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HISTORY OF THE WAR

BETWEEN GREAT BRITAIN AND THE
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA,

DuriNe ToE vsans 1812, 1813, anp 1814,

CHAPTER XI.
Before entering on the subject of the ex-
- . pedition againstSackett’s
ﬁé&?‘é‘i‘i&m‘ﬁ?ﬁ Harbor, we would pre-
v miscthat we have hither-

to endeavoured to do full justice to Sir George
Prevost, wherever it appeared that blame had
been unjustly imputed to him, and to point
out the real quarter to which discredit should
attach, whether the causes of his failure
might be attributable to the orders from the
Home Government, by which he was in a
great degree fettercd, or arose from the in-
sufficicnt force under his command, and the
extended frontier which he was called upon
to defend. We can scarcely, then, be accused
of blindly or capriciously joining in a crusade
against this officer’s memory in the present
instance, the more especiully as we have
diligently sought to discover, in the American
scoeunts of the descent on Sackett's Harbor,
gome extenuating causes for the failure of a
movement, on which the ultimate success of
the war scemed so mainly to depend, to which
the attention of the cntire Province was
directed, which, in consequence of the pre-
sence and co-operation of the two commanders-
in-chief, the inhabitants had flattcred them-
selves would have a very different result, and

the fuilure of which inflicted a blow on the
military character of Sir George Prevost from
whieh it never recovered.

Prone to exaggeration as we have in most
cases found Amecrican bhistorians, it is a
singular feature in the present instance, that
they scem to have laid aside their natural
characteristic, and to have modestly set forth,
with but liltle coloring of misrepresentation,
the facts as they really occurred. This mode-
ration bears the harder on Sir George Prevost,
as it would almost scem as if his discomfiture
appearcd in their cyes somcthing scarcely
worth boasting of, ready as they always were
to lay hold of cvery circumstance, however
trivial, (and of this we have already adduced
several striking proofs,) that they could inany
manner distort, or magnify into a victory.

VWithout farther preamble, then, we would
remind the rcader, that Commodore (Sir
James) Yco's arrival from England, with &
party of officers and scamen, had given an
impetus to the naval preparations at Kingston,
and that the vessels there had been manned
and cquipped in a manner sufficient to warrant
the expectation, that the flect, under so able
a commander, might once more boldly appear
on thelake. Great, therefore, was the delight
of all, when it was ascertined that Sir George
Prevost's consent had been obtained for em-
ploying, this acquisition of naval strength, ina
combined attack, on the important post of
Sackett's Harbor, now considerably weakened
in its defences, by the absence of Commodore
Chauncey's flect, and of the numerous army

which had recently beea stationed there,
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All preparations having been made, the
flect, having on beard the troops for the ex-
pedition, under the command (most unfortu-
nately says Veritas) of Sir George Prevost,
set sail. The force émbarked, consisted of the
grenadier company of the 100th regiment, a
section of the Royal Scots, two eompanies of
the 8th, four companies of the 104th, one
company of the Glengarry’s, two companies
of the Canadian volunteers, 2 small detach-
ment of the Newfoundland regiment, and two
six-pounders with the gunners, making in all
a body of something less than seven hundred
rank and file. The weather was cxtremely
fine, and the fleet arrived off Sackett's Harbor
at about noon of the same day {the 27th) it
sailed. As a short description of Sackett’s
Harbor will net be irrelevant, we will here
introduce James’ account of it. ¢ Sackett’s
Iarbor bears from Kingston, on Lake Ontai io,
south by east; distant in a straight course,
twenty-five, but, by a ship’s course, thirty-
five miles. 1Tt stands on the south-east side
of an cxpansion of the Black River, near to
where it flows into Hangry Bay. The harbor
is small, but well sheltered. From the north-
west runs out a low point of land, upon which
is.the dock-yard, with large stone houses, and:
all the buildingsrequisite for such an establish-
ment. Upon this point there is a strong work
called Fort Tomkins ; having within a block-
house, two stories high: on the land side it is
covered by a strong picketing, in which there
arc embrasures, At the bottom of the harbor
is the village, consisting of sixty or seventy
houses: to the southward of it is a barrack,
capable of containing two thousand men, and
generally used for the marines belonging to
the fleet. On.a point eastward of the harbor,
stands Fort Pike, surrounded by a ditch, in
advance of which there is a strong line of
picketing. About one hundred yards from
the village, and a little to the westward of
Fort Tomkins, is Smita’s cantonment, or
barracks, capable of containing two thousand
five hundred strong; it is strongly built of
logs, forming &. square, with a block-house:at
exch-corner, and is loop-holed on every side.”
This was the state of Sackett's Harbor at the
date of the attack, at which time also many
of the guns belonging to the works had been
conveyed to the other end of the lake. The
wind was now light and favorable, ennbling

the vessels either to stand in for the shore or
from it; the squadron, therefore, with the
Wolfe as the leading vessel, having on board
Sir George himself, stood in towards the shore,
to within about two miles, to reconnoitre the
enemys’ position. This having been cffected,
the ships were hove to, the troops were em-
barked in the boats, and every one anxiously
awaited the signal to land. There is here
some difference in the British accounts of the
affair. After mentioning the embarkation of
the troops in the boats, James says, “Thty
waited in this state of suspense for about half
an hour, when orders were given for the
troops to return on board the fleet. Thisdone,
the fleet wore, and with a light wind stoed
out on its return to Kingston.

¢ About forty Indians, in their canoes, had
accompanied the expedition. Dissatisfied at
being called back without effecting anything,
particularly as their unsophisticated minds
could devise no reason for abandoning the
enterprise, they steered round Stony Point,
and discovering a party of troops on the
American shore, fearlessly paddled in to
attack them, These consisted of about seventy
dismounted dragoons, who had just been
landed from- twelve boats, which, along with
seven others that had pulled past the point
and escaped, were on their way to Sackett's
Ifarbor. As soon as the American troops
saw the Indians advancing, they hoisted a
white flag, as a signal to the British vessels
for protection, The latter immediately hove
to, and Licutenant Dobbs, first of the Wolfe,
stood in with the ship'’s boats, and brought off
the Amcrican dragoons, along with their
twelve batteaux. This jfortuitous capture
was deemed an auspicious omen; and Sir
George Prevost determined to stand. dack to
Sackett's Harbor.”

It i3 clear from this account that. James.
desires it to be understood that, in all.proba-
bility, no attack would have been made, had:
it not been. for what he terms the fortuitous
«capture, and:on another point—the delay—he.
lis.equally. explicit.. This is of importance, a8
‘Christie also mentions it, only- aceounting for
itin a different manner, and making it a shade
less discreditable to the commander. In
speaking of the events of the first day, Christie
writes, *the weather was propitious, and the-
troops. were transferred to- the batteausx, to
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make their landing, under an escort of two
gun-boats, commanded by Captain Muleaster,
the whole under the immediate direction of
the land and naval commanders-in-chicf. They
had procceded but a short distance, when a
convoy of American boats, loaded with troops
were descried doubling Stony Point, on their
way from Oswego, to Sackett’'s Harbour. The
Indians who had previously landed upon an
island fired upon them as they passed, and
threw them into confusion, when the boats
and batteaux bore down and capturcd twelve
of them, with,about one hundred and fifty
men: the remainder escaped into Sackett’s
Harbour. Zhe landing was then deferred
until the next morning, while the Americans
raised the alarm and withdrew a detachment
of their troops posted upen Iorse Island, at
the mouth of the harbour, and assumed a
position on the Main, opposite a ford, leading
from the island to the mainland, where they
were reinforced by a body of militia, under
General Brown, and prepared for 2 vigorous
defence.” This is additional testimony ds to
the delay, and we must further remark that,
all the American accounts concur in stating
that the British appeared off the port on two
successive days. One, indeed, writes, “the
delay and indecision on the part of the British
brouglit in from the neighbouring counties a
considerable number of militia, who, naturally
thinking the cnemy were afraid, betrayed
great cagerness to join the contest.” All
these proofs are necessary, as none of the
statements we have given are contained in Col.
Bayne's letter,* from which it can only be

gathered that the attack failed in consequence
of the ships not being able to near the shore.
Nor is a syllable to be found relative to waste
of time through which the opportunity,
afforded by the previous fair wind, had been
lost, but only an allusion to the continuation
of the light and adverse winds, and the in-
sufficiency of the gun-boats to accomplish
what the larger vessels, “ still far off " might
have done. It is not often that we have
occasion to complain ofa “ muddled dispatch,”
but assuredly the one in question seems
written for the express purpose of making
the best out of what was a very discreditable
affair to Sir George Prevost. A shade of
excuse for the loss of time is to be found in
Christie as he represents the attack as begun
on the first day, and only interrupted by the
capture of prisoners, to secure whom it was
perhaps necessary to return to the ship,
rendering it thus too late for further operation
on that day; but cven thisisa poor excuse,
and the trifling delay, had an energetic officer
been in command, would have been soon re-
paired, the fair wind profited by, and the
attack of the troops covered by the fire from
the large vessels of the squadron.

To return, however, to the attack which
was finally made early on the morning of the
29th. It began by a mistake, and the troops
were landed on Horse Island, “where,”
(according to James,) * the grenadicr company
of the 100th, which formed the advance,
meeting with some slight opposition from a
six-pounder mounted en barbetle, as well ag
from three or four hundred militia, stationed

*From Adjutunt-General Baynes to Sir Geofge
Prevost.
Kingston, May 80th, 1813.
Sir,—I have the honour to report to your
Excellency, that in conformity to an arranged
plan of operations with Commodore Sir James
Yeo, the fleet of boats assembled a-stern of his
ship, at 10 o'clock on the night of the 28th
jastant, with the troops placed under my com-
mend, snd, led by a gunihoat, urder Caplain
Mulcaster, royaluavy,proceeded towards Sackett's
Harhour; in the order prescribed tothe troops,
in case the detachment was obliged to march in
eolumn, viz:—the grenadier company, 100th,
with one section of the royal Scots, two comparies
of the 8th, (or King's,) four of the 104th, two of
tho Canadian voltigcurs, two six pounders, with
their gunners, and a company of Glengarry Jight
infantry,were embarked on board alightschooner,

which was proposed to be towed, undér the

directions of officers of the navy, so as to insure
the guns being landed in time to support the
advance of the troops. Although the night was
dark, with rain, the boats assembled in the
vicinity of Sackett’s Harbour, by one o'clock, in
compact and regular order; and in this position
it wag intended to remain until the day broke, in
the hope of cffecting & landing before the enemy
could be prepared to line the woods with troops;
which surrounded the coast; but, ; s
s strong current drifted the boats considerably,
while the darknesss of the night, and'ignorance:
of the coast, prevented them from recovering
their proper station until the day dawnad, when
the whole pulled for the point of debarkation.

It wag my intention to have landed in the
cove formed by Horse Island, but, on approaching
it, we discovered that the enemy were fully
prepaied, by a very heavy fire of musketry from-
the surrounding woods, which were filled with
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at that point, carricd the six-pounder before
a s:cond discharge could be fired from it, and
drove the American militia with precipitation
into the woods.” Christie’s account of this
is different, he says, “they” (the British)
“first attempted to land on the Main, in a
cove formed Ly Horse Island, but on approach-
ing it, they found the enemy preparcd for
them, by a heavy fire of musketry, from the
swrrounding woods, supported by a field-
picce. They tien pulled round and landed
on the outside of the island.”

After the troops were fairly landed it does
not appear that they had any very obstinate
resistance to encounter, and it is plain from

both Christie’s and James’ account, that
there was nothing to have prevented Sir
George Prevost from accomplishing all that
he desired.  Thompsont is particularly severe
on his countrymen, and his account by no
means bears out Col. Bayne's assertion of the
great resistance offered.  “ Though,” sayshe,
“ they were well protected by the breast-work
they rose from behind it, and abandoning the
honorable promises of noble daring, which
they had made but a little while beiore, fled
with equal precipitation and’ disorder. A
strange and unaccountable panic seized the
whole line; and with the exception of a very
dew, terror and dismay were depicted on
-gvery countenance” Any remarks on Sir

George from Veritas must be taken with due
allowance for the animus which marks every-
thing he wrote respecting that commander.
His version runs thus: ¢ The troops were
disembarked, but without artillery, and ad-
vanced with their usual spirit, when the enemy
in dismay fled, whilst our men coming to a
block-house, which made some resistance,
were checked. During this advance so hope-
less did the encmy consider their situation,
that they burnt a barrack or store, spiked the
guns of abattery, and began their retreat
through the villages, setting fire to their new
frigate, the Pyke, then on the stocks, and
General Brown, who commanded,had actually
written a letter of capitulation, which he had
appointed a flag of truce to carry to the com-
mander, whilst a few men were kept in the
block-house, to give an appearance of resist-
ance, so as to obtain better terms. At this
period, in an evil hour, Sir George Prevost,
umictaking the enemy in running away, with
the dust thereby thrown up, for a column of
reinfpreements  arriving, immediately gave
orders for a re-cmbarkation, and then was ex-
hibited the extraordinary military spectacle of
a retreat, I will not say a flightback toback.”
This picture is highly colored, but there
is still much truth in it, and when Colonel
Bayne's letter is stripped of its apologetie
character, it will not be found to differ materi-

infantry supported by a ficld-piece. I directed
‘the boats to pull round to the other side of the
island, where a landing was effected in good
order and with little loss, although 'executed in
the face of a corps, formed with a field-piece in
the wood, and under the enfilade of a heavy gun
.from the encmy’s principal battery. The advauce
was led by the grenadiers of the 100th regiment,
with undaunted gallantry, which no obstacle
.could arrest. A parrow causeway, in many
places under water, not more than four feet wide,
and about four hundred paces in length, which
eonnected the island with the mainiand, was
occupied by the enemy,in great force, with a
-gix-pounder. It was forced, and carried in the
most spirited manner, and the gun taken before
s secoud discharge could be made fromit; a
tumbril, with a few rounds of ammunition, was
found ; but, unfortunately, the artillerymen were
still behind, the schooner not having been able to
get up in time, and the troops were exposed to €0
heavy and galling a fire from a numerous, but
slmost invieible foe, as to render it impossible to
balt for the artillery to come up, At this spot
two paths led in opposite directions round the
hill; I directed Colonel Young, of the King's

regiment, with half of the detachment, to pene-
trate by the left; and Major Drummond, of the
104th, to force the path by the right, which
proved to he more open, and was less occupied
by the encmy. On the left the wood was very
thick, and was most obstinately maintained by
the enemy.

