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Is the timid and anxious hopé that this work may meet with -

a favorable reception, and that public indulgence may extend to
the defects of a first essay, we lake the liber ly to premise a few:
reniarks explanatory of ihe feelings which inspired the design, and:
of the basis on which rest our expectations for encouragement.
Deeply interested in the honour of our country, and conscious -
of her claims to a great degree of intelligence, our pride has-
been often and severcly wounded by the sarcastic remarks of:
uninformed strangers, on our defective education, onr slight ac-
quaintance with literature~the total want of taste and spirit evin--
ced in our Cities, and to render those galling reproaches unan-
swerable, they cite o fact—that in the Canadas there is ot a
single Literary Joumal, whilst the heighbouring states abound
with Periodical Publications, - devoted o the general diffusion of
knowledge-—although we must admit the facty we deny the infe-
rence—it is not from a deficiency of taste or of talent, that lo-
cal Literature is not duly encouraged ; but from a canse perhaps
as culpable though not so humiliating, to a supineness, which render
the reading community content, whilststrangers administer totheir
demands for information, regardless of all their own Country suf-
fers by this ready given preference to the industry and activity of
“Foreigners, for we cannot cede to them a higher degree of supe-:
. dority, - The' o,\tr:mrdxmr) facility with which Amcncan Worlis
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may be obtained, and their multiplicity, goes far to confirm thiy
prevailing indifference towards the developement of native ge-
nius, and the increase of national respectability. DMany of our
friends in representing to us the hazards of our enterprize, have
dwelt on the cheapness, and snperior execution of American
Works, over any publication likely to be produced here ; but,
formidable as this'appears, we hope 1o obviate the evil, by op-
posing to it, a steady perseverance, and an uaswerving solicitude
to please, trusting that a spirit of emulation may arise {0 awa-
ken the torpid feelings of those, who possessing the power, want
not the generosity {o foster talent, and who, even now, may be
induced {o smile benignantly on an humble effort which has for
its object, the advancement and happiness of their native or their
chosen land.  The indulgent reception and ultimate success of
one Worl, will naturally lead to the establishment. of others,
perhaps of a more scientific and useful character. It is not
within our sphere, as Ladics, to pretend to an acquaintance with
thosc deep and abstruse studies necessary io the improvement
and display of human ingenuity, in the great and important arts
of life. Our views of utility arc confined {o the Domestic and
social circle, and to those limits our capacities and inclinations
alike vestrict us.  To the wish to yield instruction and amuse-
ment, is added w hope, that a taste for letters may extend, and be
confirmed, by furnishing a medium through which the young as«
pirant to Literary honour shall become distinguished from his
less gifted contemporaries, and by thus sccuring to him the ad-
miration duc to his merit, arouse his cnergies, and incite him to
such exertions as may ultimately lead to excellence, and secure
to him the reward of an undying fame.

Tn this exposition of the feclings which acteate us, we hope
the public may find a counterpoisc to the errors incidental toa
first number, and considerately remember that a Zifile tinie and
great attention will correct faults which result from inexperience.

In all things improvewment is progressive, and where a willing
mind unites with a steady purposc, the advancement must be
rapid. We arc sanguine in the anticipation of an carly period
when the Bluseum will stand exclusively on its own merits ; and
when its patronsTmay look back with pleasurc to the complacent
welcome accorded on its first appearance,
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Ix addition to the indulgence already solicited, we must fur-
ther beg the public to overlook the absence of interesting ex-
tracts from the English and French Periodicals last published,
as owing to the unavoidable delayin forwarding them, they
could not reach in time for this date ; and the anxious wish ex-
‘pressed by many of our subscribers {o sce the F'irst Numper,
has induced us to commence our interesting task without delay.

" We assure our Friends this {uult will be but temporary, as we
are in daily expectation of receiving scveral of the very best
Journals from London and Paris.
C We again respectfully invite the Ladies and Gentlemen of
Canada to aid us in our labours by sending us the {ruits of thelr

leisure hours.
Reports of the Charitable Schools, and other Inst:tutzons, will
be received and inserted with great pleasure.

—x (LB P P

QRIGINAL PORTRY.

Distill’d amid the dews of night,

Dark hangs the dew-drop on tiie thorn,
*Till noticed by approaching light

It glitters in the smile of morn.

Morn soon retires her feeble power ;
The sun outheams with genial ray,
And gently in benignant hour
Exhales the liquid peril away.

Thus on afflictions sable bed

Deep sorrows rise of saddest hue,
Condensing round the mourners head,
They bath the check with chilly dew.

Though pity shows her dawn from Fleaven,
When kind she points assistance near ;
To friendship’s sun alonc ’tis given,

To sooth and dry the mourncrs tear.
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BARRY CORNWALL’S SONGS.
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« LNGLAND,” observes the author in his preface, ‘‘.is singu-
larly barren of song-writers ; good song-writers he. should have
said 5 the fact is, they abound in no. country. Song-writing is
"the. most difficult specics of poetry s—failure is not_ to be reco-
vered—one slip ruins the whole atlempt. A good songisa litile
piece of perfection, and perfection does not grow in. every
field. There must be felicily of idea, hnhtness of tong, exqm-
siteness or cxtreme naturalness and propriety of expression;
and this within the compass of a few verses. And this is not
all ; the writer must betray a sustained tone of enthusiasm ; the
song would neither have beginning nor end,—-it must seem a
snatch from out of 2 continuous strain of mPlody——sonxeihxnn
that swells upon the ear, as if the previous parts had been un-
heard, and which dies away as if the air had carried its notes
afar, and the sounds were walted along to other lands. Men
of genius arc now aad then born song writers ;—such were
IHorack and Burys, suchis Berancen.  England has not had
hers yet, and perhaps never may have. Englishmen are not
nationally caleuluted to make song-writers ; butindividual ge-
nius makes light of rupning counter to a whole nation of habits,
and there is no saying that we may not have our truelyricist yet.
Song-writing is most likely to spring up among people greatly
susceptible of the charms of music, and inventive of airs which,
by some peculiar charm they possess, spread over all the coun-
try, sinl deep in the memory, and come spontancously on the
thoughts in moments of sadness or joy, und in short become
what arc called national.  National songs go with national airs,
and spring up with circumstances. The Knglish, have few na-
tive airs, and as few native songs of any excellence.  When an
Englishman is in love, does hesing? In camp, what wretched
braying goes by that name ! at table, what have we of the ge-
nerous, jovial sort 7 Generally speaking, our.table songs—al-~
ways excepting our glees—are pieces of buld sentiment; when
they are English ; but more generally,, they are borrowed from
the Scolch, the Liish, and other national song-writers. Gatety,
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and that gaiety showing itself musically is not English ; when
we are poetically given itisin the sad piping strain of the forlorn,
deserted, or hapless lover. Galety .isnot English; we can be
sentimental, tender, witty, pretty, pompous, and glorious in our
songs ; but we ever want the essential quality of gaiety—gaiety
of heart—the dancing life of the spirit, that makes the voice
hum, the fingers crack merrily, and the feet fidget restlessly on
the ground. ‘

Banzy CornwarL steps forth to prove the truth of. our pro-
pbsztmn. If their is one true spirit of true gaiety in: all his.vo-
lume of Songs, we will forféit ourLibrary- and all its celebrity.
There is boisterous mirth, if. you please,.-as-if the writer or the
singer were determined to-roar himself out of a fit of despair ;
there is drunken and maudlin- jollity ; there is also much spark-
ling-of words-——make-believe champagne, not so'good: as clever
~gboseberr~y——in'short, an-effervescence more like a bowl of whip-

.ped:-cream-than a glass-from the true Heliconianbubbling spring.
“When there is genuine mirth—as if' to-prove our proposition still
farther—it is complete undertaler’s merriment, sepulchraliin its
-subject, -ghastly in-its images, horrible in its whols conception,
-unholy jollity—a jig among the-tombs—the- feast of worms.—
Such is-the-song about that lively old- fellow King Death, with
his coal-black wina.  Of the forced. mirth, aspecimen may be
seen in the Furrah for Mersy England ! A more doleful shout
we never heard ; it reminds us of the starved cheers of the gaunt
and famine-struck mob in the. Siege.of' Calais,. who attempt to
raise a shout, when they can.only compass along lugubrions
howl, after the manner of a cat. that. has been  three days in a
e Hurrah, for Willlam of England !
Our {riend as a king should be ;
Who casteth aside ’
Man’s useless pride,
And leans.on his people free.
Hurrah for.the King of England.!" -
The boast of merry England.

"Merry England with a witness if tliis be one of its songs !
ABncchanallan -gong, seito musicby Mr. H. I’HILLIPB, is
:aaptherattempt at gaiety.
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Sing ! who sings

To her who weareth a hundred rings ?
Ah! who is this lady fine?
The Ving, boys, the ViNe!
The mother of mighty wine.

Aroamerisshe

O’er wall and tree,
And somctimes very good company.

Alack a-day, poor Mother Vine ! if this is all that the poet can
say of her.
Ouice there was a little voice,
Merry as the month of May,
That did ery, ¢ Rejoice ! Rejoice !”
Now tis—f{lownaway. ‘

It was, we have no doubt, a very little puny voice, and small -
hope is there that it will be ever heard again by one who fhus la-
ments its departure. ~ Such small beer dribble never comes from
the heart of a true song-writer. The man that can say there
never was * so fuir a thing,” * nothing so brave,” ¢ nothing so _
free,” asa certain wild cherry-tree, may have pretty fanciful
fidcas ; he may have an imagination apt to run riot in soft senti-
mentality or refined sensualities ; but-he is no song-writer.

Oh! there never was yet so fair a thing,

By racing river or bubbling spring,

Nothing that ever so gaily grew,

Up from the ground when tho skics were blue,
Nothing so brave—nothing so free,

As thou—my wild, wild chrery tree.

Jove ! how it danced in the gusty brecze !
Jove ! how it frolicked amongst the trees !
Dashing the pride of the poplar down,
Stripping the thorn of its hoary crown:

Oalk or ash—what matter to thee?

"I'was the same to my wild, wild cherry-tree.

What can be said of a man found throwing himself into hys-
terics over a ¢ wild cherry-tree 1”7  Much license is ailowed to
the poct ; butif wo saw any respectable middle-aged gentleman
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throwing up his hat and crying © Hurrah ! for the wild; wild
cherry-tree,” we know what we should think of him. And this
is a song which we have seen pointed out by a weekly critic of
some note, as at once wild, poetic, and original.” As for its
wildness, it is more than wild—it is wild, wild ; and.in respect
of originality, we would say, it is unique 5 it is unlike any thing
that went before or is likely to come after. It is,in fact, a spe-
cimen of the mock merriment : a song-wriler must be merry
and this poet seems to have said—¢ Jove ! I'll show you some
gaiety ; was ever any body as gay as I will be 7—only fet me
once mount my ¢ wild, wild cherry-tree,’ and no tight-rope dan-
ger ever cut such capers—
¢ Beautiful berries ! heautiful trec ;
Hurrah ! for the wild, wild cherry-tree,

The ¢ Petition to Time” is, on the whole, perhaps, the best
and most beautiful thing in the boolt; it is the only song which
comes from the man as the songs of Burxs used to come.

PETITION T0 TIDIE.

Touch us gently, Time !
Let us glide adown thy stream
Gently,—as we sometimes glide
Through a quiet dream !
Humble voyagers are We,
Husband, wife, and children three—
(One is lost,—an angel, fled
To the azure overhead !)
Touch us gently, Time!
We’ve not proud nor soaring wings :
Our ambition, our content
Lies in simple things.
Humble voyagers are We,
O’cr life’s dim unsounded sea,
Seeking only some calm clime:
Touch us gently, gentle Time!
If any song in the present collection lives, it will be this Peti-
tion : it deserves to be in all elegant extracts and popular selecti-
ons for a hundred years to come.— Lordon Speclalor. '
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The following communication on Lady Blessington’s conver~
sations of Lord Byron, we publish rather reluctantly ;" though:
we admire the sentiment it conveys, we do not by any means’
agree with the writer, in his severe censure on Lady Byron’s:
conduct : it would be unfair, however, of us, to withhold opini.-
ons which have a moral tendency ; because, we dissent from:
their individual- application 5 and as her Ladyship probably has
many friends disposed to defend her conduct, amongst the mar-
ried of her own sex; we will be happy to give insertion to any
observations which may place her disposition in a more amiable
point of vicw.

To the Hditors of the JIuseumnt.

If the conductors of the Muyszunt can discover any merit in
the remarks of o censorious old critic, he may be tempted now
and then to obtrude his views of men, manners, and books, on
their notice. The enclosed critique, or whatever else they may
term it, was written merely for amusement, and from the impulse .
of the hour, on reading the  memoirs it refers to—if the La-
dies find it admissable, they will gratify a friend, by giving it
a place in their magazine -

Tt appears from Lady Blessington’s recent publications, that
the world is not yet satiated with the exposure of all those petty
details which go to form the dark outlines to Lord Byron’s cha-
racter.  After Mr. Moore’s voluminous exhibition, one might
suppose, there was nothing more to be secn or said on the sub-
ject; and in good truth, there is nothing new, but Lady Bles-
sington has, with infinite taste, placed old scenes in a pleasant
light, and objects, with which the world was already familiar, to
weariness ; she has arrayed with such attractive grace, that we
look at, and admire, what we have beheld without emotion, a
hundred times before.  Her own reflections and sentiments, are
so interwoven with the work, that it might, with as much propriety,
be termed, the conversations of Lady Blessington, as of Lord
Byron ; it is this melange that gives an air of novelty 1o the
work. If the reader is weary of the faults of an old friend, to
whom he owes a great deal, he may direct his attention to the
morit of 2 new ard very delightful acquaintance. She is, indis-
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putably, a fino writer ; full of sentiment and true feeling, perfectly
{ree {romn  the {ashionable affectation of levity. . She never be-
trays u wish to cheat her own sex out of feminine reserve, und
softness of manners ; a trait too observable in' many of the favo-
rite writers of the day. Nothing can be more beautiful, more
.just, and faithful, than her pieture of the sceret suffering of u de-
licate high-minded woman ; but, Lady Byron’s heart, is not the
_repository. (rom whence the colours were taken, her soul was
not imbued with those impassioned tints . which .impart lighg
and loveliness to woman’s life. . There was nothing sacred
in her sorrow—it was not the sad and silent grief, that in pride,
shrouded disappointed aflection, from the eye of vulgar curiosity,
.or withdrew itself from the compassion of the multitude~—no bit-
ter tear was dashed away, and hastily replaced, by a brightened
glance, and smiling welcome, to conceal the anguish of a wound-
.ed spirit—hers was not the woman’s heart resolved to bear. all,
o suflerall, with, for, and from, the being with whose destiny
she had solemnly linked herown ; far different the‘part she has
chosen—undecfined and shiadowy wrongs were blazoned forth, the
world’s sympathy sought—and it was granted in an overwhelm-
ing burst, which drove the delinquent husband from friends and
home, and made him in reality the lonely, and isolated being, he
delighted to pourtray himself, whilst, from his position in so-
eiety, and at the summit of glory, he thought not the smiles of
the world could turn to the hissing of serpents.  She who caus-
ed this sudden revulsion, can never be identified with the gen-
tle and forbearing wife, with the proud, 'yet meck, and feeling
woman, who would fain shield her partners faults from the public
gaze, und seck to win him from a reckless state, to the charms
of domestié life, and the love of virtue. And if she failed in the
pious effort, would still shadoe the frailties she could not subdue,
and endure all, till life ebbed its last, rather than expose one cr-
ror which might tarnish the lustre of bis genius.  A'proudly de-
ligaté woman, would have done so; and had Lady Byron pur-
sued this course, the world would have been spared o humiliating
exposure of the descrepuncy of nature,-in'one:of earth’s most
gifted sons. i




