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THE RECESS.

————

« Here in this calin Recess, I'd sit, and muse
On the wide world beyond, and as the show
Of actual life pass'd by, Pwould mend my wit.”

Do. 7.

[For Nos. 1, 2, and 3 of Recess, see Magazine Nos. 1, 2, and 14.]

§Sceve.  The Recess room, tapers burning, and windows closed
W keep out the murky atmosphere of a foggy drizly evening in
Bly. Present--Placid, Meadows, and Turgid.

B Dlacid. 1 wantyour opinion, Meadows, on these papers.

W Meadows, What are they ?

& Placid. Versesin Manuscript, by a Private Soldier of the 34tk
$eciment ; a man so atiached to the Muses that he composes vo-
inous rhymes, although he cannot indite a line; he forms his
gprses in his mind, lays them up in the keeping of astrong memory,
Md when occasion offers, gets a comrade to write down as he
Mctates.

B Meadows.  An author out of the common line indeed, let us see
s productions.

8 Turgid. Pshaw, the verses of an unlettered private soldier !
-fead nothing of poetry, but the best.

& Mcadows. And which is that Turgid ? That to which great
$hmes are attached I suppose ; if Byron lent his name to ¢ Cock
Z¥obin,” it would excel Gray’s Elegy in your estimation. Pshaw !
have been as much delighted with good lines and fugitive
Poughts, which have been un-puffed and even un-fathered, as
gver I have been with Lord or Lady Fustian’s paid for commu-
“#ptions to the Annualg. Allow me to tell you,that it is your want of
Fequaintance with such matters, and your adoption of vulgar com-
‘gon place ideas, which cause you to slight a stranger without
‘$xamination, merely because his card is not formed of perfection-
HBted pasteboard.  The man most likcly tosneer at attempts at ex-
“gellence, is he,who unable to excel himself, and unable to appre-
-iate simple beauty, gratifies his dull envy by invective, and calls
3t good taste. To a few indeed, whom it were madness to despise,
Je will bow down ; but he allows nothing to be gold which does
ot bear the impress of the mint.
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Plucid.  Dont you know Meadows, that Turgid aped poetry
himself at one time, and only produced doggrel which was gneerc. -
at in the notice ** to Correspondents” of the Newspapers; ever
since, he imagines that there are but two or three Poetsin the .
world, therefore it is not a great disgrace to fail in becoming one
of'so small and select a company, and he is as good as the remain.
der of the common herd. But if he were to allow, that one out ¢
every fifty of his fellows has a soul and an ear finely attuned for’
the muses music ; and that one in a thousand, at least, is capable .
of creating instructive and entertaining ideas in harmonious lap !
guage—delighting themselves and pleasing the little circle whict
each moves in—such an admission would be a reproach to his ow: .
failure, and a mortification to vanity which bas mistaken its forte

Turgid. You are blunt enough Genilemen in all conscience
still I contend that thesec pretenders neither please themselves nc: ;
others. ’

Placid. As to pleasing others you must wait until the article.
are examined to judge of that ; as to pleasing themselves, I car '
vouch that a miser never counted his money with more delight :
than honest Grahame recites his verses—the cadence of his voicc -
the nervous play of his lip, and the sparkle and moisture of hi -
eyes, tell you that he is a greater and a happier and a better mu.
from the exercise of his gift of harmony. :

Turgid. Enough, my cigar burns pleasantly, and you mas
enjoy your vapour while I enjoy my smoke.

Meadows. Unfold the soldiers effusions Placid, nothing bu
good eating and drinking goes down smoothly with our smoking
companion. )

Placid. 1 scarcely know which to take up first ; hereis * A
Address to the Drill Horn”--¢* Qbservations on Beauty”—¢A Dia
logue between Team and Steam Boats”’—** on the landing of th.
8th Regiment''—¢ An Elegy on the late Duke of York¥—on:
Grenadier killing a Mouse’>—On being charged a penny for a hali
penny”—-¢ Lines on the loss of the English Packet’’—¢ The Iri
soners address to his Looking Glass while in Georges’ Island™--
On being refused the loan of a shilling”’—and ** The Soldiers at
dress to his old Koapsack.” :

Meadows. A most appropriate and goodly collection of subjects.
Take up any one and let us hear the rude strains of the warrior.

Placid. 1 have glanced my eye over one which seems to ex
hibit the friendly and patriotic feelings of the author very strongls.
[reads.]

¢ On viewing the landing of the Sth Regiment at Halifax.”

The dark-collared corps on our chore lately landed,
With complexious as ruddy as the clothing they wore ;
All angled and caught by the bait they call money,
To wear warlike trappitgs, and face dangers roar.
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Their march from the beach it was joyful tho' weary
With music before them harmonious and gay;

The sun from above on their bright sabres glistencd,
As they filed to their Barracks in martial array.

Their silk in the breeze it serenely was waving,

With honours upon it all woven in gold ;

Their diamond-squared colours were proudly unfolded,
And fields of fam’d slaughter upon them were told.

The nankeen-linged natives with wonder gazed at them ;
‘The rose of their nation on each cheek seemed pale ;
Many high rugged mountains they had travelled over,
And the yards of their Barque never squared with a gale.

All anxious for news great numbers did mcet them,
A dark featured nation asked who they might be,
The answer was given * they are from the old world,
Long tossed on the waves of a foaming rough sca.’

They told us such storics of dusky dark weather,

Of huge fiony monsters that snore through the deep,

Oflong restless nights, and cold eatly morniaes,

When their wet weary comrades would rovse them from stcep.

Long did we look for them, they’ve landed at last ;
With pleasure we hail them from Neptune’s loud roar,
May honour adora acd still wait upon them, .

¢ You'r welcome from Britain ye dark-collared corps.?

Meadows. Very pleasing indeed——simple vivid and characteris-
dic. A well drawn picture of a wilitary scene, and feelings ap-
propriate (0 the subject delicately touched. Just observe what
new and judiciously applied compound epithets are introduced.—

¢ Dark-collared corps,” ‘¢ diamond-squared colours,” ¢ and
nankeen-tinged natives.” Sece also how like a soldier he paints
the scene—the music, the flags with golden honours, aud the allu-
sion to former warlike services are ail well introduced. But, as
you intimated before commencing, the friendly national feelings of
the piece are most to be admired : the author alludes to the per-
sonal beanty of the strangers; scts them :: cuntrast with the
Hallagonians ; excuses the seeming pailidness of bis national rose,

by telling of hardships on the mountains, and of adverse winds on
" the deep, “the yards of their Barque never squared,” he says; he
then commisserates with them on the unpleasantness of their pas—
sage, wishes them additional honours, and welcomes them affec-
tionately to the shores of the new world. Itisa very interesting
little specimen of the uneducated unsophisticated unpretending
soldier-poet. Read apother of these unpolished litle gems ;
considering the educational deficiencies of the author, the first is
admirable.

Placid. 1 am greatly gratified by your approval of the scraps.
“Uhold in my hand ““ lines ov a Grenadier killing 2 Mouse.” In
this the author perhaps shows more teader feeling than poetical
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talent, he commisserates the mouse ** whose nest was closed up
with the snow,” and who knew not where to look for comfort i
such a predicament, he exccrates the unmanliness of a Grenadic
who bayoneted the ** wee tim'rous beastie,” and describes the
convicted looks of the caitiff when he cried out, shame, on his cru.
elty.

Meadows. A brave soldier is ever teader-hearted ; the feroci
ous, and those foud of ferocious sports, are the readiest to turn n
the field of battle, and the least to be depended on in any situaticn
after the first fever heat of their fury is over, they sre mere vu
tomatons, kept in their place by fear and habit, not principle.
while each conscientious and kind hearted warrior, is a liviog sworc
in the right hand of his Commander.

Placid. * The soldiers address to his Knapsack™ dwells with
pride on its once brilliant appearance, and laments its total ruin -
it has also some sly hits of affectionate good humour ; the autho
§ays :

%" When filling thee up with costly stuff, | often gave thee a crack,

But you took your revenge with straps of bufl, while riding on my back ;

For seven long days I bore thee about, for a breach of Martial Law,

For pulting thy proper furniture out, and filling thy belly with siraw.

Brilliant and black was thy once bonny face, my only chest and store ;

We have lingered together for many a pace, but L.never may carry the
more."

The concluding lines have more pathos than could be expectel’
on such a subject : ‘

« He took the old Kit in his hands, his heart with grief was wrung,
He formed the graine to a pipe-clay dish, and the straps on a new one hung, |
The soldier hac been in foreign climes,he ne'er was much troubled with sell
But it t:rll}.‘ V.is heart on long pastimes, as he views the old dish on the

shelf, :

Meadows. Touches of true feeling and geouine poetry rathe: -
coarsely expressed. 1can well appreciate the pleasure whia
the soldier can receive from the formation of such professions
verses, and his triumph in the Barrack room from their recital
How many sources of the humourous, the pathetic and the sub
lime are left unwoiked ; your author gives 2 good hint—-what fur
instance could be belter subjects in the hands of a wit than-—
thoughts on the worn out pen of a poetaster—Ilines on the ofd wig
of a superanuated Judge—on the faded bag of a briefless Lawyer.
~—an Elegy on a thumped-to-death pulpit cusbion—an address
the once demure face of a retired Physician—and a multiplicity
of such themes, formed of the odds and ends, the tails and top
koots of civilized life. What have you next.

Placid. A piecesimilar in subject to the last, but greatly supe
rior 1 thiok, in its pleasing and patlietic flow of simple ideas.

The Prisoner’s address o his Looking-glass, while on George's Island.

¢ P'll hold thee up my chrystal star,

Thy moon-shaped face shines calm and clear ;
P1l place thee by this iron bar,

And view each scene thal’s passing here.
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11l muse on thee my mirror swect,

And streteh thee from my dreary celiy
Thou'lt show to me the ocean deep,

Wherc the lost stores of natious dwell.
1 turn thee right—1 turn thee left—

I turn thee up--1 tarn thee down—
Thou picturest well the rocky cleft,

‘The eky, and breakers’ foaming crow:.
t often view where pleasures pasy,

Q’cran expanse of heaving rea ;—
They're but a shadow in my glass!

‘The originals are barred from me !
While the gay forms across thee glide,

My tearful eyes with anguish glcam ;
To view where pleasare spreads her tide --

i cangpot mingle in the stream !~

I had laid up my glass one night,
to sleep 1 did reposing lie,
Aad, in a dream, beheld a sight,
As would ensnare a youthful cye.
A female form in rich array,
fn spangles drest from top to toc,
She seem’d anangel gone astray,
‘To man a fascinating show.
A golden chain hung round her neck,
A splendid crown was worn bLufore,
Butoh ! behind, appeared a wreck !
Which spoil'd the beauty of this flow:
The figure fair to me drew up—
WanT and Forry, was her pame ! —
She cried, * 1love a flowing cup,
Here youngster take this flow’ry chain.”’
O’erjoyed to seize the glittering prize,
I starting, made an eager spring,
And woke ! when to my sad surprise,
It was a cold, cold, iron ring
Which round my arm she had entwined,
And plucked me far from {reedom’s wing.

el

Oh ! Folly, Folly, fair thy face,
A gaudy artificial show !
Thy arts have placed me in disgrace !
To far Bermuda I maust go !
Whene'er 1 look into my glass
Pale Want and Folly I ~an sce!
And theough the world the same shall pass,
When in the darksome grave 1'}} be.”

Meadows. A simple, highly imaginutive, and strikingly origi-
sal specimen.—Let us review it— first the mirror is pretiily apos-
trophized, and then the convict is vividly pourtrayed holding his
slass beyond the barsof his cell, that he may behold in it, scenes
hidden from his direct glance—a picturesque und satural
thought, but one not likely to occur to = person who had not
chanced on the experiment himself. We then have the pleasurce
which the convict feels in gelting a free gaze at the sky and
ocean—-but immediately a damp falls on his heart, he recol-
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Jects that hie ouly beholds shaldows, the originals are barred
tfrom his possession : his eyes shed tears as the gay tigures glide
over the glass, for he is cut off from the enjoyments and from the
society of his f2llow men—¢ [ cannot mingle in the stream” he
pathetically exclaims. ‘Then comes the pnight vision, the temp.
ativn of Folly or Falsc Pleasure, and the cuasequent disappoint.
ment of her dupe ; the gollen necklace turns to the captive’s
iron chain : How delicately and vividly the moral is implied, al.
though—with a puet’s perception—the author has not cumbered
his lines with direct reflections. In the concluding paragraph
he mourntully describes the appearance of his swn image in the
glass ; and laments—man is so dull at taking warning—that folly
similar to his own will be perpetrated,when he lies in the dark-
some grave. A pleasing specimen indeed it is, of the uneducated
Poet’s abilities ; it bears the impress of a creative fancy ; and the
germs of much excellence appear in its unpretending thoughts.

Placid. ow would you advise the author to improve his
talent,

Meadows. By learning to read and write on Jacotot’s system,
and then by making himself conversant with such authors as
Goldsmith, Burns, and Bloomtield. Let him be confident that he
can amuse himsell’ and others, but not foolishly suppose that hc
i3 therefore to become a great poet. 1 woula also advise him to
aim at nattiness and sweetness as little as may be ; with improved
Judgment let him continue to pen the rough andgraphic pictures,
the pecularities ot which his mind seems to so strongly appreciate.
Some persons, who unnoticed have thrown off valuable little
verses, the strong transcript of their owan vigorous minds—by be-
ing brought into notice, and by getting injudicious advice, and
by imagining themselves of consequance, have entirely lost all
command over their muse : they have copied theughts, and bor-
rowed epithets, and collected large words, and smoothed their
rhymes, and gained a molasses-sweetness of expression and senti.
ment, byt alas! thespirit was departed from them; they no lon.
ger looke: with their former clear eyes, or thought with bold.
ness or originality—the materials in their crucible were mare
glittering, but less substantial, and the result instead of being gems,
was dross and vapour.

Turgid. As my Cigar is exhausted, I beg leave tu slide ina
word of approval. I acknowledge that | have been much more
pleased with the soldiers verses than I expected to be. I think |
will try and rub up my own Aladdins Jamp and see what spirits
will come at my biddiog. A happy flight of one of your inferior
poets, excites me, as thesound of the horn does an old hunter.
I'll try one more touch at rhyme and reason.

Meudows. Do, do--and bring your effusion next evening for
our perusal.

Turgid. 11} think aboutit.