The gun-boats which had covered our landing,
afforded material 2id, by firing into the woods;
but the American soldier, behind a tree, was only
to be dislodged by the bayonet. The spirited
advance of a secction produced the flight of
kundreds. From this observation all firing was
directed to cease, and the detachment being
formed in as regular order as the nature of the
ground would admit, pushed forward through the
wood upon the enemy, who, aithough greatly
superior in numbers, and supported by field-
pieces, and & heavy fire from their fort, fled with
precipitation to their block-house, and fort,
abandoning one of their guns, The division
under Colonel Young was joined in the charge,
by that under Major Drummond, which was
executed with such spirit and promptness, that
many of the enemy fell in their enclosed barracks,

Gpm———
¥ Sketchies of $he War, pago 143,

which were set on fire by our troops;-—at this
point the further energies of the troops became
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ally in substance. James adds his testimony
on this point, and after describing the British
advance, goeson : * so hopeless did the Ameri-
cans consider their case, that Lieutenant
Chauncey set fire to the Navy barracks, the
prize schooner Dule of Gloucester, the ship
General Pyke, and completely destroyed the
naval stores and provisions, which had been
captured at York,” The whole affair of
“ Sackett’s Harbour may be thus summed up.
Sir George Prevost, with an adequate force,
made his appearance before it, with theinten-
tion of striking a blow at the seat of American
naval operations on Lake Ontario, and of
establishing British supremacy in that quarter.
Indecision, we will not call it timidity, pre-
vented his striking the blow, while the weather
was yet fuvorable, and the enemy unprepared.
‘When he did attempt to carry his plans into
execution, a change of wind prevented the
co-operation of the fleet, on board of which

was also the artillery ; and this circumstance,
joined to the show of resistance, which the
enemy, ‘hrough thetime afforded, were enabled
to offer, would appear to have completely
overthrown what little energy or decision of
character he might have possessed. The re-
sult, as shown in Colonel Bayne’s dispatch,
was a retreat which blasted forever his reputa-
tation as a military commander. An aggrava-
tion of the mistake committed, is also to be
found in the want of necessity for the retreat.
The testimony of James, Christic, and of
American writers also, proves that it was per-
feetly practicable for Sir George to have made
good his position until the ships could have
come to his assistance, and even one passage
of Col. Bayne’s letter would go to establish
the samefact.  “But one sentiment of regret
and mortification prevailed, on being obliged
to quit a beaten enemy, whom a small band
had driven before them for three hours.”

unavailing, Their block-house and stockaded
battery could not be carried by assault, nor
reduced by field-pieces, had we heen provided
with them; the fire of the gun-boats proved
insufficient to attain that end: light and adverse
winds continued, and our larger vessels were still
far off. The encmy turned the heavy ordunance
of the battery to the interior defence of his post.
He had set fire to the storc-houses in the vicinity
of the fort.

Seecing no object within our reach to attain,
that could compensate for the loss we were
momentarily sustaining from the heavy fire of the
enemy’s cannon, I divected the troops to take up
their position on the crest of the hill we had
charged from. From this position we were
ordered to re-embark, which was performed at
our leisure, and in perfect order, the cnemy not
presuming to show a single soldier without the
limits of his fortress. Your Exceliency having
been a witness of the zeal and ardent courage of
every soldicr in the field, it is unnecessary for me
toassure your Excelleucy, that but one sentiment
animated every breast, that of discharging to the
utmost of their power their duty to their king and
country. But one sentiment of regret and morti-
fication prevailed, on being obliged to quit a
beaten enemy, whom a small band of British
soldiers had driven before them for three hours
through a country abounding in strong positions
of defence, but not offering a sinale spot of cleared
ground favourable forthe operations of disciplined
troops, withowt having fully accomplished the
duty we were ordered to perform,

The two divisions of the detachment were
ably commanded by Colonel Young, of the
King's, aud Major Drummond, of the 10#th. The
detachment of the King’sunder Major Evans,nobly
sustained the high and established character of
that distinguished corps; and Captain Burke

availed himself of the ample field afforded him in
leading the advance, to display the intrepidity of
British grenadiers.

The detachment of the 104th regiment, under
Major Moodie, Captain M‘Pherson’s company of
Glengarry light infantry, and two companies of
Canadian voltigeurs, commanded by Major llam-
mot, all of them levies in the British Province of
North America, evinced most striking proofs of
their loyalty, steadiness and courage. The de-
tachment of the royal Newfoundland regiment
behaved with great gallantry.  Your Excellency
will lament the loss of that active and intelligent
officer, Captain Gray, acting as deputy quarter-
master-gencral, who fell close to the enemy’s
work, while reconnoitring it, in the hope to die-
cover gome opening 1o favour an assault. Com-
modore Sir James Yeo conducted the fleet of
boats in the attack, and, accommpanying the
advance of the troops, directed the co-operation
of the gun-boats. I feel most grateful for your
Excellency’s kind consideration, in allowing your
aide.de-camps, Majors Coote and Fulton, to ac-
company me in the field, and to these officers for
the able assistance they afforded me.

I have the honor to be, &c.
Epwarp BavNss,
Col. Glengarry Light Infuntry commanding.
To His Excellency Lieut.-Gen.
Sir George Prevost, Bart,, &e.

——

Return of the killed, wounded, and missing, in an
attack on Sackett’s Harbour, on the 29th of
May, 1813.

1 general staff, 3 sergeants, 44 rank and file,
killed; 8 wajors, 8 captaing, 5 licutenants, 1
ensign, T sergeants, 2 drummers, 172 rank and
file, 2 gunners, wounded; 2 captaing, 1 ensign,

13 rank aud file, wounded and missing,
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Had Sir George Prevost not proved his bravery
in more than one ficld, his excess of prudence
on this oceasion, would almost warrant our
giving a harsher appellation to his conduct,
when we consider the insufficient causes which
led to the precipitate abandonment of an en-
terprise which had cost so much preparation
and loss of life.  Besides, what were the
causes for a retreat? Sir George assigned as
his reason, the want of co-operation between
the fleet and army. The Americans ascribe
it to fear of being surrounded by General
Brown, who, they allege, adopted the following
stratagem to deceive the DBritish General
Silently passing through the wood which led
towards the point of landing, he evinced an
intention to gain the rear of the British force,
to take possession of the boats, and effectually
to cut off his retreat. This convinced Sir
George Prevost of the vast superiority of the
Amecrican force, and induced him to give the
order to retreat, There is some probability
in this, although Sir George does not assign it
as one of hismotives, forif with the enemy in
ight before him, he thought the absence of
the ships a sufficient reason for his retreating
in an opposite direction, the fear of being
surrounded would have naturally added to his
perplexity.  Sir George’s whole conduct in
this affair, resembles that of a school-boy who
has committed an inroad on an orchard,
and half-frightened at his temerity, and
scared at the sound of his own footsteps, runs
away without sccuring the fruit which he had
gathered.  Sir James Yeo was quite opposed
to the abandonment of the enterprise, and
Sir George’s conduct on the occasion gave rise
to the animosity which afterwards existed
between those ofticers.

What say American historians on this sub-
jeet?* “Ile relinguished the further prose-
cution of an expedition, having for its primary
object the capture and destruction of a post,
the permanent possession of which only could
give to the Americansany hope of a superior-
ity on Lake Ontario; after having succeeded
in his enterprise, in a degree which scarcely
admits of being termed partial, and, through
the predominance of his apprehension over
his bravery and foresight, retired from the
assault.” The conscquence which would have

* Skelches of the war,

resulted had Sir George been bolder are thus
set forth : “Its cffects would have been long
and deplorably felt by the American Govern-
ment.  Immense quantities of naval and mili-
tary stores, which had been from tir.e to time
collected at that depét, the frames and tim-
bers which had been prepared for the con-
struction of vessels of war, and the rigging
and armaments which had been forwarded
hither for their final equipment, as well as
all the army clothing, camp equipage, provi-
sions, ammunition, and implements of war,
which had been previously capiured from the
enemy, would have fallen into his hands. The
destruction of the batteries, the ships then
on the stocks, the extensive cantonments, and
the public arsenal, would have retarded the
building of another naval force; and that
which was already in the Lake in separate
detachments, could have been intercepted in
its attempt to return, and might have heen
taptured in detail. The prize vessel which
was then lying in harbor, and which bhad been
taken by the Americans, and the two United
States schooners, would have been certainly
taken, and the whole cnergies of the American
Government, added to their most vigorous
and unwearied struggles, might never again
have attained any prospect of an ascendancy
on the Lalke.”

After reading this, and reflecting on what
was lost, an inquiry into the number of killed
and wounded only places matters in, if pos-
sible, a worse position. “The loss,” says
James, “on this unfortunate expedition was
fifty men killed and two hundred and cleven
wounded.” The Americans acknowledge to
have had a loss of onc hundred and fifty-
seven.

Great was the mortification of the people of
Kingston, when, on the morning of the 30th,
they saw the return of the fleet, with, instead
of the whole garrison of Sackett’s Harbor and
an immense amount of military and naval
stores, about onc hundred prisoners. Loud
were the animadversions and most bitter the
strictures. It must not, however, be lost sight
of that not the slightest attempt was made,
during the investigation of the disgraceful
failure, to throw the faintest imputation on
the behaviour of the troops concerned in it.
We will conclude this part of our subject by
an extract from James, which, though perhaps
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—

rather fanciful, is yet worthy of consideration.
“What should we have gained by even a
temporary possession of Sackett's Harbor. The
American fleet, having no port to which it
could retire, would have been compelled to
fight, and Sir James Yeo, having the Pyke to
add to his squadron, or even without her as-
sistance, would have conquered with ease, The
British Ontario flect no longer wanted; its
officers, seamen, and stores would have passed
over to Lake Erie, and averted the calamities
there; that done, they would have re-passed
to Champlain, and prevented the Saranac, that
flows into it, from becoming so famous. The
least benefit of all would have been the saving
to the nation of the incalculable sums expended
in the building of ships, and the transportation
of ordnance stores. Some will feel that the
national pride would have been no loser, and
able politicians could, perhaps, expatiate upon
fifty other advantages that would have accrued
had we retained possession, cven for a few
days, of Sackett’s Harbor.”

Speculations of this kind are generally
of very littlé use; still, when we look at
the complaints that were then being loudly
made, throughout the United States, of the
enormous drain on the country’s resources,
and the squandering of the thewes and sinews
of the population, it adds to the regret that a
general's timid and wavering' conduct should
have omitted to inflict a blow, which must
have considerably increased the financial em-
barrassments so complained of Ingersol, on
this subject writes—*The British repulse at
Sackett’s Ilarbor was the last American suc-
cess in 1813 on Lake Ontario or the St. Law-
rence, where the enemy’s good fortune never
afterwards failed, except in Chauncey’s partial
success on the Lake.” After this admission,
he proceeds : “Border warfare, the worst of
all, the most wasteful of men, money, and cha-
racter, was our resort during two, for the most
part disastrous, years. Nowhere in the
world were such costly and fruitless hostilities
as those carried on, over many hundreds of
miles, from the swamps and wildernesses of
Michigan to the mountain gorges of Canada.
We recruited armies to be wasted on the bor-
ders of the Lakes, built and equipped fleets
upon them, at monstrous expense, to wage
small border wars. The sum expended on
building vessels for Lake Ontario was nearly

twomillions of dollars, that expendad on Lakes
Eric and Champlain four hundred thousand
more. The waste of moncy was enormous;
it was estimated that it cost a thousand dollars
for every cannon conveyed to Sackett’s Har-
bor! The fiour'for ITarrison’s army cost one
hundred dollars per barrel. The multiplied
incidental but inevitable charges of travel over
wild regions without roads required, amongst
other things, thousands of pack horses, each
of which could only carry half a barrel of pro-
visions, and required to be attended by trains
of other horses, with forage for those laden
with provisions, The distances were hundreds
of miles over trackless deserts. Few horses
survived more than one trip; many sunk
under one. Of four thousand post-horses to
supply Harrison’s smafl army, but eight hun-
dred were alive after the winter of 1812-18.
Large quantities of flour were buried in mud
and snow, from inability to carry it any fur-
ther; large quantities damaged when arrived
at the place of destination.

“Two-thirds of that deposited at Fort
Meigs was spoiled and unfit for use. Fluctua-
tions and increases of price were so great
that many contractors were ruined, and it
became necessary to purchase of other per-
sons, when disappointed of regular supplies
by the contractors. The waste oflife in the
American armies was also great from want of
competent surgeons, instruments and medi-
cines, and from the diseases caused by priva-
tions in insalubrious regions.”