(10]

The pride of a married woman must consist in the fulfiliment
of the duties her station in life imposes upon her—never can it
. be enlisted on the side of an abandonment of: those duties ; the
préservation of the moral links of life, as regards marriage, are
placed it may be said, exclusively in her hands ; and an indift
férénce in any shape 1o the sacred trust, is an injury done to
gociety. On closely viewing the case, we may not discover a
very great differefice between the woman who forgoes the so-
Jemn vow plighted at the altar, from considerations purely sel-
fish—and her who sacrifices her faith and fame at the unhal-
lowed -shrine of “passion. At least, the world does not
dward ' proportionate degree of censure to the wound inflicted,
the one retires in tiiumph, entrenched within the pale of deco-
rum, no matter how harrowing the individual misery she has caus-
ed, or the demoralizing effect it is likely to produce; whilst the
ather entails by her crime, a punishment immediate and eternal.
-If unfortunate circumstances, lead {o the estrangement of 2
wedded pair. the pride of a wife can never suffer from .a desire
to conciliate, therein is the strong line of demarcation, between
wedded and unwedded love, a wife may acknowledge, nay,
bonst of her tenderness ; miay go 'l lengths towards forgiveness,
and-the farther a husband has strayed in the path of error, the
more imperative is her duty, in demanding concession, entreaty,
any devise which may lead him from an evil course. There is
no situation in life, however exalted, can exempt man or woman
from the discharge of those moral obligations, voluntarily assum-
ed, and that Lady Byron failed in the fulfilment—by repelling
his Lordship’s advances towardsa reunion, must be admitted ;
there could not exist even = false deficacy to influence her cone
duct. she would not have lost one jot of matronly dignity, not a
shade could be cast on the refined purity of her mind by ‘the
most fastidious, and she would this day have stood far higher in
the estimation of mankind, if & yielding and compassidnate ten-
derness to the fa.dmr's of humnmty had matked her conduct.
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THE DEATEH OF AN ANGTL.
Translaled from the French.

For the angel of the last hour, he whom we 'so harshly eall
Death ; heaven sends us the tenderest, the best of the angels,
that he may gently cull from life the. fainting heart of'man, and
softly carry it from our fast cooling breast, to the high and vivi-
fying regions of Eden. His brother is the ungel of he first
hour ; twice he kisses the brow of man, the first time in order
that he may eater this warld less painfully 5 the second time that
he may awake above without injury—and that he may arrive in
the ather world smiling, he who entered this one weeping,

When the fields of battle were wet with blood and fears, and
the angel of the last hour gathered thousands of trembling souls,
his eyes so milil, became dim, and he said “ Ah! once I will
die lilke man, to learn what is his last agony, and soften it, when
I deliver him from life ! - The infinite circle of angels who love
cach other, surrounded the compassionate angel, and pro-.
mised to shed around him their celestial rays at his Jast sigh, that
he might know that it had been death ;: and his brother, ‘whose
kiss uncloses our stiffened lips, as the first dawn of . day
causes the chilled flowers to burst forth in renewed leveliness,
tenderly approached his face and said :** When I again embrace
thee, my brother, thou wilt be dead on earth, and again with us.”’

Agitated and filled with love, the Angel descended to a field
of batth:, where one man only breathed ; a fine youth, full of fire,
whose shattered chest still moved ; by the youug hero nane re-
mained, save his betrothed ; he no longer felt her burning em-
braces, and her groans seemed the confuscd sound of distant com-
battasts. Oh!how rapidly the angcl covered him with his
wings | under the form of his beloved, he prcbscd him in his
arms ; by a soft kiss he drew his wounded soul from his l)leedmw
breast, and remitted it to his brother.——-IIls blothcr Kkissed lt,
and instantly it smiled.

‘The angel of the last hour glided like lightning into the emply
envelope, penetrated the corpse with his divine warmth, and pow-
erfully reanimated the sources of life, But how painfully this
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body constrained him! THis cye of light, enclosed in an orbit
@l nerves, became weak and veiled, his thoughts so immense and
rapid, halanced themselves with effort within the ossified enclo-
sure of a brain.. The vaporous and resplendant atmosphere
which reigoed about him, ke an-dternal spring, became dry and
dark : all his sensations hecame more confuzed, but at the same
{ime, more tumultuous ; they were connected with his whole be-
ing, andthoy scemed to him a simple instinet, in like manner
as the thoughts of animals appear to us ; hunger goaded him with
its stings, thirst devoured him, pain saused him to feel its rend-
ings, his chest bathed in blood, rose with trouble, and his first
aspiration was o sigh towards that heaven he had just quitted !
¢ Ts this the death of man 7 He asked himself, but as he did
not feel the sign.of death that had been promised, or seo the an-
gels or radiant sky, he found it was only life.

At night the angel lost his terrestrial strength, the carth scem-
ed to whirl wnder him for sleep waus sending his messengers.—
The interior images lost their light, and were enlurged like -
shades, and ‘a confused and linruly world unfolded itself to
him, the spirit of dreams was now decending. . At length
sleep covered him with his dark drapery, and he remained
plunged in darkness, alone and immoveable, like us poor men.
But then celestial visions, you extended over him your winge,
his soul reflected itself' in your magic mirrors, where he saw the
circle of angels and the radiant sky ; his terrestrial body seemed
to detach itself from all its bonds : * Ahisaid he, in his ravish-
ment, that slecp was then my departure 17 But when he awoke,
with & heart gwolen with heavy human blood, when he saw the
carth and the night, he exclaimed weeping, © this was not death,
it was but its image, insomuch as [ saw the stars of heaven and

the angels 17

The betrothed of the departed warrior, perceived not that there
remained but an angel in the breast of her beloved ; she still
loved the monument of a soul that had disappeared, and in the
intoxicalion of joy she pressed the hand of him who was so far
from her.  But the angel in his turn. loved this doceived heart
with & human one, jealous of the body which he animated, and
he desired not to dic before her, in order to love her until she
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should one day in heaven, pardon him for causing her to-receive
at once an ange! and a lover {0 her bosom.  But she died be-
fore him, past grief had too profoundly bowed the head of this
tender flower ; she fell bruised into the tomb. Alas.! she did
not disappear before the weeping angel like the sun which plun-
ges magnificently into the waters before admiring nature 5 but
like the cvening star, which at midnight hides itself'under a cloud,
and vanishes in its white vapours.” Decath sent the mildest of
his sisters, named Faintness, who with her icy finger touched
the heart of the betrothed, instantly the brillianey of her cheeks
was extingnished, and the snow of dcath, that winter under
which germs the spring of eternity, covered her brow and lovely
hands.—The eyes of the angel were obscured with weeping ;
he thought his heart was about to take the form of o tear, like
the pearl which produces a soft shell ; but the betrothed awoke
for the last sigh, drew him to her breast, and expired in that cm-
brace, saying, in her delirum : ¢ At length, I am near thee, my
brother.” The angel then expected to receive from his celes-
tial father, the sign of the kiss and of death. But instead of di-
vine rays, he saw around him only a dark cloud, and he sighed
that he could not die, but was forced to submit Lo this human grief.
Oh—poor oppressed man, he cried, how can you survive your
woes, how can you aspire to old age, when the cirele of the
cherished beings of your youth is broken, and finishes by dis-
appearing entirely ; when the tombs of your friends arise in ns
many degrees around you, as lead to your own, and when life is
already bat a silent and empty arena?  Oh poor human beings,
how can your hearts support such evils

‘The body of the hero which the angel had taken, conducted
this pure and gentle soul into the midst of men, and their injus-
tice ; among the disorders of vice, and of the passions ; he was
forced to bend under the tyranny of the great, and groan under
the oppression of sceptres, he had a near sight of the claws of
crowned eagles, who devour the substance of their people, and
he hsurd their wings; he saw all the earth entwined in the thou-
sand rings of the serpent who made it his prey, and who unceas-
ingly plunges his envenomed dart into the breast of man.  Alas'!
that tender heart, which had reposed during an cternity, on the



[ 14]

burning hearts of angels, was pierced by the sharp sting of ha-
tred ; this pain seemed to him the last:  Ah! he said, deathis
dreadful I—But it was not death, for no Angel appeared.

Then in a few days he was weary of this life, which we bear
for more than half a century, and he tuined to the past. His
chest became cantracted by pain, pale and depressed, he dragged
his steps to the field of the dead, green closing scene of life,
where the soul cames to quit the cuvelope it has worn here be-
low. Iie scated himseclf, agitated by painful remembrance on
the tomb of her he had inexpressibly loved, and he contemplated
the sun, which was finishing its course. Reclined on this che-
rished mound, he cast his eyes on his pain-stricken body : thou
wouldst already have been separated from this piacc, miserable
corpse, he said, had T not preserved thee {~He then thought of the
heavy existence of man, and the gnawing pains of his wounds
taught him the price at which mortals buy their end, and their vir-
tue. He fIt himsclf deeply affected by their constancy—and he
vept with infinile love, over those unfortunates, who labouring
under their own peculiar wants, tanished to the depth of a fallen
planet. progressing throngh a life obscured by Jong and thick
shadows, turn not, however, their eyes from the divine light, ex-
tending their arms at each agony they feel towards heaven, and
around whom no light shines, but the hope of one day rising like
the sun on another horizon.—-Such deep emotion caused his
wounds to re-open ; the blood, those tears of the soul spouted
from his breast to the earth, and his weakened frame fell back
on the grave of his aflianced love. A distant echo, like that
of a harmonious sigh, spread itself through the space ; a slight
cloud passed before the angel, and brought him sleep. A divine
ray emanated from it, and the circle of angels appcared showing
him an empty place : * Is it thee again, deceitful dream?” he
snid. But the angel of the first hour, advanced under an arch
of light, and gave him the sign of the kiss, saying, that was death.
O eternal brother, and celestial friend ! And the young warrior
leading his betrothed, came to meet him with a sweet smile.—

Jeax Pavi*.

» Froderick Righter, one of the most celebrated German writers, and for whom Madame
de 5tatl professed so high an opinlon, published all his works ynder the name of Jeam

Paul
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We notice with regret, » decrease in the number of Ameri
can Annuals, but two have appeared for. 1833—the Token,
and Pearl, and their pages seem not to be enriched, by
the secret. wealth of their suppressed rivals.  The To-
ken and Swvuvendr, are merged in one; and though suffici-
ently elegant to sustain its first claim to patronage, we cannot
say it has received any extracrdinary embellishment from the
union. The slightest deterioration is more sensibly felt, than
the most cvident improvemement, and any falling off in those
works of taste, and refinement, give an urpleasant sensation,
lest the public should become wrary of the light and giacefu
productions of fancy. In proportion to the encourageiment giv
en, will efforts be made towards the attainment of perfection—
and the deficiencies apparent in the Works now before us, may
be more attributable to a change in public taste than to want of
zeal in the conductors. The said public tuste, is 2 most coquet-
ish personage, the flowery wreath thut.binds her, must be for
ever varied, the lightest and loveliest chains would fall heavily
around her, if novelty be not interwoven with the Jink:, and when
that wears off; she slides from other merits, with amazing rapi-
dity. We would {ain hope that sufficient attraction may yet be
found in this species of Literary Bijoulerie tofic a partiality.—
Those little works serve as pretty and appropriate tributes to
friendship, and in each onc that falls off; the Boudoir loses an or-
nament, and the {uir occupant an offerinz, richer in semiment and
less evanesment, than the bouquets of Eastern story, The Pearl
we can only recommend {or its engravings, there are many of them
very pretty. The first plate, Innocence, has great beauty, thete
are two or three plates in the Tolken too, that must arrest atien-
tion. ‘

The following story is extracted from the Token, we consider
it as a fair specimen of the whole, certainly, not one of absorbing
interest, or likely to excite tho imagination, but simple and
amusing.



[16]

4 OUREB DOR DXERBEELL.
Irom the Token for 1838.

Tusre are few beings in the world that are not united by some
bond of relationship ; if they have neither brothers, sisters, or
still nearer ties, they have gencrally a great-uncle, or a far
oft’ cousin, that occasionally send them ‘an enquiring lctter.—
Such, however, is not my case ; I stand alone in the world.—
How 1 became so is no part of the present narrative, the wounds
that time has closed, I have no desire to tear open.. I have
heard wise people say, the blessings of life arc equalised ; per- -
haps - they would have pointed to my lot as an exemplification ;
they might have said, look at his plan:ation, his negroes, his im-
mensc crops, his groves of orange trees.  Gointo the city, sce
his house with its verandas, his luxuriant garden, his stud of hor-
ses ! but, after all, poor man, heis to be pitied, he is alone in
the world, he has got no health, to cnjoy any thing.

Such was the superficial survey. Alas ! they knew not like me,
the weary wasting regrets, that pressed on my heart, the recollec-
tions that neither religion’ or philosophy could banish.  All-that
was fair and beautiful, added to the keenness of my sensations,
and I found solitude and silence most condusive to my comfort,
no one broke in upon my retirement. 1t is an casy art to live
alone, for years I scarcely spoke to a human being ; my slaves
learned to communicate to me by signs, and the little negroes,
for I am not hard-hearted, minded my presence no more than
they did onc of my palmettas.