Meadows. In opposition to his former opinion, Placid, we see
that Turgid is pleased--I think that you and [ may say that we
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have been benefitted by the pernsal of these humbie lines.  Are
‘we not in some degree better and wiser men than we were be.
.fore? we have gained new ideas, at least, on the landing of troops
trom Great Britain, and on the occupations of a prisoner on
George's lsland.  We are remioded that we may sometimes see,
scarrying a musquet and a knapsack, * hands which the rod of
empire might have swayed, or waked to ecstasy the living Iyre.”
,We are taught that the humble and the uneducated may have
just md glowing thoughts, and we are induced by such examples
to look with a poetie eye on common occurrences.

Placid. We are gainers—I will have more respect than | had

here* ofore, for the great lower pedestal of the pillar of human
society ; and will frequently endeavour to find out some of the
many vivid inferences which a strong mind may draw from almost
fevery object and incident.
4 Meadows. 1 hope that Turgid will never speak so slightingly
Jagain, of all but the best poetry ; affected doggrel in writing, is
as an affected fool in society, the most nauseating of all nauseous
aflictions ; but poetry of every grade is of sterling v+ .ae, blessing
the giver and the recciver.

Turgid. What is the name of your soldier-poet ?

Placid. Hear him tell it himself.  One of his poetical scraps is
Jentitled ¢ an Elegy on the late Duke of York, including a remark
Jon the present day.” The concluding lines of this reads thus :

¢ Let music sweet, with solemn air, in mournful notes be tuned,

“For our great armies bosom friend in darkness is entomb’d,

; The willow now we must embrace, since the red rose is gone,

. A nobler Prince ne'er wore a star before the British Throne.

. Now speed my news through foreign climes, through distant lands
unknown,

A brighter gem from virtue’s stem, death never did cut down.

Farewell our darling Duke of York, Um fir beneath thy fame,

The inan that mus’d this for thy sake,was lowly RoeerT GRABAME.”

Meadows. Takes a note from the table and reads. ¢ The
majority of the Recess (members) being absent in the country,
«njoying the pleasures of the season, Monsicur Forioso is request-
.d to defer his exhibition until next evening.”

Placid I fear that we lose amusement and insiruction by the
delay, Monsieur Forioso had selected some good subjects for this
evening’s exhibition.

Turgid. Summer evening3 are not best adapted for full meet-
ings in-doors, the beauty of the moon, and the ocean, and the
fields, and all that sort of thing, keep romancers among the
high--vays and bye-ways during the twilights of this season.

Meadows. In the mean time, our meeting has not been altoge-
ther unproductive. Hail ! Poetry, universal goddess of sensitive
souls. The Monarch and the clown, the savage aud the man of
exquisite refinement. alike own thy sway, and are enriched and
“enlivened by thy influences, as the varied landscape of earth is
by the beams of the ali bencficent sun.  When the Deity speaks
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to man he nses thy worda, and the prayer of the humblest <in.
cere worshipper i+ full of thine eloquent thoughts, Thou givest
avoice (o the beanties and the pecaliarities of the kingdoms «f
nature, and this voice will endure while the cataract thunders
trom its hill, while the south wind murmurs over its bed of vio.
lets, and while the heart of man exults in the glories around him.
May 1 oftimes hear thy whispers, and sometimes essay to join in
swelling thy sweet hymnas.

MECHANICAL AGENCY OF THE ELEMENTS.

*“ ‘The annual consuimption of coal in London is estimated at
1,500,000 chaldrons. The effort of this quantity would suffice to
riuse a cubical block of marble, 2200 feet in the side, through a
space eqnal to its owa height, or to pile one such mountain upen
another. ‘The Moate Nuovo, near Pozzuoli, (which was erupt.
ed in a single night by volcanic iire,) might have been raised by
such an effort from a depth of 40,000 feet, cr nbout eight miles.—
it will be observed, that, in the above statement, the inherent
power of {uel is, of necessity, greatly under-rated. Itis not pre-
tended by engineers that the economy of tuel is yet pushed to its
utmost limits, or that the whole effective power is obtained in any
application of the fire yet devised.

The powers of wind and water,whicl we are constantly impress:
ing oto our service, can scarcely be called latent or hidden, yet
it ts not fully considered, in general, what they do effect for us.—
T'hose who would judge of what advantage may be taken of the
wind, for example. even on land (not to speak of navigation), may
turn their eycs on Holland. A great portion of the most valuable
ard populous tract of this country lies much below the level of the
sea, and is only preserved from inundation by the maintenance of
embankments. Though these suffice to keep out the abrupt in-
flux of the ocean, they cannot oppose that law of nature, by which
fluids, in sceking their level, insinuate themselves through the
pores and subterrancous channels of a loose sandy soil, and kaep
the country in a constant state of infiltration from below upwards.
--To counteract this tendency, as well as to get rid of the raip
water, which has no natural outlet, pumps worked by windmills
are established in great numbers, on the dams and embankments,
whizh poar out the water, a3 from a leaky ship, and in effect pre-
serve the country from submersion, by taking advantage of every
wind that blows.  To drain the Haarlem lake would scem a hope-
less project to any speculators but those who had the stea.a-engine
at their command, or had learnt in Holland what might be ~ccom-
plished by the constant agency of the desullory but unwearied
powers of wind, But the Dutch engineer measures his surface,
calculates the number of his pumps, and, trusting to time and his
experience of the operation of the winds for the success of bis
undertaking, boldly forms his plans to lay dry the bed of an inland
seq, of which those who stand on one shore cannot sce the other.”
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ANCIENT DRAMA.

Trere is, perhaps, no want of charity in suggesting, that (he
«object of the frequenters of theatres among ourselves (and the
jttractions of the press and the musical instrument-maker have,
iwe believe, considerably diminished their numbers) is as much to
iescape froin the dull monoteny of domestic life, as to supply any
jeravings of the intellect and the taste ; and hence the necessily of
strong stimulants,— the stronger, the more attractive. ‘Th2 mo-
hotony of domestic life no more existed among the ancient Greeks,
ithan its charms.  Those judicial and legislative daties and inves-
figations, which among us as are (as yet) confined exclusively to
j few, and those few among the higher and more educated classes
pf society, and evea with them occupying only a certain portion
of the year, were among the Greeks (he propeity, we might al-

ost say the patrimony, of the great mass of the people. The
flisplays of eloquence, and the sirong appeals to the passions,
pvhich, even under the calmest forms, must necessarily enter into

hese exertions of the intellect, and which to us come so animating
%nd spirit-slirring, even when filtered through journals, gazettes,
nd newspapers, were to them fresh, palpable, tangible enjoy-
ents : the commo~, daily, hourly food of life. From the battle
bf words 1n the general assemblies andthe courts of law, and from
the conflicts of advocates and orators, rhetoricians and slatesmen,
fow warmly conteslted, and with what ardonr listened to, and
fmid what transports of every passion that can agitate the human
ind, abundant testimony has been left us,—the common Greek
vas perpetually hurried to occupations of a more serious kind,—
o handling the rudder and the oar,—to grasping the shield and
Jhe spear,—and to all those conflicts by land and sea, which made
fvar a game, not merely of occasional occurrence between nation
nd nation, as among ourselves, but, as Plato assures us, of town
gainst town, of village against village, xnd house against house.
The elements of exeitement, it is clear, existed already more
than enougk in Athens, and it was not necessary for the stage to
dd to them. On the confrary, » noble repose, which, holding
ghe already cxisting excitements in balance, should lead to a calm

ental review of the causes and consequences of those excitements,
thus purifying the sources of nztizu, and lcading to a course of
hetion nobler in itself, and more properly adapted to the high
fnctions which the customs and institutions of their country had
iaid upon the spectators,—s.ach gentler exhibitions of the passions
B8, lifting up he veil fro:a the human bosom, should show the
pest of vultares which 1t fostered, and which, on the least encou-
Fagement, were ready to spring and prey upon the very vitals—
}lnd, though into strains addressed to a people brave by nature,

VOL. II. N
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and warriors by necessity, the clarion and the spirit-stirring trum.
pet necessarily entered, yet those tones, touched
¢ to the sound
Of instrumental harmony, that breathed
Heroic ardour to advent’rous deeds,
rather than inspired a blind enthusiasm or savage ferocity ;|
such it appears to us, are the elements of amusement, which;
judicious mind would have selected for the hours of Greek reluxa
tion ; and such was the form in which Greek tragedy, as concei
ed by its first great father and creator, if we gre not mistaken if
our judgment, did actually invest itself.
Throwing itself into a remote antiquity, it drew from thence
race of men,—kings, warriors, sages, prophets,——~whom the Gre¢
imagination had long been accustomed to consider as beings h:-g

dued with higher powers of body and mind than themselves ;
invested them, by artificial means, with a corresponding loftines
of stature, a voice non humana sonans : it exhibited them unde
the power, but not under the weaknesses of human passion : |
threw around them sometimes, indeed, the embellishments of
valour so captivating and brilliant, that modern chivalry ini
fairest form might have found its cradle therein, but more ofter
and with greater propriety, solemn strains, which, like the Dor
flates of Milton,

1

¢ instead of rage,

Deliberate valour breathed, firm and unmoved.’

But above all, it was careful that in beings thus regarded wiff
awe, and whose language and feelings were intended to keep uf;
the highest moral tone in the public mind, no unguarded word i
movement, no familiar household term or action should occur !
break the spell, or tempt the spectators’ minds to leap the etem:
barriers which were meant to stand between themselves af
those creatures of another and a nobler day. Their movemeny
were grandeur ; their repose was dignity : how gracefully auy
consistently observed is evident from that style of Greek statuag’
(unquestionably deduced from that noble spectacle of the stag}
on which the world has ever since been content to gaze, hopelef:
of competition even at iue hands of a Canova, a Chantrey, or§!
Westmacott,——and to that statuary the mind of the reader mu¥
ever recur, if he wishes to have on his mind the best and mof!
faithful impression of the Greek tragic stage. :

But—
¢ From time's first records the diviner’s voice

Gives the sad heart a. sense of misery.’— Esca. Agamem, |

Though these beings might escape the weaknesses, commeg:
analogies told the spectator that they could net be exempt frog!
the miseries and ills to which man is born, as surely and as inef
vitably ¢ as the sparks fly upwards.” Hence the exhibitionseg’
fallen greatness among the Greek dramatists, and the affeclis
spectacle of old and princely houses ¢ fallen from their high estate}:
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snd plunged in misery, sometimes by their own weakness or guilt,
but more frequently by the operation of causes over wiich they
bad no control.  The inference was unavoidable ; it pointed to a
gtill higher race of beings, in whose hands were the issues of things,
and who dealt, as their pleasure led them, their several portions
dfgood and ill to mankind. And if these inferences had failed to
itrike the spectators themselves, the Chorus, that great represen-
fative of the human race and of its higher state of feelings on all
s:e great points of morality and religion, was ever at hand to point
hem out.  In measured strains andslow, and in language which,
ip the odes of Aschylus at least, bears, for solemnity and dignity,
§>very distant resemblance to some of the finest parts of the
spired writings, they alluded to the mutability of human things ;
ey pointed to national blessings and calamities as the inevitable
nsequences of national crimes and virtues ; they Jjustified the
ays of God to man, and argued on theimpotence of man to escape
om His unerring laws ; they drew beautiful pictures of the
appiness of upright men ; or, ag representatives of the avenging
Ruries, they spoke in language almost as appalling as that which
ithook the Roman governor on his tribunal, when a mightier than
£schylus reasoned of ¢ righteousness, and temperance, and judg-
ment to come.’— Quarierly Revicw.

THE SPELLS OF HOME.

By Mrs. Hemans.

By the soft green light in the woody glade,

On the banks of moss where thy childhood play'd,
By the waving tree through which thine eye

First looked in love to the summer sky 5

By the dewy gleam, by the very breath

Of the primrose tufts in the grass beneath,

Upon thy heart there is laid a spell—

Holy and precious—oh ! guard it well!

By the sleepy ripple of the stream,

Which hath 1ull’d thee into many a dream ;
By the shiver of the ivy-leaves,

To the wind of morn at thy cascment-eaves ;
By the Bees deep murmur in the limes,

By the music of the Sabbath-chimes ;

By every sound of thy native shade,
Stronger and dearer the spell is made.

By the gathering round the winter hearth,
When wilight called in to household mirth ;
By the fairy tale or the legend old

In that ring of happy faces told ;
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By the gquiet hours when hearts unite

In the parting prayer, and the kind ¢ good night ;»*
By the smiling eye and the loving tone,

Over thy life has the spell been thrown.

And bless that gift !—it hath gentle might,
A guardian power and a guiding light !

It hath led the freemen forts to stand

In the mountain battles of this land,

It hath brought the wanderer oer the seas,
To diec on the hills of his own fresh breeze ;
And back to the gates of his father’s hall,
1t hath won the weeping prodigal.

Yes ! when thy heart in its pride would stray,

From the loves ol its guileless youth away ;

‘When the sullying breath of the world would come
O’er the flowers it brought from its childhood’s home ;
Think thou again of the woody glade,

And the sound by the rustling ivy made,

Think of the tree at thy parent’s door,

And the kindly spell shall have power once more.