When we remember how prone our neighs
bors were to look at the £ s. d. view of matters,
and how ill a young country could afford
to support an cxpensive war, we find fresh
cause for regret in Sir George Prevost’s
failure. Nothing would more surely have
brought about a peace than the state of
affairs recorded by Ingersol, a check had
even been given to the national vanity by the
capture of the Chesapeake, and the salutary
lesson taught that they were not yet masters
of the sca, and had vigorous measures been
taken in the present instance, the movements
on the frontiers of Canada, would in all pro-
bability, have dwindled down tc mere petty
skirmishes, until the Americans, wearied of
hostilities resulting in nothing but loss of
time and money, would have gladly made
overtures for peace, even at the risk of com-
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promising their new-fledged importance. We
are the more inclined to hazard this assertion,
from what appears to have been the state of
the American army at that time., Stagnation
in camps and garrisons on frontiers, bred
diseasc ; discontent and desertions, thinned the
numbers and soured the tempers, and de-
moralized both men and officers. In one
place we find as many as six soldiers shot for
desertion, and such difficulties existed in
procuring recruits, that “inveigling dis-
satisfied, worthless or intoxicated men to
enlist, and then disciplining them by crucl
and degrading corporal punishinent, lashing
them into good behaviour, was the only
method of marshalling and replenishing our
continually wasting armies.”* Were our ob-
servations merely gleaned from the writings
of one party, and that party opposed to the
war, they would be as little worthy of at-
tention as the mendacious columns put forth
by the Government organ (Nile's Weekly
Register), but they are not taken from the
mere ebullitions of party feeling, but are the
result of examination into Armstrong, the
Secretary at War; Ingersol, who does not
condemn the war, but only the mode in which
it was carried on ; and many others. The dis-
cussions in some of the State legislatures
furnish additional proof that the Amecrican
nation was beginning by this time to get
heartily sick of the war. TIn short the more
closely we examine the position of affuirs, the
deeper cause of regret do we find that General
Brock’s valuable life had not been spared, or
that at least his mantle had not fallen on the
shoulders of either Sir George Prevost or Sir
Roger Sheaffe, to whose irresolution it may
be ascribed, that a war begun with such
vigour by General Brock should not have
been checked more speedily. When it was
possible to act vigorously without departing
from the spirit of the instructions emanating
from the Home Government.

We left General Dearborn, in our last

Proccedings ab wost chaptf:r, just as he
end of Lstﬂscte Olgari(])\: had dispatched Generals
surprsed ony(reek. s

priseatstonyGreeX:  Chandler and Winder,
with two brigades of infantry, a considerable
body of cavalry, and a strong detachment of
artillery in pursuit of General Vincent, who

* Ingerscl.

had by that time received his reinforcements,
and was now encamped on Burlington Heights.
Dectermined as was the attitude assumed by
General Vincent, his situation was, in reality,
extremely critical. York on one side and
Fort George on the other had fallen, and with
a powerful hostile flect on the lake, he was
left without resources should the enemy ap-
proach with such a superior force as not to
warrant his risking a battle, Again, did even
a favorable opportunity for risking a contest
present itself, he had but ninety rounds of
ammunition per man, a quantity too small to
admit of any very steady or prolonged course
of action.

On the evening of the 5th June, the Ameri-
can grmy had reached Stony Creek, a point
but a few miles from the position held by
General Vincent, and as it was sunset, the
Gencrals found it necessary to halt, and they
proceeded to make the necessary disposition
of the troops, so as to pass the night in safety,
The proper arrangements were accordingly
made, and the camp secured.  Vincent, whose
critical situation we have just noticed, now
saw that to retain his present position, on
which all his hopes of eventual success de-
pended, he must, even with his small quantity
of ammunition, risk another battle. While
still uncertain as to the best course to be
adopted, hereceived intimation of his advanced
pickets having been driven in, and he dis-
patched Licutenant Colonel Harvey* to re-
connoitre and take an accurate view of the
enemy’s position. Harvey soon ascertained
that the enemy’s camp guards were few and
negligent, that his line of encampment was
long and broken ; that his artillery was feebly
supported, and several of the corps placed too
farin the rear to aid in repelling a blow,
rapidly and vigorously struck at their front,
and reported the result of his observations to
General Vincent, accompanied with a proposal
to hazard a night attack. This General
Vincent consented to, hoping to cffect by
surprise, what the small number of his force
and want of ammunition forbade him to ac-
complish in the open field. In pursuance of
his, or rather, Col. Harvey’s plan, he com-
menced his march about midnight of the 5th
June, with a force of seven hundred and four

* Afterwards Sir Johm Marvey, and Governor of
New Brunswick,
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rank and file. 'We willnow enquire into the
atrength of the force that lay encamped at
Stony Creck, under Generals Chandler and
Winder.

‘When General Dearborn first determined
on the pursuit of General Vincent, he had
dispatched General Winder with a singic
brigade. 'This officer, in the progress of his
march, was not long in discovering that the
enemy's force would require greater odds to
overcome, and he accordingly decided on
awaiting, at Forty-mile Creek, the arrival of
such reinforcements as, on arepresentation of
the circumstances of the case, the general
might think proper to send to hisaid. On
the 8rd Juue, Brigadier General Chandler
brought up a second brigad-, thus accounting
for the two brigades we have already men-
tioned. We will now pause to examine into
the numerical strength of these two bodies.

They consisted, according to James (whos
however, confesses that the only assistance he
could procure from the American accounts
was the name of the regiments and corps), of
the 5th, 13th, 14th, 16th, 22d, and 23d regi-
ments of infantry, divided into two brigades.
The strength of these brigades, if we take the
lowest returns in an American work, was
fourteen hundred and fifty each. Admitting
that only half the artillery force from Fort
George was despatched, that would give four
hundred more, (and this calculation is not un-
likely, when we remember that General Win-
der had sent for reinforcements, on the plea
of his wealkness.) Col. Burns’ cavalry force was
ascertained to be two hundred and fifty. We
have now two brigades of fourtecen hundred
and fifty each, with artillery and the cavalry,
making in all, thirty-four hundred and fifty.
Armstrong, in noticing Winder's pursuit,
speaks of, first, one brigade eight hundred
strong, and then mentions the second, but
without condescending to numbers, or taking
notice of the artillery or cavalry ; even this,
allowing the strength of the second brigade to
have equalled the first, would give, including
the cavalry and artillery, twenty-two hundred
men. Ingersol states the force at thirteen
hundred, but in such a confused manner as to
render it difficult to determine whether the
thirteen hundred men mentioned formed the
whole body, or only the whole of Chandler’s
reinforcement. Be it as it may, there is every

ground for assuming, even from these state-
ments, imperfect as they are, that the Ameri-
can force cncamped at Stony Creck, on the
night of the 5th June, was not less than
twenty-two hundred to twenty-five hundred
strong,

To return, however, to the attack which
was led by Colonel Harvey in person. The
first thing accomplished was the surprise and
capture of every man of the American pickets,
without giving the slightest alarm to the main
body. This effected, the centre of the en-
campment was attacked. We prefer, how-
ever, giving General Vincent’s official account,
as it is modestly written, although differing
somewhat from Ingersol’s account, which un-
blushingly states —*The encampment was
confounded by a surprise, which, neverthe-
less, the officers beat off, all behaving well,
and many of the young officers displaying an
ardor which only wanted occasion and good
commanders.” Armstrong, on this subject,
writes: “But little more mismanagement was
now wanting, to make the campaign of 1818,
as much a subject of ridicule at home, and
contempt abroad, as that of the preceding
year, on the 6th of June, the day on which
Burns was flying when none pursucd, an order
was reccived from the commander-in-chicf,
recalling, without loss of time, the whole
army to Fort George, and virtually abandon-
ing all the oijects of the campaign; nor was
cven this illjudged movement executed, with-
out a disorder which entailed upon it the loss
of twelve boats, principally laden with the
baggage of the army.” The Burns here men-
tioned is the officer on whom devolved the
command of the American army after the eap-
ture of the two Generals, Winder and Chandler,

Is it probable that the Sccretary at War
would have expressed himself in such strong
terms of condemnation had the * surprise” at
Stony Creck been as trifling as Ingersol repre~
sents? To return, however, to Gen. Vincent's
official account :—

Burlington-heights, head of Lake Ontario,
June 6th, 1813.
Sir,—THaving yesterday received informa-
tion of the enemy having advanced from the
Forty-mile Creek, witha force consisting of
8500, cight or nine field-picces, and 250 caval-
ry, for the avowed purpode of attacking the
division under my command in this position,
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and having soon afterwards reccived a report
that he had passed the swamp, and driven in
my advanced posts from Stony Creck and
Brady's, lieutenant-col. Harvey, deputy-adju-
tant-general, immediately went forward with
the light companies of the king’s, and49th re-
giments ; and having advanced close to, and
accurately ascertained, the enemy’s position,
sent back to propose to me a night attack on
the camp.

The enemy’s camp wasdistant about seven
miles. About half-past eleven I moved for-
ward with five companies of the Sth (or
King’s), and the 49th regiments, amounting to-
gether to seven hundred and four firclocks;
Yicutenant-colonel Iarvey who conducted
it with great regularity and judgement,
gallantly led on the attack. The enemy
was conpletely surprised, and driven from
his camp, after having repeatedly formed
intodiflerent bodics, and been as often charg-
ed by our brave troops, whose conduct,
throughout this brilliant enterprise, wasabove
all praise.  The action terminated before day
light, when three guns and one brass how-
itzer, with three tumbrils; two brigadier-ge-
nerals, Chandler and Winder, first and second
in command, and upwards of 100 officers,
non-commissioned officers, and privates, re-
mained in our hands.

Not conceiving it prudent to cxpose our
small foree 1o the view of the cnemy, who,
though routed, and dispersed, was still for-
midable as to numbers and position, he hav-
ing fled to the swrrounding heights, and hav-
ing stiil four or five guus, the trosps were
put in motion at day-break and wmarched
back to their cantonments. After we had
retired and it beeame broad day, the enemy
veatured to re-occupy his camp, only, how-
ever, for the purposc of destroying his in-
cumbrances, such as blankets, carriages, pro-
visions, sparc arng, awwunition, &cj after
which, he commenced a precipitate retreat
towards the Forty-mile Creck, where he of
fected a junction with a body of 2000 men,
who were on their march from Niagara to re-
inforce him.

I canmot conclude this despatch without
calling yvour cxcellency’s attention to the fol-
lowing oflicers:—

To licutecnant-col. Harvey, the deputy-ad-
Jutant general, miy obligations are particutarly

due. From the first moment the enemy’s
approach was known, he watched his move-
ments, and afforded me the earliest informa-
tion. To him, indeed, I am indebted for
the suggestionand plan of operation; nothing
could be more clear than his arrangements,
nor more completely successful in the result.
‘The conduct of major Plenderleath, who com-
manded the 49th regiment was very conspic-
uous. By his decision and prompt efforts,
the surprize of the enemy’s camp was com*
pleted, and all his cfiorts to make a2 stand
were rendered ineffectual by the bayonet,
which overthrew all opposition. A party of
the 49th, with major Plenderleath at their
head, gallantly charged some of the enemy’s
ficld-pieces, and brought off two six-pound-
ers.

Major Ogilvie led on, in the most gallant
wmanner, the five companies of the King's re-
giment; and whilst one-half of that highly
disciplined and distinguished corps supported
the 49th regiment, the other part moved to
the right, and attacked the enemy’s left flank,
which decided our midnight contest.

T have also reevived the greatest assistance
from major Glegg, brigade-major to the forces,
and beg leave to mention the names of cap-
tains M*‘Dowal and Milnes, your excelliency’s
aides-de-camp, who accompanicd me to the
attack, and upon all oceasions have volunteer-
cd their services. I have likewise to acknow-
ledge the assistance of captain Chawbers, of
the 41st regiment, who had arrived some
days before from Amherstburgh; and Mr.
Brook, pay-master of the 49th, who assisted
me as acting aide-de-camp,

To Mr. IIackett, acting-staff-surgeon to this
army, I feel particularly indebied, for his ju-
dicious arrangements, by which tlie wounded
have reccived cvery attention, and arc most
of them likely to be restored to the service,

It would be an act of injustice, were I to
admit assuring your excellency, that gallantry
and discipline were never more conspicuous
than during our late short service; and I feel
the greatest satisfaction in assuring you, that
every officer and individuzl scemed anxious
to rival cach other in his cfforts to sup-
port the honor of lis Majesty’s arms, and
to maintain the high character of British
troops.

1 beg leave o refer your excellency foihe
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inclosed reports for particulars respecting our
loss, which, I regret, has been very severe.
I have the honor to be, &c.
Joux VINCENT,
Brigadier-gen’l.
General return of killed, wounded, and miss-
ing, in action with the cnemy near the

head of Lake Ontario, June 6th, 1813,

Total; 1 licutenant, 3* scrjeants, 19 rank
and file, killed ; 2 majors, 5 captains, 2 licu-
tenants, 1 ensign, 1 adjutant, 1 fort-mnajor, 9
serjeants, 2 drummers, 113 rank aund file,
wounded; 3 serjcants, 52 rank and file miss-
ing.

