path. From the ncwhbouru 7 hills, the breeze
comes laden with fragrant scents. und ihe ruaxle of inyriad leaves
can be distinctly heard ; the music ofthe cascade, and of the birds,
and even of the bees,—cf the swind among the cordage and sails,
and the medley ham from the distant village, all come delightfully
to the ecar of one who has becn lately surleited by the clang of
machioery.

And the master of the little bark, enjoying the cessation from};

aclive exertion, sits on the sun-bleached gunwale, and becomes!;
pleasingly garrulous of sea-life incidents. Ife can be easily fed to
tell of the midnight tempesi, of the unexpected rocks,---und, most
mysterious, of fires seen rising from the deep,—sparkling and
flaming, avoiding the bow of the daring smack, and disappearing
in her wake. These legends, so well comporting with the scene
around, come with much force, and zive an air of romance and of !
wild natore to the traveller’s position, which it cannot have onj]
board the altogether artificial steamer. It is something, surely, to
those who travel, partly, that they may feel the influence of na-};
ture in various scenes, to so travel that they may fully feel that in-:
fluence, and not to rush along, deafencd by noises, stifled by

smoke and soot, and so surrounded ercry way by the atmosphere

of art, that nature is half forgotten, and can only be ha!f appre-
ciated.

Conveniance, however, will trinmph over romance. When the

calm comes on,~—-when a rocky iee shore is in sight of 3 agually “of stern circametances burving their paces all the time. |

licottage,

in an jmaginary circle which he longs to reach,—when busi-
aess demands his appearance in a distant market at a stated pe-
riod, then indeed the Steamer wiil be'a welcome vehicle: noverthe-
less, the almost superceded Sailing packets have some demands on
the sympathy of, at least, the more poetic part of the human fa-
mily ; and their merits,—their picturesque forms, their quiet,
and their accordance with nnture 8 scones, should ‘not be altoge-
ther forgotten. TRAVELLER.
Digby Basin.

For the Pearl. .
NOTES BY THE WAY.

Tue Sxy.---No matter how monotonous the Jandscape may
be, the lover of fine forms, and colours, and of the exquisite
blendings of form and colour,ean always have a treat inthe clouds
which diversify the arch of heavon. No combination of outline
and tint, can be finer than Nova Scotia sunsots often are,---or the
frst hours of moonYight, when the clouds have their own charac-
ter, and the stars have their lustre, and Cynthia, lhofzgh apparent
queen, hnlds so gentle a sway, that, eminently beantiful herself,
she only heightens the effect of all that surrounds her.

Wirp Frowenrs.---He who has a proper perception of nature,
need never cry “it is all barren,” while the wild-flowers, which
border his path,---have exquisite kues and forms, in a multitude
of combinations, for his study. QGne travels many lands, and
sees but comparatively little, to repay his trouble, or to fill his
note !)ook,--'-unolhér, in his evening or morning walk, finds
materials {or a volume, &nd only feels the want of the requisite
ability for working out the treasures which lic around.

Lixes.---What a cbuntry of Lakes Nova Scotia is,--—-some
hundreds within a circle of six miles around Halifax, each one
possessing characteristics charming to the lover of the picturesque;
and every man should be such a lover, for not to be so, is not to
fully appreciate the exuberznce of the Creator. One of those
pieces of water is chiefy marked by magnificent blocks of granite,
patches of wild grass, and a dwarfl wilderness of e¢lder and berry
bushes;--another is bordered all round by the tull forest, which
throws its dense shades on the glussy surfuce, and makes all se-
cluded and sylvun to an extreme ;--und unother has gentle slopes

and beauuf‘ully specked by little farm hotses, and their many
coloured fields, and burns, and haystacks, nnd corn ricks. The
figures on these picces of water, are in accordance with their
scenery. Sometimes the Indian, in his ennoe, glides along
noiselessly as the wild swan,---the loons sit in dark nooks, con-
trasting delightfully the inky shades with their gnowy plamage,.--
the settler’s cattlg range along, browsing, their little bells tinkling
sweetly meanwhile,—--the angler standiag on some little pro-
monotory, idles away an hour, making silvery ripples on the
calm water, us he plays his fly, or, ever and anon, riscs the mot-
tled trout from their native depths,—--or the ploughman whistles
along the beach, making his parallels, and anticiputing the riches
of a distant harvest, whila Lis children sport about his upland
and his wife is seen dotting the bright green with her
bleacling wardrobe. The features of the lukes would be a fruit-
ful theme, for some provincial Poetj-~-the ¢ lake school” in
England, has produced noble writers,---why not the lonely and
beautiful lakes of Nova Scotia impress their charms also, on sen-
silive minds, and through them on the storied page ?

Going 170 THE CoUNTRY.---In old times liow few residents
of the capital ever visited the interior of the province. To pass
into either of the adjoining provinces was an enterprise involving
cansiderable peril, tc say nothing of inconvenicnce and exponse.
Now the employment of stages and steamers on our main lincs
of communication,with the improvement of the roads themselves,

rising froni the glittering margin, nnd overhauging Irills, all cleared ||

induce immense numbers of our fellow townsfulk, to take short
iexcursions to some part of the country almost every summer.
l 'T'he numbers passing and repassing from June till October upon |

Ilhe eastern and western ronds, and crossing to St. John, D. E.
Island, and Miramichi, merely for pleasare and information is
very great. Dusiness and pleasure ere often combined, and
|rencwed health—a more checrful flow of spirits—and a more!
vkmdly fecling between the inhabilants of town and country..
.generally resuh from those expeditions.  When did you return to
'town? When ara you going 1o liie country ? are qaestions which
.now are continually fulling on the ear. Happy are they, and
‘wise too, who thus devotr a portion of oar short summers to

vpleasnm scenery, and the delights of rural life.