THE WIFE OF THE POLISH PATRIOT.*

It was on the night of (he memorable 1ith September, 812§
that Aimee Ladoinski stood weatching from her window the advanc
ing troopsofthe great Emperor of the West, as they pushed lheii:
way through the silent and deserted streets of Moscow. Thf.
French were entering as victois; but it was not this circumstancg
—although Aimee was a native of France—which caused lg
bosom to throb high with espectation. Her husband had been|
Polish seitler at Moscow, but, on the first news of insurrection if:
his native land, bad hastily, and in disguise, quitted the Russizy,
capital, and 1epaired to what he deemed the scene of his country§:
politicul regeneration; and pow, in the armed tiain of the ce:i_

o it

queror, lie was 1etutning as a victor to the captured metropolg
of his country’s oppressor. Lo Aimee’s inexperienced eye, §-
seemed as it thusc lung files were interminable—as if Westeg
Europe hud pourcd Licr whole population into the drear af
uninviting domiuions of the Czars. It was almost nightfuil ere t}
tread of arms in Aimcee’s dweiling, and the sound of a voice, cof-
mundirg. in aslern tere of discipline, the ordeily conduct ofh
military followers, annocunced the anvival of Captain Ladoinshi.
Night foll, and the Loy sunkto sleep in Lis father’s arms ; whig

4

* It is proper that the reader should be informed that this sketch is nei§.
fictitious narrative of adventures, but that itis derived from a persord
kuowledge of the Jady whose cscape it 1ccords,

Lo
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1he soldier, as he sat by the expiring embers of the fire, couvers-
ing with his wife, sunk his vuice to a half-whisper, in order not
to disturb the childish slumbers of his litle son.  The under-tone
in which they spoke, 1he quiel of the chamber ind even the partial
obscurity in which it was enveloped, secmied to mpatt 1¢pose to
the spirit of the soldier, and confidence to that of lus wife.
Suddenly, the ceiling of ilie apartment glowed with a momen-
tary and ruddy light.  Aimce started. The light died away, and
she resumed her geatle-toned discourse. Again that fierce aud
lurid glow shone into the chamber, broader and redder than be-
fore, and so as to show in ruddy and minute brightuess every arti-
cle of furniture in the apartmeunt, and the features of its wonder-
ing occupants. It shone on the roused and determined visage of
the soldier, shed a ruddy hue onthe ashy countenauceof his wife,
and played, like an infernal light round the cheek of a cherub, on
that innocent slumbering boy. LEven the lance of the Pole, which
stood in an angle of the apartment, glanced brightly in the sudden
blaze. ¢ Well suid—well said "’ exclaimed Ladoinski, daunt-
lessly, and even gaily, addressing his weapon—¢ thou hast not
shone out thy appeal in vain ; thy hint is kindly given.” He
was speedily armed, and preparing to sally forth, when an order
from the French sovereign, commanding the troops in that direc-
tion to keep their quarters, relieved the fears of Aimee.
It is not necessary to inflict upon the reader a lengthencd de-
-cription of a scene so well known, and <o often described as the
famous conflagration of Moscow. The Llazing streets and paluces
of the proud Russiun capital are only Liere glunced at, as an intro-
duction (o the character ofthe humble Aimee Ladoinski.
With no reckless or unwondering eye, it may easily be imagin-
ed, did she stund gazing (on the fearful night of the 15th) over
that awful city, which wildly blazed, like one unbroken sheet of
fire, only varied by the inequalities of the buildings which fed its
flames. *¢ Alas ! said Aimee, ‘* alas ! for the mad ambition of
man, that can drag thousands of his fellow beings over weary
Scythian wastes—like those you have {raversed—to behold, as
their reward, the destructioa of this faic city. Oh! turn, mny
beloved Roman—turn, ere too late, from following the car of this
heartless victor. Sheath the sword, which may serve indeed for
the despot’s aggrandizement, but can bardly accomplish the liber-
ty of your country.”—* Ob, believe me, Aimee,”’ answered the
soldier,¢ it i3 no light cause that has roused your husband to arms;
no boyish transports at wieidinga lance ; no egotistical ambition,
cowering beneath the cloak of patriotism. The height of my
personal ambition is to behold the day when I need not blush, and
hang my head to call myself a Pole. But mark, mark, how yon
sea of fire riscs and roars, covering, as 1o us it now seems, the
face of the earth, and mingling with the clouds of heaven !”—
“ Merciful God !’ ejaculated Aimee, *‘ can even the judgment of
the great and terrivle day show more fearful than this portentous
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1
night? Hack! the crackling and thundering come nearer and near-
cr, and the light waxes brighter and yet more bright. The whole
atmosphere seems alive with lurid sparks and burning brands.
See, see ! they begin to full, thick as snow flakes, on our quarter!”
~~"The fire has assuredly reached us,” said the Pole calmly ;
‘¢ your safety, my Aimee mustbe thought of. For me, I leave not
the post ussigned me without military orders.”’--*: ‘Then I remain
with you,” said Aimee,in a steady and immovable voice.—** And
the child,” said the Pole, looking on his son—-+¢ shall 1 send him
away, in this night of contusion, without a mother’s protection ?”
——4 Alas 1"’ exclaimed the young mother, ** he must not remain to
perish-—he must not go forth without a parent’s guidance. God
direct me I’ She looked alternately at her husband and her boy,
who was clinging to her garments, and screaming with terror—
then said, in a tone from which there seemed no appeal, ** We all
remain 1"’ Aimee’s determination was happily only destined to
prove to the Pole the strength of her conjugal devotion ; for ere
he could exercise a husband’s authority over his gentle and de-
licate, but high-souled wife, an order for the evacuation of the
city arrived from head-quarters.

With difficulty the party reached the suburbs through streets of
flame, showers of burning brands, and an atmosphere which al-
most threatened suffocation.  Ere they reached their destination,
the Pole cast a furewell glance on the ruined and blazing capital.
« Ah! proud Moscow,” he said, ¢ the hand of Heaven’s vengeance
hath slambered long, but hath, at length found thee. Go to—
thou art visited for thy sins. Remember captured Warsaw,”

In the fearful month of November, 1812, the gentle and deli-
cate Aimee found herself seated in a baggage-waggon, amidst
stores, and spoil, and wounded men, carelessly huddled together,
whiie the latter craved in vain either for death or professional as-
sistance. It is well known that most of the French residents in
Moscow, either from dread of the indiscriminating vengeance of
the Rassians, or from divers motives, accompanied the French
army in its disastrous retreat on Poland. Among these was Aimee
Ladoinski, who, in the situation we have described, supported on
her knees the head of her wounded and half-senseless husband,
while she still pressed to her bosom the child, whose feeble cry
of cold and hunger often died away into a sleep, from which
even his mother was sometimes fain to arouse bim, lest the merci-
lese rigour of the night should produce the frozenm slumber of
death. At length the vehicle which contained them suddenly
stopped. Aimee heard others still crawling on their miserable
journey, but theirs moved not. A strange misgiving almost crush-
ed for a moment the heart of Aimee. She listened, and at length
all seamed silence around them. It i3 a well-known fact, that
many of the wretched sufferers, whose wounded bodies were pla-
ced in the wains, laden with military stores, or the spoils of Mos-
cow, met an yalimely fate from the hands of the sordid drivers.
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These fiends, loitering behind in unfrequented places, relieved
themselves, by murder, of the care of the helpless bieings who
only retarded their progress, and increased the weight of their
waggons. Perhaps some faint report of those practices recurred
to the mind of Aimec as the silence deepened around her. She
listened yet more attentively. ¢ Not yet," said a voice; * per-
haps there be others behind us.”” Aimee’s blood rancold ; she
pressed her husband and child closer to her, and then safily
looked out from the solitary wain to see if any aid yet remained
in view. 'The moon, shining sickly through a northern haze,
showed one drear sheet of snow, broken into inequalities only by
the fallen bodies of men and horses, which the descending flakes
were fast covering. Nothing was to be seen but here and there
(ata distance that forbade the reach of a voice) a dark spot or
two which might indicate a crawling wain, or body of re-collect.
ing stragglers ; and nothing was to be heard save, from time to
time, a faint and far-off yell of some descending cloud of Cossacks
falling on the hapless, lagging remains of a French corps. The
pitiless northern blast drove blinding storms ot sleet and snow
into the covered vehicle as Aimnee looked forth. But her feel-
ings of horror gradually sobered down. Aimee was surprised—
at first almost startled—to find how little they affected her. She
tried to rouse herself—to think of some appeal by which she
might move the steel bosoms of the wain drivers; but a languid
dislike to exertion stole over her.  Her attentioa to her beloved
Roman changed to a feeling of indifference; her hold on her boy
loosened, and the devoted Aimee began to lapse into that cold
and benumbing slumber which, in these frigid regions, so often
precedes the deep and final repose of the sleeper.

Such might have proved the dreamlessslumber of Aimee La-
doinski, but she was roused by the violent forcing of some cordial
down her throat. Aimee once more opened her eyes. She was
still seated in the wain ; but the rising sun was reddening with
his slanting and wintry beams the drear and unbroken sheets of
snow which stretched behind her, while its rays tinged with a cold
and sickly crimson the minarets and half-ruined buildings of a par-
tially-dismantled city which lay before her. This city was Smol-
ensk, a depot of the French army, and the longed-for object of its
miserable and half-starved stragglers.

In a detachment which wassent out to reconnoitre the coming
crowd of phantoms were several individuals who, with or witbout
authority, visited the baggage-waggons of their newly-arrived
compatriots.—~¢ Why, here is a woman !” exclaimed a young
French cornet, who, with  companion or two, had entered the
wain where Aimee was sitting stiff, erect, and senseless. ¢ Here
i a young woman; and a fair and delicate one. How came such
commodity, I wonder, in this military wain ; and a little boy—and
alive too! How could so tender a thing weather out the last
earful night? But, soft-—she breathes. ’Gad, | am Frenchman
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enough not to leave such pretty stuff to perish for want of a taste
of my pocket pistol.””  [fe tried to pour some brandy from a smalf
bottle down her throat. % ’Gad, her white teeth are set as close
as a French column, 1 am sorry to use force, Madam, but yon
shan't die for want of a little muscular exertion on my part. o
~-there’s nothing like Cognac——she's coming to, 1 perceive.”

There was something in Aimee’s appearance and manner,
which, combined with the circumstance of her being the wife of
an officer in the same service as themselves, imposed a sort of re.
spect on the Frenchmen. They were, moreover, affected by her
beauty, her singular situation, and deep distress ; and in order to
inslitute an inquiry as to the fate of Ladoinski, they succeeded in
obtaining for their faiv protegee an interview with two of the
most potential personages who conducted the celebrated retreat
from Moscow. Aimee had now spent two days of fear and anguish
at Smolensk, and she received this news with grateful joy, not
unmingled with surprise. It was, however, at this period of
affaics generally seen, that the special protection of the Poles, in
whose country France could now alone hope for friendly shelter,
was a necessary and prime act of policy on the part of the French
commanders.

With a beating heart, and still holding her boy in her arms, the
delicale and timid, but more courageous Aimee, was conducted to
a palace, the exterior of which was still black with recent con.
flagration, and itsonce strang towers evidently nodding to a speedy
downfal. Not withont cercmony Aimee was ushered into
apartment whose walls were partially consumed at one end, while
at the other it was occupied by splendid, but disorderly and half
scorched furniture. In this apartment two general officers were
standing, engaged, as it seemed, in the very undignified task of
tearing from time to time some pieces of black bread from a sin-
gle loaf which lay on a bare table, and beside which steod a flask
of brandy, whose contents, a3 no cup or glass was visible, coul!
only have been obtained by a direct application of the lips of the
princely quaffers.

These personages were Murat King of Naples, and Prince
Eugene Beauharnois Viceroy of Italy, under Napoleon.  Aimee
was provided with the best conveyance the retreating army af.
iorded, that of a baggage waggon.

The Grand French Army~or rather its miserable and ghastly
phantom—1vas now traversing snow-clogged and dismal forests,
in order to attempt the famous, but fatal passage of the Beresica.
‘The Imperial order for the destruction of half the bagzage-wag-
gons, and the large demand for draught horses and oxen, destined
to the higher task of bringing forward artillery, were so many
obstructions to the progress of our young widow. But Eugenes
protection still secured her a vehicle; and the knowledge that
they were fast nearing the fronticrs of Poland, where she hoped
to find friends, and a home for her boy, shed a sickly gleam of
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hope into a heart where earthly desires and expectations had one
‘by one set in a night of the thickest dejection, yet the meekest
resignation. Aimee sat erect in her heavy vehicle, listening to
the shouts which hailed the arrival of the unexpected reinforce-
ment of tlre army of Mareschal Victor. She administered a slight
refreshment of black bread to her boy, whose sharp and lengthen-
-ing features had lost the cherub roundness that formerly excited a
mother’s pride.

While they were thus engaged, the grand army continued to
file in spectral procession along the ranks of the newly-arrived
‘battalions of Mareschal Victor. = As they passed, a voice said,
e Polish, * Forward, lancers!”  Aimes started—she looked from
the wain—then reseating herself, murmured, ¢ What a delusion !**
But the sight of the child—his food dropped, his head thrown
back. and his finger on his lips, in the attitude of a listener—ivas
even more strangely startling to Aimee. She addressed the child,
“but he motioned silence, and with an ear still bent towards the
passing troops, softly ejaculated, < Father !” The columns
-quickly marched on. The boy, with childish forgetfulness, re-
sumed his food ; and Aimee, afic vainly essaying to question the
drivers, er the passers, could only say, “ Never did accents of
the living sounl so like the voice which is stilled in yon grave of
snow-wreaths.””  She paused for a moment ; then, answering her
own thoughts, said again, ¢ No—no—it is impossible. By what
amiracle could he have reached the army of Victot 2 The fortun-
ate Mareschal had left Smolensk ere our straggling, wretched hosts
entered it.” ‘

The French reached Studzianka, on the left bank of the Bere-
sina.  Aimee felt that the turning-point which must decide the
fate of herselfand her boy, was arrived. On the effecting of that
passage depended all her hopes of freedom——of life ; but still the
thoughts of that voice haunted her mind. Unable to obtajn any
ynformation from those wholly uninterested in her queries, she
‘prepared her usual couch in the cornfortless wain. Al that night
she could hear the noise of the workmen engaged in the fabrica.
stion of those bridges over which the troops were to effect their
.dangerous passage on the succeeding days. Aimee’s dreams were
‘naturally of terror and blood ; and, as a shout of triumph at length
-aroused her senses, her arms were instinctively twined round her
child. She eagerly looked from their vehicle. 'The sun had
“scarcely risen ; but by the faint rays of a dawning, whose twilight
2was rendered stronger by drear sheets of snow which covered the
‘ground, she could descry the dreaded forces of the enemy in full
Jetreat from the opposite bank of the river. Aimee fell on her
Jknees; she poured out her heart in thankfulness ; and taking the
Jittle wan hands of that wasted child, clasped them between her
own, and held them together towards heaven with a speechless
fervency of gratitude, which awed the boy iato innocent and won-

VoL, IT. (]
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dering silence. She continued to gaze on the hosts of cavalry
who were crowding towards the Beresina, and, without waiting for
the completion of the bridges, were swimming their horses acrosy
the river, in order to obtain such a fooling on the opposite bank
a3 should enuble them to protect the passage of their comrades,
At lengtn the bridges were completed ; and ceaseless files of sal.
diers continued to pass over them. Aimee watched them with,
beating heart, hoping that the safe transfer of each column ren.
dered so much nearer the time ot her own passage. Aboutnoon,
a shout proclaimed that the Emperor and his guard had gained the
right bank of the Beresina. News socn .rrived that the Russians, .
aware of their error in abandoning the advartageous point of the .
Beresina they had so recently occupied, were advancing in full
force on both sides of the river. Terror now overpowered every -
consideration, either of cupidity or humanity, in the bosoms o .
Aimee’s protectors. Several drivers enteredthe wain, and forci.
bly dragged from it all those shivering beings who had so lorg .
found it a refuge. Aimee remonstrated, and spoke of Prince -
Eugene ; but was told that he was with his imperial father on
the other side of the river, and had other things to do thant
look after those whoonly encumbered the march of the army.—
Brutally forced from the refuge assigned her, Aimee joined tha
crowd of hapless and despairing stragzlers of every age and scx,
who thronged behind the forces of Victor, and, afraid either (o
remain on the fatal left bunk, or attempt the crushed passage
of the bridges, wandered, in shivering and desponding uncer.
tainty, along the borders ot the river. At this moment ther
was a peculiar and ominous movement in the French rear
guard. The yells of the approaching enemy were distinctly
heard. Then came the heavy fire of the charging column:
returned in rolling thunder by the French lines of defence.~
These lines, however, still formed a barrier between the fugi-
tives and the advance guard of the Russians; and it was na
uatil the former began evidently to give away, that Aime
deemed all lost. The Russian cannon became nearer, deeper
and more incessant. The balls which passed through the French
host whistled by her, and the shrieks of falling wretches ran
in her ears.