* My ill health daily increased ; my nights were slecpless ; I
consulted physicians, some said my complaints were pulmonary,
others, that they were dyspeptic, all prescribed, but none bene-
fitted- I was one cvening sitting in my veranda, and anticipat-
ing the miscrable nights I was to pass, as one succeeded another,
when one of my servants entered and said, hercis a little girl
want very much to sce Masser. I felt some scnsation of sur-
prise, but said, let her come. A girl approached, about fourtcen
years old, she held in her hand a little basket of flowers, and
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seemed doubtful whether to come neaver or not. At length T
said, do you waat any thing 7 * I'have brought the gentleman
some flowers, if' he will take them. There was an expression
in the child’s countenance, that bordered on compassion, her
voice too, was soft and sympathetic.. ¢ I thank you, my dear,
said I, put down the flowers, I will take yours, and you may fill
your basket with mine.” Wont you keep the basket, Sir, sgid
she, I made it myself? Ttook itin my hand, and cxamined ity
it was composed of small crystals, that sparkled in the setting
sun, and beautifully contrasted with the rich purple and crimson
flowers that hung over it, I'took out a piece of money, and of-
fered her, she thanked me, but refused to take it, and said she
did not bring the hasket for sale. ¢ Where do you live my dear 17
said I——there, said she, pointing to.a little narvow building, the
upper window of which, overlooked my garden.. ¢ You have
seen me in my garden ? said I.  Yes, replied she, and 1 heard
the gentleman was sick, and I thought she hesitated, and co-
lourcd ; T mighthelp him! Then you are a doctress, “said I,
smiling.  No Sir, replied she, T am not, but Sook is. Who is
Sook ! said 1. ¢ She is an Indian woman, that can cure every
thing, all:sorts of disorders.” She cannot curc mine, said I,
invelusterily. O yes, Sir, she can ; said the girl. 1 have got
a cure in my basket ; will you please sir, to try it ? and she
turned over her flowers, and took out a liitle square packet with
some figures wrought in Indian characters. ¢ This is it sir,’
said she, * I wentto her yesterday, and got it on purpose for your
compluint P I told her, said she, with an air of confidence, that
it wus an indigestion of the heart ! The givl is right, thought I
she is more skilful than all the physicians. * Well, what am [
to do with your packet? Swallow ity and T made 4 sound nearer
to o laugh than T hud done for years. ) dear, no sir ; you are to
hang it round your neck, and let it cover yowr heart ; Sook
says you have the cold disorder in the heart, and this will cure
it, may I leave it Sir 7 said she. I could not refuse, indeed I
felt some curiosity to know more about the girl, you may leave
it to-night, said 1, she made a low curtesy, and left me. After
she had gone, my mind dwelt on her countenance ; it perfectly

o
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bewitched me, shc did not.look like eny thing I Had loved, for
lier hair was light and curly,-and her eyes of a bright blue ; there
was something however, in the fones of her voice, that brough
fecollections ! Women’s tones of kindness all reSemble cach
other, they are like the dying notes of ani aeolian harp. I made
somé énquiries of my servant, who the girl was, but could only
leain that shic lived with hér mother, in the room that overhangs
my garden. It cannot be, thought I,- that this girls sympathy
has operated thus forcibly ; no, no, Isee the.whole plot, her
mother has sent her, she is trained to it, and Iam the dipe.—
I was indignant for a few minutes, and then again my curiosity
was roused, to sce how they would manage an affair so cuninigly
begun. I took the little parcel, and examined it, it was caré-
fully closed, but emited a spicy perfume that was agreeable. I
certainly thought more of this occurtence than it deserved, biit
the truth was, [ had but few objects to interest me, aid this Wwas
a new incident; and then the girls voice was simple and soft,
the articulation so different from the Leah’s and Dinali’s, that
surrounded me ! I threw mysell into bed, and actually began
to dose, when my black boy awoke me to give me my lavdanum,
{.could not get to sleep again ; the girl liad completely discom-
posed my nerves, and I determined to give orders the next day
that she should not be admitted. The néxt day, however, she
did not scek for admittunce, nor the next afier that ; but the
third day she came. There wis the same gentle, innocent ex-
pression of countenance; as she enquired after the success of
her prescriptions.  When I told her 1 had not tried i, lier dis-
appointment was too apparest to be feigned, and 1 said; yout
shall not lose the profit of your prescription, and I handed her a
bill 5 it was five dollars ; ¢ that will do I suppose,” said I.  She
took it and looked at it ¢ O sir said she, * Sook dont charge any
thing if it dont cure you, and only a doilar if it dees.” Aiid
what do you charge ? said I, a liitle scornfully: Nothing, Sir,
replied she eagerly, nothing atall.” Come be honest said I,
tell me your motive, the girl did not seem to undérstand me.—
‘When I explained myself, shic said I want nothing, notliidg Sif,
I live with my mother, she is a widow, we dre very happy, 56
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happy added she, that I could not bear to'see any body Jooking so
sick and sad as you do,-and I told Sook’ about the frentlcman,
and she said she could ciire him. ‘ -
'This was the beginning of my dcquamldncc with Amle, ‘for
so she was called. - I was at length persuaded (o try the remedy,
it certainly did me no harm, and-it produced a pungent sensation
upon the skin that almoest amounted to a blister, and possibly
might have done good. 1 think {rom some cause or other, [ grew
a little better.  Amié used to come every day, and often brought
me some little delicacy, I'had gone the round of suspicion ; at
first, I conceived it was for moncy she hud made my aequain-
tance ; then I thought possibly, young as she was, and old as I
was, for there were certainly thirty years diflerence in our ages,
it might be for love ; butafter three years experience, I became
convinced she had no motive under heaven, Dbut the desire of
serving a fellow-creature. - All this time, I knew no more about
Amie’s motiier, than the man in the moon ; I had no curiosity
about her, and I dont recollect that she ever mentioned her
more than once or twice. One day Amie came to me with a
sorrowful look, T shall not see you much longer, said she. 1
am going away. Where 7 asked I. ¢ To Alabama,’ she replied,
* What in the name of heaven carries you to Alabama P’ exclaim-
ed . Are you going to be married (A No, said she, but my
mother is, and she is going to Albama with her new husband.’
* And takes you? Yes, Sir. Poorchild I I involuntarily ex-
claimed ; do you wanttogo? She hung her head, and Isaw
a few tears hastily brushed away. ¢ It is a wild uncultivaied
county,” said I Yes Sir, that is the reason my father is going;
he has worn out his Jand here, and he can purchase a hundred
acres for fifty dollars. * ¢ But it is good for nothing ¥ ¢ Indeed
sir you are mistaken, it is the best of land ; he will have no-
thing to do but cut down the trecs, build a log house, and plant
corn or cotlon, just as he pleases, and it will grow of itsell.’—
* Well, well, said I peevishly,’ perhaps your mother might think
better of it. ¢ O no Sir, she is to be married to night, and next
week we set off” T certainly felt vexed at the folly of the mo-
ther, but T determined not to interferc ; if Amie choseto go, it
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was nothing to me ;T had a kindness for her, T could not buf
acknowledge ; T had not 'so many disagrceable sensations since
I had worn her amulet, and indeed I conless I had the weakness
to rencw it at her solicitation, when she said time had impaired
itg virtue. At last the day arrived for their departure ; Amie
came to bid me farewell. Ireally had laid her under as few ob-
ligations as could well be imagined, considering our relative situ-
ations ; as we parted, I put {ifty dollars into her hand, and said,
here Amic you can buy-your father out if you please ; she he-
sitated a little, but [ would not be refused. ¢ And now, said I,
tell me honestly, which had you rather do, go or stay 7 1 dont
know why I put this question, I believe because it rose upper-
most in my mind, she said itis my duty to go with my mother,
therefore I had rather go ! * ¢ T'hen there “is no body Amie, you
love as well, or most as well as your mother ¥ The tears rushed
into her eyes, and the blushes to her cheeks, and she turned si-
lently away.

For many years I had not had much curiosity ; but after they.
set off; I thought 1 should like to see a new settlers equipage,
and [ mounted the only horse I could ride, and took the same
road they went, it was not long before I overtook them 5 there
were two covered wagons, and o small gig, with a sort of calash
top, drawn by a miscrable horse ; the first wagon was driven by
the bridegroom ; the team of both wagons consisted of two mules
and two horses for leaders ; by the side of the bridegroom was
seated the bride, on a [eather bed ; and over her head peeped
halfa dozen curly pated children.  Various articles of house-
kkeeping were apparent ; a gridiron, frying pan, and other cook-
ing utensils, with two or three wooden chairs, a tin pail, and a
collection of old shocs and boots, fustened behind.  The other
wagon was driven by one of the negroes, and a small white boy
was mounted on the foremost horse. This waggon contained
the fodder for the horses, and the more bulky articles of house-
kecping. Lastly came poor Amie, scated in the gig, with its
crazy top, driving the miserable-looking horse, and bolstered up
Ly blankets, a coffec-pot, an iron skillet, and various other arti-
clos that could not be distinctly epumerated.  She wore a little
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blue bonnet with a cape, and’ there was an air of neainess, and
even tastc in her dress.  Behind the wagons came a troop of
nogroes, of all sizes and ages, with their shoes and blankets on .
a pole. The sight of the white children, with the new married
couple, explained to me the history of the love afluir, on the
man’s side ; nothing could be more convenient -than Amie and
her mother, to bring up his children, and take care of his fa-
mily. AsIrode past them, I looked back on Amic, and nod-
ded ; never was I so struck with her countenance as in this
matley group ; her eyes were as- blue as her bonnet, and her
fair hair was curling in ringlets on her forehead 5 the excitement
of making the horse keep up with the wagons, which did not go
more than two miles an hour, had sent a slight tinge info her
checks, which were usually quite pale. T observed when I came
opposile, that her favorite dog, who it must be confessed, was
an ugly spotted  little cur, was tied under the gig bya string
too short to give him the shadow of liberty.

Every body knows the changes that dyspepsia undergoes ; its
short intervals of alleviation, and its tenfold returns.  About
this time my disorder increased greatly, the physicians called it
nervous afiection ; [ pitied their ignorance, nothing could be moro
unlike a nervous disorder.  After Amic’s departure I remained
solitary as usual, no body came ncar me, T ought to except a
young lad that T had sometimes employed in writing ; he was an
inteliigent, well-hehaved boy, and lived near; I transfered ina
degree, my kindness for Amie to him, for he in some measure,
supplied her place ; but who that has experienced the attentions
of a kind-hearted woman, can {eel compensated lor their loss, by
the awkward atiempts of one of his own sex.

T grew more and more sick ; the spring and summer wore
heavily away. 1 thought continually of my last interview with
Amic ; of her evident cmotion and embarrassment, when 1 ask-
<d her if there was no body she Joved as well as her'mother.—
My first idea returncd with redoubled conviction, T cannot doubt

-it, thought L, strange as it is, she loves me, she has loved me
from the first ! There is no accounting for these kind of pre-
possessions ; there is no role about them. Tt is true I am old
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«nough to be her father ; but such instances are f{requently re-
currtng. My mind continually dwelt on this idea ; 1 began to
think mysell the most hard-hearted, the most ungrateful of hu-
man beings ; I thought of her as of a sweet drooping plant, a
perfect illustration of YWasningion Irving’s * Broken Heart.’ I
bitterly reproached myself, for letting her go. = I was accounta-
ble to no body ; I had more wealth than T could make use of';
for whom was it accumulating? Ttis true, Ihad some vague
plan of founding a medicul establishment, for the. investigation
of non-deseript complaints, and bringing forth latent discases,
but I bad no great reason to fecl muen complacency towards the
Saculty. What had they done for me ? Amig’s prescription had
really afforded me more relief than all the ¢ materia medeca,’ it
was now, however, too late. ‘

My compluints increased to such an alarming degree, that [
concluded it necessary to have a consultation of physicians ; the
result wag, that travelling on horscback was the only chance
that remained of" life ; for as to recover my health, I did not
dream of ruch an impossibility. They urged it perseveringly,
and at length I consented, und began to make my arrangements.
I concluded I might be able to ride my favorite, Charley, three
or four miles on a finc day. My carriage was to follow, and a
baggage wagon, with my bed and maltress, and my Napoleon
pillows, with all the indispensable accommodations of an invalid 3
my medccine chest I preferved taking in my éarringc, that it
might be ready at a moments warning.

After T had made my arraagements, I informed Doctor Veto,
on whose skill T had morc confidence than of any other of the
faculty, what I had done, and that I was ready !o set out on my
journey ; the man actually laughed in my face, and told me all
this would not do, T might as well stay at home. Je had the
audacity to say my cure depended entirely upon the manner in
which the journey was performed, and this must be positively on
horseback, witha portmanteau to carry a few changes of clothes,
but not a single phial. e said I might choose between a ser-
vant and a companion, but both were inadmissable. 1le con-
cluded by adding, that this was the last and only remedy, that he



[23]
and his brother physicians could suggest ; aad that if I would
follow the preseription to the letter, they would promise me an
cntire restoration to health. -Iwasat first indignant ; the idea
of seiting a dying man upon horseback, {o finish his days away
from friends and comforts—it ivas not to be thought of. But ¥
certainly grew worse and worse, and at last came to the convic-
tion that I must dic if I did not get rclief. T asked Theodore
it he was willing to g0 with me on horseback ; he eagerly em-
braced the proposal. I pass over all the difficultics and misgiv-
ings of my mind, how often I relinquished the plar, and then re-
sumed it again ; at lasi, however, Theodore and myself were on
our way ; we travelled South. T never fully decided where ¥
was going ; the winter was some how or “other to be got thro’ ;
I loitered a week or two at Charleston, and finally found my-
self at Augusta. Theodore I found a pleasant companion, he
often made me laugh heartily ; and generally speaking, my health
was not worse than when T left home 5 he was very attentive to
my accommodation ; and though I had many hardships to en-
dure, T was saved from an actual suffering, by his constant and
persevering efforts. At Augusta, the strange plan ontered my
head to penetrate into the interior of Alubama ; they told me 1
must travel through a wild uncultivited country, and there was
nothing to see after I had done so. They advised me when I
reached Montgomery, to take passage for Mobile, and from
thence to New Orleans, and then pursue my route back through
the Western Country. I made littic of no reply, my plan was
fixed, and the first of March, Theodorc and myself set off’ for
Alabama. .

The roads are always bad, and at this season particularly so ;
the streams are swoollen high ; and internal improvement, in the
way of bridges, has not yet made much progress in Georgia, of
course we were compelled to ford them. We were often obliged
to dismount, and help our horses out of the quagmires into which

they had sunk.
(To be Conlinued.)
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OEBIIRE.

e have been friends together,
In sunshine and in shade ;

Since first beneath the chesnut trees
In infancy we played.

But coldness dwells within thy heart,
A cloud is on thy brow ;

We have been friends together—

Shadl a Light word part us now ?

We have been gay together ;
We have laughed at little jests ;.
For the fount of hope was gushing
Warm and joyous in our breasts.
But laughter now hath fled thy lip,
And sullen glooms thy brow ;
We have been gay together—

Shail u light word part us now.

We have been sad together s
We have wept with bitter tears,

O’cr the grass grown graves where stumbered
The hopes of carly years.

The voices which are silent there
Would bid thee clear thy brow ;

We have been sad together—

Oh ! what shall part us now?
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THE COUSIWS.
PPritten for the Muscum.

Is lhc'neinllbourhood of a sea-port town in the South of Ire-
land, once cminent in the history of that_fine, but un(onun'ue
_country, thongh now famous only for the silence of its hdll)OUI,
and the rotteness of its borough, stood a modern mansion, about
half a mile from the sca bord. A small plot of ground, which
went sloping from the front of the house, was Scp'nat(,d from the
highway by « hedge o{' thorn and apple tree, knotted shon"ly to-
gether by creeping tendrils of ivy, and othcx p'lmsnucal p].mts.-—
Div ulr-d and partitioned into patohca ol sweet [lowers, and bloom-
ing pdrtel ros, this plot, Lh(, nursling of'(cm.llc fondncss, e\hxbxlcd
every where (rices of the highest cultivation, and most dchcato
taste, whilst a fow old elms overshadowed the Jomm ound, and
half concealed fvom the gaze ofthe passers by, the residence
and -retirement of the relict of Perei De Conrg, and her only
d'mrrhtcr. .