Mn.x.-Honszs.—-qympnthxsers with the Mill-Horses, might
recollect how many of their own species have a similar fate,
thL 7 petform the one “doll round daily, for maoy years, tho lash

-

¢ SUN RISE.” *
As a proof that morals may ba gleaned from very insignificant
incidents and circumstances, 1 fonnd a'train of thoaghts excited:
by a littte matter which occurred a few nights ago, and sapposing
thut they might be worth setting down for the perusal of other re-
verists, I malke the necessary sucrifice of labor for the publie
good.
A fiiend, on a night this week, arose from bed, snuﬂ'ad his:
watch-light, looked ut his time-keeper, found that the hour was
somewhat past One, and, after some stretching and yawning, pro-"
ceeded to his couch again. While going clumsily into bed, he-
struck his knes against the elight wooden wall of his dwelling, 8o
as to make a considerable sound in the stiliness of night. His “‘bet="
ter half,”” quietly slumbering, with her infunt charge in ber arms,.
heard the jarring sound, and immediately enquired, **Is that-
daylight,”’—meaning, is that the report of the gun which an-
nounces ‘‘sun rise.”’ <¢ No,”” said the ungainly oue, ¢ 1 only -
knocked my knee against the wnfl.”
This brief dialogue, like the soliloquy of Franklin’s school-

illustrations in my mind.

First,—the mistake of the good-woman, was not a gross one,
for the knock, against the hollow wal, was somewhat like the
noise which the morning gun makes to those at a distance. The
difference was, that the one came to her ear alone, the other
would have sounded through the town, increasing in strength as
it neared the point from which it proceeded. In the one she heard
all that wus to be heard,~—while she was only in the habit of hear~
ing the very distant und faint effects of the other.—In it not so in,
many matters 2 That which is near i magnified,- and occupies
attention, until it equals or exceeds, in our osiimntion,
things immensely greater, but remote. Thus the faults or excel-
lencies immediately about us, eclipse similar greater qualities at &
distance ;—present time causes the future to be forgotion,—and
wao are engrossed by near matters, as if nothing else existed.
Should we not, if we wish to get a correct view of ourselves and
our situation, as a part of the great whole of exlstence, look at the.
circumnstances which sarround us, as it were from a distance; as
one who wishes to get a correct view of a tree, a colbmn, or a-
building, retires from it until he gains a position where he oa
take in nll at a nlunce —The knock against the wall.is only o
mpormnce where small isolated views supercede considerations:
of the great economy of things. It is then that trifles depress or:

elate, and overy pop gun noise may be taken Tor lhe andouncer

of * sun rise,”’
Next :
pearances and fame. In the stiliness, and vaguaness, of night,
my friend’s knee might represent the morning gun, bat he might
rap it an hundred times during daylight without any such mistake
being made. Do not small matters often loom very large, on ac-
count of the atmosphere which surrounds them, while objects &
thousand times more important, are unseen on account of their
situation? [ler gracious Majesty, Victoria, gets deserved prpise
in lato papers, because she did not allow palace visitors, or music,
1o disturb the dying hours of Lady Flora Hastings. The thought
and attention of our beloved young Queen, was worthy of notice;
but, in the same city, there were an hundred young girls, watgh-
ing, nightly, the death-beds of sged mothers, and toiling all day to.
carn & poor morsel,cheerful in their hopeless solitude if the day’s.
labour supplied the day's wants. There were an hundred poor
matrons, inistering the cup, cvery hoar of the night, to the
parched lips of those who were lately the support of their little
families,—tending their helpless offepring also, fearing (o look
to the gleomy future, and wearing their own lives rapidly away,
withouta murmur, for the sake of others : And who hcars of them,
or ever expects to hear? A porson placed in a favourable situa~
tion performs, involuntarily, orwith a view to self interest, some
act which glorifies him or her, in ther eyes of multitudes,~—nanother
spends anxious days and nights in thaughts and acts of real benevo-
lence, and he is unknown, or perhaps is sneered at. To the for-
mer, the rap of the knee gets all the credit of the morning gun.
Again,—We are very apt 1o pride oursclves on acquisitions of
very little moment, because we cannot ** see ourselves as others
sece us.'”” The young ¢ poet’” who makes thymes, nnd after
much labour, rees a few stanzas cover the sheet of paper,—thinks
himself the Byron of his circle:—it is the daylight gun with him,
although he has only, as it were, knocked his knee ogainst the
wall. The enfrenclised appreatice, dons his new suit, and in the
i!plumage afforded by the tailor, thinks himself among the finest of
birds,—it is gunfire with him, also ;—the man who has scraped to-
gether a few hundreds, 1akes a prouder step, and looks more elats,
than bis as sngacious but less fortunate neighbour ;—the young girl
with a finer head of hair than her fair companiaon, deems herself of
more consequenco in creation ; and some matrons rise in their.

own estimation, as their shawls and bonnets rise ia price'—al|
such mistake the trifling rap against the wall for ‘¢ ganfire,”* aid
exclaim, ‘¢ it is daylight,"’ because their own fancics are exciteds:

JEREMY.

Circumstances and station, have much to do with np-~
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boy, who gave ** too much for his whistlo,”” ealled up several apt- |