It was now that that fearful and fatal rush of passengers to the
bridges took place. Aimee saw crowds of fugitives, abandonel
by every feeling save that of wild personal terror, throng on those
treacherous passages. Then came the well-remembered temp
est, which—after slowly collecting ite elementary fury in the
early part of the day—at length burst from the indignant heavens,
and held, as it seemed, a wild conflict for superiority with the
rage of the battle-storm beneath. Each moment, when the hur
vicane, in its wild career, swept away the smoke of the contend:
ing armies, Aimee could sec the feeble victims which cholked the
bridges gasping beneath the feet of the stronger passengers, crust:
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ed among heavy wains and artillery, or—more fearful still—
“hurled into the waters by the half*crucl, half-madly despairing
struggles of those whose physical strength enabled them to fling
aside all obstacles to their own passage. With the resolution of
-one who held life forfeited, Aimee resolved to remain in her pre-
sent awful situation, rather than venture amid that despairing
throng.  She laid the boy down to avoid the bulls, which feli
‘thicker, among the dispersing crowd, and threw herself almost
upon the child. At this moment the same voice that had before
made Aimee’s heart leap within her bosom, again reached her
.ears :— ¢ Stand, Lancers, stand ! Let not yon wolf-dogs drive
,your horses over theser miserable fugitives.”  Aimee looked up.
Another fierce sweep of the tempest dispersed, as if in haughty
scorn, the dense volumes of smoke which hung, like a black cloud,
ton the charging columns.  God of mercy ! Aimee beheld either
ithe phantom or the living form of her husband ! e was enden-
youring to rally a regiment of his cowpatriots : and called on
‘them, in the voice of military eloquence and bigh courage, 1o
‘stand by their coloars.  His helin was up—his face warm with
‘exerlion ; his eye shone—keen, bright, and stern, as if vo gent-
ler thoughts than those of war had ever animated that bosom, —
{The flush of military spirit and physical exertion had banished,
for the moment, the traces of wounds, fatigue, and privation.—
That eye alone was chianged, and its stern, warrior glance almost
Anspired with fear the geutle and enduring being who now strove
‘to make her voice heard through the din of the fight, and the wild
uproar of the elements.— O Ladoinski—iny fove—my husband!
i—turn—tarn! 1t is [--it is Aimece——it is your wife who calls on
you ' She called in vain. Roman tarned not--gazed not. The
spirit of the soldier scemed alone awake in the Pole.  He looked,
Lt that moment, asif no tender feeling~—no thought of Aimee, oc-
“cupied his bosom. Torone instant, it almost scemed to the wife
s if ber husband would not hear. Iie raliied his brohen forces,
nd called out gallantly, *“ Lancers! forward. For God and
5“ oland! Remember her who now lies with @ Cossack’s pike in
“her breast beneath the snow-wreaths ”—-and he disappearedin
-he rethickening smoke.
2 Day now waned : and the troops of Victor, after having nearly
“accomplished their unparalleled task of protecting the famous rc-
reat across the Beresina, atlength began to give ground.  Aimce
! aw that she must now, at all hazards, sttempt the perilous passage,
orremain behind a prey to the lanless Russian victor.  With
drembling and uncertain step, she endeavoured to guin the largest
“bridge ; but the banks of the river were here so crowded that she
rew back in consternation ; and, again throwing the child on the
'?ground, watched besile ity rather with (he instinct of maternal
denderress, than with any fixed hope of ultimately preserving its
dife. Suddenly, the largest biidge was seen 10 give a fearful
swerve—then a portentous bend towards the witers, A noise of
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rending, which made the ground tremble, succeeded : and Aimee

bebeld the futal bridge, and all its living, shrieking burden, des.’

cend with crashing violence into the icy waters of the Beresinu,

while a stifled cry of wailing arose from those living descendanty

to a watery tomb—so wild, despairing, and fearful, that, fora

1x:xomeut, Aimee deemcd the tiour of man’s final retribution a
and.

Night closed on the slayer and the slain—on the victor and
vanquished ; but the thunder of the Russian artillery ceased not
itsdismal rol! ; while the noise of the French troops, still ponring
in restless files over the remaining bridge, shewed Aimee that the
desperate passage was still continued, She began to fear that ber
senses were fast yielding to the horrors that surrounded her ;—
and she now no looger prayed for preservation, but for death.

A streak or two of dawn at length began faintly to light upon
the snow-covered margin of the river. Thc Russian forces were
now so near the bridge that, perhaps, buta short half-hour’s
remaining opportunity of passage might be afforded her. Aimee
once more endeavoured to gain the bridge ; the falling balls of the

foe again arrested her progress. Still--aware that the hour of

irrevocable decision was arrived—she pressed forward. And
now mingled with the diminished fugitives, her foot was half on
the bridge ; but a sudden cry of warning arose from the last co-
lamn of French which had gained the opposite banks : ¢ Back--
back ! Yield yourselves to the Russians! Back—back!”—
Perhaps aware of the fatal meaning of their compatriots, or_easily
subjected to every new terror, the wretched refugees, cut off trom
their last hope, fell back with mechanic simultancousness on the
enemy ; while a sound of grounding arms—voices imploring mer-
cy—stificd moans of victims who found none——and the close yclls
of triumph, told Aimee thut they were at length among the Cos.

sacks. She gave a last, a despairing look, towards the bridge ; 1t .

was crackling and blazing in the flames, by which the French hal
endeavoured to cut off the pursuit of their enemy. In the unut.
terable hurley-burley which followed, Aimee, still pressing the
child to her bosom, endeuvoured to extricate herself {rom the
shrieking victims and the ruthless conqueror ; and, rushing pre.
cipitately along the borders of the river, sought a vain refuge
flight. The Cossacks, instead of pressing on their enemy, dis-
persed in every direction, more anxious to obtain solid booty than
honour. Aimee, scarcely knowing what she sought—what she
hoped for--continued, with some other hapless fugitives, her
panting and useless flight along the margin of the Beresina.  They
were naturally pursued by the Scythian victor. Aimee, with des-
peraie resolution, ticd the child to her, and made towards the
waters. They were deep ;—-no matter. The stoutest might
scarce hope to gain the opposite bank ;—She recked not. Any-
thing was better than becoming the prey of the victor—-anything
preferable to life and separation from her child.  She had nearly
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gamed the fatal stream. "L'wo other lives would that mioruing huve
heen added to its feacful host ot viclims 5 but, overpowcred by
her own exertions and the weignt oi'ber precrous Lurden, Almec
sank to the earth. Ler poun wias wudely suzed. Words,
which scemed more appuiimgy burbarous dvoud theiv ullerauce in
a loreiga tongue, sounded in her eats. She soiiched with a wild
agony of terror to whicn sne had bitherw been comparatively a
steanger.  Perhaps ber cries reached the chicfora stoadl body of
I'rench cavalry, which had been the Just in quitting the dungerous
post of protecting the relreat, aud were uow plunging their
horses into the Beresina, apparcully prefening the davger of a
«wimming passage to the alternative of surtendey and ciplivity —
» What, ho, comrades ! exclaimed the voice of their chief) oy
wheeling his cbarger, he forced 1t, with returning step, up the
left bank of the river ;- what, Lo ! charge these scattered
plunderers ! To the rescuc!  They are women that cry to us ;
our horses are strong cuough to bear such hght burdens.  Dack
back, lawless bandits! To the river, brave comrades-—to the
niver 7 Like one in adream. Aimee heard the parting hoofs
of the dispersed Cossack-churgers——found herself pliaced on a
horse before the gullant captuin--and discovered, by a heavy
plunge in the water, that she was about to muke that fearful pas-
sage of the Beresina from which she had all night rccoiled with
horror. Aimee’s cloak had half fallen from her shoulders.  ller
own countenance, and the fuce of the boy who was bound fo her
bosom, were revealed tohier brave deliverer.  She was deprived
of speech—of motion.  Shots rattled around Ler hke huil-stones,
and fell with ceascless pattering into the walers ; while, from
time to time, a heavier plash announced the cinking of some hap-
less being, the victim either of the enemy’s fire, or of his own
steed’s exhaustion. The noble but halt-worn-down charger of
‘Aimee’s protector somelimes gallantly battled with the current ;
sometimes so nearly sank beuneath Lis burden, that the walers broke
over his saddle-bow, and almost enveloped the persons of the
mother and her boy. But Aimee—-poswerless, motionless-—scarce-
Jy alive save to one absorbing emotion—-felt that that swimming
steed supported with its Guiling strength the whole family of Ladoin-
ki ; she felt that she was pressed to the Losom of her husband,
while the child of so much care and anxicty reclined against her
own. A consciousness of more straining exertion on the part of
‘the animal that bore her, at length convinced Aimec that he was
pushing his way up the long-desized right bank of the Beresina!
The sound of plashing died away ; and she felt thut they were
-quilling its fatal margin forever.
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SKETC{IES OF BRITISHI POLETS.
CROLLY.

Fxgrisu Pociry constitules one of the most brilliant portions
of the intellectuai lhistory of Modern Europe.  The era of Lng.
lish Poetry commonces with the Norman lnvasion.  Anglo-Saxon
Poems had existed ; hut their tepics, their rudencss, or the decay
of the lanzuage, extiveruished them in the presence of a superior
dinlect and & more f{oitunate time.  'I'he few that remain, are
merely memorials of some barbariun event, or harsh attempts to
throw sowe superstitious fable into metre. ‘The violence of the
NormanCuonquest, that shook the laws and institutions of linglnd,
also shook the language. DBut here the violence was more than
compensated by the novelty, richness, and vigour of the results,
T'he poetical soil was plouglcud roughly ; but, in the act, its na.
tive fertility was put in motion—the old encumbrances were
swept away, and a new and lovely vegetation was left free to
spread and luxuriate. ‘T'he tansfer of the Norman Court to Eng-
land, was the trrnsfer of a warlike, romantic, and regal system.
into a land of native generosity and courage, yet hitherto but it
tle acquainted with the higher arts of nations. The Congqueror,
and his descendants, brought with them many noble recollections,
much spirit-stirring pomp ail much picturesque ceremonial. Ita-
ly was then the golden fount Jrom which the minor urns drew
light ; and the intercourse of the Norman princes, the universal
conquerors, vith the finest regions of Europe, had raized their
court to a comparative height of civilization. ~ The Minstrel fol-
lowed the Monarch, and was essential, not more to his indul
gence than to his fume. The wild traditions of the North ; tie
French and Italian narrative of bold exploit, or idolatrous devo.
tion v we sex ; and those oriental tales, whose high-coloured
conce ptions of supernatural agency, royal grandeur, and superb
enjoy.nent, captivate us, even in our day of cold and chastised
fancy, moved before (he young mind of England like a new crea-
tion. If England had been lelt to the full exercise of her powers,
thus awakened, probably no nation of Europe would have made
amore rapid progress to the highest inteliectual excellence. Lut
war came across her, as the thunderbolt across the eagle’s wing,
and her natural vigour was bitterly expended in the struggles of
rival usurpers, and in foreign wars, fruitless of all, but thoese ap-
ples of Sodom, the glories cf the sword.

Yet poetry is a part of human nature, and exists wherever man
exists. A succession of poels rose cven in this tumultous period.
Bat their efforts perished cither from defect of ability, or from
the want of popular lcisure, when life and possessions were in
perpetual hazard.  Atlength Chaucer* appeared, and establish-
ed afame, that forced its way through the difficulties of his age.

vRorn in Londen, 1520--10ad 1490,



Sketches of Britizsh Pocte. 11)

Jtis a fine remark of Racon, that ¢ while Art perfects things by
parts, Nature perfects altogether.”  ‘The trinmphant periods of
nations have this excellence of Nature--npulence, arms, and in-
tellect flourish at the same tine ; the vegetation of the imperial
tree, is urged at once through all the extremities, and throws out
ity vigour alike in branch, leat’ and bloom. ‘T'he reign of Edward
lil. had placed England in a high European rank, and with her
rank came intellectual hononurs.

Chaucer's mind was cast in the mould of poetry, and his genius
was practised and enriched by the wmost singular diversity of
knowledge and situation. He was a classical student, a lawyer, a
soldier, a mathematician, and a theologian. i< successive em-

“ployments placed the wholc round of life before his eye. lle be-
gan by being a Member of both Universitics ; he then travelled
on the Continent; returned to study law ; became an officer of the
palace ; went to Iialy as an envoy ; wasa comptroller of the cns-
toms ; was an exile for the Reformation ; was a prisoner ; and
closed his various and acitated career, by retiring from the world,
to correct the Poems by which he was to live when the multi-
tude of his glittering and haughty compeers were forzolten.

Chaucer was the earlicst snccessful caltivator of the harmony
of the English language. His quaintnessesand occasional irregu-
larites of thought and diction, belong to his time : but be has pas.
sages of copious und honcyed sweetness that belong to the finest
poetic perception alone.

Spenser* arose in the most memorable period of English his-
tory, the reign of Elizibeth. And his career, though less diver-
<ified than that of his great predecessor, yet had much of similar
interest and change. [le was early introduced into the stately
court of Elizabeth, and was led there by Sydney. the very
genius of romance and heroism. He next visited the Continent,
\hen vivid with art and arms ; and, as the envoy of Lord Leicester,
visited it in a rank which gave him the most forfunate opportuni-
ties. [nlrelandhe next saw the constrast of a people naked of
the ar{s and indulgencies of life, but cxhibiting singular boldness
and love of country ; a rude magnificence of thought and habit ;
a stately superstition ; and a spirit of proud and melancholy ro-
mance, cherished by the circumstances, climate, and landscape
of their soil. To those intluences on the poet’s mind may be
attributed some of the characteristics of his poetry, for in Ireland,
and in the midst ot its most delicious scenery, he completed the
« Fairy Queen.”