General Dearborn’s official letter is even
more absurd thar Ingersol’s remarks ; and it
is wapossible to reconcile the policy he adopted
immediately afterwards with the contents of
bis despatch. Tt will be seen by this docu-
ment, which follows, that he almost claims a
victory 3

“T have received an express from the head
of the Lake this cvening, with intelligence
that our troops, commanded by Brigadicr-Ge-
neral Chandler, were attacked at two o'clock
this morning by the whole of the British and
Indian force ; and by some strange fatality,
though our loss was but small (not exceeding
thirty), and the cnemy completely routed and
driven from the ficld, both Brigadicers Chand-
ler and Winder were taken prisoncrs. They
had advanced to ascertain the position of a
company _of artillery, when the attack com-
menced.  General Vineent is reported to be
amongst the killed of theenemy.  Col. Clarke
was mortally wounded, and fell intoour hands,
with fifty prisoners of the 49th British regi-
ment.  The whole loss of the encmy is two
hundred and fity. They sent in a flag, with
a request to bury their dead.  General Lewis,
accompanicd by Brigadier-General Boyd, goces
on to take command of the advanced troops.”

An analysis of this letter will beintercsting,
and really so curious a document deserves the
trouble, as it is but scldom that an official
paper, written with such an utter disregard of’
trath, can be found.  * The wholeof the Brit-
ish and Indian force.” The Sccretary at War,
at Ieast, was not deceived by General Dear-
born’s letter, for, in his remarks; he speaks of
the British force as “seven hundred combat-
‘nts.”

In the next place, as to the Indians, there

were not altogether more than thirty, and
these were at Burlington Ileights, where they
remained. General Dearborn’s allusion to
them was, however, a sufficient foundation on
which Mr. O’Connor, in his history, has con-
structed a very imposing passage. “The
army, on this occasion, has proved its firm-
ness and bravery, by keeping its position ina
night attack, in which the yells of the Indians
mingled with the roaring of the cannon and
musketry, were calculated tointimidate.” To
resume our analysis, General Dearborn pro-
nounces *the enemy completely routed and
driven from the ficld,” and yet practically
coutradicts his own statements by immediately
after retiring from before a “routed cnemy
again—so far from the British sending in a
flag of truce “ to bury the dead,” the Ameri-
cans retired,* and /¢ their own dead to le
buried by the DBritish. Lastly, although
General Vincent was killed by Dearborn over
night, he had sufficiently recovered from the
fhock which he must have experienced at
hearing of his own death, to entertain the
two Amcrican generals, at dinner, next day,
and toinformthemofthe capture of four oftheir
guns and onc hundred and twenty men, a
point on which General Dearborn and others

* Onc of the American accounts of the Stony
Creck Lusiness contaius the following statement :
« Captain Mannoers, of that regiment, (the 49th)
was taken in his bed by licutenant Riddle; who,
from a principle of humanity, put him on his
parole, on condition of his not serving the enemy,
until he should be exchanged. An engagement
which that officer violated, by appearing in arnns
against the American troops, timnediately after
the recovery of his hicalth.,” This Is a scrious
charze against a brave officer, now living.  Thus
itis answered.  Close to captain Manners, on the
field, lay a captain Mills, of the American army,
still more severely wounded. The two officers
agreed, and mutually pledged their honors, that,
no mateer by which party captured, they should
be cousidered as exchanged and at liherty to
serve again.  Lieutenant Riddle soon aficrwards
came up; and, although he could not stay to
bring away cven his friend, exacted a parole
from captain Mauners. When the Amcrican
army subscquently fled, the two ofticers were
found by the British. The instant capiain Mills
recovered from his wounds, e was sent by &
flag to the American lines; and captain Manners
became of course, cxoncrated from his parole.
That an Amcrican editor should give inscrtion to
any story, reflecting upon a British officer, is not
at all strange. But it isso, that an American
officer should have allowed three editions of Mr.

Thowmpson's book to pass, every onc ceutaining
so scandalous a paragraph.
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have thought it proper to observe a judicious
silence.

Armstrong, in his strictures on this affair,
declares that the position of the American
army, on the morning of the Gth, was not
such as to render a retreat, cither necessary
or expedient, and blames General Dearborn
very severely for withdrawing the troops to
Fort George. Could any credit be attached
to the American accounts of the events that
transpired between the 5th and 10th of June?
this condemnation could not be wondered aut,
but there is such a discrepance between their
narrations and the British versions, as almost
toinduce the helief of hishaving been insome
measure misled by the garbled accounts frans”
mitted to him, and that, in consequence, he
condemned the American general for retiring
without sufficient cause.

Now, when we consult Christic and James,
it will be seen that, to s man of General Dear
born’s habits, there was really one, though ag
insufficient cause for his prudence. It was
the appearance of the British flect, off the
coast, that induced Dearborn, under the ap-
preliension that a serious attack was medita-
ted on Fort George, to direct the immediate
return of his troops to that point. James
says, “On the 3rd of June, Sir James Yeo,
with his squadron, on board of which he had
some clothing and provisions, and about two
hundred and cighty of the Sth regiment, for
Major-General Vincent, sailed from Kingston
to co-opcrate with that officer, as well as, by
intercepting the encmy™s supplies, and other-
wise annoying him, to provoke Commedore
Chauncey to reappear on the lake.” At day-
light, on (he morning of the S§th, Sir James
found himself close to General Lewis' camp,
at the Forty-mile Creek. It being calm, the
larger vessels conld not get in, but the Heres-
Jord and Sdiney Smith schooners, and one or
two gun-boats, succeeded in approaching with-
in range of the American batteries. Four
picces of artillery were brought down to the
beach; and in less than half an hour a tempo-
rary furnace for hieating shot was in opera-
tion."  Whatever cffect the American guns,
witn their heated shot might have had on the

oSLetchies of the War.  Notices of the War in which
it is stated--"But a few dischiarges of hot shot soon
convineed the Reitish commanders, that the experi-
suent was 1ot likedy to turn out advantageeuslys”

British fleet, it did not prevent General Lewis
from breaking up his camp and retreating {o
Fort Gearge, despatching his camp, equipage
and baggage in batteaux to the fort. The
fate of these batteaux was soon decided ;
twelve of them, with their contents, were cap-
tured by the Deregford, and the remaining five
were driven on shore, where they were aban-
doned by their erews. Sir James Yco, in
order to carry out the instructions he had,
by this time, received from General Vincent,
landed the detachment of the 8th, under
Major Evans, and this corps, joined by the
flank companics of the 49th and one battalion
company of the 41st, which had arrived from
the Heights, now mustering four hundred and
fifty rank and file, entered the deserted Am-
erican camp, where they found five hundred
tents, one hundred stand of arms, one hun-
dred and forty barrels of flour, and about
seventy wounded, whom they made priseners.
Not one syallable of all this appearsin any
of the American accounts. It is not, therefore,
to be wondered at, that General Armstrong
was at a loss to account for Dearborn’s preci-
pitate withdrawal of his trcops.

If the hopes and expectations of the cabinet

Result of the Dear- :xt.Washiugton had bf:cu
born_and Chauncey  raised, to any very high
expedition. pitch by anticipatory
sketches of what was to be cffected, by the
combined attacks of the army and fleet, the
actual results fell very far short of the
promises held out by the general and the
naval commander. The western peninsula, it
was confidently anticipated, was to have been
occupicd, leaving the troops time and oppor-
tunity to attack in detail Kingston, Montreal,
and Quebee.  Instead of this state of affairs,
what was the actual position of the American
troops and {lect at this time?

Two demonstrations had been made, one at
York, the other at Fort George: in the first
instance, some munitions of war had been
captured, but then, this had just been destroy-
cd at Sackett's Harbour—so nothing had
been gained there; in the second instance an
untenable fort had been taken possession of.
These exploits had cost, besides, much time
and men, and moncy, but had not, in reality,
advanced the plan of the campaign onc jota.
Chauncey had accomplished nothing, and

was now at Sackett’s Harbour, and Dearborn
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himself was, through tne tactics of Colonel
Bisshopp and Gen. Vincent, confined to the
precincts of Fort George,which,from a fortress,
had been now virtually reduced to a prison,
with limits, little, if at all excceding the
range of its canmon. To account for a state
of things so unexpected, and, considering the
slender means of defence possessed by the
British, so unhoped for, we must look for
other causes than the mere valour of the
British regulars or Canadian militia, as how-
ever gallant their conduct might have been in
the ficld, however patient their behaviour
during the hardships and privations of the
campaign, still the odds brought against them
had been so overwhelming as properly divected
to have swept away all opposition. 'We do
pot, by any means, desire to deprive the
British or Canadiau soldier of one particle of
honor and praise to which he is so justly
entitled ; we only desire to observe that it was
a most fortunate train of events that gave to
the Americans a succession of leaders whose
incapacity necutralized, in a great measure,
their numcrical superiority. Whatever Gen.
Dearborn might have been, it is very evident
that he was at this time quite unfit for the
harrassing duties which had devolved upon
him. Afew extracts will shew this. Inaletter
of the 4th June, he says, *I am, still very
feeble, and gain strength very slowly.” June
8th. “ My ill-state of health rendes it extremely
painful to attend to current duties, and unless
it improves soon, I fear I shall be compelled
to retire to some place where my mind may
be more at case.” This state of health will
account satisfactorily for the desponding tone
of his despatch of 20th June, a short time
before his recall from the command of the
district. *From resignations, sicknesss, and
other causes, the number of regimental officers
present and fit for duty is far below what the
service requires. A considerable portion of
the army being new recruits, and the weather
being unfavourable to health, the sick have
~become so numerous, in addition to the
wounded, as to reduce the effective farce far
below what could have been contemplated.
The cnemy have becn reinforced with about
five hundred men of the 104th regiment,
whence I conclude that he will endeavour to
keep up such a plan, at, and near the head of
the lake, as will prevent any part of our force

in this quarter from joining, or proceeding to
Sackett's Hurbour to attack Iingston; and
such is the state of the roads in this flat
country, in conscquence of continunal rain, as
to render any operations against the enemy
extremely difficult,without the gid of 1 fleet for
the transportation of provisions, ammunition
and other necessary supplies. The cnemy
would probably retreat on our approach, and
keep out of our reach, being covered by one
or more armed vessels, The whole of these
embarrassments bave resulted from a tempo-
rary loss of the command of the lake.” The
poor old general was plainly very willing $o0
find some cause on which to saddie the effoct
produced by his infirmities, and after reading
the account of the two fresh disasters which
now befell him, the reader will not be sur-
prised to find that an order was issued on the
6th July, recalling him from the command of
the district; and enjoining on his successor
“not to prosccute any offensive operation,
until our ascendancy on the lake wasre-cstab-
lished.™ Before closing this subject it may
be as well to remind the reader that, at the
very time General Dearborn was enumerating
the addition of five hundred men to General
Vincent's force as 2 reason for abandoning his
plans, he had under his command, at Fort
George alonc, double the number of regular
troops in all Western Canada. Had we not,
in our enumeration of his force already shown
this, we have a proof of it in Ingersoll’s ad-
mission. Alluding to Decarborn’s recall, be
says, “byfore Wilkinson took the command,
our forces in Canada, about four thousand
strong, were shut up in Fort George.” At
this very time Proctor and Vincent's forces
united would not have made up an effective
body of two thousand men.  And, if we turn
to the other end of the lake, we will find the
garrisons and other posts equally deficient in
point of numbers.  What says Armstrong on
this bead? “Ist. Prevost, on his arrival at
Prescott, borrowed from that partan escort
of soldiers to prevent his being captured on
his way to Kingston—a fact utterly incon-
sistent with the report of his having brought
with him large detachments from Qucbec and
Montreal. 2nd. That Proctor, Barclay, Vin-

S This Act of exccutive authority originated with

that portion of the House of Reproscntatives most
active and influcntial in supporting the war.
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cent and Sheaffe, so far from being in a
condition to yield any aid to the attack on
Sackett's Havbour, were themselves in great
want of reinforcements—Procter postponing
on that account, an attack which he had been
ordered to make on Perry’s fleet, then fitting
out. 3rd. That, when late in the month of
May, the British cemmander-in-chief (induced
by the continued absence of the American
ileet and army at the head of the lake) made
an attack on Sackett’s Harbour, he was un-
able to bring against that post more than
seven hundred combatants, conduct utterly
unaccountable in an old soldier, having at his
dispesition a force of either® six or cight thou-
sand men, 4th, That the maxinum of the
British force at Kingston, in 1813, was one
thousand men.t And lastly, that Sheaffe’s
papers, taken at York, and examined by Col.
Connor, aide-de-camp to General Deagborn,
¢showed satisfactorily that the garrison at
Kingston, during the winter and spring of
1813, was tcak, and much below the force
necessary for its defence.*™
These remarks of Armstrong will serve as
a proof of our asscrtion, that had the Ameri-
cans been well officered, or had the war been
so popular as to have admitted of the choice
of generals, from other parties besides the
one with whom “‘war measures™ had been
the ruling policy, their numbers were on all
occasions so overwhelmingly superior as to
have precluded the hope of any successful
opposition, however gallant might have been
the behaviour of the regulars, however deter-
mined might have been the militia to die in
defence of their hearths and homes, or had
even every soldier,regular or militia, possessed
individually the cnergy or spirit of the
lamented Brock.
As soon as General Vincent had, by his re-
“m,g ihe Beaver inforcements, and the
successful issue of the
night attack at Stony Creck, been relieved
from the embarrassing situation in which he
had becn placed, he actively recommenced
offinsive measures, placing the right division
of his little force under the command of Licu-
tenant Coloncl Bisshopp, who pushed forward
dotachmcnts, :md took up two positions,

® 4 atnd g

FA et meceriniied by (" el Brewn during the ) R
lobtained from private sources of the inten-

war, 3w, subsegucaily, wa visit to that place

commanding the cross roads at the Ten-mile
Creek and the Beaver Damn. Tt was so arranged
by preconcerted signals, that their stations
could readily support each other. Dearborn
finding that these manceuvres had very ma-
terially circumscribed the rangeof his troops,
who were now compelled to live on their own
resources, determined to check farther en-
croachments on his ease, and despatched
Lieutenant Colonel Beerstler, with a detach-
ment of nearly scven hundred men, from
Fort George, to attack and disperse that por-
tion of Col. Bisshopp’s command which had
taken up their position in a stone house near
the Beaver Dam. This detachment consisted
of thirty men of the one-hundred-and-fourth,

'and were in communication with a party of

Indians, who, under the command of Captain
Kerr, and about two hundred strong, occupied
the woods.  Col. Beerstlerin hisfmarch came

unexpectedly on this body of Indians, who,

lining the woods, their numbers partially con-
cealed by the cover, immediately attacked
him. The thirly menof the 104th soon came
to the assistance of Captain Kerr, and &

warm skirmish ensued, which had lasted for
about two hours, when Col. Beerstler dreading

an ambuscade, commenced 2 retreat towards

Lundy’s Lane, but was immediately attacked
from the wood by a small body of about
twenty militia, under Col. Thomas Clark, who,
accidentally passing, had becn attracted by
the firing. Col. Reerstler now began to think
that roatters looked scrious, but instead of
retreating as fast £s he could, he sent for re-
inforcecments to Fort George, sixteen miles dis-
tant.