It is not our intention to fill those sheets witha ‘detail of these
ladies.  The tate Mr. De Com(;x, in his life time, held an ‘ofi-
cial situation. At his death, his \vxdow retired to the retreat
above described, employing her late years in relieving the wants
of the simple inmates of the poor hamlets, in the neigl’xbdurhood
and in superintending the education of her only child, whe, at
the age of cighteen, hud the character, with alf who knew 1‘10|"

f. being good, amiable, benevolent wnd accomplishod—uwe
w ould have added beantiful, but mere beauty is not in the cata-
logue of our reccommendations.

T'wo years previous to the period of which we write, De Cour(“
lodge was visited by a young E(‘mlcmun, a nophcw of Mrs. l)p
(,omm’s, who came hither from college, to spcnd the stmmer
vacation, and to recruit his health, at the sea-side.  He had not
been long, however, an inmate in the Lodgc’_; unti} he found
the society and conversation of his cousin, the most agrecable
restorative the country possessed.  The constant enjoyment of
her company pxoduced the most decided benefit, and in the end,

left an unpre%:on ot Jifs mind, too dcep to he either bpcuhl)
4
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forgotten, or easily eradicated: Won'by the aflectionate atten-
tion and kindness which he- experienced-at the hands of his aunt,
and delivering himself up {o the sweet bonds which the study of
the various exalted qualities of Miss De Cour¢i’s mind had twin-
ed around his aflections, he laid before them, in vivid colors, his
wishes, and his hopes, and begged permission to be received in
the character of a dearer, and nearer relative, than that in which
he then appeared. How great was his disappoiniment, when
his aunt mildly, yet positively, declined to grant his request.—
However favorably disposed Miss De Courgi might be towards
him, hermother was oo strict and rigid a Roman Catholic, eve;
to harbor for a moment, the idea of her daughter being married
to her cousin—she looke d upon such a union as a sin, not to be
forgiven in this world, or in the nest, and Reginald De Courgi was
obliged, shortly after, to tear himself from the society of her, in
whom he now felt too much interested, speedily o forget, for in
her were concentrated all those hopes, the realization or disap-
pointment of which tinge the future with happiness or misery.’

The young heart, however, is the last {o despair—the youth-
ful mind quickly recovers its clasticity. De Courgi, thercfore,
on his return, applied himself; whether from prudence or vexa-
tion, with renewed energy, to the accomplishment of his studies,
and at the end of his probation, retired from the scclusion of his
college, with honor and credit. By the interest of some power-
ful friends, he was soon called into the bustle of active life, and
was shortly aller nominaled to a confidential Mission, of some
importance, to one of the South American States, which the po-
licy of Canning, together with their own perseverance, had
raised then almost {o the rank of independance.

Flattered and elated by his good [ortune, he turned once more
his thoughts on the inmates of De Cour¢i Lodge. Ile
felt they were all the relations he had in the world, and fond-
ly persuaded himself that it would be .merely polite, to spend a
short time with his aunt, were il but personally to thank her for
the varous attentions she bestowed on him, previous to his de-
parture for another country, whence, perhaps, he was never to
return.  He fancied, likewise, that his personal influence might
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have had some. eflect on his cousin, whilst the favorable change
in his prospects, might incline his conscientious aunt to.lend. a
more willing car to his suit. - Having applied for leave, aud left
his address at.the foreign office, e wrote to Mrs. De Courgi, to
acquaint her -of his ‘appointment, -and-of his.intended visit, as
“hefore his embarkation, he thought it his daty, to take his leave
of her in person, to thank ‘her:for ‘her innumerable kindnesses,
which duty he was anxious to acquit himself - of, as it-was not
probable that he should have the pleasure of-seeing her again: for
many years. A.few wecks afterwards,:found him once more an
inmate of De Courgi Lodge, in the society of ‘her whom alone
he most valued on carth.

After the solemn assurances which his-aunt ‘had given. him»
that she:could never listen to the wishes he entertained, inregard
to her daughter, she gave herselfbut little- further solicitude on
that head, thinking reasonably, that he would not seek to ingra-
tiate himself into the young lady’s good graces, after sheihad so
positively declared her opinion of its impropriety.. Proof; how-
ever, against a non-suit, Reginald daily, and sedulously, by those
unspeakable attentions intelligible only to those interested, de-
monsiraied, by his assiduous care to the various trifles in which
his cousins ease was interested, how much her most trivial wants
and wishes, were anticipated by his watchful eye. Not a Jook
could escape her~—not a motion could she make, but he was
ever ready to lay at her fuet, the object of her desive. Yet so
guarded was he, at the same time, in his conduct and: address
in the presence of his aunt, that her pride often warmed, when
she witnessed how polite and gentlemanly, as she thought,
was her nephew, in his atlentions and deportment. + He cer-
tainly has given up those foolish notions of his,” she would men-
tally say, as sho watched him, * for though he is atlentive, yet
t could not expect otherwise from one of his education. It wag
but reasonable, after all, she would satisfactorily conclude,”
that a gentleman should be polite to a lady, when in her com-
pany.

Far less certain, was Miss De Courci in her conclusion, when
alone, she brought her feelings to task.  She was perfectly con-
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fident she never could be brought to marry her cousin.  But it
sudly puzzled her, notwithstanding, to find out why she shonld

now hang down her head, nor any long er dare to look Reginald
struight 11 the fuce, when she replied cven to his most common-

place observations, or wherefore her nights were hecoming more
devoted to thoughts of him, and her demeanor more restless,
now the period was approaching, when he would bid them all
adicu. She never dreamed, and had yet to learn, that the human
heart receives and retaing impressions, oftentimes, alas! at va-
riance with the cold closet dictates of dogmatic theology.

It was now Muy, and Reginald De Courgi, had already been
nearly two months Lis aunt’s guest.  The period of his sojourn
was last drawing to a close, and, one by one, the days stole im-
perceptibly away.  Sun alter sun arose, and set unmarked and
unheeded, for there was a spell around him, beyond the sphere
of which all was-forgoiten. IHe lived the hours of a dreamer,
whose funcy dwells deliciously on some extatic vision, forgetful
of the past, regardless of the fnture, and enlirely ubsorbed in
the present, muking no provision for the unwelcome - moment,
when painful reality: would dissipate the airy images which he
was fondly contemplating.  And thus it was .with him, when at
length, the summons came, and word by word, he read the let-
ter ordering his embarkation. A smile passed acrossed his fea-
tures, as he recollected the engagements he was bound to fulfil,
and how unconsciously they hud been forgotten. « A change
passed o’er the spirit of his dream,” and he awoke feverish, as
if [rom an unrefreshing sleep.

It was wearing late in the day, his aunt had gone to visit some
of the poor sick in the neighbourhood. The sinking sun gave
oul its light and heat temperately, over the budding vegetation
abroud.  The faint low ol the distant kine, broke al intervals,
on the car, and the jocund whistle, or song, of the peasant, as
he pussed by the house, homeward from his work, spoke peace
and contentment all around.  De Courgi was sitting by his cou-
si’s side, us usual, when the letter was placed in his hand, when
he had made himself acquainted with its coutents, he handed
it to her, rivetting his gaze vpon her, whilst she perused it, in
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order o discover i the news which it contained, aficcted her—
and his heart beat thick when he “saw her eye quiver, and her
ill-diseinbling cheek whiten, as she became acquainted with its
contents.  Emboldened, he took her passive hand, and poured
into her listening ear, a tale of his hosom’s all-absorbing love—
so guileless—so passionate, and withal, so cloguently, drew such
a disinterested picture of his hopes, his unworthiness, and his
doubis—his fond devotedness—his painful solicitude—liow lonely
he would feel, if she rejected him, for save her, there was not
one to feel an interest for him whilst living, or to lament
him when ———.7  Ie ceascd suddenly, for a large "tear full
hoavily on his hand—a till, like electricity, shot through his
frame. Ile raised her drooping head, und gazed on her wet and
downcast face. e gasped in the excess of his expectancy ;
bt a dampness quickly ‘overshadowed his brow, and his heart
and hopes drooped, withering within him as he watched her,
and his ready cye saw her’s resume its dryness, and hcr blanch-
ed lip again become florid.

¢ Reginald,” she said firmly, ¢ it cannot be,”

“ Wherelore, my own love 7’ exclaimed the impassioned
youth.

“ We are Cousins ! responded the collected maiden.

¢ Aud do not cousins intermurry ? quickly he asked.

- Yes, but—"?

“ Oh but me me notthus? exclaimed he passionately, inter-
rupting her, for silently and fondly, have I thought of you, and
loved you, and long, long have T resisted these feclings, and
tried to drown them within wy breast, {or T doubled that ¥ was
worthy of you—but all in vain.—I have checked my desires un-
til they have accumalated in their strength, and swept away the
fecble barrier thatl have opposed to them. Oh! if you knew
how many and many a day hes bad its hows consumed in thonght
of you—how many a sleepless night I have passed, with nought
to cheer its loneliness, but your dear image. Oh!did you know
how Tused to feel, gazing on the full bright ‘moon, careering thro’
its cloudless sky, and wishing that like that moon, { might have the
power lo traverse space, to enjoy the privilege of watching over
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¥ou, and protecting you, you would not thus pittilessly reject me,
for I have s0 long ceased to think of happiness exeept with you, -
and so recklessly abandoned mysell to-that passion which con-
sumes me, that 1 fear ’tis now too ldte {o retrace my steps,
and il at Jast disappointment shall come upon my hopes and—
laugh at me—Charlotte, it may be a triumph to you, but misery
in this life must be the futare portion of Reginald-De Courgi.

“ Talk not thus wildly, Ileginald,” said Miss De Courgi,
mildly addressing him, ‘¢ your extravagance alarms me. If it
will quiet you to know, be assured, you do not lament more than
I, our unfortunaie relationship. = Since this, however, cannot be
removed.

“ It shall he removed” he exclaimed - impetuously, * I'l] dis-
own you.” She smiled doubtingly upon him, and shook her
head. {le beat his face within liis hands, and seemed, for some’
minutes sunk in a deecp mental abstraction.—* Cousins have
been man and wife before,” he muttered disjointly to himself,”
and instances thicken crowdingly around us—but they were rich,
and I  a sudden jealous suspicion took possessiou of him
—he arose—an ashy paleness had overspread his features-—his
cyes and his nostrils had became gradually dilated and set~—his
lips moved, but no sound was audible, save a faint low gorgling
in his throat—the expression of his countenance was vacuity,
Jike one waking from a dreaim into sudden stunning, unintelligible
reality, and then he shook through every limb, until from very
weakness, he was forced to lean against the wall—he was sick
at heart.  Alarmed, Miss De Courgi approached him, placed
her hand tenderly on his shoulder, and with compassionating ex-
pression in her countenance, she looked iu his face, for she pi-
lied him, The paroxysm passed away—he tool her hand cold-
ly in his—his features retained still their paleness, and his lips
were white, and the large globules on his forehedd, told how in-
tense had been his suffering. ¢ Charlotte ! said he, and his
voice was steady, like the tones which reverberate hollow from a
sepulehre, ¢ Charlotte, T love you, and Heaven above knows
how disinterested is that love—T would take you to my bosom,
and whatever of honor and happiness, fate has in store for me, J
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would share it with you, and ['would ask for no return, for my
heart would gladden, and my spirit would smile within me,
when I would sce your eye beam back contentedly upon wme —

bui you will not confide in me, because L.am po-o-r-r-r I*
Oh !'no, Reginald, you wrong me, indeed you do,” she cried,

as she heard the odious word, letter after letter, grating bitterly
through his clinched teeth—but he heard her not, the curse of a
proud spitit was upon him, and she was unheeded. Shortly af-
ter, on the dark bluc sea, far, fur away from his country and his
love; pacing the deck, he was seen, by the light of a midnight
maoon, lo raise his hand to heaven, and in its face he sternly vow-
ed, never to return, until fortune would have removed the obsta-
cles which he thought, at present, opposed his happiness.

£ * } He . R & e ES

It was some seven or eight years after the occurrence of the
circumstances which we have narrated above, on the close of an
evening in harvest—the sun all brilliancy and gold, was dipping
his broad disk into the bosom of the vast sheet of water, which
stretched itself away to the South-West, that a small skiff-shot,
from the side of 2 vessel, riding broad away in the Roadstead,
and made for the land, skipping like a sea-mew, lightly over the
surface of the waves. It was not long until she gained the beech,
when throwing his purse as a parting douceur to the crew, a
stranger leaped ashore, and with an agile and clastic step, spee-
dily gained the summit of the hill, whither the wind had hlrcady
walted the hearty farewell cheer, with which the sailors were bid
ding ,, Gad speed.” e was in the prime of manhood—perhaps
thirty-five—tall, apright, and well-set, full of vigour, and of
health.  He wore the undress uniform of a foreign country ;
green frock, richly braided on the breast, trowsers of the same
colour, along the outer scam of which, descended a narrow
stripe of gold lace, a travelling cap of greensild velvet, with
band and tasscl, to correspond (o the trimming of the trowsers,
whilst from a narrow black belt, at his waist, hung a small dag-
ger, apparently more for ornament than use.

On reaching the top of the aclivity, he drew up, not in admi-
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ration of the prospect, (or his baek was turned.on the.sublimity
of the west, but as if in quest of some land-marks, which he
scemingly expecled to find in the neighbourhood.  As lie paused
in his uncertainty, a sea breeze wound cooly across, he unco-
vered his head to its influence, and exposed a forehead high,
and strongly developed, over which, foll thiék]y, his dark, bushy
hair.  There was in his countenance, an air of foreigness—sun-
barnt and brown, if not altogether a native of another clime, they
spoke of years ol exposure to the strong rays of an intertropi-
cal sun.  Further observation was here interrupted. A peasant
passed by from whom the stranger enquired it Mrs. De Courgi
did not reside in the immediate vicinity. She had been dead
many years, and the lodge had been abandoned ever since, until
about a couple of months ago, when Miss De Courgi came
down to reside there, during the scason, for the benefit of her
health. ¢ She was but very poorly,” the peasant added, * and
* those who ought to know, were afraid that she would not win-
¢ fer on this side of the grave, she was mighty far gone in the
“ decay.” '

Reginald De Courgi, for it was he, on his return from South
America, where he had amassed a splendid fortune—heard no
mare. The Blm trees of De Courgi Lodge caught his wan-
dering cye, and he started {orward with rapid strides, to throw
himsell at the feet of her, who unknown to him, had, long heen
hastening to the grave, a vietim (o the hard-fought strugale be-
tween the dictates of conscience, and the yearnings of aflec-
tion.