The faults of this celebrated poem are obvious, and must be
traced to Spenser’s admiration of the Italian poets. To attempt
to personify the passions,and the prominent characters of his time,
involves the story in confusion. Continued allegory exhausts and
defeats the imagination. But his excellence isin Lis language ;
and few can think of the story,in the incomparable swectncss and

* Born in Loudon, 1553 —Died, 1399.
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varicgated baauty of his lines.  Ta this hour Spenser is a spring
of English inexhaustible, from which all the leading poets have
deawn, and which is still fresh and sparkling as ever.

Panegyric cinks before the name of Shakspeare.®*  His dram.
atic fame has become proverbial, and is now beyond increase or
Jdiminution by posterity. [fthe conduct ofhis plays be sometimes
dilatory, perplexed, and improbable ; no man ever redeemed
those errors by such triomphant power overthe difficulties of
characler and poetry. Hisknowledge of the workings of the hu.
man breast inall its varieties of pascion, gives usthe idea tha
he had either felt and registered cvery emotion of our being, or
had attained the knowledge by some faculty,restricted to himsel;,
He is, above all poets, a poet of passion ; not merely of the vic.
lent and gloomy distortion into which the greater trials of life may
constrain the mind,but of the whole range of the simple, the love
)y.and the sublime, His force and flow have the easy strength of
the tide ; and his lights and shadows are tbrown with the rich
negligence, yet with the intensity and grandeur of the colours of
heaven on the ocean.

Shakspeare’s fertility increases the surprise at this accumula-
tion of poetic power. Within twenty-three years ke producel
thirty plays, indisputably genuinc ; and contributed largely to five
more, if he did not altogether write them. Of the thirty, twelre
are master-pieces ; whose equals are not to be found in the whole
compass of the living languages, nor perhaps of the dead. Yet.
susceplible as he must have been of the poet’s delight in praise,
he seems to have utterly disregarded fame. He left bis writing
to the false and garbled copies of the theatre. It is not known that
he even cared whether they ever passed to posterity. He retired
from active life ; from the pleasnres of general society, which he
must have been eminently capable of enjoying ; and from author-
ship, a still severer sacrifice ; and gave himself up to the quiel
obscurity of the country, without allowing us room for a suspicio
that he ever regretted his abandonment of the world.

No man ever scems to have been so signally unconscious o
what mighty things he was doing, or ofthe vact space that he maus
fillin the eyes of the future. And this unconsciousness, the rares
distinction, and clearest evidence of great minds, crowns his su.
premacy ; for it must have procceded from cither the creative
facility that made all efforts trivial; or the still nobler faculty, tha
sense of excellence, which mukes all that genius can do, fecble
and dim, to the vivid and splendid form of perfection perpetually
glowing before the mind.

Milton’st genius was equal to his theme, and his theme com-
prehended the loftiest, the loveliest, and most solemn subjects tha
touch the heart or elevate the understanding of man. We live at

* Born at Stratford upon Avon, 1564--Died, 1616,
t Born in London, 1693—Died, 1674.



Skctches of British Pocts. 121

.*‘j;) remoie a period to discover how far his powers may have been
Jucited or trained by his time.  But the characteristic of the poe-
{ic mind is, to be impressed by all influences, to be Iaying up its
{resure from every event and vicissitude, to be gathering its
raterials of future briliiancy and power from the highest and lowest
iureas, from the visible and the invisible, till it coerces those
aporous and unformed things into shape, and lifts them up for the
4 imiration of the world, with the buoyancy and radiance of a cloud
Jpiatad by the sun. The stern superstitions of the republicans,
J.2 military array of the land, the wast prayer-meetings, and
iz fierce and gloomy assemblages, whether for war, council,
br worship, areto be traced in Milton; and the most unrival-
ol fragments of ¢ Paradise Lost” may be duc to his having
jived ia the midst of an age of public confusion, of sorrow and
of slanghter.

Miltoa was the most Tearned of poets. Learnine oppresses tha
pooveless mind, bat invigorates the powerful one.  "Fhe celestial
Jgra0ar of the Greelt hero, which let in death to his feeble friend,
9.0 mave celostial speed and lightness to the 1imbs of the chosen
giwnion, Ba ietrue wonder is, the faculty by which Bilto
shailatos his & ersified knowledge, and makes the most remote
gausarviat to hus thema.  His scholarship is gathered from all
ime and all lanzuazes 5 and he sits in themidst of this various and
p:suiicaut treasure from the thousand provinces of wisdom, with
2 majesty of a Persian King.

i Dryden® revived poetry in England, after its anathema by the
uritans, and its corruption by the French taste of Charles II.
nd bis court.  1le was the first who tried the powers of the lan-
mze in satire to any striking extent, and his knowledge of life,
ind his masculine and masterly use of English, placed him at the
qummit of political poets, a rank which has never been lowered.
Mo Eaglish poct wrotemore voluminounsly, and none retained a
nore uacontested superiority during life. By asingular fortunc
his vigour and fame increased to the verge of the grave.

A rapid succession of Poets followed, of whom Pope retains: the
Pre-eminence. His animation and poignancy made him the favou-
e of the higher ranks ; a favour which seldom embodies itself
i the permanent feelings of a people.  But the poetry of the
¢ Essay on Man,” however founded on an erroneous sys.em, has
{he great preservative qualities that send down authorship to re-
mole times.  Its dignity, force, and grandeur fix it on the throne
-of didactic poetry.  Pope’s compliance with habits, then sanction-
-&d by the first names of society, has humiliated his muse. But no
[in will desive to extinguish the good for the sake of the covil;
adin the vast and various beauly, morality, and grace ¢f Pope.
.’T‘e may wisely forget that he cever wrote an unworthy line,

~ Born 1631--Died 1700.
VOL. T,
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It is notthe purpose of this rapid sketch to more than allade tc
subsequent writers. Our own age has produced individuals whose
ability will be honoured to the latest period of the language. But
the genuine praise of the Poet rests with posterity ; and of those
noble ornaments of our country, and it can posses none nobler,
happily all survive, with the exception of Keats, Wolf, and the
mightier name of Byron.

Keats died at an early age, probably long before his powers
were matured; but not till he had given promise of excellence in
his peculiar style. His versificalion was chiefly formed on the
model of Spenser ; and few as his poems are, they exhibita rick
and delicate conception of the beauty of our language.

Woll’s fame chiefly reste on a fine poem to the memory of Sit
John Moore.

THE MAIDEN’S EXPLANATION.

FroM meeting one she blushed to name,
With ruddy band, the maiden came.

* Daughter," her widowed mother said,
¢ Daughter, why is thy hand so red

¢ | plucked a rose, unheeding, and
The angry thorns did wound my hand."’

Again, with glowing lips she came,
From meeting him she feared to name.

¢ What gave thy lips so deep a red,
¢t Daughter ?” the anxious mother said.

't My lips with berries juice are dycd,"
The maiden bashfully replied.

Once more, with pallid check she cam«
From him her heart refused to name.

‘¢ 0, why s0 lily pale thy cbeck ? b
Speak, darling of my bosom, speak.”

¢ O, mother, get my winding sheet,

And lay me at my father’sfeet ;

A cross beside my hcad stone place,
And on that cross these dark words trace

>t With ruddy hand she once refurned
By fingers pressed that fondly burned.
Again, with glowing Yips she came,
Crimsoned by passion’s kiss of flame ;—
Her death pale check revealed at iasi.
Hope, and falsc love's illusion past? ™



MILTON--WORDSWORTH--AND COWPER, COMPARED.

Tickler. The Excursion is full of fine poetry, but itis not what
the autbor intended it to be, and believes that it is—a Great
Poem. Mr. Wordsworth cannot conceive n mighty plan. His
imagination is of the ficst order ; but his intellect does not seem to
me, who belong, you know, North, to the old school, commanding
and comprehensive. His mind has many noble visions, but they
come and go; each inits own glory ; a phantasmagorial procession,
beautiful, spleadid, sublime, but nat anywhere forming a Whole,
oo which the spectator can gaze, entranced by the power of unity.

Shepherd. Entranced by the power o’ Unity ! Haverg—cla-
yers !

Tickler. Considered as a work that is to hand down his name
*o future ages, among those of our great English poets, our Spen-
sers and our Miltans, I must think it @ failure, and that it will for
cver exclude him from that band of immortals. But you have
taught me, sir, fo see that it contains passages of such surpassing
excellence, in the description of external nature, and in the deline-
ation of feeling, passion, and thought, that | think they may be set
1y the side of the best passages of a similar kind to Le found within
the whole range of poetry. :

Shepherd.  That’s praise aneuch to satisfy ony reasonable man.

North.  We are not speaking for the satisfaction of Mr. Words-
worth, but of ourselves:

Shepherd.  And the warld.

North. My admiration of Mr. Wordsworth's genius is well
_nown to the universe, and has often heen expressed with more
-nthusiasm than has been accompanied by the sympathies even of
he wisest. 1 hope it is neverthcless judicious ; and 1 have al-
ways given reasons for my delight in his works. Dut the admira-
tion of some of his critics has, of late years, been any thing but
‘udicious ; and the language in which it hus been expressed, so
outrageous. as to do greater injury to his just and fuir fame, than
all the attacks of his migiiticst or meancst enemies, The Excur-
sion has been often compared by the Cockneys with Paradise
Lost ; and that porlion of the Reading Public who know something
of Mr. Wordsworh’s poetry, but not much, have become indig-
_ant and disgusted at such foolery, and transferred, uncoosiously,
to the bard himself some of those ungenial reclings with which it
was inevitable and right that they should regard tbe idiots who
bad set him up as their idol. 1lis geniusis indecd worthy of far
other worship.

Tickler. With Miltoa! Shakspeare {,forsooth!  Why, Para.
dise Lost is, by the consent of all the ¢, iiized world, declared to
be the grandest and most sublime poem that ever emanated from
the mind of man, equally so in conception and in exccution. W
embraces all tuat buman beings can feel or comprehend of them-
selves, their origin, and their desuny. The Uxcursion 1 an ele-
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quent and poetical journal of a few days’ walk among the mour.
taing of the north of Fngland, kept by one of the party, in whict
every syllable, goed, bad, und indifferent, that was uttcred by tl:.
three friends, was carefully recorded, and many conunecting ¢cs.
criptions introduced by the journalist himseli, who was tke ovly
one of the trio who had ¢ the accomplishment of verse.” I hux
gaid enough already to expose the frantic folly of those v.!:
‘speak in the same breath of Paradise Lost and the Excursion.

Shepherd. Quite aneuch.

North. I am delighted to find you so reasnnable, Tickler.

Tickler. Nay,l am even an enthusiastic Wordsworthian.

North. Although the Plan of the Excursion is altogether inar.
tificial, and far from felicitous in any respect, yet it affords roon
for the display of Mr. Wordsworth’s very origiral genius, which
delights in description of all thatis grand and beautiful on ti:
earth, and in the heavens above the earth, and which is, on :ll
such occasions, truly creative. The Three Friends wander
wherever the wind wafts them, ¢ poetizing and philosophizirg i
the solitudes,” Sometimes the objects before them awaken thcir
spirit3——the rocks, or the houses, or the clouds—and not unfre
quently they forget ¢ the visible diurnal sphere,” and, in the fire
flights of imagination, visil the uttermost parts of the earth. T
‘“ impulses of deeper kind that come to them in solitude,” they
delightedly obey ; and soon as those impulses cease, they are ai
equally willing, according to the finest feelings of humanity, t
cross the thresholds of “ huts where pcor men lie,”” and to cen-
verse of, or with them, cheerfully and benignantly ; or wha
more solemn thoughts again arise, to walk into the Churchyan
among the Mountains, and muse and meditate among the stoneles
turfs above the humble dead, or among the pillars of the sacre;
pile, on which hang the escutcheons, or are painted the armorii
bearings of the bigh-born ancestry of hall and castle.

Shepherd. Ay, sir, these Books are delichtfu’~-divine.

& Nortk. 1love to hear you say so, my dear James. They are
vine.

Tickler. Would that all those exquisite pictures had been I
themselves, without the cumbrous machinery of the clumey pl.:
—if plan it may be called.

North. It is obvious that a parallel might be drawn, thoughl!
have no intention now of doing so, between the Excursion and the
Task. Wordsworth, if not by nature, certainly by the influcncc
of his life, has far higher enthusiasm of scul than Cowper. He
bas seen far more of the glories of creation than it was given th
other great poet to see ; and hence, when he speaks of extern:!
natare, his strains are renerally of a loftier mood.  But Cowpet
was not ambitious——and “Wordsworth’s chief fault is ambition.—
The author of The Task loved oature for her own sake— the
author of The Excursion loves her chiefly for the sake of th
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power which she inspires within him—for the sake of the poetry
that his gifted spirit flings over all her cliffs, and infuses into all
her torrents. It often requires great effort to follow Wordsworth
in his rhymes—nor can any reader do so who has not enjoyed
some of the same privileges in youth that have all his life long
been open to that poet—above all, the privileges of freedom from
this world’s carking cares, enjoyed to the uttermost among the
steadfast specticles, or sudden apparitions of nature. DBut almost
all persons alike, who have ever lived in the country atall, can
go along with Cowper. Fields, hedge-rows, groves, gardens, all
common rural sights and sounds, and those too of all the seasons,
are realized in The Task, so easily and naturally, that we see
and hear as we read, with minds seldom, perhaps, greatly elevat-
ed above the every-day mood, but touchied with gentle and purest
pleasure, and filled with a thousand delightful memories. Words-
worth’s finest strains can be felt or understood ooly when our
imagination is ready to ascend to its highest sphere—and to the
uninitiated they must be unintelligible,and that is indeed their very,
highest praise. But the finest things in The Task may be enjoy:
ed at all times, and almost by every cultivated mind. T'hat too is
their highest praise. To which of the two kinds of poetry the
palm should be given, it would be hard to say ; but it is easy to
know which of the two must be the more popular. Were it for
-othing else than its rural descriptions, The Task would stillbe a
favourite poem with almost all classes of readers. Noble as they
are, and, in our opinion, frequently equal, if not superior to any
thing ofthe kind in poelry, the rural descriptions of Wordsworth
(raral is but a poor word here) can never be sympathized with
by the million, for not ten in a thousand are, by constitution or
custom, capable to understand their transcendent excellence.

