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sexpression, it is;on the whole, casily and fluently
written, as well as in a very good feeling. It
dbears no tittle—but as from its tenor it appears
1o be addressed 1o the gentle zophyr, we shallbid
¢ jt sny -its soy,’” with all proper forns.

‘fO THE WEST WIND.

*Tis night, calm night, the hour of dreams,—
No star amid the welkin gleams,

The moon is soen no mere on high,
And clouds of darkness veil the sky.

-

Soft airs of balio are wlvispering round,
Breathing a sweet, a solemn sound :

' Oh ! blow ye happy winds of night,
And I will listen with delight.

Your murmur I would ever hear,

3t breathes a music doubly dear,

Ye from the far-off west have come,

Oh ? .wand'rers near my childhood’s home.

The edour of its fow’ry vales,

fs in your breath, ye balmy gales ;
And on your wings ye bear along
‘The echo of my brother’a song.

©Oh ! ly ye golden slumbers, fly,

And let me hear the west winds sigh ;
rhey that have Liss’d my native strcams,
Are'dearer than your brightest dreams.

They tell my heart that they have been,
In play upon the joyous green,

Where oft with bosoms young and gay
I've whil’d the glowing hours away.

Around my long-lost bow’rs they’ve playd,
And loiter’d in the willow’s shade,
Sweet as the raptme they bestow,—
Ok ! blow soft winds for ever blow.
w.
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Charles O’ Malley, the Jjrish Dragoon—
edited by Harry Lorrequer, with Hllustrations
by Phiz, 2 vols.—This work, which at first ap-
peared in the Dublin University Magazine, is now
published in & separate form. Delighted as we
are with its rich Irish humonr, and the piguancy
of its style, we cannot refrnin from quoting the
following remarks from the last Metropolitan :
“ Qur adwiration of its wit must not prevent us

-displeases him, he is shot.
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decidedly announcing'to 2!, wherever our influ-
ence snay extend, that, in 2 moral point of view,
& mere pernicions work was never published.
Everything which can tend to make the heve
-effective i3 lavished upon him—and whatis he
in reality 2 A deepiser of social order, a male
4ilt, and an iuveterate duelist. Jack Sheppard,
and the demoralizing stories of the same class—
a disgrace to our literatare, and a reproach, to
sur age—are not half so bad in their destructive
tendencies as is this same Charles O’Mallsy.
The vulgar vitanies of a Jack Sheppard can se-
duce anly the uneducated, and those in the ham-
ble walks of life ; but how many a well-inten- -
tioned youth might be, and we fear is, totally
rained by the false glitter by which the author
%Yios surrounded the Irish Dragoon. What fathey
would not tremble to have such 2 son ; what
aother would not shrink if she saw such an ore
approach her daughter. By the work the Irish
<haracter is degraded. 'Were its portraiture true,
the higher classes of that high-spirited nation
would be nothing better than half-educated sava-
ges, have no notions .of glory beyond the:duel,
and making animal courage -the primal virtue of
humanity. Thereisin this novel, -or whatever
it may be called,a .charadter ‘heldup to admira-
tion, called the ¢ Count,”’ than whom a more
blackguard assassin never -existed. For every.
thing that a man «cither-does or fails to do that
And theu the prepa-
rations for the duel, the advice as to its success-
ful ternrination, the gloating over and nursing of
the instruments of death, all evince the fell spirit
of the murderer. 'Whenever two men ‘meet to
fight a dne!, under any circumstances, one of
them must be an assassin, and the other a fool, if
not an assassin also. Human ingenuity cannot
conceive that, in all things, the two enmbatants
can be exactly equal, and whenever one has the
least advantage of the other, if a fatal termination
ensues, there must be murder, even according to
the absurd code of modern honour. In either x
moral or a religious point of view, the very idea
of the thing is execrable. The author has written
his book with a moral blindness that is truly piti-
able, and if his conscience shouldever be awaken-
ed to what he owes to his God aad to his fellow-
man, his repentanee must be bitter, and we hope,
that it will be sincere and accepted”’

The Blue Belles of England—dy Mrs.,
Tyollope. 3 vols.—This is a novel by that pow-
erful and truthful writer—Mrs. Trollops. It ex-
emplifics some impertant principles in the mora-
lity of social life  Many lessons gre thus incubk