The sun had set. and.over the mountains at the eastern ex-
tremity of the bay gilding the pensive twilight, the * barvest
mwoon” rose slow and majestic, ared, rayless globe, of splendid
fire. Nota breeze was abroad—the genial air bore balm upon
its wings fora moment {o the patieat spirit that sat in the
patlonr of De Courci Lodge, gazing on the scenery around,
her thoughts, the while spreading themselves abstractedly over
the past, ere hope, disappointed, required a stafl.  Her mother,
her consin, the scencs of other days, flitted in visions before
her.  From the past, her thoughts, at a hound, dived into the
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-dark abyss of futurity, and her bisy fancy began again to dream
of happiness  and pleasure yet in store, as a reward for (he bit-
ter troubles she had cxperienced, when her attention was called
back to the world, to which she still belonged, by a gentle tap-
ping at her parlour door. The invitation to come in, scarce es-
caped hee lips, when Reginald stood before her astonished sight.
Ere she recovered from the surprise of recognition, he was at
her feet, and embracing her hand, exclaimed :
Charlotte, my long-loved Charlotte, behold thy Reginald again
before thee—aveary of his wanderings, and sick of a world, a
‘Darren desert without thee, he returns to lay once more at thy
disposal, his faithful, unwavering love, I've wandered far, far
away, and have not been without friends, among strangers, but
wanting thee, the loneliness of the tomb was around me. Oh'!
in pity, reject not my love—in mercy send me not again ﬁom
thee”—and he gazed intensely on hier, who all the while he was
speaking, busied herself abstractedly, burying her beautiful hand
within the thick ringlets of his long hair, unconscious of his
carnestness, and when she at length spoke, *twas as if she were
but thinking aloud : ¢ How changed ! and yet so young, surcly
men are not wont to become grey in their youth—but so'it is, alf
things have changed since then—even I who thought ?A
faint convulsive shrick here interrupted her for the moment, the
hair through which her tapering fingers were wandering, was
suddenly grasped with increased firmness, and as she rivetted
her eyes firmly on his upraised countenance, and after having
made vartous efforts to speak, she gave ullerance to the {ollow-

_ing words interruptedly.

*Oh! no Reginald, it cannot be—I am unworthy—unde-
serving—thy constancy—but Reginald,” and her beaiful eyes
filled with large tears, her grasp suddenly relaxed as she spoke,
* Reginald, though I always loved thee, my heart is not now
worth thy acceptance, that heart is—broke ! and, as she con-
cluded, a tremulous quivering, ran throughher delicale frame,
adeep hectic shot across her pale cheek, her bright blue eye
sparkled, for a moment with increased animation,” then became
fixed and glazed, a faint gurgling arose in her throat, and like

5
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the tender lily, whose stem is rudely touched, she drooped her
lovely head, and her meek spirit passed away - to that home,
« where the wretched ccase to mourn, and the weary are at
rest 17 '

Supporting her head on his breast, Reginald remained for some
minutes patiently on his knee. He thought the shock of his
sudden appearance had overpowered her, and that she had faint-
ed. Fearful, lest the slightest motion would be too great for
her gentle frame, he continued motionless, anxiously expecting
her return to animation. Minute after minute, dragged its slow
length along, at lust, he bent his ear gently over her, to hear if
she breathed, his cheek accidentally touched her’s, 'twas icy
cold, a horrid suspicion darted through his brain, he placed his
hand quickly over her heart, "twas as a stone, pulseléss, he gazed
on her face, her lips werelivid, her chin had fallen, and her sight-
less eyes, through their half closed lids, glared upon him, glos-
sy, and lustreless. Secizing her in his arms, he sprung towards
the bell rope, and in one wild peal, announced the dreadful event.
Then gently laying her on the sofa, he scated himself on the
one side, still as if' half dubious of the cerfainty of what he
had witnessed.

* #* * * *- * *

Our melancholy task is nearly ata close. Already the se-
cond night was overshadowing all around. The coffin, in which
the dead was to be deposited, had arrived, and to-morrow was
to sec her consigned to the last earthly abode. Reginald De
Courci spent ell his hours in the room with the corpse, a stran-
ger alike to nourishment and repose.  He evinced a horrid cal-
lousness, to the various mournful preparations which were going
on in the house, and sternly discouraged all conversation, for
words could but ill relieve the withering blight, the hopes of
years had experienced. They said, *twas pride, but little did
they know that there is a grief which abhoreth communion,
which nestles as it were in the breast, and like the bird of the
wilderness, draws its sustenance from its own hearts blood, and
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feedsin silence on itself.  Such grief was his—yet he exhibited
no irace thereof. - Every muscle of his face was] immovéable,
and his pale lip-he compressed, for he was determined to sup-
press even the sigh that would burst and betray the anguish of

the soul within. )
Alas! for the young, the warm-hearted, and the sanguine, whoso

happiness is al the mercy of the affections, who with an cagle
eye, and lion heart, pursues his course, and deviates never, but
perseveres o become the jest of disappointment—alas for him !
the scattered pine is not more completely a ruin than he.  Alas
for him ! no desolation is like unto his. = h

"T'was night, as was said before, and the guietude of the
grave overshadowed all around. The unlrimmed candles flick-.
ered dull and dispirited, by affording merely light sufficient to
embody the gloom beyond, with the distorted imaginings of a
feverish brain, now disturbed and excited by constant watchings,
and alone with the dead, in all the helpless hopelessness of blight-
" ed happiness, Reginald De Courgi sat motionless, his ‘eye‘s fixed
on the wreck of all that this world ever offered him worth living
. for, and as feature after feature, he traced the delineations of
that fine and delicate countenance, whose mild expression was
seldom absent from his thoughts, memory for a moment led him
back to the past, and he lived over again those hours when his
soul, in all the extacy of silence, hung cntranced in passionate
adoration over the object of its idolatry, and self-deception whis-
pered him, and he willingly belicved that her death was but g
dream, and that now he was awake, and that she was before him,
and alive, and that her eyes beamed fondly upon him, though in
apparent sadness, as if reproaching him for his long absence,
and sceming want of affection.  His heart smote upon him for
his truaniship.  To dispel the cloud of doubt which hung upon
her brow, he approached her with a warm and assuring look.—
He opened his arms wide to clasp her to his breast, and to kiss
away her fears, when just as he was in the act of advancing,
good God ! he staggered over her coflin, and pressed in horror
to his, her cold, and clammy lips !

Oh! never did mortal man awake to such a rcalization of



[36]

misery—Oh ! never did the tortured soul shrink bencath the
pressure of such an overwhelming agony—Oh! never did hu-
man reason’ cower down beneath such an accumulation of
wretchedness, wildly hic recoiled, and when the remmant of his
distracted senses, brought conviction to his already half-mad-
dened brain, he glared wistfully around, and unsheathing the
instrument of self-destruction, which hung but too opporlunely
at his side, he plunged it deep into his heart, and fell forward,
lifcless, on the bosom of her, whose loss bereaved him in one in-
stant, of happiness;, of reason; and of life !

* # * # # #* ®

Beneath yonder knoll, at the foot of that weeping ash, side by

by side, in the bosom of one grave, lic Reginald and Charlotte
De Courgi.  Fair broke the morning of their lives, all hope, and
all promise; but ere it was yet at its meridian, the sun set
amidst tears, disappointment, and death, and their memories
have no place in the records of by-gone days, save what is faint-
ly traced by the feeble pen of :

Quebec. A Peri-ParueTic PATLARDER.

DL -S>

MELANGE IN ENGLISH AND FRENCH.
M. Marrin pE La Vove’s Mélange is in truth a literary cu-
riosity. ‘Ihe author is a native of France ; and he tells us,

that a very few years ago, he could not be understood in Eng-
land without an interpreter. At present he is perilus ulriusque

Iingue: ; and wriles poetry, or verse at least, with as muchappa-
rent case in English as in French,—and not merely verse, but
blank verse, His ambition to compose blank verse, he says,
arosc out of the ridicule attached in the minds of some of his
friendsto the idea of a Frenchman’s even altempting to write
blank verse in English. The author’s success is indeed remark-
able : both the versification and the ideas of the different poems
in this Mélunge are equal if not superier to the productions of
the run of our poclw minores. An example may satis{y the cu-
riosity of our readers : we judge the author not only to bea
man of talent, but of espril. :
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The following pussage:is taken [rom the poem callied ¢ Sun-

rise.”

Crime is a coward that a shadow frights ;
1t hates the day, and only breathes in nights
Of darkest hue ! - "Twill cross the forrent surge,
But sink at human voice ; and, like a dirge,
It hears in hollow caves the howling blast
Telling its doom ; detects the fooisteps fust
Of horrid death in every leaf” that fulls
Rustling vpon the ground. . The shricking calls
Of owls, are groans that gurgle through the blood
Of murdered men, or infant cries, in flood
Suppressed, of cherub stain.—O0, wrotched state !
Long days of dread !—Yet men will bear the weight
With sceming preference, and live and die,
By choice,” sad monuments of misery !

Hark ! how the busy hum of naturc swells !
Nor pine, nor bush, nor lonely weed, but tells,
With smiling laoks, the presence of the morn—
Pervading glance of God ! exhaustless horn
Of Mercy’s gifts that pour from shore to shore, .
On all alike, the treasures of its store.

Barne on the wind, sonorous hear that bell—

It chimes for mutin prayer. Each silent cell,
Soon populate, will pour its share of praisc,
And then the cloister vaults their voice will raise
T'o rend the peaceful vale with holy lays.

Now, now ! the exulting peal, harmonious, breaks
And moves the pile, and walls, and turrets shakes !
Ay, louder still the chorus grows ; the sheep,
Altentive, coase to browse ; and, buried deep
In seeming reverie the lambs are still,

While the shepherds fee! within a pious thrill
That warms their souls, and kneel beside the hill.

London Speclator.
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POPULAR ESSAYS ON SCIENOE.

———

Arrnoucn the pressure of the atmosphere prevents the rapid
vaporization of water until it is hot enough to force the air aside,
as in the process of boiling, yet we know, that vapour is con-
stantly forming at all temperatures, because we find fuids, when
exposed, graduallyto disappear. In these cases, instead of
remoting the air, the vapour creeps up into the space between
the particles of the atmosphere, and in this way, the whole
aerial mass is constantly actinz as an immense sponge to suck up
the rising vapour from every part of the earth’s surface, and the
process is technically terimed evaporation. - As its effects pro-
duce some of the more remarkable of the natural phenomena, we
will consider them in detail. . )

Eraporation is then, that proces in nature and art, by wlnch
vapour is formed quictly, and, often dnsensibly, and, therefore,
at a temperature helow the boiling point. It takes place when
the temperature of the fluid is above that of the surrounding air,
and, also, when befow it. Tn all cases, however, the law of eva-
poration is, that it accords with the quantity of heat whichinflu-
ences the fluid. The presence of the atmosphere does not de-
termine the quantily of evaporation, but only the quickness or
slowness of its operation.  This will be evident if we consider
the remarkable fuct, that asmuch vapour, at a given temperature,
occupies the same space in the air as it would in a vacuum, the
difference only being the rapidity with which the latter is filled,
whilst vapour can but siowly creep up among the wrial particles
to occupy their interstices: Instances of evaporation constantly
present themselves.  When water is exposed in a shallow ves-
selto the air, it will gradually diminish, and, in a few days,
disappear entirely.  Tn domestic purposes it is familiarly termed
“ drying,” as whea wet clothes are hung upon lines, in order
that the water they contain may slowly pass away. A washer-
woman is seldom aware, that, in this part of her occupation, she
is taking advantage of onc of the most beautiful and usefwl of
aatural operations—the rising of vapour in the atmosphere.
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Most fluids, if not all of them, ‘arc’susceptible of this gradual
dissipation ; and, it may also be observed, in some solids, as,
for example, in camphor. Some fluids more readily evaporate
than others, and it is always found, that those liquids whose boil-
ing points are lowest, pass ofl’ with the greatest rapidity. Thus,
alcohol more quickly dissipates than water, and ether aguin,
than alcohol.

The process of evaporation depends upon several circumstau-
ces, the principal of which are, 1st. temperature, whether of the
fluid or surrouading air; 2d. extent of surface ; 8d. state of air
as to dryness or moisture ; 4th. stillness of the air; and, 5th.
density of the atmosphere.

Since vapour is no more than water elevated by, or dxssol\ ed
in, heat, it must follow, that its power must depend .upon this
active principle, or upun the degree of temperature. - The com-
monest experience proves this.  Hot fluids evaporate more ra-
pidly than when cold, 'and hence why heat 1s employed with
this view in various processes of art. Itis also equally well
known, that if water be exposed to 2 warm and to a cold air,
it dries up more quickly in the former than in the latter. In
winter, the laundry-maid makes o large fire, before which she
places her wet clothes, in order that they may soon dry in the
warm apartment.

As evaporaticn only proceeds from the surface offluids, it
follows, that the process must depend upon the ealen! erposed,
all other circumstances being the same.  Thus, when we wish a
speedy vaporization, we put the fluid into a shallow vesscl, so as
to have a large surface ; for the same purposc a maid spreads
out and turns her drying linen.

The state of the air, as to dryness or moisture, also influences
the degree of evaporation, for the plain reason, that a portion of
air, the interstices of which are alieady filled with vapour, or
that is what we call moist, cannot absorb more waler as a por-
tion of dry air would. In some dry, cold days of winter, vapori-
zation goes on more quickly than when the air is warmer but
already humid.

Because the air immediately in contact with water soon be-
comes charged with moisture, a check is put to further evapora-
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tion ; and hence the influence of eurrents.or winds in assisting
the process, by bringing successive. portions of dry air over the
fluids.  The expression of a **drying wind,” so commeonly
heard, is thus explained.

Density of the atmosphere (the 5th and last influencing cause

. in evaporation) also interferes with the elevation of vapour,—-
This must be the case from ifs circumstance of decreasing the
sizes of the interstices or spaces between the particles of air,
and so lessening their capucity for moisture. A sponge, when
squeczed, will not suck upas much water as if'it was at liberty
to expand. - The truth is also easily proved by means of the air
pump, in the exhausted receiver of which, fluids boil and evapo-
rafe with great rapidity. Chemists adopt this means to dry sub-
stances thoroughly which they cannot expose to the action of
increased temperature and it is on the same account that mojs-
ture, in any way connccted with the vacuum, destroys it by
swelling out into an atmospherc of elastic vaponur,

Since alarge quantity of heat unites with water to form vapour
it follows, that cold must be the conscquence of cvaporation.
Ifa few drops of cther be allowed io fall upon the hand, a strong
scnsation of cold will be produced by its rapidly evaporating
and carrying off some of the vital heat; or if thé bulb of a ther-
mometer, covered with lint, be moistened with ether, the 'metr-
cury will immediately begin to descend. Ithas been asserted,
that an animal might be {rozen to death in the midst of summet
by constantly keeping jts skin moistened with ether and exposing
both to the vacuam of an air pump or to a current of wind. Wa-
ter placed under the exhausted receiver of an air pump evapo-
rates with great rapidity, and so much cold is generated as would
speedily freeze the water, did the vapour continue to- rise for
some Lime with the same velosity ; but the vapour itself forms an
atmosphere in the receiver and retards the ovaporation. This
may be prevented, by enclosing in the receiver some substance
which will readily absorb the moisture as it is formed. Such as
high-dried oatmeal, concentrated sulphuric acid, &c.  On this

principle professor Leslie founds his elegant method of produ~

cing artificial congelation. He encloses a portion of water in a
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shallow cup, and slanding over a large surface of oil of vitriol, in
the receiver of an air pump, and exhausts the airuntil the cold
produced by the evaporation freczes the remaining water. Itis
by evaporation that wine is cooled in hot climates, in the bottles
being exposed to a current of air, wrapped round with moisten-
ed linen. - Mats bung up around the walls of houses in India,
and frequently weited throngh the day, preserve a delightful fresh-
ness in the apartment. - Sprinkling water or vinegar over a hot,
sick room, cools,and refreshes it, and watering the streets of a city
moderates in-them the intensity of summer heat. In tropical
countries water is cooled for drinking by being put into earthen-
ware vesscls, so porous that the external surface is always moist,
the vessels being then suspended in a current of air, or, during
a calm, being made to vibraie in the manner of a pendulum.