Tickler. There must, I fear, be some wrong-headedness in the
poet, who, from the whole range of human life, deliberately sk-
lected a pedler for his highest philosophical character ina philo-
sophical poem.

North. The first twenty pages of the Excursion enable the
reader to know on whatgrounds, and for what reasons Mr. Words-
worth has chosen, in a mural work of the highest pretensions, to
make his chief and most authoritative interlocuter, a pedlar.—
Much small wit bas been sported on the subject, about pieces of
tape and riband, thimbles, penknives, knee-buckles, pincushions,
and other pedlar-ware ; and perhaps such associations, and
others, essentially mean or paltry, must, to a certain extent, con-
nect themselves in most, or all minds, with the idea of such a cal-
ling. There is neither difficulty nor absurdity, however, in be-
lieving that an individual, richly endowed with natural gifts, may
be a pedlar—and certainly that mode of life not only furnishes,
but offers the best opportunities to aman of a thoughtful and feel-
ing mind, of becoming intimately and thoronghly acquainted with
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all the on-goings of humble life. Robert Burns was an excisemap,
Yet it does not follow from this, that there i3 wisdom in the choic,
of such a small retired .merchant for the chief spokesman in,
series of dialogues, in which one of the greatest poets of England
is to take a part. Of muny things spoken of in those dialogues,
such a pedlar, in virtue of his profession, was an excellent judge
but of many more the knowledge is not only not peculiarly appro.
priate to a pedlar, but such knowledge as could only, I conceive,
have been accumulated and mastered by a man of finished classical
education, We fear, therefore, that there is something absurd
in his language about Thebes, and * Palmyra central in the de.
sert,” nor less so in the profound attention with which he listen
to the ¢ Poet’s” still more eloquent, most poetical, and philoso.
phical disquisition on the origin of the heathen mythology. Bu
admitting this, none but the shallowest and weakest minds wilj
allow themselves to be overcome by a word. Blot out the word
pedlar from the poem, substitute, as Charles Lamb well remarkeq,
the word palmer, and the poem is then relieved from this puny
and futile objection. Let his previous history be unknown—hi
birth and parentage--and let him be merely said to be a man of
natural genius, great powers of reflection, a humane spirit, an un
derstanding chielly cullivated by seli-education, though not unen.
lightened by knowledge of history, and especially of loag and in.
timate experience of the habits, and occupations, and character
of the poor, and we have a person before us, entitled to walk and
talk even with Mr. Wordsworth, and if so, before all the world.—
Blackwood’s Magazine.

TAKING DOWN MY ALMANACK.
fror THE m. M. M.]

« Hano me that Almanack” said I, to my little boy, just as the
clock was about to strike the hour of Twelve, which closed the
year 1830. The Almanack you must know was carefully Lung up
in a place alloted to it : for having lived a good share of my life
a lonely Bachelor, 1 had contracted a habit of having a place fa
every thing :—and as U took it out of the little felow’s hand, the
hour was announced, which rendered it I may say, for ever useless.
Ah ! thought I, what changes bave taken place since 1 first con
sulted thy pages, what mighty revolutions indeed has the worll
known, since I first looked into them for information in regard
¢ times and tides.” From the Palace to the Cottage, of what vast
importance has becu the period noted on thy leaves !—a time ful
of circumstances of a varied character ! Ilow many from the
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jhighest pitch of worldly grandeur bave been flung down to the
depth of poverty and even of contempt. Ilow often has soaring
‘ambition geen all its plans for future aggrandisement of power and
inlluence, baflled. Thou hast been verily a time of sorrow and of
fwoe to millions—of joy, uninterupted and unmixed, perhaps to not
'i)ne solitary individual of the still livinghuman family. What con-
‘iests have been beheld in the political world for pre-eminence.~~
:’I‘hrones have been made to tremble to their very centre, and
}‘jihose who sat on them, desiring to lord it unrightcously over their
fellow clay, have had to flce from the espected vengeance of an
;'injured people : and one tco, a Monarch endeared to an_ intelli-
ient and truly patriotic people, have we seen descend to the
burym -place’of his fathers, followed by the grateful recollections

‘of his loving subjects: one who by a prudent regard to the march

oftrue intellect, kept pace with an age famous for improvement,
m the arts and sciences, us well as in the {rue end and design of
1ll good government.  How many sycophants who truckled to
})ower, and ever willing to barter the best interests of man, for a
mess of potage, have been covered withshame, and writhing under
1he bitterest experience of disappointed clevation,have shrunk away
from the broad public stare, retiring from the scene of their hopes
into their own native nothingness. This period has witnessed in
Zils course the end of thousands who have justly suffered for crimes
committed against their God and the Country. Thousands die
swithout perhaps one cheering hope of a peaceful resting place—
,whlle thousands have gone to partake of those promised glories
Avhich are eternal in the Paradise of God ; thousands who though
'lhey were counted to have no honour in their lives, nor any
glory in their end, ence the jest of the infidel—the scorn of the
Sceptxc——the subject of the drunkards song, and the laughing-stock
of the worldly wise : yet who knew in whom they confided—suf

,jfered in the cause of the ““ man of sorrows,” and now rejoice in
xﬂnt Kingdom he had promised them. This period has brought
gup many as it were from the mouth of the grave, who at its com-
jmencement despaired of longer sojourning in this world of crime ;

and hag seen laid low those whose hearts and hopes beat high 'xt
the beginning,—O Earth ! Earth, how many are thy desolations ',
wulh what throbbing anguish dost theu often fiil the heart.—
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Ilave not the elements been let loose, and have they not in
their temporary unrestrained reign,buried beneath the waves the
hopes of hundreds; how many have perished in the flames—hare
died of hunger, cold or heat ; Indeed, who is there knows—or if
he knows slightly,corsiders—how often the divine mercy has been
interposed to keep alive for one year so frail a creature as man :
What divine charity has been used,—how often the arm of Om.
nipotence, unseen, or perhape unobserved, has been stretched
out to preserve us : our thoughts might extend onward—but itis
sufficient that goodness aud mercy has followed us. While the
rich and affluent have rolled away this period, in debauchery and
wastefulness of time and properly, how often has yonder poor
widow trimmed her midnight lamp ; its faint and twickering raj:
served to cast a melancholy shade across the features of her or-
phan charge, while she, poor, hapless thing, was [abouring un-
remittiogly for their support : and into what habitation have nol
the ravages of woe and distress entered ?—If happiness, unalloy-
ed, was allotted to man on earth, why mourns yon lonely crea.
ture,at the fresh stroke of Providence,which at a moment’s notice,
has crushed her all of earthly hope, beneath the tomb !—-or why
sits yon aged and distracted pair in silence, mourning the ear-
ly fate of one in whom their highest and most elevated expecta-
tions had rested. Vain rest indeed !~No,—happiness is unques-
tionably reserved for another state.

In casting a transitory glance on my now antiquated almanack,
Isee names that I in vaio look forinthe New. Where are they!
¢ Man dieth and giveth up the Ghost and where is he ?’—I de-
posited the almanack with many others—some near half a century
old—though not without reflecting how just an emblem it was of
innumerable human beings, who after having had their day, and
flourished for a while, were now doomed to lie neglected, to
die and be for ever forgotien !—But may it not be well in con-
clusion, just to pause a little, and take some note of our departing
hours ?—Are there not mistakes in our conduct during the past
year, that may be, if we are spared, rectified in the new ? Have
we sought sufficiently to regulate our lives by moral and virtuous
principles? Have we been careful to husband up every hour, aad
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been industriously and honestly engaged in our several callings?
Has no opportunity slipped by us, in which we bave neglected to
do good to the souls or bodies of our fellow creatures ? Has any
-all of true charity or mercy been neglected? Have we grown wis-
-r and better fittéd for the eternal scene to which we are tending?
—If we cannot answer with pleasure to any of these ques-
‘jons, may we not conclude that we have lived in vain hitherto,
-od if even 80, let us be thankful we are the inhabitaunts of time,
od earnestly endeavour for the future to follow the Royal Coun-
el, *“What good thy hands findeth to do,do it with all thy might.”
Japuary 1, 1831. . H.

TO * * * % *
[For THE 1. M. ]

In virtue's robe array’d, and from false love,
And hollow friendship, free, may thy light step,
Along the checkered path of life advance;
With sweet contentment, charity di¥we,
And purest honourin thy glowing heart.
And by grief’s-iron finger,
Ne'er furrowd be thy ivory brow—clear,
And lucid, as th’ white clouds which sail around
The pensive star of night.
Nor o’r thy cheex—

Soft as an op'ning rose—may tears descend ;
Save tears of sympathy for others woes ! —

Enamour’d with the smiles serene that play,
Around thy soft and rubby lips, oh may
The spir’t of joy revel in the clear blue,
Of thy ether'al eye—as vesper mild,
When from her western home, she, smiling looks.

And may thy silv'ry and mellow voice,
As a clear streamlet, warble heavenly tones
Making the list’ners heart to bound for joy.

'Tis midnight ! silence rules the solemn scene,
The still and sacred shadowy hours throw,
A veil o’er slumbering nature !

In her bark,

Of silvery beams the queen of night appears,
Arrayed in beauty, with her starry train,
Sailing the crystal deep above, and see
Investing with her many spangled cloak
The bosom of the heaving deep below.
Oh ! ifon such a night, in after years,—
When weary of this blighting, withering world—
Aloge, retired, you find a soothing calm ;
And wrapt in cogitations spacious cloak,
Wild fancy calls with magic force aroand,
Thy gay, and youthful yearc—the early friends,
Of thy all flow*ry morn of happy life,
Then dearest * & * * * forget not me,

Halifax, 1831. F.

vol. 1. Q
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Z00LOGICAL SKETCHES.
Of JAnimals Nutives of JAcadia.

[The following imperfect account of the habits of the largerAnimals
of our Forests is chiefly the result of the observations of the
writer, and may give amusement 1o some of your reuaders,
erroneous descriptions of some of ihem have found their wa
into books which are in many people’s hands, taken probabi§
from the reports of hunters, who, like other travellers, urf
rather fond of dealing in the marvellous :--]

THE BEAR.

Bears, (at present the most numerous race,) when they firs
awalke in the Spring, are in the greater part of this Province conf
pelled to live much upon Ants—-till the Alewives or Gaspereausf
enter the rivers. For this purpose they tear the rotten logs (f
pieces, dig vp the Ant-hills, and turn over the loose stones whid%
lie on the barren granite hills, that are covered with white reinf
deer moss, and frequently gnaw holes into the green trees of thf

balsam fir, which have the heart riddled by the large wood Ants§
they also attend the Bloose and Carribou, who are weak at (hi
season; being able to kill the old ones as well as the young, if thef
can spring upon their backs by surprise. They likewise dig (g
frogs from their beds. These are generally in sheltered cove§:
on the north sides of Lakes, where the long green moss rising frof:
a muddy hottom to the surfuce, prevents the water from beir
moved by the wind, and causes it to acquire a degree of warmx£
in sunny days, far above the general temperature of the Lake-§

The Alewives enter the rivers early in the month of May, ascer
to the uppermost Lakes that they can reach, and after they has
spawned, return, if they can, to the sea, early in June ; (the you
fry go down in October,) but as the water often fulls at this sef
son, the fish which spawned in the Lakes at the head of g
stream, frequently find their passage to the sea obstructed by bag,
ofrock, which they cannot pass till the water rises,and are somf!
times obliged to remain several weeks in the brooks waiting f
rain. These situations are the fishing grounds of the Bears ; 2 v
as they usually assemble there a little earlier than the fish arrivf
they are taken in traps by the Indians, at this season more eas) ;
than atany otber. 1f the weather proves dry and the water fif
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" in the latter part of May, the Bearsget very fatby feeding on the
Alewives ; but if the water is sufficient to enable them to return
a3 soon as they have spawned, the Bears are employed by the
middle of June, again in searching for Ants, and hunting the Moose
and Carribou. They feed much upon the Blueberries at their first
ripening, but prefer the Blackberry and Chokeberry. In those
seasons in which the beech produces, they fatten on Beech-nuts.
In the eastern parts of the Province they usedto feed much upon
the roots of Pignut and the Claytonia. The dens in which they
sleep in winter are usually holes in rocks, into which they carry
a considerable quantity of dry moss for a bed; but they
sometimes choose a shelter under the roots of large trees, which
have been overthrown by wind, improving the cover by break-
ing and carrying toit a quantity of green boughs of fir. A single
solitary instance has come to the writer’s knowledge, of a Bear
shot in a Moose yard, in very cold weather, as he was slowly and
cautiously following a path, apparently hunting for the Moose ;
but in general they are found in their dens in a very drowsy stu-
pid state, and are not easily completely wakened.

They do considerable damage in the back settlements by des-
troying swine, sheep, calves, and some oxen and cows. They
appear to have one invariable mode of attacking the larger Ani-
mals : springing upon their backs, they tear away- the flesh in
front of their shoulders, till they have loosened the strongligament
which runs along the back of the neck in quadrupeds, and serves
to support the head. When this operation is performed, the
animals, no longer able to support their heads, in attempting to
ren forward, stumble and fall, and are easily overpowered. It is
generally believed that the Bear which has killed cattle will con-
tinue to haunt the farm ; but if the carcase is found by persons
who are dexterous at setting guns, the Bear rarely escapes. For
this purpose a lane about ten feet long is formed, (by two rows of
stakes) about two feet broad in the middle, where the bait is laid,
but four or five at each end. The gun, at the distance of thirty
feet is lashed to two stakes or trees, and levelled about knee-bigh
at the ceotre of the lane ; behind the gun a pair of small shert
stakes are driven within six inches of each other; a slender
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spring-pole is bent down so as to bring its top between these
stakee, where itis secured by a stick passing aver it from one to
the other, and its end entering small notches on the inside of the
stakes. A line from the trigger is fastened tothe top of the spring.
pole ;—another line fustened to the small stick which confines the
spring-pole extends and is fustened to the bait, being neqr the
bait carried round the outside of one of tbe stakes, for the pur.
pose of compelling the bear o fire the gun if he should carry the
bait toward it. Upon drawing the bait either way, the stick i
removed and the guo discharged by the action of the spring-pole.