. While waiting for the arrival of these, and

making good his position, Licutenant Fitzgib-
bon, of the 49th, arrived on the field (if we may
apply thatexpression to a beechwood), andafter
reconnoitring, and hearing that reinforcements
had been sent for, this officer determined on

the bold step of summoning the Americans to

surrender* This proposal, doubtless very

* The circumstances connected with the affairat’
the Beaver Dam, where Col. Fitzgibbon (them
Licut. Fitzgibbon) gained 80 much praise for
the victory achicved by him over the Ame-
ricans, was owing to information which Mre,
Secord, the widow of James Secord, Esq., de-
coased, formerly of Quecnston, who was weunded
at the b'\uh. of that place (13th October, 161"),
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much to Lieut. Fitzgiobon's surprise, Col.
Beerstler, sceing no prospect of escaping or
saving his wounded, who were by this time
pretty numerous, consented to, and terms of
capitulation were forthwith agreed on.

Just as these were being drawn up, Major
de Haren, who had been sent for by Lieute-
nant Fitzgibbon, arrived, bringing with him
about two hundred aud twenty men. This
hody came up in time to secure the prisoners,
but not sufficiently so to save Col. Beerstler
the disgrace of having surrendered to a body,
which, with the two hundred Indians, did not
* half equal that under his command.

Particulars of the capitulation made between
Capitulationof Colonel  Captain  M‘Dowell, on
3,’:?";;3““2,"33,‘,‘,‘; the part of Lieut.-Col
Awerican troops. Boerstler, of the United
States’ army, and Major De Haren, of His
Britannic Majesty’s Canadian regiment, on
the part of Licutenant Colonel Bisshopp, com-
manding the advance of the British, respecting
the force under the command of Licutenant-
Colonel Beerstler.

Article I, That Lieut.-Col. Beerstier, and
the force under his command, shall surrender
prisoners of war.

tion of the American troops to surround and take
Fitzgibbon and party, which consisted a that time
of a detachment of the 49th regiment, some few
militia, and a small body of Indians, tooppose some
500 of the American infantry and a detachment of
some 50 of mounted Awerican dragoons.. The
difficulty of reaching Lieut Fitzgibbon's post is thus
related in Mrs. Secord’s own worde:—“1 shall
commence at the battle of Queenston, where I was
at the time. the cannon balls were flying around
me in every direction. Ilefithe place during the
engagement.  After the battle I returned to
Queenston, and then found that my husband had
been wounded ; my house plundered and property
destroyed. It waswhile the Americans had

sion of the frontier, that I learned the plans of the
American commander, and determined to put the
British troops under Fitzgibbon in possession of
them, and, if possible, to save the British

from capture, or, perhaps, total destruction. In
doing so, I found I should bave great difficulty
in getting through the American guards, which
were out ten miles in the country. Determined
to persevere, however, I left early in the morn-
ing, walked nineteen miies in the month-of June,
aver a rough- and difficult part of the comntry,
when I came to a field belonging to £ Mr. Decamp,
i the neighborhood of the Beaver Dam. By
this time daylight had left me. Here I found all
the Indians cncamped ; by moonlight_the scene
was tersifying, and to those accustomed to such
scencs, might ba considered grand. Upon ad-
vancing to the Iudians they all rose. and, with

somae yells, said “ Woman,” which made me

Article II. That the officers shall retain
their arms, horses, and bazgage.

Article HI. That the ron-commissioned
officers and soldiers shall lay down their arms
at the head of the British column, and shall
become prisoners of war.

Artile IV, That the militia and voluntecrs,
with Licutenaut Colonel Barstler, shall be
permitted to return to the United States on

parole.
Axprew M‘Dowrny,
Capt. of the U. 8. Light Artillery,
Acceded to and signed, P. G. BaerstLer,
Licut.-Col. commanding detaclhunent
United States” Army.
P. V. Dellarexy,
Major, Canadian regiment.

tremble. I cannot express the awful feeling it
gave me; but I did not lose my presence of
mind, I was determined to persevere. I went
up to.one of the chicfa, made him understand that
I had great news for Capt. Fitzgibbon, and that
he must let me pass to his camp, or that he and
hia party would be all taken, The chief at first
objected to let me pass, but finally consented,
after some hesitation, to go with me and accom-
pany me to Fitzgibbon'sstation, which was at the
Beaver Dam, where I had an interview with him,
I then told bim what I had come for, and what I
had heard—that the Americans intended to make
an attack upon the troops under his command,
and would, from their superior numbers, capture
them all. Benefitting by this information, Capt.
Fitzgibbon formed his plans accordingly, and cap-
tured about five liundred American infantry,
about fiRy mounted dragoons, anda field-piece or

two was taken from the enemy. I returned home.

next day, exhausted and fatigued. Iam now ad-

vanced in years, and when I look back I wonder

how 1 could have gone through so much fatigue,
with the fortitude to accomplish it.
(Certificate.)

1 do hereby certify that Mra. Secord, the wife
of James Secord, of Chippewa, Esq., did, in the
month of June, 1813, . walk from her house in the
village of St. Davids to Decamp's house in Thorold,
by a circuitous route of about twenty miles, partly.
through the woods, to acquaint me that the enemy
intended to attempt by surprise to capture a de-
tachment of the 49th regiment, then under my
command, she having obtained such knowlcdge
g::;‘sood anthority, as the event proved. Mrs.

was & person of slight and delicate frame,
and made the effort in weather excessively warm,
and X q:uded at the ti:‘:_e that she ‘;mm sun‘ctd'::
health in consequence of fatigue and anxiety,
having been exposed to danger from the enenry,
through whose line of communication she bad to:
Theattempt was made onmy dctachment, by
the enemy and his detachment, consisting of up-
wards of 500 men, with a field-piece, and fiity
dragoons were captured in consequence. I write
this certificate in a moment of much hurry zud
from moemory, and it is thercefore thus briefl
(Signed) Janes Fuzgsnoy,
Formerly Licutcnaut iu the 49th Regt.
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As soon as General Dearborn heard of
Reinforcements arrive  Boerstler’s critical situa.
bl g‘t‘g‘lﬂ,‘;z:'ecg;lgefe’ tion, he dispatched Col.

Christie with a reinforce-
ment of three hundred men. The detachment
marched as far as Queenston, where, hearing

_ of Boerstler's surrender, Col. Christie returned
to the camp.

Congress had been in session about a
S month when the intelli-
Proccedings in Con- . N
gress onreceiptofnews  gence of thisaffair reach-
of Beerstler surrender. ed Washingon, and it
served s a sort of climax to the continual
tidings of mismanagement and misfortune.
Ingersol says, “after a short communion of
regret and impatience in the House of Repre-
sentatives with the Speaker and General
Ringold, I was deputed to -wait on the Presi-
dent, and request General Dearborn’s rerhoval
from a command which so far had been thus
unfortunate.” This remonstrance had the
desired effect, and, as we have already scen,
Dearbora was recalled, and, according to

Ingersol,  the northern army was relieved of

s veteran leader, whose age and ill-bealth,
(whatever previous military reputation he
might have acquired by distinguished servize,
bravery, and activity in the war of the Revolu-
tion) disqualified him for active and enterprising
services, but in hissuccessor, Gen, Wilkinson,
did not get a younger, healthier, or more
* competent commander.

From the date of Beerstler's surrender to
the end of June, no movements of any im-
portance took place in the Niagara district,
the British forces gradually closing round
Fort George, and watching carefully the Ame-
rican army, who still occupied that position.
A negative good was, however, thus effected,
a8 the services of fully four thousand men
were lost to the country, while the cxpense
and Iabour of supplying solarge a body were
daily becoming more felt, and increased the
feelings of dissatisfaction entertained by the

* more sensible and reflecting portion of the
Union. Two expeditions were undertaken
early in July, the result of which proved the
benefit derived from keeping the American
srmy cooped upat Fort (eorge.

Col. Clarks expedi- The first expedition'was
ggl'l‘lossgl?ahmt fort  undertaken by Lieut
. Col. Thos. Clark, of tha
Canadian Militia, on the night of the 4th July
—Col. Clark’s party crossed over, from Chip-
pewa to Fort Schlosser, and succeeded in
capturing the guard stationed there, bringing
with them, as the fruits of their enterprise, a
large quantity of provisions, one brass gun
(a six-pounder), besides several stand of arms,
with much ammunition! This affair was but
trifling, still it serves to show the zeal of the
militia, while the loss of the provisions was a
serious blow to the enemy. The success
which attended Col. Clark’s exploit determin-
¢d Col Bisshopp to put in execution the plans
he had formed against the important post aé
Black Rock. On the 11th July, therefore,
e he crossed over at day
it oD i break with a party of
Rock. two hundred and forty
men, consisting of militia, and drafts from the
8th, 41st and 49th regiments. The surprise
of the cnemy was complete, and the block-
houses, stores, barracks, dock-yard and one
vessel were destroyed, or secured within the
Canadian lines. Ingersol, in noticing thisg, ia
not very complimentary to his countrymen,
“There was a niilitia force more than suffl-
cient to repel this daring invasion ; but they
ran away without resisting it I* Unfortu-
nately in his anxiety to secure as much as
possible of the captured stores, Col. Bisshopp
delayed his return longer than prudence war-
ranted, and afforded time for the Americans
to recover from their surprise and consterna-
tion, When retiring to their boats the Bri-
tish were attacked by a strong body of Ame-
rican regulars, militia, and some Indians,
whom General Porter had collected, and the
consequence was, that a heavy loss wasexpe-
rienced before the retreat could be effected—
amongst the number of those who died from
their wounds, was the gallant commander
himself, 2 ‘most promising young officer, of
but twenty-seven years old.

* Aneffect of the Eastern doctrine (on the canses
and character of the war), industriously circulated ‘in
the Northern and Western frontiers of New York.—
Armatrong’s Notes.
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NOVA SCOTIA.
" HALIFAX.

Tuar tourist, who may have only seen the
coast-line of Nova Scotia, or at most, perhaps,
the interior of its rugged harbours, is forcibly
reminded of the shores of Sweden and Fin-
land, or the rocks and inlets of the western
coasts of Norway, and the conception formed
must be that of a region as wild and rugged
as any inhabited country can be. Itis thus
that, by far the greater number of those who
have hitherto returned from this part of North
America, both Nova Scotia and New Bruns-
wick, have been unjustly depressed in Euro-
pean estimation.

The interior parts of these provinces are
not, however, represented by these barren
borders—* though, says Professor Johnson,
they do contain large tracts of poor and diffi-
cult land, yet rich districts recur which rival
in natoral fertility the most productive coun-
ties of Great Britain.”” The colonists, there-
fore, complain, and not without reason, that
the evil impression conveyed by the rocky
surface, the scauty herbage, and the endless
pine forests, has diverted the tide of British
settlers, British capital, and British enter-
prise, to more southern regions, in reality
not more favoured by nature than they are
themselves.

We have dwelt, however, in former papers
atsuch lengths on the capabilitics of thesc dis-
tricts, that it were unnecessary to pursue the
subject farther, the more especially as John-
son in his * Notes” has done much lately to
disabuse Europeans of the prejudices which
they may have too hastily conccived. We
will, therefore, at once introduce the reader
to that part of our subject more immediately
under notice—Halifax.