Scicentific men have differed concerning the cause of evapora-
lion. - Some, Professor Millingtou for instance, have supposed
it to be owing to a chimical attraction between the air and water,
and they illustrated this plausible idea by adducing oil as a fluid
which does not evaporate, because of the absence of such affinity,
and, certainly, some degree of it does appear to exist ; butit is
nevertheless impossible to attribute the effect to.this cause;
for evaporation takes place, as we have sgen, i vacwo as in the
air, but with much more readiness. The esperimonts of Mr.
Dalton prove, that heat is the true und only cause of the forma-
tion of vapour. Mo finds, that the actual quantity of vapour,
whioh can exist in any given space, is dependant solely upon the
temperature. I, forinstance, a little water be putioto adry
plass flask, a quantity of vapour will be found proportionate to
the temperature.  Ifa thermometer, placed in it, stands at 320,
the flask will contain a very small quantity of vapour ; at 400,
more vapour will exist in it ; at 500. stif more; and at 60o.,
the quantity will be still farther augmented.  1f, when the ther-
mometer is at 600, the temperature of the flagk is suddenly redu-
ced to 40, then a certain portion of vapour will be converted
into water, the quantity which retains the elastic form being pre.
cisely the same as when the temperature was first at 400,

(1o be Continued.)
§
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TO A FRAGMENT OF SILH.

By Mys. Sigowrney.
[FROM THE TOKEN.]

Well radiant shred of silk, is it your choice,
" Here on my carpet, thus at ease to lay,
T’ve heard the veriest trifles have a voice
Unto the musing mind ; what can you say?
‘You seem to wake a dream of southern bowers,
Where sprang your rudiments, among Italian flowers,

Who were your ancestors 7 Me-thinks you pause !
Excuse me, Yankees always ask the question ;
What ! those unsightly worms, with tircless maws,
And such a very marvellous digestion ¢ ’
Their spinning wheels no doubt their health supply ;
Butlo! in cone like urns they fold themselves to die.

Perchance to reel their slight cocoons did foil
The patient skill of many a purblind dame,
‘While firmer nerves essayed the shutties toil,
From whence your rainbow tinted tissue came ;
Bound on a voyage o’cr the boisteraus acean,
Quite snugly packed secure in bales from all commotion.

What was your destiny in this new world ?
In dazzling robe to make young beauty vain ?
Or for some waning Indy, pranked and curled
To hide time’s ravage from the giddy train ?
Qr bid pale envy’s pang the bosom swell,
That erring deems true bliss, with outward show to dwell.

Your history’s not complete.  Your second birth
Is in bank-paper to allure the cyes,
Making the rich o’erprize the gifls of carth,
And the poor covet what his God denies 3
Man's vanity from a vile worm may grow,
And paper puff his pride ; go, gaudy fragment go !
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THE THIN GENTLEMAN.

———

The remaias of the castle of Yberg consist of two grey tow-
crs, one of them shattered from top to bottom by thunder. The
family to which the building belonged has been long extinct ;
and the last of the race, by his ¢rimes and impiely, is said to
have drawn down the vengeance of heaven even upon the roof
which sheltered his sacrilegious head. It appears from the tra-
dition that he had ruined his fortune by excess and debauchery,
and then lived—like other knights of the time, who had strong
towers and sharp swords—by strife and robbery. Chancing,
hawever, to lose one of his arms in an encounter, his succoss
was no longer proportioned to his daring ; and. his followers at
length, disgusted with bare walls and short commons, deserted
their chief. 'The latter, left alone in his castle, amused himsell
cursing the world and its want of virtue, and with taking a purse
now and then, when nights were dark and travellers few or un-
warlike.

One evening, when sitling in his porch, on the walls of which
the ivy and wall-Rower were alrcady mingling with the vine, a
pilgrim approached the den of* the robber.

“ You arc poor, Sir Knight,” said he, * you would he rich ¢

“ Certes,” answered the knight surlily, but with the kind of
bastard hope which springs up when rational expectalions arc at
an end.

“ EHa! ha!” laughed the pilgrim, © that is strange 5 but no
stranger than Lo sec a man moping in paverly and miscty, when
gold and juwels may be had for the gathering, oven under his
own roofl.”

“1f | but knew how to gather I exclaimed the knight bitterly,
as he sunk again into despondency. ¢ You allude, T perccive,
1o a tradition which is known to every peasant-serf in the coun~
try-side—ihat my great-great-grandfather, when this castle was
about {o be taken by assault, buried his freasures before giving
himself up fo the knife.”
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“ I do,” answered the pilgrim ; “I was by at the time.” The
knight jumped upon his feet.

“ You!” said he, * You! Why that is a hundred and fifty
years ago ! and he looked suspiciously at the stranger. The
latter was a man aboul the ordinary height, but marvelious thin.
His legs had no more calf tlan the tongs 5 he was as grey as a
rat ; and his skin looked as if it had been drawn wet over his
bones, and then left, in the course of years, to dry, and harden,
and bleach, and seam, and crack.

“ I was by, I 1ol you,” repeated the stranger : « Where is
the harm T What have you to do with that? MHaving been pre-
sent at the when, T of course know all about the where ; and as
I perceive you are a chip of the old block, who was always a
great. fricad of mine, I will tell you the sccretif you have a
mind to hear it.”

“ Say on, then,” said the knight with a gasp. ¢ only T wish
you were not so thin, and that you had come to me in the fore-
noon.”

The forenoon would not have answered the purpose,” said the
stranger, * things must be done according to rule. Thin! 1
would have you know 1 have turned the head of many a pretly
girl before now 7 And he cut o caper with so much  agility
that the other knew not what to think.

“ Well, well,” said the knight, a little enviously perbiaps, ** my
dancing-days are over, if' your's arenot.  Tell me the seevet,
and to pick and shool with us at auce ! Where is the treasure
buried 7’ ‘

“ Tn the graves of your ancestors ; who have it in as safe
keeping as if it was under lock and key.” The knight started
and grew pale.

 What js the matter ?  Arc they not your ancestors 7 Is it
not your moncy ? However, these dead folks, who can make
no use of riches themsclves, arc too apt to play the dog in the
manger, and keep them from those who can. 1t will be needless
to dig in the graves so long as one bone of onc of them is there.
¥ou must bring up your relations, one by one, apron-full by
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apron-full, ‘and Jay them here, in the moonlight, =il around the
porch. Itisa fine night, and they will not be the worse of the
airing.” The knight trembled ! he was about {o cross himself.

« Hallo ! No nonsense 1”7 cried the stranger, hastily staying
his hand : “ If you do not like the adveniure, say so at once
without mummery ; and I shall carry my advice to men of morg
sense and courage.”  As he spoke ke threw his cloak in dud-
geon upon his shoulders, and was turning away, when the knight
canght hold of the garment, (which felt like a blanket made of
spiders’ webs), and hesought him to have patience.

« T cannot starve,” said he ; T am not strong enough {c rob,
and T must have money. Sacrilege or no sacrilege, I will do
your bidding 1’ The stranger accompanied him to the door of
thc chapel 5 but when the knight besought him to enter and as-
sist—

“ T beg you to ¢scuse me,” said he, with a strange chuckling
jaugh ; * they are no kinsfolk of mine ; 1 have no right to lay a
finger on them ; and I confess I am punctilious in matters that
touch my honour.”

« At least come in, then, if it is only across the lhreshold;
that I may know there is something living ncar me in this dismal
vault, where the moonbeams are gliding like specires among the
pillars.”

“ I really would oblige you if I could ; but I dare not.”

# How, dare not 77

* No; I have got such a cold ; it would be the death of me ;¥
and the siranger by way of a specimen, emitted a dry hollow
cough, so oddly mingled with chuckling laughter, that the knight
felt his hair rising upon his head as be entered the chapel alone.
His strength scemed increased, however, rather than diminish-
ed, by his terror; and with the aid of a pick-uxe, he specdily
raised the stonc from every grave in the place. Itis an awful
thing to see the effect of the moonlight as it feli quiveringly upon
the skeletons. One seemed (o stir its foot—-another to point with
its finger—and o third to grin antt leer ; but when the knight



[46]

seized upon some of the bones in desperation, and found that the
picces of the skeleton fell asunder in his hand, he had ncarly
fainted with horror. Tt was like committing parricide !

* 1t 75 saerilege 17 said he to himself~—* It 4s sucrilege 17 Ne-
vertheless he filled an apron with hones from one of the graves,
and carried them out into the moonlight. e then returned - for
another load ; and so on till he had emptied all the graves, ex-
copt the Jast and newest.

When he came to this one, it was not alone from fatigue that
he paused, or from {eur that he tremblfed.  In the grave was bu-
ried a little child, the only one who had ever called him father—
the only being be had ever loved. This had been the single hond
of connexion between him and the sympathies of his species ;
and when the child died (many years ago), there fell upon its
pale cold face the only virtuous tears its father had ever shed.—
The child was now lying in the grave—

As if he had not been dead a day |

The little boy had not even shrunk in the grasp of death. It
was like an image of virgin wax, (which itsell being formed
of dead maiter) imitated sleep. The father felt a film come
over his eyes as he knelt before the grave, and took up his child.
He Iid it tenderly in bis arms and against his bosom, like a liv-
ing infant; and, forgetting for the moment the purpose he had
in view, curied it out um,ousctously into the moonlight.

Loud and long taughed the stranger as he appeared.

s Set it down here,” said he, © and the circle will be complete
—then step over the ling of bones to me, and I shall whisper
the rematning sceret in your ear.” The knight, as he was
about to set down his geutle burthen, fancied that the infant
stirred.

*¢ Make haste, make haste I” eried the stranger, bending over
the circle, and curving his long lean hand to take hold of the -
knight’s.  ‘The infant opened its eyes.

¢ Make hasie " eried the stranger again, and his voiec ross
to an uncarthly shrick : «* Throw down the bantling, and follow |

me or youare lost
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“ My {ather shall not follow you !" said the dead child : * Hence.
mocking fiend, for this place is mine! You have no final power
where a single- holy affection remains, as a bond of union be-
tween the soul of man and his creator ! At these words, the
stranger vanished, with shricks of mingled laughter and agony !
the earth shook, and a peal of thunder broke over the building,
whieh laid it in ruins.

Unarmed, bare-headed, wrapped in hair cloth, and with a pil-
grim’s staff’ in hand, the old robber that night left the costle of
his ancestors, never more to return.

BB

ONE PEEP WAS ENCUGH ; OR, THE POST

OFFICE.
By Miss Landon.

All places have their peculiarities : now that of Dalion was
discourse—that species of discourse, which Johnson’s Dietionary
entities ¢ conversation on whatever docs not concern ourselves,”
Every body knew what every body did, and a litile more. REat-
ings, drinkings, wakings, sleepings, walkings, talkings, sayings,
doings—all were for the good of the public ; there was not such
athing as a secret in the fown.

There was a story of o Mrs. Mary Smith, an ancient dume who
lived on an annuity, and boasted the gentility of a back and front
parlour, that she once asked a few friends to dinner. The usual
heavy antecedent half-hour really passed quite pleasantly, for Mrs.
Mary’s windows overlooked the market-place, and not a serag of
muiton could leave unobserved ; so that the extravagance or the
meanness of the various buyers furnished a copious theme for
dialogue.  Still, in spite of Mr. A.’s pair of fowls, and Mrs. B’.s
round of beef, the time scemed long, and the guests found hun-
ger growing more potent than curosity. They waited and wait-
ed ; at length the fatal discovery took place—that in the hurry
of observing her neighbows’ dinners, Mrs, Smith had forgotten
to order her own,
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It was in the month of March that an event happened which
put the whole town in-a commotion—the arrival of a stranger,
who took up his abode at the White Hart : not thatthere was any
thing remarkable about the stranger ; he was a plain, . middle-
aged, recpectable-looking man, and the nicest scrutiny (and hea-
ven knows . how narrowly he was watched) failed to discover
any thing odd about him. It was ascertained that he rosc at
eight, breakfusted at nine, ate two cggs and a piece of broiled
bacon, sal in his room at the window, read a little, wrote a little,
and looked out upon the road a good deal ; he then strofled
out, returned home, dinedat five, smoked iwo segars, rcad the
HMorning Herald [for the post.came in of an evening], and
went to bed at ten, Nothing could be more regular or unexcep-
tionable than bis habits 5 still it was most cxtraordinary what
could have brought him to Dalton. There was no' chalybeate-
springs, warronted to cure cvcry'discasc under the sun; no
ruins in the neighbourhood, left expressly for autiquarians and
pic-nic parties ; no fine prospects, which, like music, people
make it matler of conscience to admire ;5 no celebrated person
had ever been born or buried in its cnvirons; there were no
races, no assizes—in short, there was “ no nothing.” It was
not even summer ; so country air and fine weather were not the
inducements. The strangers name was Mr. Williams, but that
was the cxtent of their knowledge ; and shy and silent, there
scemed no  probahility of learning any thing more from him
self.  Cunjecture. like Shakspeare, ¢ exhausted worlds, and
then imagihed new,” Some supposed he was hiding {rom his
creditors, others that he had commitied forgery ; one seggested
that he had escaped o mad-house, a second that he had killed
some one in a duel ; but all agreed that he came there for no
good.
1t was on the 23 of March, when a iriad of gossips were as-
sembled attheirtemple, the post-ofiice, The affairs of Dalton and
the natien werc settled together ; newspapers were slipped from
their covers, and notan cpistle but yielded a portion of its con-.
tents. Buton this night all attention was concentrated upon
one, directed to * John Williams, Esq., at the White Hart, Dal-
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ton.”"  Eagerly was it compressed in the Jong, fingers of Mra.
Mary Smith of dinnerless memory ; -the fatlandlady-of - the White
Hart was ontip-toe to peep, while the post-mistress, whose ‘cus
riosity took a semblance. of official dignity, raised-a warning
hand against any overt.act of violence. - The paper was closely.
folded, and closely written in. a cramped- and illegible
hand ; suddenly Mrs. Mary Smitl’s look grew more intent—she
had succeeded.in decyphering a sentence ; the: letter. dropped
from her hand. . ¢ Gh the monster ! shrieked: the - horrifi-
ed peepor; . Landlady and postmistress both' snatched at
the terrible scrolly and they equally succeeded  in: reading: the.
following words :— We will settle the matterto-morrow atdin-
ner, but' L am serry. you persist in- poisoning . your wife;, the hors
roris too great.  Not a syllable more could they. make ' out;
but. whatthey had read.was enough: - * He toldme,”" gasped the
landlady, ¢ that he expecteda. ladyand gentleman:to dinner=~oh:
the villain.!: to think of poisoning any lady at the White , Hart 5.
and. his wife, too—TY should like to’ see my. hushand . poisoning
me!?”  Our hostess. became quite personal in hier indignation. .