Although the Bears are rather dim-sighted by day, their sense
of smelling is acute, and generally enables them to discover the
approach of a man at a considerable distance, when they steal off,
making very little noise.—If a man comes suddenly near to a Bear
who is in open ground, he generally retires slowly in an oblique
direction, as he should say ¢ I am not going for fear of you.” Bul
as soon as he has covered himself by a hill or a thicket he starts
off at-full speed.—Tales of Bears attacking men may be classed
with other bugbears. The hunter generally finds great caution
necessary to get within gun-shot of them.  Such of these tales as
are not pure inveation, have probably originated in the air of de.
fiance which the Bear sometimes assumes, when a man (travelling
in a sunny day with the wind in his face) is suddenly discovere
withio a few yards.

The writer has heard a Bear growl very fiercely which wa
roused at about five yards distance in a véry close thicket of short
black spruce, but was never able, after the lapse of a minute ei.
ther to get sight of him, or to hear in what direction he wa

* retiring.

It should always be remembered, that it is dangerous to attempt
to strike a wounded Bear with any hand weapon, as they are re.
markably dexterous in the use of their paws. When a Bear pre-
sents his side to the hunter he should be shot directly behind the
shoulder, and fully two thirds the distance from his back to the
bottom of the breast, as his vital parts lie lower than those of 2
deer. A strong dog who will attack a Bear behind, and retire
when he turns about, will oblige him to ascend a tree : But ene
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of the bull-dog breed who faces him, is usually caught and crushed
to death by the Bear.

It was formerly observed in New England, that the Bears mi-
grated southward every seventh year. The exact period of seven
years may have been partly fanciful ; for it was always observed
that some Bears were passing in the years preceding and fol-
lowing the Bear year. ln a great bear yeur between the years
1750 and 1760, it was supposed that one third of the Indian Corn
io New England was destroyed by the Bears and the red squir-
rels which migrated in company with them. As a sample of their
oumbers, it may be observed, that in a small village on Connec-
ticut River, not containing more than a hundred families, a hua-
dred Bears were killed in the course of six weeks by the young
men who watched the corn-fields by night.

The peninsular form of this province may have prevented the
migrations of Bears from being observed here, but the squirrels,
(which were then very numerous,) did migrate from Nova Scotia.
about thirty years ago ; and within three or four years we had an
immigration of Squirrels distinguished as much by their uncommon
habits as their numbers, as they robbed the nests of swallows and
other small birde of their eggs, and devoured the youog of every
kind of domestic poultry. o a few weeks they disappeared and
most of our own with them.

DARTMOUTH, No. 1.
[ForR THE H. M. M.]

“We often foolishly seek acquaintance with persons and things at a dis-
tance, while richer materials remain at our very doors unknown."

Tue growing village of Dartmouth is delightfully situated on the
banks of the Bay of Chebucto, and opposite the town of Halifax.
This alone argues a site of much beauty and value. The Bay of
Chebucto—as a noble harbour for ships, as a lovely expanse of
most pellucid water, as a haunt for the fisherman, for the painter,
or the poet, as distinguished for romantic and gaurding lslands,

for very picturesque banks, and for salubrity of atmosphere,
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is perhaps the most favoured inlet which old ocean has
in all his wanderings around the ecarth. - On the worth-east
bank of this Bay, Duartmouth is situated, thus possessing in
winter a genial south-western aspect, which in summer is loxuri.
antly fanned by direct breezes from the Atlantic.  But inviting
situation, and favouring ¢kics, cannot muke amends for the evil
acts of the creature man ; a creature seemingly small insignificant
and helpless among the animuls of earth, yet who has over and
over again proved himself the demon or the guardian angel of
every scene which he looks on.  Civilized or savage, the same
moral traits are on his character, and he is every where capable
of being the greatest friend or encmy below the skies.  In the
year 1750, some white men of Europe, impelled by their charac.
teristic spirit of enterprise, found themselves on the borders of this
noble Bay,and attracted by the natural advantages of the site of Dart.
moath, finding the low ground protected by hills to the north and
east, a copious stream fed by many lales running from the interio
to the harbour—observiog the capabilities and the Leauty of the
spot, they settled on it, intending it as their city of refuge, the
home of their children, and the resting place for their own re.
mains. But the red men beheld those encroachments on their
fishing and huoting grounds with jealousy, and collecting on the
Basin of Mines like a black and porteptous cloud, they traversed
the rivers and lakes noislessly, and descending by night on the
hapless settlers at Dartmouth, they swept the spot like a tempest,
and scalped or carried away captive, the greater portion of the
strangers. 'Lerrified by such ascourge,Dartmouth was neglected,
and Halifux in conscquence grew up rapidly. In 1784, a few
families from Nantucket, removed to the deserted village, to es-
tablish there a depot for the south sea fishery. A commercial
failure—which ofien does more evil than the incursions of savages
—checked the new settlement in 1792 ; disgusted by disappost-
ment, and encouraged elsewhere, the settlers moved their habi:
tation once more, and Dartmouth lost its second chance of be-
coming a place noted among the cities of the new world. : The
nataral beauty of its situation, and its proximity to Halif. . has
at length nursed up a pretty village on the spot ; it goes on increus-
ing and improving, and many think, that at no distant day it will ke
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ano mean rival to the neighbouring metropolis of the Province.
But let us leave those general reflections, and view the place, as
it appears in 1831, from the opposite shore.

It is a prettily balanced picture ; an abrupt woedy hill, unsof-
tened by any traces of art, rises to the right—to the left, a gen-
tler ascent hasbrushwood onits front, and spruce and pine alorg
its rising outline, but on the summit, some grecn patches and white
farm houses, remind us of the beloved homesteads of older coun-
tries. In the centre foreground, the brilliant surface ofthe har-
bour conducts the eye for a short mile, to the sloping bank on
which the village lies. Wharves, and hoases, and gardens, and
pebbly beaches, and abrupt clifls meet the water; and behind,
seemingly scattered in pleasing irregularity, the parly coloured
town rises up a genlle ascent. The gorge between the bills is
rendered less abrupt, by the distant landscape of wood and clear-
ings and settlements appearing through the opening, giving at
once command and repose to the eye.

Looking again, the chief objects in the village present them-
ielves. The Churches—those landmarks of civilization and order,
[f not of piety—are easily discerned ; the Scotch Church appears
dark and grave looking under the hill to the lef, the Catholic
Chapel, white and clean as an old country parsonage stands more
central, and the English Church between, sends its spire proudly,
but not tauntingly, above all.  All harmonize very pleasingly,
and so they should do; each of the buildings is a kind of repre-
sentative of one of the three kingdoms famous in the old world.
A partial representative, not an absolute one; for England with
its Catholic population, has tens of thousands who are members of
the Scotch and English Churches; and England and Scotland, are
similiarly circumstanced.  Animosities on account of country or
creed are among the maddest freaks of human nature ; may the
present religious peace all over the world long continue, for assur-
edly cursed is he, who lights the torch of discord,at the fire of the
altar sacred to the great Lover oF HARMONY. Some cottages pic-
turesquely placed, appear on the side and summit, of a minor ele-
vation to the left ; streets running from the harbour intersect the
houges and gardens of the town, and in about a ceotral situation,
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a dense smoke rises from the Steam Boat, as an indication thy
useful science i not unknown amid the half rural scene. The
eye naturally moves along the pleasingly undulated ground, unti
it rests on the clump of trees, and the snug looking dwelling at the
Lower-Ferry. Findlay’s is delightfully sitaated, but like many
other fine situations no advauntage is taken of its beauties. A littl
bay, which terminates in the Mill Cove,sweeps within thirty or forty
yards of the House, asoft and verdant hillock rises in the rear, ani -
before the front a (resh water stream comes babbling under the
trees. A marquee or asummer house should be erected on the sum. -
mit of the little hill,its sides would afford lovely situations for plea.
sure gardens and ruralseats, a shaded walk might conduct to the
pebbly beach, along which arbours, easily formed, would be de-
lightful resting places for the visitors from the city.  Some tastc
and a little expense, might make the retired situation of Findlay’s
almost unparaleled, for delicious scenery, and for balmy airs ; the
ocean, the woods, the cultivated hills, the opposite town, and it
owa charming receding posilion, all unite to offer peculiar oppor-
tunities to an enterprising proprietor. The thought of the Arca-
dian scenes which might be produced in this neighbourhood, in-
duces a poetic {emperament, and most opportunely, the eye
catches the serpentine road which winds up the bigh ground ia
the rear, and which conducts to the cottage of the Poet of Ellen-
Vale ; be has somewhere sung,

¢ For me all pature has a voice,

The stars a hymn—the moon a lecture,

The sup delights me with the joys,

He gives to Earth’s illusive picture ; *
And Heavens bigh arch vast and sublime,

Hasblest my vision many a time."

And I imagine that for want of some share of this poetic feeling,
the capabilities of our situation are not only often left un-improv-
ed, but remain allogether unseen.

We would still linger on Dartmouth, and noting some of itsin-
ternal and neighbouring advantages, would indulge a Gay dream of
what it yet shall be ; but we recollect that this is a distant view of
the village, and will leave its more particular and attendant fea:
tures for a further sketch, at some other opportunity. Its walks,
sweetly varied ground, views from the rear, lake, and canal, offer
rich sources for a second picture.
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ON READING DR. CURRIE’S LIFE OF BURNS.
[FOR THE W, M, M.]

GENIUs from her exalted throne,
Once cast an eye on earth ;
And look’d on Furope’s classic soil,
For one of her own birth :
Though mountain, hill and dale she tried,
Yet few of her own sons® she spied.

Rivals for fame enough there were,
Which throng*d her crowded gate ;
In all the gaudy splendid show,
That e’er on fortune wait :
But the proud wreath by hér entwin’d,
Ne’er on the brow of dulness shin'd.

Genius beheld the sight and wept,
As still towards earth she turns;
Prepar’d herlyre and let it fall,
Before the feet of Burns:
And cried still stooping from the skies,
¢¢ Strike this and gain the Victor’s prize.

¢“Go sound this lyre in nature’s tones,
¢t Through city and through plain ;

¢ And *mid life’s humble vale till I,
¢ Shall take it back again,

¢ NeYer let it strike one cruel strain,

“ To give a fellow creature pain.”

Burns as he toil'd behind the plough,
Beheld the vision bright ;

And. stooped to gaze upon the gem,
That struck his wondering sight,

Vowed as he raised it from the ground,

Its notes in Scotia’s praise should sound.

Full well he knew the high behest,

And caught the enchanting strains;
And sung in Scotia’s artless verse,

The maoners of her swains :
He touched the chords with such a grace
That held with magic power his race.

Nature soon saw her favourite son,
Too feeble for the weight;
Of those rare talents she bestowed,
And laid the blame on Fate :
While Fate denied the charge, she drew
A veil to hide his faults from view.

And Fame least any acts ofhis,
Might leave a lasting strain ;
€Called on the unsparing stroke of death,
Nor made the callin vain: * .
And hid beneath the valley’s sward
The blighted but unrivalled bard.

VOL. II. R
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Long at his grave shall Genius mourn,
The muses weep his fate 3

Auad future bards in sorrowing versc,
His way-ward course relate ¢

While proud on Scotia’s splendid scroll,

Shall history his lov'd name enroll !

Notice.—We have to apelogise for seeming neglect of com.
munications received ; some are laid by as unfit for our miscel-
lany, others will yet appear. We cannot avoid this opportunity o
thanking our highly respected Correspondent for his communica
tions on the animals of Nova-Scotia. The article on that subjed
which appears in this number, evidently comes from amind whici}
has amassed overflowing information, on many matters generally
unknown. The natural history of a Country is of great interes
and importance ; we hail with no common pleasure, any oppor-
tunity of presenting our readers with papers onthe subject, which
come from authority unexceptionable and first rate. Lines‘‘ T'o mj
Strawberry” are too affected and inflated for publication, thy
«Lily of the Lake” and other favours next month. Simplicily
and strength cover a multitude of sins in poetry.

MONTHLY REVIEW.

London dates have been brought by an arrival at Boston,
June 2 ; but papers received by way of Newfoundland, and by
His Majesty's Packet Mutine, had already put us in possession ¢
most items of importance. ‘

Gnear Britain.—Reform. The return of members accordin
to latest and safest accounts, show a majority of about 140 for th
King’s Bill. The New Parliament were to meet on June 14, b
choosing a Speaker and other preliminary business, would pr
bably prevent the introduction of actual buciness untii the 21st.

Earl Grey the present Premier of England, has been inves!
ed with the order of the Garter—this act of royal favour ise
hanced, by the Ribband with which the Earl is invested, being
that worn by his Majesty while Duke of Clarence ; also, thal
according to the King’s expression, the honour was imparted as:
mark of his Majesty’s opinion of the noble Earl’s conduct.

Colonel Fitzclarence, the King’s eldest son, has been creal
ed Earl of Munster, the younger branches of the King’s {amil
are to rank as the children of a Marquis.
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Steam Carriages, on the Gloucester and Cheltenham turn-pike
 road, have reduced the fare of passengers from 4s. to Is.
> Canvassing at Elections.—Lord Nugent has declined, from
- principle, Canvassing Electors for their votes. He describes it as
«lerogatory to the Canvassed and the Canvasser, provided each
laim at doing their duty. An excellent example.
~ Catholic Members.—There were fourteen Catholic Gentle-
“men in last Parliament, the Elections give an addition of 5 ; the
: pumber now is 19.
. The Course of the Niger, has been discovered, and the
-papers of Mungo Park have beer found by Landers, the faithful
“servant of the lamented Captain Clapperton.
. Ireland.--The Elections have terminated favourably to Re-
orm. Mr. O’Connell is elected for Kerry. Religious animosi-
Jies have most happily subsided, but distarbances among the pea-
 santry continue.

————

Foreion.— Poland. The Poles have suffered some severe
Josses ; but by last accounts they seem excellently situated, brave
=and undaunted as ever. Skrynecki has taken Ostrolenka, des-
droyed the Russian guards at Tochosin, and triumphantly occu-
-pies the ground from the Bug to Narew. Diebitch was retreating
Howards Prussia, which territory it is said he will enter for refuge.
! Bercium continues disturbed ; it is said that Prince Leopold
has been offered the Crown, and that the future peace of the
‘Country depends on his answer.

¥ Tunkev.—An insurrection has occurred in Albania, at the
’zlead of which is the Pasha of Scutari.  The Sultan has sent an
‘army of 30,000 men, and a fleet against the insurgents.