The harbour of that city is justly reckoned
to be one of the safest and most commodious
known, and in it the united navies of the
world could securely float. Nature has here
been the great workman, and art has only
improved one of the natural basins which the
Atlantic coast of Nova Scotia, from Cape
Canseau to the Bay of Fundy, everywhere
presents. The city is built near the centre
of a peninsula formed by two inlets, that
to the ecast forming properly Halifax har-
bour. These inlets extend & considerable
distance inland, tho entrance being sheltered

YOL. JL.—D

by N‘Nab’s Island. 'The town stretches along
the shore for pearly (including the suburbs)

three miles, and boasts spacious, regular

strects, crossing each other at right angles,
with the usual mixture of wooden and hand-
some cut-stonc houses. The churches of the
various denominations are numerous, one of
the largest of which is the Roman Catholic
cathedral. Many of the public buildings are
well-built, ornate, and substantial structures,
the principal of which is the Province build-
ing, containing the chief Government offices,
the public library, &c.; this is built of free-
stone, and is a remarkably handsome build-
ing. Amongstthe others may be enumerated
Dalhousie college, the military hospital, prison,
workhouse, exchange, assembly-room, theatre,
and several good public schools. The dock-
yard is one of the finest in the Colonies, and
covers about fourtcen acres of ground. The
harbour directly in front of the town, where
ships usually anchor, is not more than a mile
broad, but a little farther up it expands into
a wide reach called Bedford basin, comprising
an area of ten square miles. Along the
water's edge, in front of the town, are the
numerous wharves, alongside of which the
largest vessels can lie, to take in or discharge
their cargoes; and immediately above are the
principal warchouses. The barbour, which
is the principal naval station for North Amer-
ica, is defended by several very strong forts
and batteries. The tonmage belonging to
Halifax is very considerable, and is every day
rapidly on the increase, amounting already to
about one hundred and thirty square-rigged
vessels, a couple of hundred schooners and
brigantines, with a host of smaller craft for
the coasting trade. In the city are found the
usual manufactories, breweriesand distilleries ;
and amongst the exports are lumber, coals,
corn, flour, caftle, butter, checse, whale and
seal oil, furs and fish. The fishing, indeed, is
so considerable, as to demand a more parti-
cular notice, and this we extract from John-
son's notes:

¢ There are four circumstauces which seem
to concur in promising a great future exten-
sion to this maritime portion of Nova Scotian
industry. In the first place, the sea and bays,
and inlets along the whole Atlantic border,
swarm with fish of many kinds, which are
the natural inheritance of the Nova Scotian

e
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fishermen. Second, this coast is everywhere
indented with crecks and harbours, from which
the native boats can at all times issue, and to
which they can flec for shelter. Thirdly,
there exists in the native forests—and over
three millions of acres in this province pro-
bably always will exist—an inexhaustible
supply of excellent timber for the shipbuilder.
And, lastly, from the influence of the Gulf
stream most probably, the harbours of Nova
Scotia are, in ordinary seasons, open and un-
frozen during the entire winter; while, north
of Cape Canseau, the harbours and rivers of
Prince Edward’s Island and of the Canadas
are closed up by ice, Thislatter circumstance
if a railway should be made from Halifax to
the St. Lawrence, ought to place the West
India trade of a large portion of the Canadas
and of New Brunswick in the hands of , the
Nova Scotia merchants—while alt the circum-
stances {aken together will aoubtless, in the
end, make them the chief purveyors of fish
both to Europetand America. At present,
they complain of the bounties given by their
several Governments to the French and United
States fishermen, But bounties are in all
countries only a temporary expedient; one
part of a people gets tired at last, of paying
another part to do what is not otherwise pro-
fitable ; bounties are therefore abolished, and
employment in consequence languishes. The
fisheries of Nova Scotia are the surer to last
that they are permitted or encouraged to
spring up naturally, without artificial stimulus,
and in the face of an ardent competition.

Of the coast fisheries, the most important
to the trade of Halifax is that of mackerel.
This fish abounds along the whole shores, but
the best takes are usually made in the Gulf of
St. Lawrence, off the shores of Cape Breton
and Prince Edward’s Island, and especially at
Canseau, where the gnantity of fish hasbeen
Yo great at times as actually to obstruct
navigation.” The excitement caused by the
arrival of a shoal of mackerel, is thus described
by Judge Haliburton, in The Old Judge :—

W Well, when our friends the mackerel
strike in towards the shore, and travel round
the province to the northward, the whole
coasting population is on thestir too, Perhaps
there never wasseen, under the blessed light
of the sup, anythinglike the everlastiug num-

Millions is too little & word for it; acres of
them is too small aterm to give a right notion ;
miles of them, perhaps, is more like the thing;
and, when they rise to the surface, it's a solid
body of fish you sail through. Tt'sa beautiful
sight to see them come tumbling into a harbor
head over tail, and tail over head, jumping
and thumping, sputtering and fluttering, lash-
ing and thrashing, with a gurglng kind of
sound, as much as to say, “Ilere we are, my
hearties! How are you off for salt? Are your
barrels all ready 2—because we are. So bear
a hand and out wifh your nets, as we are off
to the next harbor to-morrow, and don't wait
for such lazy fellows as you be.”

" A ready market for this fish is found in the
United States; and the absolute as well as
comparative value of the tradeto Nova Scotia,
may be judged of from the following return of
the quantities of pickled fish of the most plen-
tiful kinds, exported from Halifax in 1847 :—

Brls,
AlCWiveS, teceasesocesessaes 7000
Salmon,.eeeeiececnessesss. 6000
Herrings, eveeeeseeenanens .22,000
Mackerel,eiieeneeenaennns 190,000

From Cape Breton and Newfoundland the
largest export consists of cod-fish.”
e e o

THE CHRONICLES OF DREEPDAILY.
No. XVIIL
SETTING FORTH CERTAIN DIABOLICAL DOINGS WHIOR
WERE TRANSACTED IN THE CASTLE OF BODDAM,
By the time that the excellent Doctor Patrick
Pittendrum had concluded the narration, which I
have set forth in the immediately preceding chap-
ter of these incomparable Chronicles, we found
ourselves standing in front of the ancient castle
of Boddam. And here, if smitten with the dis-
ease of book making, I might spend a quire of
paper in describing all the outs and ins of this
venerable fastness, Wit Walter Scott I cowld
dwell and dilate upon
*The battled towers, the donjon keep,

The loophole grates, where captives weep,
The fanking walls that round it sweep,”

but I have scanty appetite for such auld waeld
whig-maleeries! A sentimental miss fresh from
the boarding-school, and strongly addicted %
novels and fancy worsted work, might perchance
lisp out her thanksto me if I filled my pages with
havers of this description. Our lines, however,

ber of mackerel in one shoal on our sea-coast.

have fallen in utilitarian and common sense days,
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and the great bulk of mankind would rather be
indoctrinated how to build a kirk or cotton fac-
tory, after an improved and economical fashion,
than be bothered with plans and specifications of
the ruined howfs of their mouldy ancestors.

For these reasous I will not detain the reader
standing on the threshold of Boddam castle, but
at once invite him to accompany the Doctor and
myself into the principal chamber or great hall
thereof. Ithadlong ceased to be inhabited, save
and except by owls, founarts, toads, and such
like gipsy tribes of the inferior orders of anima-
ted creation, and weeds and wild flowers waved
upon walls which in Auld Lang Syne had been
covered with armour and tapestry, Altogether
the place had a grim and ghostly odour; and if
the weather had not been warm and genial, the
winds which moaned and whistled through its
countless cracks and crevices would have pesti-
lently vexed any one who had a tendency to sore
throat or the rheumatics,

Having scated ourselves upon a stone bench,
the worthy minister directed my attention to the
main, or eastern window, which presented a more
shattered and dilapidated appearance than any of
its light-transmitting neighbours. It looked as if
it had been subjected to the action of lightning
or gunpowder, or perchance to the convulsive
apasms of a mighty earthquake.

“ That fractured window,” said Doctor Pitten-
drum—*is a stern memento of certain superna-
tural passages, which some centuries ago took
place in this very hall, If you have any predi-
lection for the outré and wonderful, X shall have
much pleasure in relating to you a legend, which
hundreds of my parishioners credit as religiously
~perchance more so—than they do the doctrines
which weekly I expound in their hearing. The
story, I premonish you, is none of the briefest,
but as Nancy Nairn will not have our sheep’s head
broth ready for three hours to come, it may serve
to occupy the time pleasantly if not profitably.”

You may be certain that I eagerly jumped at
the proposition thus made to me, and having
oraved and obtained license to light my pipe, I
prepared to enact the part of an attentive and
appetized auditor.

I may mention by way of prologue, that my
reverend friend read from & manuscript the story
which will be found below. He had written it
out a8 an episodical part of the statistical account
of his parish, which in compliance with the re-
quest of that erudite agriculturist, Sir John Sin-
clair, he had compiled, The baronet, however,
having but small ideality in his noddle, objected
to the tradition as being somewhat plethorically

tainted with frivolity and superstition, and thus
it remained & nest-egg in the portfolio of the
worthy divine. On my importunate petition he
suffered me to take a copy of the affair, which I
now subwmit to the perusers of these juicy and
nutritious records.

HOW THE BARON OF BODDAM, SPURRED ON BY
CUPID, STROVE TO DISCOVER THE PHILOSOPHER'S
STONE.

Kentigern Keith, tenth Baron of Boddam, was

born towards the latter end of the reign of James

V. Beingleft anorphan at an early age he came

under the guardianship of Cardinal Beaton,

Archbishop of St. Andrews, to whose care he

had been commended by his father, tlie Cardinal

being a full cousin of Lady Keith’s. Though
much occupied with the public affairs of that
stormy and feverish period, the prelate faithfully
discharged the duty which had been devolved
upon him, and when his ward had attained suffi-
cient maturity, he sent him to the University of

Salamancs, in order that he might be instructed

in philosophy and the classics,

Now every one at all conversant with hiastory,
iscognizant of the fact, thatin the above mentioned:
seat of learning, magic, and the occult sciences
had from the earliest periods been diligently cule
tivated. The church, it is true, professedly dis~
countenanced such pursuits, but ashosts of ecele-
siastics, from the highest down to the meanest
begging friar, were constantly dabbling in the
“Dlack art ™ serious obstacles seldom intervened
to their prosecution. Sometimes, at long inter-
valg, a lettered follower of Faust was burned at
the stake, in order to keep up appearances, but
in general old women who had outlived their wits
and pristincbloom, served to satisfy the behests
of the statute book,

The youthful barop, being of a dreamy and
speculative turn, was not long in becoming ino-
culated with the favourite study of Salamanca,
He diligently sought the acquaintance of all who
could put hin in the way of plambing the mys-
teries of the world of spirits, and no slender per
centage of his annnal allowance was invested in
the purchuse of the writings of the *Satanic
Fathers,” as the orthodox, and sorcery-hating Dr.
Henry More hath it, His shelves could boast of
the sinister folios of Baptista Porta, Virgilius,
and Fortunius Licetus;—and erc long, 8o grest
was his zeal and enthusiasm in studying such au-
thorities, he acquired the reputation of beirg a
conjuror of the first mark and water.

Multiform were the stories told of the wonders
which the * Warlock of Boddam,” as he soon
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came to be called by his Scottish compatriots,
wag in the habit of working. To use the words
of that rare old allegorical poem the * Houlat,”

*He could wirk windaris, guhat may that he wald,

Mak’ agray gus a gold garland.
A lang spere of a bittile, for a berne bald,
Nobilis of nutschelles, and silver of sand.”

To the present hour traditions are current in
Aberdeenshire of the feats of glamourie, perpe-
trated by the hero of our tale. A brace of these
may be cited as samples of the whole.

On one occasion the Baron being on a visit to
the Abbot of Cambuskenneth, who had been one
of his fellow students at Salamanca, was requested
by his mitred host to give him a specimen of his
art. Expressing his willingness, Keith led the
way to a terrace in front of the abbey, which
commanded an extensive view of the windings of
the river Forth. It was a balmy and gracious
mid-summer’s evening, and the glorious landscape
bounded maguificeutly on the west by the rocky
towers of Stirling castle, was bathed in the lustre
of a cloudless setting sun. Pocts and painters
Liay prate as they please, but we will back that
panorama against the choicest bit of correspond-
ing scenery which Italy can exhibit

As the Abbot and the Baron were standing
enjoying the rare beauty of the picture, a small
skiff managed by a solitary boatman, who plied a
pair of oars, became developed to the spectators.
It was evidently destined for Stirling, and was
freighted with a cargo of earthenware, which
without any covering occupied all the available
space afforded by the tiny vessel. Xeith, telling
his companion to mark what should ensue, fixed
his eye intently upon the navigator, muttering at
the same time some cabalistic words, and making
a series of manipulations in the air. All of a
sudden the rower suspended his labors, and
starting to his fect glared upon the fragile mugs
and pannikens with an air of absorbing horror
and dread. Not long did he remain, however, in
this position, for grasping one of the oars he
commenced striking with demented energy at
the perishable articles of which he was the con-
veyancer and custodier. In the course of a few
geconds the work of destruction was completed,
and the boat presented a dismal mass of fractured
fragments. Not a single cup was left in its
originalintegrity. The * Warlock” after a short
interval, once more uttered & spell, and instan.
taneously the incomprehensible destructionist
appeared to come to his sober senses, and realize
the mischief which he had perpetrated. With a
yell of despair he cast himself upon the remains
of his cargo, and tearing out his matted hair by

handfulls, exclaimed that he was ruined for ever!
Being invited by the Abbot to come on shore,
and explain the cause of his inexplicable proceed-
ing, the poor fellow obeyed. With many a
bitter sigh he detailed, that sailing along without
csre or apprchension of danger, he all at once
beheld a hideous serpent hissing, and erecting its
savage crest in the fore part of the boat. At the
sight of this ghastly phenomenon, every con-
sideration, of course, gave place before the
instinct of self-preservation, and he did the deed
which redueed him all at once to the ranks of
beggary. It is hardly necessary to add that the
victim of the ars magica was dismissed with a
donation which more than compensated for his
mischance; and he went on his way with a
lightsome heart, and invoking each saint in the
calendar to be propitious to the Abbot of Cam-
buskenneth.