¢ L always thought there was something suspiciousaliout himi;.:
people don’tcome and live where nobody lmows thern,.for no-
thing,” ‘observed Mrs. Mary. Smith. - L

e I dare say,” returned the post-mxstrcss, £ “ llhams is not
his real name.” .

* T don’t know that,” interrupled'the landlady; lehams ig"
a good hanging nome there was a Williams who murdered Mav's:
family, and Williams who burked all those poor dearlittle chil-.
dren ; I dare say he is some rclation of theirs ; butito' think of
his coming to the White Hart—it’s no place for his doings, T can-:
tell- him ; he shant poison his wife in my house ; out- he - goesr
this very night—I'll take the letter to himy myselfl? :

« Toord ! Lord ! I shall be ruined, if it comes to be known: that:
we take alook into the letters ;”” and the post-mistressi-thought!-
in: her heart that she had:better let Mr. Williams poison his wife:.
at his leisure. Mrs. Blary Smith, too reprobated -any-violent-
measures 3 the truth is, she did-not wish to. bermixed:up in thet.
matier ; a gentlewoman-with:an annuity and a.front andiback pars

7
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lour was rather ashamed of being detected in such close inti-
macy with the post-mistress and the landlady. Tt seemed like-
ly that poor Mrs. Williams would be left to her miserable fate.

* Murder will out,” said the landlord, the following morning,
ag he mounted the piebald pony, which like Tom Tough, had
seen a deal of service ; and hurried off in search of Mr.. Cramp~
ton, the nearest magistrate.

Their perceptions assisted by brandy and water, he and his
wife-had sat up long past « the witching hour of night,” deli-
berating on what line of conduct would - be most efficacious ‘in
preserving the life of the unfortunate Mrs. Williams ; and the
result of their deliberations was to feich the justice, and have the
delinquent taken into custody at the very dinner table which was
intended to be the scene of his crime. “He has ordered soup to-
day for the first time ; he thinks he could easily slip poison into
the lignid- - There he goes ; he looks like a man .who has got
something on his conscience,” pointing to M. Williams, who
was walking up and down at his usual slow pace. Two o’oclock
arrived, and with it a hack chaise ; out of it steps, sure enough,
& lady and gentleman.  "The " landlady’s pity redoubled—such a
pretty young creature, not above nineteen !—* I see how it is,”
thought she, ¢ the old wretch is jealous.” All efforts to cateh
her eye were in vain, the dinner was ready and down they sat.
The hostess of the White Iartlooked alternately out of the win-
dow, like sister Ann, to sce if any one was coming, and at the
table to sce that nothing was doing. To her dismay she obser-
ved the young lady lifting a spoonful of broth to her mouth ! She
could restrain hersellno longer ; but catehing her hand, exclaim-
ed, # Poor dear innocent, the soup is poisoned !"—All started
from the table in confusion, which was yet to be increased :—a
bustle was heard in the passage, in rushed a whole party, two of
whom, each catching an arm of My. Williams, pintoned him
down to his scat.  “ I am happy, Madam,” said the little bust-
ling magistrate, *¢ to have beeu, under Heaven, the humble in-
strument of preserving your life from the nefarous designs of
that { disgrace to humanity.” Mr. Crampton paused in conse-
quonce of three wants ~want of words, breath, and ideas.
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« My life QJﬂCl)]‘liCd the astonished Jady.

% Yes, Madam, the ways of Providence are mscrutablc——thc
vain curiosity of threc idle women has-been turned to good ac.
comt.” And the cloguent magistrate proceeded to detail the
process of inspection to which the fatal letter had been subjected ;
butwhen he came Lo the terrible words—* We will settle the mat-
ter to-morrow at dinner; but I am sorry you persist in poisoning
your wife”—he was interrupled by bursts of laughter. from the
gentlemen, {rom the injured wife, and even from the prisoner him-
self.  One fit of meriment was followed by another, till it be-
came contagious, and the very constables began to Jaugh too.

¢ I can explain all,” at last interrupted the visitor, ¢ Br.
Williams came here for that quiet so necessary for the labours of
genius ! he is writing a melodrama called * My Wife” he submit-
ed the last act te me, and I rather objecled to the poisoning of the
heroine. This young lady is my daughter, and we are on our way
to the sea~coast. IMr. Williams is only wedded to the Muses.”

The disconcerted magistrate shook his head, and muttered
something about theatres being immoral.

¢ Quite mistaken, Sir,” said Mr. Williams. * Our soup is
cold ; but our worthy landlady roasts fowls to a turn—we will
have them and the veal cutlets up—you will stay . and dine with
us—and, afterwards, I shall be proud to read My Wife” aloud
in the hope of your approval, at least, of your indulgence”—-and
with the same hope, Lbid farewell to my readers.

D B [ =

SIR WALTER SCOT'T.

Ix remembrance of Sir Waller, we shall collect under hia
pame, frow time to time, such anecdotes as fall in our way.—
We cannot begin better than by a few extracts from the delight-
fully flowing narrative of Allan Cunningham, in * Some Ac-
count of the Life and Writings of Siv Walter Scoff, Bart,!” pub-
lished in the Athenceum.

His personal Appearance.—TIn person Sir Walter Scott was
nearly si;fcct high, well formed, strongly knit, and compactly
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built ; his arms were long and sinewy, his looks stetely and
commanding, and his face as he related a heroic story, flashed
upas a crystal cup when one fills it with wine. His eyes were
deep seated under his somewhat shaggy brows ; their colour
was a bluish grey : they laughed more than his lips did at a hu-
morous story ; his tower-like head, and thin white hair, marked
him out -amongst a thousand, while any one might swear to his
voice ‘ugain who heard it once, for it had both a touch of the lisp
and the burr, yet, as the minstrel said of Douglas, it became
him wonderous well,” and gave great softness to a sorrowful
story ; indced, Timagined that he kept the burr part of the tone
for matters of a facetious or humorous kind, and brought out the
lisp-part in‘thése of tenderness or woe. “When I add, that in a
meeting of ahundred men, his hat was sure o be the least, and
would fit'no one’s-head but his own, I have said all that I have -
to suy about his appearance.  He delighted in manly exercises ;
in'his youth, he was forernost-inall sports and maiters of harm-
less mischief 5 his health, as he wrote to Sir Andrew Halliday,
conlinued excellent till the year 1820, when stitches in his sides
and .cramps in his stomach atiacked him, and werc mastered
with difficulty. e loved to ride in a short coat, with wide trou-
sers, ona little sioutgall oway, and the stecpest hill did not stop
him; 'nor the decpest water daunt him; it was his pleasure,
moreover, (o walk outamong his plintations, with a small hatch-
et and hand-saw, with'which helopped off’ superfluous boughs,
or removed an entire tree, when it was marring the growth of
others,

s Popularity,—1I told him, that when he passed through
Oxford, a lady at whose house he took Lrealklust, desirous of
doing him all honour, borrowed a silver tray from a neighbour,
who lent it at once, begging to be allowed to carry it to the ta-
ble herself, that she might look upon the author of Waverley.—
« The highest compliment,” said Sir Walter, ** I ever received,
was paid me by @ soldier of the Scots Greys : I strove to get
down to Abingdon-street on the coronation-day, and applicd for
help to a sergeant who guarded the way ; be shook his head, say-
ing, * Countryman, T can’t help you.” 1 whispered iy name—
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his fuce kindled up, and he said, ¢ Then, by G—d, Sir, you shall
go down !’ He instantly gave me an escort.”

His Bust by Chantrey.—So much was he sought after while
he sat to Chantrey, that strangers begged leave to stand in the
sculptor’s galieries, to sce him as he wentin and out. The
bust was ot last finished in marble ; the sculptor laboured most
anxiously, and I never saw him worl more successfully : in one
long sitting of three hours, he chiselled the whole fuce over,
communicating to it the grave humour and comic peaetiation for
which the eriginal was so remarkable. This fine work is now
in Abbotsford, with an inscription, saying, itis a presentto Sir
Walter Scott, . from Francis Chantrey ;—1I hope it will never be
clsewhere.

Visit to ﬂlzbn&g/brd.-—l visited him at Abbotslord about the
end of July, 1831 ; he was « degree more fechle than' 1 had
seen him, and his’voice seemed aflested ; not so his activity of
fancy and surprising resources of conversation.  He told anec-
dotes, and recited scraps of verse, old and new, always tending
to illustrate Something passing. He showed me his armory, in
which he took visible pleasure ; and was glad to hear me com-
mend the design of his house, as well as the skill with which it
was built.  His heart seemed hound to the pluace s it is said, that
he felt more pleasure in being thought the builder of Abbotsford,
and the layer out of the grounds and plantations around it, which
certainly seemed most tastefully done, than to be thought the
author of the Waverley Novels. This T am willing to believe.
Ol Abbotstord, and its finc armory and library, he might well,
indeed, be proud ; they contained presents from the first mon of
the world, cither for rank or talent ; the collection of volumes
relating to the history, poetry, and antiquities of Seotland is ex-
tensive. In a smail room, half library, and half armory, be
wsually sat and wrote 5 here he had some remarkable weapons;
curious picces of old Scoftish furniture, such as chairs and ca-
binets, ‘and an antique sort &¢ table, on which lny his writing
materials. A crooked-headed stafl of Abbotsford oak or huzel,
usuzlly lay beside him to support his ‘steps as he went and came.
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The Sheriffs and the Sheplerd of Ltivick.~-When I next saw
Sir Walter, King Gcorge wus ubout to be crowned, and he had
come to London to malke one in the ceremony, This was an
affair which came within the range of his tasie ; with the pro-
cessions of the old religion, and the parade of chivalry, he was
familiar ; and when he called on me, he talked of the magnifi-
cent scene which Westminster Abbey would present on the
morrow, and, inquired if Tintended to go and ook at it.  Now,
I happen to be one of those persons who are notaf ull dazzled
with grand processions and splendid dresses, and the glitter and
parade of cither courl or camp ; and when I said that T had no
curiosity that way, having, whenl was young, witnessed the
crowning of King Crispin, in Dumfries he burst into a laugh, and
said, * That's not unlike our friend Hogg : T asked him§if he
would accompany me, and he stood balancing the matter be.
tween the coronation and St. Boswell’s fair and at last the fair
‘carried it.”

Scalls Prosc and Byron’s Poelry,—1t is a nole-worthy matter,
that while Scott was pouring out romance after romance,
T.ord Byron was pouring out poem after poem § the prose of the
oneand the poctry of the other were so popular, and at the same
timeso excellent, that no other author could obtain a hearing.
1t was also curious to remark, thatas Byron had certaiply beaten
Scolt by song, so as assuredly Scott was vanquishing his lord-
ship by prose 3 for T think no one will contend, that the poems
of the one were ever so popular with all ranks as the novels of

the other.

We add the following acute comparison between Byron and
Scolt from Galignani’s Messenger :—The voice of him who was
truly called the Minstrel of the North sleeps in death, and all:
the mountains, vales, and glens of Scotland must resound with
wailing. Ages may pass before his rival will appear. Eight -
years and a balf have elapsed since we lost Byron, then in the -
prime of manhood—the two most popular authors which Great
Britain ever produced, yet whose genius had no simifitude.  The
one had intenseness, the other copiousness and rich variety—the |
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predominance of the one was tragic, of the other comic. By-
ron was but a varicty' of self ; Scott was cvery body, and every
where, Byron, =2t least in the present writer’s appre-
hension, was not often happy in his prose; of Scott, the prose
was far better than the poetry.  There was deep misanthropy in
Byron; the truest bonhommie and svnshine in Scott. Scott
rose occasionally to pathos and sublimity, but they were not his
leading characteristics ; he dealt in familiar and colloguial life,
in dialogue, in {ulness and rapidity of incident, in filling his can-
vass with groups of busy people, and in the humour of 2 Dutch
fair. Al the touches of accidental character, of the peculiarity
of habits and manners, were caught by him io the very life.  But
his native country had been the grand object of his happy obser-
vances. Ile knew her in the past and' the present, asif’ he had
lived with her every age. e knew the shapes of the surface of
its varied soils inits mountains, its heaths, ils precipices, its
depths, itsrivers, and lonely sca-shores ; and he knew all the
the secrets of the hearts of'its people. Fle threw a smile upon all
nature, and cheerfulness echoed from him through all the tracts of
Culedonia. He came like a magician, sweeping across the
stormy scas of the Hebrides, and peopled the isles with tle
airy beings of poetic spirituality.  Yet he was no enthusiast ; he
was a perfect man of the world—social, lively, sagacious,
quick, and happy in conversation—of exquisite tact, and wil-
ling to bend to all men's humours. The turn of his invention
enabled him, more than any other fabulist, to play off a con-
trast of characters. In this sort of combination and grouping
lay one of his grand spells—the collisions were always happy.
He never, like Byron, represented a single figure in the wild
aberrations of his solitude.  All his ideas were in rapid move-
ment—he never seems to have pondered long on one excluding
thought. I do not think, therefore, that profundity was often his
character.  The familiar was that which he scemed to exccute
con amore, in direct opposition to Byron, whose forle wus the
gloomy and misanthropic ; and who, though in Don Juan e has
exhibited much comic satire with extraordinary - strength and
point, yet seems to have done it by mere defiant effort, and sure-
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ly deals in a degree of caricature which is notin the purest taste.
Scott could not havé written Manfred or Cain—Byron “could
not have written one of Scotl’s novels. Scoit’s is an intelice-
tualised materialisin—Byron’s primary inventiveness is spiritoa-
Liry. . One is more touching, the other more harrowing.

i a3 ia a2 52
DEY LITTLE DIATID.
[FHOM THE LONDON WORLD OF FASHION, FOR OCTOBEII.]

A page from the Autobiography of « Fashionable Hidow.

« "Tis true, tis pity, pity *tis true "—SHAKSPEARE.

Tiere was nothing to me more abominable than the idea of a
little nan. I had been made miserable by little men—the odious
creatures ! I married a little man. Ridicule is the keenest weap-
on whercwith the feclings can be altacked, and mine. were
wounded deeply and severely by it. It was my misforiune to at-
tract none hut little men 5 wherever I went, into whatever society
I passed there was sure to bg: some little man start up; and endea-
vourto do the agreeabie for my amusement. Powr pusser le lemps,
I enouraged one of these gadllies, and at length found that what 1
undertook for amusement, mere pastime, assumed another aspect
—and the little piece of humanity, that I fooked upon as a play-
thing, soon became the chiel actor in something more than a
little affwir de cour. Well, things change their titles as our man-
ners tarn,” instead of being annoyed, I became pleased with the
attentions of “ my little man ;7 and, at length, I gave my hand
at the altar, to my liile man, and became une femme—a wife.—
1 was the wife of my little man.