: Brazir.—Accounts since our last are rife of confusion and
putrage. )

Havrr—-A serious dispute has arisen between Hayti and
rance, on account of a refusal of the President to ratify certain
reaties. Boyer issued a spirited proclamation on June 12, and
the French Consul had ordered French residents to leave the
lace.

Unitep States.—New York.—-The Book Trade is on the in-

rease, at a recent trade sale the amount of property sold was
qual to 50,000 dollars,
§ Combustion.—A further proof of the extraordinary tendency
$larticles to ignite spontaneously has occurred. Cotton satura-
{ed with linseed oil, and placed in the shade, ignited in two hours.
L'he experiment was repeated three times, with a similar result
-#ach time.

{ Industry.—The manufacture of Palm leaf hats has become a
fousiderable means of the profitable employment of females.

uring this year it is supposed that.two million hats, amounting
jio 500,000 doltars, will be made.
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+ James Munroe, Ex-President of United States died on July 1
aged 73. - This is the third instance which has occurred, of
cx-president dying on the anniversary of American Indepen.
dence. Jeflerson and Adams died July 4, 1826,

Whale Fishery—The Americans commenced this fishery j
1690. From 1771 to 1775 Massachusetts employed annually
383 vessels, carrying 26,846 tons, in the Northern and Souther
Whale Fisheries.

Fire.—A fire occurred at New? ork onthe 4th, which destroy.
ed 40 buildings ; probable loss 60,000 dollars.

Fire.—The Capitol of N. Carolina, was destroyed by fire,
few days since. 'The papers in the building were saved, but I
State Library perished. The statue of Washington which coy
30,000 dollars, and which was considered matchless, was destroy,
ed in theruins. The house had been just covered with zinc as;
preservative against fire, and from the furnaces used in finishing
the work, the accident is supposed to have occurred.

Canals.—The New York Canal tolls for May amounted uf
220,491 dollars.

Anthracite Coal, has been made available for steam boats, b,u:
introducing a small volume of steam to the furnace, which ocf
casions the necessary flame and sudden heat.

Inventions.—A machine has been invented by a Swiss Mechang
which shapes 120 bricks in a minute, fit for the kiln. The fof
lowing have been invented in the United States: one for rapid
1y drying paper ; one for fully preparing boards for floors, &c}
this will do the work of 60 men by the help of two boys ; and o
which makes 300 nails 2 minnte. The last,as it is said, has beef:
invented by a poor lad, and has been sold for 100,000 dollars. :

Newspapers—In  Britain and Ireland there are 334; andd
these 20 are daily. Three or four of these daily are printed
Dublin, but in Scotland there is no daily newspaper. The Uni 3
ed Kingdom with a population of twenty-three or twenty-fufi
millions have annually 27,827,000 copies. H

The United States of America with a population of ten millia 3
have 8000 newspapers ; of which 50 are daily. Their annuf-
consumption is 61 millions, )

In the United States, no duty is charged on advertisements:
their annual amount is 10,000,000 advertisements. ‘I'he annul
amount in the United Kingdom is 963,000.

France has a daily circulation of 70,000 copics, while the Ui
ed Kingdom has only 36,000. In Paris alone there are four pif
pers that circulate from 50,000 to 60,000 daily. }

Mudford and Roche were lately conductors of the Lond 4
Courier.  Galt succeeded Roche ; but his reign was very shor
Black is editor of the Morning Chronicle ; Coulson of the Glob
Anderson of the Advertiser ; Tuylor of the Herald ; Barnescf
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the Times ; and all have been Reporters, as well us the following
gentlemen : Mr. Dowling, the Chief Justice of New Holland,
Horace Twiss, lately Under-Secretary of the Colonial Office, Sir
James Macintosh and Allan Cunningham. The late Mr. Perry of
the Morning Chronicle was also at one time a Reporter. Hence
he rose to the enjoyment of six und sometimes eight thousand
pounds a year ; and at his death left to his fumily a newspaper
property which brought them two and forty thousand pounds.—
The only veteran Reporter of the old school still alive is Mr.
Forbes.

Western Literature.—About 85,000 volumes have been is-
sued within three months from the presses of Cincinnati : and,
within the same time, 8000 primers and pamphlets, sermons, &c.
equal altogether to about 3000 duodecimo volumes more. Within
the same time the daily and periodical presses have issued as fol-
lows: 3daily papers, 700 copies daily ; 2 semi-weekly, 850
semi-weekly; 6 weekly papers, 6800 per week; 2 semi-monthly,
2700 ; 1 monthly, 2000 per month ; 1 quarterly, 1000 per quar-
ter.

Corox1aL.—Canada. African Colony. 8 colony has been formed
at Wilberforce, Upper Canada, by coloured people who were
forced by a law of 1829 to leave Ohio; they have been joined
by persons from various parts of the United States. Wilberforce
at present has a population of 2000 persons, they bave cut timber
off 500 acres of land, and have 350 acres under cultivation.

Emigration.=—About 34,000 emigrants have arrived at Quebec
_rom Great Britain this year. Many of these persons land en-
tirely destitute of means, and debilitated by a miserably regula-
ted sea-passage are unable to travel or work, great distress is
the consequence ; and many heart rending scenes have occurred
at Quebec and Montreal. Emigration Societies have been formed
in each of those places, and large subscriptions made, for the pur-
pose of affording attention to the sick, food to the destitute, and
free passages (o those wishing to go into the interior, not able to
pay for themselves. :

Quesec.—850,000 bushels of wheat, exclusive of flour, has
been shipped this year to Great Britain and the West Indies.

Education.—Lower Canada disbursed from its Treasury in
1829, £13,785, for purposes of educating 18,000 scholars ; in
1830, £26,019 for 40,000 scholars ; and in this year about 80,000
will be aided in their education by the public funds.

Several Steamn Boats, are in course of consiructiop, and the
Foundries are at full work in the manufactory of Engines.

Montreal Natural History Society.—At each monthly meeting of
the Quebec and Montreal Literary Societies, the list of donations
prove, the rapidly increasing value and interest of the Museums of
these institutions.  Specimens in natural History, literary curi-

silies, and rare artificial productions come from numerous corres-
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pendents in a rich and regular stream. At alute monthly meeting
a report of the condition of the Montreul Society, and of its pro-
ceedingg during the past year was reud. The report stated that
at this fourth anniversary, the institution scems to have surmount.
ed all the difficulties which stifled former attempts of a similar na.
ture, and this result is attributed to the formation of a Museum
and Library ; new rooms eligible and extensive bave been pro.
curcd for the use of the Society ; the report mentions with grati.
tude donations received from individuals not connected with the
society, and from other societies, and strongly impresses the use
whichsea furing persons might be to such institutions, by their
opportunities of collecting specimens in various parts of the world,
the number of volumes in the Library is 403, the present number
of resident members liable to pay a yearly subscription is 60 ; the
prize essays are alluded to, and a confidence expressed of the
utility of this mode of exciting emulation ; the outlay of the lust
year for specimens, apparatus, and baoks, amounted to £442 s.
11d. leaving a balance of £121 7s. 4 1.2d. in the treasurer’s
hands, a great part of whichi is apuvropriated ; the report cou-
cludes by mentioning with gratitude the vote of £50 made by the
Legislature (o assist the society in procuring a suitable building,
and states that the advancement of Nataral' History in particular,
aul of Science and Literature generally, are the objects the socie-
t; are to keep steadily in view.

Upper Canadie.—The Province is represented as rapidly im-
proving, a number of thriving villages are appearing over the
Country. Two new newspapers have been commenced within
the last few months : The Hamilton Free Press, and the Halo-
well Free Press.

British Essayists.—The atlention of editors in the provinces
of British America, has been requested to a prospectus which wa
lutely issued from the office of the Kingston Chronicle, U. C.—
‘The issuer of the prospectus proposes to ve-publish the Bristish
Essayists, in an order suggested by the opinions of the present
times, and accompanied with biographical skelches, prefaces,
notes, and commentaries. He requests literary assistance in this
task, and decicates bis proposed work to the Princess Victoris;
The price wi.l be sixpence a number, or five dollars per annum.
each number (o contain from fdur to six numbers of the Essays.—
The work will embrace the Spectator, Tatler, Ramkier, Guar-
dian, and the other volumes generally included under the terni
British Essayists.

New Brtinswick.——Severa! Captains of vessels have been fined
for infringements of the Passenger Law. '

Steam Boats.—Mr. Whitney’s new Steam Boat, which is to ply
upon the Bay of Fundy was launched oo the 14th July. Sheis
102 ieet long, 32 wide, and admeasurcs 167 tons burthen. The
machinery 50 horse power. .
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Coar.—A Company has been formed at Eredericton for the
purpose of working Mines on the Grand Lake.

Bramupa.—The Legislature of Bermuda have imposed the fol-
fowing dutics—-1s. per - bushel on Potatocs imported between May
1 and July 5—1832 ;—6d. per gallon on whale and fish cil--with
an exception in {avour of sperm ; 3d. per gallon on Rum ; 9. on
Brandy, Gin, &c. 5 per cent on all Wines, Gs. 8d. on Horsec
Mares, and Geldings, and £5 on Staltions.

Prince Edward Island.~-An Act giving the local Government
the power of laying out and opening new roads, hus obtained the
Royal Assent.

ew Paper.— Mr. J. II. White, has issued proposals for pub-
]leng a new paper, to be called the British American.

The Newfoundland Sealing trade, i3 greatly on the increase.
In 1829, the entire number taken was 280,613 ; In 1830--5563,
435 ; ‘and 1831—743 1135 seals were taken.

Nova Scetia.—Mineral Springs. The repulation of the Wil.
mot Spring increases. Some buildiogs have been erccted in the
seighbourhood, and numbers resort thither. A valuable spring
has also been discovercd near Shybenacadie River: the water,

mentioned in our last, as having been apalyzed by Dr. M‘Culloch,
was frem this spring, not that of Wilmot,

_ Coal Trade.~During the month of June,7 brigs, 6 schooners
and 23 eoasters cleared from Syduey with cargoes of coal.

Commerce of Halifax.—The Commerce of this district for the
year 1830, shows a most respectable amount of Imports and Ex-

-.Jn 2085 vessels has been imported value to the amount of
£1 320,208 In 2330 vessels has been exported value to the
amoudt of £645,642. The [mports of New Brunswick during
the same year amount to £525,401 and its Exports £408,406.

Haripax—The Small Pox has disappeared,the persons aﬁiacled
a1d removed from town, have all returned, recovered.

Dispensary—145 persons have received benefit from this insti-
tation since Nov. 25,—of which—678 have been discharged, 4
died, and 63 remain on the list.

Acadian School=-A very satisfactory examination was held on
July 22.—121 boys, and 93 girls receive instruction a{ the es-
tablishment,

S8t. George’s Schools.—The Rev. Mr. Uniacke, according to his
annual custom, entertained the children with dinner and amuse-
ments on Mr. Leppert’s farm, July 28.--240 children belonging
w0 the schools attended.

A Diving Bell, has been imported from United States for to be
used on the wreck of the Rumalas.

/
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The Treascnen —The [fon. Michael Wallace resigned the
charge of the Treasury department on July 16, to his son C. W.
Wallace, Esq. It may be recellected that our legislature, in ar
address to his Majesty, requested that this succession should mee’
the royal pleasure ; and the appointment came out accordingly.—
The provincial funds were transferred to the present Treasurer,
in the presence of William Lawson, Lawrence Harlshorne, and
William B. Blise, Esquires.

Ferry.—The Halifax and Dartmouih Steam Boat, which bad
been established, chartered and endowed, as a regular and rapi|
Ferry Boat, hasgreatly fuiled, and gives much dissatisfaction.
She sometimes occupies 10 minutes in her trip across, and some-
times 60 ; and works and rests at pretty regular intervals of 6 or
8 days. :

Weather.—The season continues exceedingly fine ; great hea
and occasional heavy showers, occasion luxuriant vegetation.

MARRIAGES. § M‘Colla. 6, Mr. John Pendergrast,

At Halifax, July 1, Mr. Charles ? aged 47. 7, Captain Richard Ha
Gray,to Miss Aon Perey. 2, Mr. § berlin, aged 65. 15, Mr. Thoma
James Spike, proprietor of the Aca- Harflson, aged 8. 18, Mrs. Mar
dian, to Mrs. Elizabeth Letson. 5, § Sullivan, aged 24. 27, Anna Mar
M r. Midwood M-Rae, to Miss Mary § {2 Richards, aged 24. 31, M/
Ann Grant. 8, Mr. Thomas W. $ James Hall Donaldson, aged 39.
Wood, to Miss Elizabeth Morrie. 9, ; __At Sea—on board the Bainbridge|
Mr. Peter W. Davis, to Miss Maria july 12, Elizabeth, widow of the
Magget. late Mr. Justice Stewart.

At Dartmouth, june 27, Mr.3 At Mahone Bay, Lunenburg—~
Joseph Gammon, to Miss Mary Aunn § june 29, _Mr. Philip Ernst, aged 41
Bahie. july 20, Mr. Duncan M*- .At Windsor—july 8. Mr. Joht
Phie, to Miss Elizabeth O'Brien. Killen, aged 50. .

At Chester—june 28, Mr. Daniel § _ At Rawdon—july 25, Mr. Wil
Wambolt, to Miss Mary Frail ; Mr. 2 liam Wier, sen. aged 85. .
George Snai¥, to Miss Elizabeth § At Stewiacke—july 9, Mr. Wil
Hume. liam Putnam, aged £9.

At Roger’s Hill, Pictou—july 15, § At Truro—july 27, John Duncan
Mr. Alexander Forbes, to Miss Ann Archibald, Esq. aged 28.

Sutherland. At West River, Pictou—Mr.Mur-

At West River=Mr. David M¢- § doch M‘Kenzie, aged 83. july 20
Kenzie, to Miss Jane Crichton. $ Mrs. Jane Kitchen, aged 62.

At Canso—june 30, Mr. William § _ At the Beeches—july 23, Mi
Hart, to Miss Letitia Whitman. William Sharp, aged 85. .

At St. Johns, Newfoundland— § _ At tho East River—july 24, Mis
june 15, Mr. James M. Hamilton, of; Elizabeth Fraser, aged 14.
Halifax, to Miss Elizabeth Mary $ _ At Merigomishe—july 2, Georg
Gill, of the former place. Roy{ llzisq' aged 80. 0. K. C.W

At Bermuda—june . C.
DEATIIS. Thomas, Eisq. 81st regt. "a native ¢

At Halifax—july 2, Miss Ann ¢ Nova-Scotia.
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