On another occasion Baron Keith was enter-
taining a large company of guests at his castle
during the festal days of the Christmas season.
One day after dinner, and when the wine had
pretty freely circulated, some of the revellers
required as a specimen of his skill, that he should
produce for their solacement a supply of grapes,
a fruit which at that time could not be met with
in Scotland. Kentigern acceded to the request,
and before each of the company there appeared
full grown vines, laden profusely with bunches of
ripe, luscious grapes, tempting enough to provoke
St. Anthony himself, to break a vow of abstinence.
The sharp-set bon vivants anxious to cool their
wine-parched throats with these delectable
dainties, hastily unsheathed their table knives,
and prepared to apppropriate the clusters which
dangled in their view. Ina peremptory tone,
however, the landlord prohibited them from
proceeding farther till he had given permission,
warning them that untoward consequences would
assuredly result should his monition be disregard-
ed. Inthis tantalizing position he kept them for
a number of minutes, which to the ecager ex-
pectants appeared 3 many hours, and urgent
requests ascended from all sides, that the requi.
site license should be conceded. At length one
pursy, peppery guest—the Prior of Licktheladle—
could wrestle with his appetite no longer, and
with an exclamation which sounded most un-
wholesomely like a profane oath, he made a cut
at the fruit contiguous to him. This act of
disobedience was instantaneously followed by a
roar, analogous to one which would be enunciated
by the recipient of an cmbrace from the rack.
And small wonder! Instead of a handful of the

vinaceous treasures, the miserable Prior grasped



THE CHRONICLES OF DREEPDAILY,

473

his own pimpled proboscis, which he had shorn
off almost to the face. The extempore grapery
vanished as speedily as it had appeared, and the
balance of the company discovered that if they
followed the example of the head of Licktheladle
Priary, they would have experienced a similar
catastrophe to that which had overtaken the
hapless ecclesiastic,

[It is fitting here to state thet the preceding
narrations are still currently recited, and obtain
no small credit in the north of Scotland. Query
—have the enlightened disciples of mesmerism
and spiritual wrappings any right to discredit the
truth of legends, which are not one jot more diffi-

; culttoswallow than the marvellous manifestations
every day occurring? Surely the old withered
infidel Robert Owen, would not have the assurance
to sneerat the serpent of the Forth, or the grapes
of Boddam, when he would have us to believe
that he periodically holds gossiping converse
with the spirits of Tom Paine, and troops of
kindred vagabonds #—Ep. A. A. M.}

Having completed his curriculum at Salamanca,
Kentigern Keith returned to Scotland, and com-
menced house-keeping in his paternal castle.
His iendencies inclining neither towards the
court or the camp, he passed most of his time at
Boddam, and in the pursuit of those studiea for
which he had obtained an appetite and a craving
beyond the seas. In particular, with many a
dreaming scholar of that era, the Baron sedulously
applied himself to the investigation of the secrets
of alchymy; and toilsome days and sleepless
nights were spent by him in endeavouring to
expiscate the process by which lead and such
like ignoble metals might be transmuted into
aristocratic gold.

Now it 8o chanced that in the near vicinity of
Boddam Castle there dwelt a croesgrained and
miserably old knight, answering to the designa-
tion of Sir Humpbry Montealto—the same name
a3 I may mention in passing, which has degene-
rated in these degenerate days, into the singularly
perverted appellation of Mowat, Sir Humphry's
whole scul was devoted to the service of Mammon,
and as the homely adage hath it, he would have
skinned the most ignoble flea for the profit which
its hide would yield him.

This titled churl boasted of a treasure more
precious than all his stores of pelf, viz:—a fair
and most winning daughter, Margery Montealto
was indeed a peerless maiden, and many a fong
was composed in laudation of her charms, and
numberless hearts pined for a smile from her
eoral lips.

Amongst others, the young Baron of Boddam

confessed the surpassing attractionsof the gracious
lady, and his passion was reciprocated by the
debonair damsel. At St. Ninian’s well, a cherished
regort of lovers at that time in those parts, they
met by moonlight, aud pledged their troth either
to other, and in token of the compact broke a
picce of gold in twain, each hanging a moiety of
the same in close proximity to the heart.

Our hero in due form waited upon the fair
one’s sire, and craved the privilege of becoming
his son-in-law, but his suit did not meet with
special favour. Sir Humpbry certiorated him
in the most peremptory manner that the fish
which he Jonged for could only be caught by a
golden hook. No one, he swote by the bones of
St. Andrew, would ever lead Margery to the
altar who could not, prior to that proceeding, pay
down ten thousand Jacobus's by way of marriage
portion,

This intimation fell like a chill cloud, upon the
bright and genial hopesaof poor Kentigern. After
making an iaventory and valuation of his
means and estate, he could not see his way to
the realization of half the amount of the requisite
dower.

‘With bootless earnestness did he try to obtain
more reasonable terms. In vain did he represent
that where hearts were united a few:pieces more
or less of gold could be of little importance. The
inexorable Sir Humphry listened with all the
stolidity of a deaf man at a concert of music, and
asked, with a sardonic grin puckeriug his un-
gainly visage, whether the baron had not been
able to discover anything in his cabalistic re-
searches.

‘What rendered matters a thousand times more
gloomy was a piece of intelligence which the
knight volunteered to give to the desponding
Keith, It was to the effect that he had received
proposals for Margy's hand, from a gentleman,
who very nearly could commaund the sum fixed
for the price thereof. The balance, it was ex-
pected, would be madé good, in the course of &
twelvemonth, in which event the nuptials would
inevitably proceed, even although ihe Pope
himself should take it upon him to forbid the
banns. Montealto would not condescend to dis
close the name of the personage in question
either to his daughter or her lover, declaring
that girls had no occasion to know anything
touching their husbands till their fingers had
been decked with the mystic symbol of matrimony.
By way of concession, however, to the tears anad
entreaties of his sore tried daughter, the merce-
pary father declared that should Kentigern be
able on or before the ensuing Christmas to pro-
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duce the requisite amount he should have the
preference over the unknown suitor.

Finding it in vain to hope for better terms,
Keith set about churning his brains, in order to
devisa some ways and means by which his fortune
could be doubled, After turning every other
scheme inside-out, and heads over heels, he was
constrained to come to the conclusion that upon
the PrILoSOPHER’S STONE, alone, could he anchor
his hopes; and accordingly the operations of the
laboratory were prosecuted with greater ditigence
than ever. The furnace at Boddam Castle was
never suffered to become cold, but crackled and
burned Sundays as well as Saturdays; and
frequently the peasant returning home after dark
muttered a fear-extorted Pater or Ave as he
beheld flames of 4 strange and unorthodox com-
plexion ascending from the suspicious lum of the
Baron’s mysterious study! .

Though Kentigern was possessed of the best
and most philosophical treatises on the subject
which absorbed his time and attention——and
though he studied these with a zcal and perse-
verance not to be surpassed, he made but slender
progress towards the attainment of the Granp
‘Secrer. In vain did he procure the choicest
qualities of the drugs and simples prescribed as
requisite :by the most famous adepts. In vain
did he compound and mix the ingredients with
a care as great as if his existence depended upon
the rectitude of the measures and scales which
he employed. In vain did he scorch himself into
the hue of parchment in hanging over seething
erucibles, and hanging alembics. He might as
well have been occupied in spinning ropes out of
sand! The value of much gold did he consume
in his experiments, but not one particle of the
longed for metal ever blessed his sight, amidst
the residua which hispots and panspresented.

Of course there could be only one upshot to
such a state of matters, Instead of his patrimony
becomirg more plethorical, the poor Baron found
it dwindling away, like a tailor in a galloping con-
sumption. His thousands degenerated to hun-
dreds, and his hundreds evaporated to tens, tillat
length one fine morning, when he wished to des-
patch his servitor to Aberdeen for a fresh supply
of quick-gilver, he made the crushing discovery
that the treasury of Boddam Castle could not
furnish a plurality of groats!

‘What was to be done in this dismal predicament ?

There was but one device to which he could
have resource, and that wasto borrow a supply of
lucre upon the security of his fair domains. His
repeated disappointments, so far from extinguish-
ing his hopes, had only served to make them burn

with & warmer glow ;—and he cherished an un-
faltering expectation that he was just on the eve
of accomplishing the undertaking which thousands
upon thousands had vainly striven to compass.

Accordingly Kentigern without hesitation or
seruple set about to procure aloan, convinced that
in a few months he would be in a condition to
repay it, with any amount of interest which usury
could demand.

The person to whom he made application for
the desiderated accomodation, was a neighboring
medico, denominated Doctor Fergus Foxglove.
This worthy in addition te regulating the bowels
of the community, likewise professed to attend to
the requirements of their exchequers, and in more
senses than one prescribed for discases in the
chest !

So far as externals were concerned Doctor
Foxglove boasted few of the attributes of Adonis.
Short in stature and rotund in belly, he suggested
the idea of an animated ton supported by abrace
of crooked apigots. When we add that one of
his visual organs had fallen a victim to the small
pox—that the survivor, perchance out of sorrow
for the bereavement, had abandoned itself tothe
dissipation of squinting—and that his feet pre.
sented the unpicturesque phenomenon usually
described as club—it will readily be conceded
that Fergus would have furnished & fitter model
for Apollyon than Apollo!

The soul of this learned pharmacologist did not
present many features at variance with his physi-
cal characteristics. Lust, avarice, hypocrisy, and
malice claimed a common share of his innerman,
and alternately manifested themselves in his every
day walk and conversation, When he had an
object to gain, the Doctor's tongue was soft and
sweet, as-the voice of & scheming mermaid ;—but
when his end was reached, he became inexorable
and vindictive as the aforesaid aquatic myth,
when plunging to her ocean den with the victim
her strains had seduced to ruin!

To this person the necessitous Baron had
recourse, because in the first place the Doctor
chanced to be his kinsman, and secondly because
from the slender intercourse which he had held
with society, he knew of no other dealer in money
to whom he might apply.

When Foxglove heard the request of the youth
stated, a strange expression lighted up his solitary
and sinisteroptic. It denoted intense satisfaction
and the hope of some future triumph—and with
a chuckling grin he at once acceded to the pro-
position, advancing a larger sum upon the security
of the Boddam estate than Kentigern had per-

mitted himself to anticipate or hope for.
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Thus re-possessed of the sinews of war, our
hero resumed his myatical labours with redoubled
vim, but alas! with as slender success as ever-
The broad picces cbtained from the usurious
leech melted, like snow, under the action of the
furnace, without producing one grain of the
longed for metallic fruit. Ouly two hundred
pounds remained of the sum for which he had
mortgaged the broad acres of his forefathers, and
when these were expended he would be a penny-
leas pauper without house or home.

It will be keptin mind that the fate of the
lovers was to be fixed and determined on Christ-
mas day.

Christmas eve cast its shadows over the frost-
bound, and snow-mantled earth, )

Dreary and dismal was the night. The bluster-
ing east wind rushed with inexorable bitterness
through the forest, and up-hill and down-dale, like
a bum-bailiff in search of a debtor who had
escaped from his custody.

Solitary and shivering the Baron of Boddam
#at in his comfortless laboratory. Having aban-
doned his experiments in sullen despair, the fire
he had suffered to die away, and the flickering
light afforded by an iron lamp which hung sus-
pended from the arched ceiling only sufficed to
make darkness visible. Sick and sore at heart
was the hapless alchymist, and bitter exceedingly
were the musings which fevered his brain, The
world appeared to his apprehension, a dark and

howling wilderness, presenting not asingle green
spot on which the dove of hope might rest her
worn-out foot. Little sorrow was caused by the
reflection that the ancient domains of his ances-
tors, were inevitably doomed to pass from his
possession, but the thought that to-morrow’s sun
would witness Margery another’s bride, wrung his
soul to madness, and constrained him to carse the
hour of his nativity.

‘Whilst he was thus chewing the cud of bitter
fancy, the storm increased in violence a hundred
fold. Showers of sleet rattled against the vi-
brating walls of the castle. Though most un-
wonted in the winter season, thunder uttered its
hoarse summons from the frowniug heavens, and
sngry flashes of lightning fitfully revealed the
eonvulsions with which the tortured clouds were
torn. A tall ash tree which sprung from the
eourt yard, waved its sear arms before the grated
window of Kentigern's apartment, as if bidding
the self-disinherited one farewell; and the deep
woice of the ocean pealed forth a valedictory dirge
which was chorused by the rocks surrounding
the towers of Boddam.

heard the sound produced by a hard ridden steed,
in the intervals of the wild hurly burly. Listening
attentively he discovered that his ears bad not
played him false, and ere many seconds had
elapsed a strong but not unmusical voice was
uplifted in front of the main entrance craving
shelter from the storm. Amidst all his troubles
the Baron had not forgotten the duties of hospi-
tality, and hastily ordering a fire to be kindled in
the grest hall, he directed the seneschal to admit
the postulant.

[Here Dr. Pittendrum was seized with a severe
fit of coughing, provoked, as I much fear, by the
fumes of my tobacco pipe, and in consequence
bad to intermit his narration for a season.]

———— - ——————
A NIGHT AT NIAGARA,

P )

BY WILLIAM TIOMAS HALRY.

-1 At length, at length, the storm-tried pilgrim stands,

Thou grand Niagara, on thy foamy brink!

The dream of his young Manhood now, at length,

Is realized to his sad and hoary age!

God the Creator ! If upon thy vast,

And beautiful, and grand, though wrong-fraught Earth,

{(Wrong-fraught, alas! through Man’s perversenees
solely) ¢

God the Creator! if upon thine Earth

The full efflulgence of thy Deity

Flashes upon the aching sight, and thrills,

Stirs, startles, well nigh maddens the quick soul,

God the Creator! Aers thy power is seen and felt!

Foaming and thundering, down the torrent cometh,

In majesty resistless ; the dark Pines

Bend to the brecze, and owe a brighter hue,

To the still upward springing spray; and when

The lightning-eye-flash of the Deity!

Gleams fitfully on thedeeply flowing river,

There seems & mine of pure and molten gold,

Into a stream of molten silver falling.

God the Creator! here thy proudest creature

Must loarn humility, must feel how poor,

How paltry, his achievements to THY works,

Father, and Lord, and Architect of all!