So far, all went pleasantly enough : but I do not know how it
was—ifraicheur—the novelty of matrimony, went off, I saw
nothing but my little man day after day, and the honey moon
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spent in the horrible seclusion of Roolery Park, was any thing
but -a month of sweeiness. I was glad enough when it was
over, for then I was enabled to return to the metropolis, and
malke one ixmong the circle of fashion. But:then, ulas, alas!
every thing wore a different aspeet. I was no longer envied by
the women, no longer the . object of men’s devation ; a mere
common-place salutation * greeted me, and every body wl;hcd
me joy, I, and my little man. = . . :

Wherever I went, therc also my httle man followed me, of
course 5 at the Gpera, beaux no longer fluttered round me hl\c
butterflics, attracted by my diamonds (or my cyes, as they said,)
rays ; nobody was ncar me but my little man. . He was a fond,
kind creature 3 but that very fondness, that very kindness which
induced  him to be perpetually near me, proved any thing but
pleasant to me, for I soon got tired of the cternal smiling looks,
and kind words of my little man, :

thc coneert, ny little man was .my couductm, but hc {re-
qucntl) made more discord than barmony : 1 used to lcturn
home in a dreadful state of ennui. Nobody had told me that 1
looked beautiful, but my little man. T thought myscl(‘ ina deplo-
rable situation.

Then T went to. Almack’s : there I pictm'c(l a x‘ccn‘rrencc of
old scenes, and prepared my arts of coquetry u‘c:cordir{gly,. I
was splendidly attived (hat night, and I am sure that 1 looked
divinely. Well, alas ! the usual finale ; in despite of my at-
tractions, I dunced with nobody but my little man!  People did
say that he was of a jealous turn, and thercfore the men were
fearful of incurring his displeasure. Dear, dear, what 9. sacri-
fice T thought myself to « littte man !

But I need not detail my sufferings ; let it suflice, that where-
ver Lwent, there T was sure to hear and sce nothing but my lit-
e man. Te was so eruelly auent\\e We appeared so at-
tached, thai really we in the world’s opinion exemplified con-
nubial happiness, Happiness, indeed ! Iappiness with my
litle man! when we were heheld upp\o.\dmw, it was whispered,
“ Here comes and her litle man.”  Tad I visitors,
the first question after my own bealth was sure:to be, * how is

8
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your dear little man.” I would rather have heard enquiries after
my poodle dog. Well thus I passed through ten years of mar-
. ried life, a very unhappy, miserable creature, because I was a
. fmc figure myself, and had for my hushand a very little man.

Alus’ he died I—the fetters were suddenly dissevered, and I
again  became my own mistress. My year of widowhood expired, I
retumed to the gay circles of society in allmy wonted loveliness.
1 was then but eight and twenty, having married at eighteen. I
had felt very lonely in retivement ; Iascribed that loneliness
to the monotony of the scene wherein Iwas, as it were confined.
When I ré-appearcd in society, all the beaux came round me, as
they had done ten years previously ; the days of my girlhood
were revived, and I was again the object of universal homage.
Thon I thought T should be happy ;—for the moment I was so ;
But alas ! the heart-drearines which I experienced in my seclusion
was but the first theill of that anguish which I afterwards ex-
perienced in fullness.  As the amusements began 1o tire, I felt
: there was no one near me to speak in tones which only

weary :
When I returned home, there was no one there

one can utter.
" to welcome me with kindness and affection.  'When I was hap-

py there was no one to share my joy, or when I was in sorrow
there was no one upon whose bosom I could lay my head, and
find repose and rest. No ; all had fled—all had passed away,
1 had no husband—my happiness had descended with him to his
tomb.

Tam a widow young ‘und- beautiful (they tell me so)
men hover round me,and my own sex envy my attractions.
Alas, alas'! they little know the bitter grief of her who would
- resign every thing—state, stalion, splendour—could she but re
call into existence her dear, though once neglected * little man !

; the

D | B H]0) ==

ILEOBLLADNRE D

Mavrreran's Prorirs.—DMalibran lately accepted an engage-
ment at Bologna for eighteen nights, at the price of thirty-six
thousand francs! The World of Fashion.
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Apvice 1o Wives.—Always wear your wedding ring; for
thercin lies more virtue than is usually imagined, If you are
ruffled unawares, - assaulted with improper thoughts, or tempted
in any kind against your duty, cast your eyes upon- it, and call
to mind whé gave it you, where it was reccived, and what pass-
ed at the siéiémn time. o 1bid.

A New Sineer.—The musical world has been enriched with
another precious gem, in the person of Mabemoisgrir CaRrr;
who has just madcé her appearance at Aix-la-Chapelle. Sheis
spoken of in the most exalted terms; as possessing d rare union;
of organ and science. Ibid.

Horricurrurar Curiosity.-—There is now fast coming into
flower in the gardens of the Marquis of Westminster, at Ealon-
Hall, a beautiful specimen of ‘the Agave Americana, or great
Atncrican aloe, a plant commonly, but erroneously, supposed to
flower only once in a hundred years. The stem of this speci-
men rises to an elevation of 25 feet from the ground; terminat-
ing in an immense cluster of from 80 to 100 flowers, of a green-
ish yellow colour, on stalks of different lengths. From its stem
spring 32 great curved branches, resembling those of'a chandelier,
and the extremity of each is erowned with a cluster of flowers si-
milar to the above, making a total of about three thousand flowers.

Avorner New Dance.—We have-received many communi-
cations respecting the new dance that has been introduced at a
ball given by T.ord Sufficld, at Gunton Park, some of which
speak highly thereof, while others seem to think it can scarcely
become popular, from its complexity and machinery. We have
made enquirics upon the subject, and learn that, with modifica-
tions the new dance may be rendered a most amusing one. The
following is a bricf description of the present figures as intro-
duced and and danced at Gunton Park.  The dance bears the
old name of * Cotillion,” but the appellation should be altered ;
the dance itself being tolally new.

ft begins, by somesix or eight couple waltzing ; a chair is
suddenly introduced into the centre, in which the first gentleman
seats his partner, He then leads up end presents the gentlemen
n succession. I the Jady rejects, the discarded retires behind
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the chair 3 but when the * right man,” as the saying goes, ar-
rives, she springs up, the tone and accent of the music are acce-
lerated, and off she waltzes with the elected—the rest scize
their partners, and the cirele is continued.  Allin turn go thro’
the process. Three chairs are then placed. A lady (in suc-
cession) is seated between two bearers, who immediately solicit
her reluctant regard, till at length she gives herself to one, and
waltzing is resumed. A gentleman is seated inu centre chair,
hood-winked, and a lady takesa place on cach side. In this per-
plexity of choice the tantalus of the mirth remains, till by a sud-
den resolution he divides for right or left, uncovers his cyes, and
waltzes away with the chance-directed -partner, followed as be-
fore by the rest. - The chairs are now placed triangularly dos 2
dos, und three ladies are thus seated. The youths pace round them
in a circle, 4l each of the fair ones throws her handkerchief,
and away they again whirl. - The men then appear 1o deliver to
each, but to one alone is given, aring, and the dance concludes by
the ladies passing hand in hand through arches made by the exten-
ded armns of the gentlemen, and each seizes his partner, and once
more swings round the circle, we have heard that this dance will
be introduced at Almack’s in the course of the next season ;3 we
shall then have a better opporiunity of neticing its merits.
London World of Fashiou.

Soxrac will not again appear on the stage 3 her professional
savings amount o £20,000.
LG > B PP
NEWEST LONDON FASHICIS,

EVENING DRESS.
Of white erape, corsage en deni cawr, bévet sleeves, the cor-
sage and horder of the dress is trimmed with an embroidéry,
in white and coral colour, representing coral roots.  The cein-
ture is ticd in bows and ends, and is embroidered to correspond.
‘The hair is paried on the foreheud, and disposed in two perpen-
dicular hows behind, adorned with asprig of exoties. Neck-
lace nnd car-rings, gold and rubics. '
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MORNIXG DRESS.
It is of grags green chaly figured in a darker shade, and a
very small pattern.  The corsage is square, and “the ‘drapery
forms a heart ; the folds are agrafled ~down the front by rou-
leaus of blue and brown gros Tyrolienne. -~ Amadis sleeves with
cloft mancherons, trimmed wiih blond lace. Chemisetic of lulle
finished with a blond net »&iche.  The front of the dress is trim-
med en Tunic, with a Grecian border of bluc and brown rou-
leaus ; it turhs back from the front round the border. “The bon-
net is a bibi of lilac poux de soie. The crown is trimmed with a
sprig of tuberoses, and green gauze ribbons.. A tulle siiche and
ribbons decorate the inside of the brim.

GENERAL REMARKS.
HATS AND BONNETS.

No decided alteration has taken place in the shape of hats,
but the brims are larger than they were-in the bmrmmn'r of the
scason, 'The most novel are composcd of moire. "The favour-
ite_ colours are green and pensé:  the first arc trimmed with
bouquet of red ﬂowérs ; the others. are adorned with one of
pensées, or else \mh a sprig of cxotics.

Bonnets are still of the bibi shape ; several of the new ones
are trimmed with marcbous of different colours ; there are sel-
tom more than two erployed (o trim a bonnet—one is placed on
the right, the other on the left side, so as to form the shape of n
V. Scveral are trimmed on the ingide of the Lrim with u wiple
ruche of lulle.

OUT-DOOR COSTUME. .

Mrs. Bzur has @t this moment some very clegant autumnal
pelisses in preparation.  Some are of wwire, others of grus
d'Aulomne. The corsuges made high and sitting close to ihe
shupe, and farge pelerines = those with long ends are preferred.
A pelisse lalely made for a lady of high rank, is trimmed en
Inunic with swansdown, but in a very novel and graceful manner ;
the corsage is of the shaw! kind, and the Jappel is continued down
the front on cach sidc 5 a light roulean of swansdown Dborders
the lappel—the cffect is singulirly graceful.,  Cachemire aud
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chaly are both in favour for robes. Some of the first are of shaw!
patterns, the others are flowered in detached sprigs or bouquets,
or ¢lse the patterns are in lightly marbled colums.

Mrs. Bres has already introduced autumnal mantles.  Some
of dark green moire, lined with white Gros de Naples, and trim-
med witl swansdown, struck us as being peculiarly elegant and
appropriate te the scason.

LINGERIE.

The inventive genuis of” Minette; that most celebrated of the
Parisian Lingéres, has not been idle, Mrs. Bewrr has Just re-
ceived from her some elegant aceessions both to morning and
half-dress. Among the first, we notice pelerines, canezous in
jaconot muslin lightly embroidered, with a full back, confined
round the waist by a cienlure of the same material which ties in
frant, this isa very graceful fashion. Another stile of pelerine
has a double collar, and (ronts with large ends, it is bordered by
dents which are lined with the same material, and edged with very
narrow Valenciennes lace.

Morning caps arc of all the different shapes of children’s caps,
those of cambric are the most fashionable, but the enfre deux
should be of lace.

Some of the pretticst hal(-dress caps, are of pldin tulle, trim-
med with the same material festooned in deep points of open-worl,
furming a chain of wheels. "This kind of embroidery, intermixed
with ornaments formed of ends of rose-colored and gauze rib-
bon, has a very pretty effect.  Corsages lulle to be worn with
low dresses are made quite high, and trimmed either with a ruche
of the same material, or a falling collar edged with blond lace.

Falling collars have the ends rounded, and are no longer fin-
ished by abroad hem ; they are trimmed with lace sewed to the
cdge of the embroidery.

Fichus tied carclessly round the throat, are superseded by
collars composed of coques of ribbons, forming ruches, and fasten-
cd in front by a knot.

HEAD-DRESSES IN EVENING DRESS.

Coiffures en chevena begin to be worn higher ; we see a great
many adorned with knots of ribbon, which must correspond
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with the embrojdery of the dress, or with its colour. Flowers
are also much in favour, particularly exotics. Hats, blond:lace
cups, &c., have not altered since last month.

The colours most in request, are, rose, oiseau, - blue, fawn,
and some new shades of voilet, green, and chesnut, which ure
called Dalia, Stlene, and Opale. :

JEWELLERY.

The most novel necklaces are of jet ; they are called car
cans ; itis the name of a kind of collar : they fit the neck exactly,
and are about three inches broad. A very small chain falls from
the centre of the necklace upon the bosom. A small square or-
nament is appended to, the chain ; both are of jet : the cienture
buekle and bracelets very frequently correspond.  This kind of
Jjewellery is particularly fashionable with white dresses.

DINNER DRESS. '

Clear muslin dresses over sarsnet are much in favour in din-
ner costumes ; they are made with corsages hall high; the up-
per part of the bust ornamented with a drapery composed of fulds
of equal size, crossed in the centre, The sleevesare of the
amadis kind, Some of these dresses are trimmed round the
bust with. a triple fall of English lace, arranged en mantille.
Others have a kind of collar which goes round the back and
shoulders only, and deep pointed mancherons ; both are richly
embroidered.

Chaly and moire dresses are also’in favour, they are also made
half high, but with a single fall of drapery arranged en cur on
the corsage 5 it is generally bordered with narrow blond lace.

2| e|BRlc=

T CORRESPONDENTS.

A letter with which we have been honoured by the Turmir of
Albany, came too late to hand, for an carlier acknowledgement —
we now return our thanks for the kind interest he expresses in
our success ; and we beg to inform him, and other correspon-
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dents that all communications worthy of a place in the Muszus
shall e inserted in the langnage in which they are written,

"Fhis plan we are induced to adopt for the benefit of our French
Subscribers and contributers, and as an inducement to those who
write in that language to favour us with their productions.  Such
picces as we may deem of sufficient interest to our Inglish rea-
ders shall be translated.

We have recived a letter and Prospectus from Mrs Fales of
Halifax, which we are sorry to say has been mislaid, if a Pros-
peetus can be procured from any of the booksellers in this City,
we shall insert it in our next number, and on the appearance of
the work we shall take the earliest opportunity to notice it.

To the Readers of the JTuscuwn.

Tt is with great satisfaction we direct the attention of our
readers to the engravings in this number, exccuted by Mr.
Jounse. When commencing our work we did notindulge in
the hope of having it embellished by the hand of a native artist ;
and we have no doubt but our subscribers will participate in the
pleasure we experience on discovering Mr. Boursg’s success in
the Lithographic siyie.

"The design of the {rontispeice is by Mr. Srrovre—the pillar
represents the country yielding its support to literature, the
figures at the base, cmblematic of the arts and sciences are en-
twining their ornamental wreaths around it, whilst genius at the
sunmit has broken through the surrounding clouds of prejudice
and indifitrence.  We are too much interested to offer an opinion
on the excellence of the exccution, but it possesses one merit,
that must be apparent to all, and we hope it may be duly appre-
clated—it Is the production of Camada.