Niagara! thou eternal wonder! when,

Chasing his game or tracking his fleet foe,

The swart, red Indian first beheld thy rush,

Did he not kneel to thee, and deem heknelt

To the great Spirit of all—his worshipp’d Manitou?

And he, the better taught, yet erring, Christian,

‘Who, ficeing from vile tyranny, that made

The native hearth and the ancestral gravo

Hateful, first wandered hither, thou dread torrent!

Diq he not more than ever marvel how,

Man, the poor worm, can dare to trample down

His brother worm and fellow weskling, Man ¢

Thou gloriously majestic scenc ! How poor,

How powerless the Poct’s art to tell

The Poet’s thought, the Poet’s thrilling thought,

Niagara! As ho gazes here on thee!

Pather of Mercies! holy ones are singing

Their love and laud to thee in many & hymn;

All of a sudden Kentigern thought that he

To “our Father” children dear are praying
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As, knecling at the gentle mother’s knee.
‘With clasped hands and reverent aspect, they
Half wondcring, all adoring, lisp their thanks
Por life and glorious youthful glow preserved.
Father of Mercics! T, the wanderer kncel;
To thee, dread Lord of allt I kneel, I kneel,
And while both cye and car are filled with gladness,
My soul is filled with prayerful cestacy,

And earthly carcs and sorrows pass

Away, before the magic of this scene,

This wondrous scene!

Tis now the solemn hour
Of peace and prayer; the rudest hearts confess
The soothing influence of the dying day ;
And, listcning to the Torrent's mighty roar
The Wanderer's heart forgets its sadneas here,
And communes with high hieaven in voiceless thought.
Hark! high, and wildly clcar above the roar
Of the grand torrent riscs a wild cry.
Is it some night-bird with exulting scream,
Swooping in fatal ficrcencss on its prey?
It Taust be so; pass, pass the goblet round, )
‘Who talks of agony or peril here! '
The wine is ruddy, and cach gay saloon,
Isbright with lamps and brighter maiden’s eyes;
Let danoc, aud song, and jocund laugh resound,
‘Till the small hours, and weariness disperse
The silly and the sclfish to renew
In morning’s dreams the follics of the night.
Again that shrick, again! But fainter, now,
As though from greater distance. and in vain
The musing \Wanderer peers into the gloom,
Half fearing to behold some wretch cugulph
Within the mighty torrent’s dread abyss.
No sight, save rushing waters, mects his eye.
No sound, save rush of waters, strikes his car,
And pensive, yet not sad, he quits the saene,
Nor drcams how sad 2 heart still beateth there.
Alas! Those cries were human, sweere the crics
Of mortal dread, and mortal agony !
He who could for an instant picroe the pall
@f awful darkness might, that night have soen
‘Two hapless wretches borne adown the stream,
TPow'rless and senseless, and, still sadder sight !
A third, with strong convulsive effort grasping,
Poor wretch ! astranded log and wildly striving
Agsinst the furious stream, that scemod a thing
Instinct with lifc and fell malignity.
That live-long night, amid the * Hell of Waters,”
‘That iapless man convulsively maintained
His hold ; now Hope now Fear possess’d his soul;
Ah? well I ween, unto that hapless man,
That night scemed a long life-time of distress.
Again the Fast gave out a golden gleam 3
Prom out the groves the small binds gleefuily
Hailed the new day, and hymned their Maker's
praise;
Bach note was torture: to the saffering man,
Who envicd the sinall birds their facile wings;
Qh! if but for ane moment ke could fiy!
How slowly the day dawns! Wil men ne'er vise?
Surely, oh surely, some onc comes? Oh, no,
*T'was but some prowling animal—oh God !
When, wwhes will it be day, amd man be here,
To snatch me from this terrible ahyss,
From this most pitilets and mighty torrent?
Thus vaved the haploss wretch that long might
through.

Hark! Man’s astir at laat ; the cows are lowing,

The cock proclaims that morn is nigh, and sounds

That pierce the heavy air, proclaim that man’s afoos,

And, ot} what Hope now stirs that lonely soul,

How sure he feels that rescuc now is near!

Vainhope! False confidence! The day wearson;

The night's chill breeze was ill to bear; but now

The poor bare head is madden’d by the glow

Of the down-gleaming sun.rays, and the sheen

Of ficreely-flashing waters ; the glazed eye

Grows gradually dim; and, muttering horrid thoughts,

A thousand demon veices seem to sound

Upon the vex'd cars; each quivering nerve

Throbs with a scparate torture; every sense,

Q'erstrained and rack'd, becomes & fierce tormentor.

Hour follows hour, from morny’ to carly evo;

A thousand vainly-sympathising men

Crowd to that awful scenc of diro distress,

And stalwart arms the Life-boat lsunch, or heave—

But still in vain; the hawser and the line,

Men's voices, and fair women’s bid him hope,

And still, doomed wretch, he hopes and suffers there.

And gencrous was the competition® now,

And keen anxiety, to snatch, from out

That dread abyss of waters, their poor brother.

Could wealth have purchased his poor life, I trow

He had been guickly saved, for weighty sums,

In their most generous cagerness, the rich

Proffered to stalwart poor men as the gucrdon

Of their successful daring; never yet

Did wealth so strive ‘gainst wealth for the poosession

Of same much coveted gem, or masterpicce

Of painter’s or of sculptor’s glorious art,

As now those generous rich men vied in bidding,

Fortunes, yea, fortuncs, as the ready price

Of safety for that poor, sad, perilled man—

That laggand, squalid man—but, ah! their brother
still!

But vain their noble generosity;

Stern teacher proved that mighty torrent then,

Teaching hiow vain man's treasurcd riches be

When Life, and Death, and Safety are the prizes

That man desires, and Nature's might denies

To his most pitcous pleadings, and strong efforts.

Though vain that gencrosity, ‘twas good

For saddened hearts to witness its display s

"Twas good to know that all unsclfishly

Man cas thus nobly fecl for his poor brother;

Thus passionately burn to spare another

The pain, the peril, woe, and wild dismay

From which himsclf is happily sccure.

This “generous competition ” is no mere poctical fic-
tion, but & literal and very creditable fact.  Rich men
—would we but knew their names !~were actually
bidding against each ather for the mafety of Joor Avery.
Que noble heart offered two thousand dollars to whom-
socver would save the poor fcllow—and another in-
stantly offcred double that sum?! Such yuen are an
Thonour to our common nature; and it istobe Jamented
that while the names of the smaliest possible specimens
of the nuisances called conquerors, are blazoned by the
press, we maust live and dic in ignorance of these
~gencrous competitors”™ I tricd hard, whilo on the
<pot, Lo obiain their names—but in vaing had I wanted
the name of * the winner” in 3 swindling horse-race, or
ruflianly prize-fight, no doubt I should have hieen more

sucocssful
w. 1.5



ROMANCE AND REALITY. 477

Powerless, alas! for good that wealth proved now

‘Which all too oft for evil is so potent ;

And strong men wept like infants as they saw

Their generous strife in vain, that poor doomed wretch
{0 save!

The chill of the long night, the day’s fierce heat,

The faminc, and the torturing thought of both,

Have done their dreadful work ; the stalwart frame

ghudders; the drooping head and. filmy cye,

And the less certain grasp of the large hand,

Tell that notlong the sufferer can endure

The myriad tortures of his awful state.

Hark ! hark! Glad checrsrisc from the crowded shore!

Another and a stauncher Life-boat comes,

And once again Hope makes that sad heart bound!

The Life-boat nears him, strikes his narrow raft;

Ho riscs, wildly throws his anus t'wards Hcaven,

Ang, uttering one wild cry, is swept from sight,

Along the foaming waves, and down the horrid steep!

God the Creator! How inscrutable

To thy vain creature, Man, are thy dark ways!

How marvcllous thy rule upon thine Earth1

To man’s weak, finite gaze, it scems that he,

Poor Avery, long suffering, doomed at last,

*Midst suffering thus prolonged, should envy thoso

‘Who, with but onc brief moment’s agony,

And scarcely conscious of their awful doom,

‘Were sparcd his long and awful agonies,

And Hope 0 oft aroused, to prove but vain at last!

Yea! in our finite and misjudging pity

‘We well nigh murmur—* hard his fatc to theirs!”

Bat pause? oh, pause! presumptuous man, nor dare

To doubt th’ Eternal’s Wisdom or His Mercy!

Not all who suffer most arc blessed least ;

And it may be that Earthly suffcrance,

Tremendous and prolonged, is oft’ the means,

Tho blcssed mcans, of urging to repentancs

Our clsc, obdurate souls, and saving us

From pangs Etcrnal, for Eternal bliss.

Por, not in act alone consists man's guilt;

In thought, perchance, we oft’ times sin more gromly

Moro mortally, than when our overt acts

Draw down tho censure of our fellow sinners;

And oft, perchance, the sceming sinlessness

Of thosc whosc torturcs scem most undeserved,

Hides hideous thoughts, from which, were they sof
hidden,

The worst in act would shrink as from the contacs

Of venomed serpent, or blood-hungry tiger.

Pause, then, presutoptuous Man! "Tis well to aid

Our brother in his neced, and well to grieve

The woes and agoni lves are spared ;

Yet "tis our wisdom, and our duty, too,

‘Whileaiding or while gricving, still tosay,

‘Wispox 18 THINE, olf, LORD! AXD BE Ty WIsE
WILL DONE?

el @ A e

It isa peculiar fclicity tobe praised by a person
who is himself cminently a subject of praise.

Woman’s silence, althongh itis less frequent,
sigrifics much more than man’s,

Every one isat least in one thing, against his
will, original;~in his manner of sncezing.

There is much novelty that is without hope,
much antiquity without sacredness.
ho;lt:mnec is the truth of imagination and boy-

ROMANCE AND REALITY.

BY WILLIAM THOMAS HALEY.

Evzry author, and, still more painfully, every
publisher, is bui too firmly convinced that,at the
least as far as the sale of verse is concerned, we
have ‘“fallen upon evil days™; it would not be
difficult to compile agoodly octavo, closely printed
of more or less eloquent denunciations and lamen-
tations of the terribly prosaic character of “the
age we live in.” As regards form, I very cheer-
fully give my adhesion to the general opinion,
prose, no doubt, is at a premium and verse at &
fearful discount, and yet, if we but take the trouble
to look a little below the surface, if, turning our
attestion from mere form to substance, we look
closely into modern Literature, alike in the old
world and in the new, we shaltfind, in what the
few write and the many read as REaLITY, A very
astoundingamount of ROMANCE,as bold as any that
ever wasperpetrated by Ferdinand Mendez Puito,
or the renowned Baron Munchausen. Truly
astonnding, in truth, it is to observe how, no$
merely small coteries, but whole nations, gravely
affirm or right passionately propagate and main-
tain, as Realities, divers and sundry political,
literary, and moral nonentitics. In the course of
above halfa century of life, ithasoften perplexed
and still more often annoyed me, to cbserve the
vast powers of self-deception which are, every
now and then, manifested by nations otherwise 80
admirable; and in nothing have I ever witnessed
more complete triumph of this self-deluding power
than in what that strange compound of cloguence
and jargon, truth aud error, high moral aspiration
and mystic pantheism, Thomas Carlsle, would
term Hero worship, Let & people once set up &
Hero to their taste, and there arc absolutely no
bounds to the absurdities which, gravely,carnestly,
and in seeming good faith, they will perpetrate
in his laudation. Ihave Kalicized the word scem-
ing, because I shall bye and bye have to poing
out certain discrepancics between national word
and national deed, which, afterall, cause me some
painful doubt as to the entire sincerity of thas
loud laudation in which nations are cvery now
and then wont to indulge, as to the qualities of
their Hero of the hour.

Y am old enough to remember the popularity,
in France, in England, and in Am. ~iea, of
2 host of Heroes, Naval, Military, Political, and
Literary; and I declare upon my conscicnce thad
I am unable to mention more than onc or two,
who, after a strict cxamination of their achieve-
ments, seem to we to descrve even a tithe of the

praise that bas been bestowed upon them.  Les
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us first take a rapid but impartial glance at a few
of the most renowned Heroes of my own native
England. Ask any superficial reader and hasty
thiuker, from the school-boy to the grey-headed
man, what he thinks of the character of Nelson,
and forthwith we shall have quite atorrent of the
most hyperbolical and indiscriminate praise.
Courage, that quality which men are so prone to
over-value, Nelson undoubtedly possessed, and
his skill as a commander was fully equal to his
courage, High praise that, no doubt; but fully
merited. There, however, did we really value
teuth as highly as we profess to do, I fear we
should stop. Itis quite painful to read Nelson's
letters, so frequently do we come 2cross expres-
sions of a burning ferocity, worthy of a savage,
rather than of a Christian commander. Instead
of looking upon war as a dreadful necessity he
very obviously decms it at once the noblest of
pursuits, and the most delightful of pastimes.  His
horrible cxpreasions of hatred to ¢ the French,”
have never met my eyes, since I was capable of
reasoning, without causing me to shudder. Iam
well aware that his biographiers of various degrees
of litcrary merit are quite unanimousin attributing
these cxpressions to raTriorisM; to me they
appear a0t to have the slightest conunection with
that truly noble virtue, but to spring partly from
sn intense desire for personal distinction, but
mainly from a ferocious idiosyncracy, and how a
Christian people can so long have bestowed an
indiscriminating laudation upon such a man, is to
me a subject of equal astonishment and regret.
That he was uscfulat the particular crisisat which
he lived, it would be absurd to deny, the Shark,
too is useful, but we do not therefore erect

-gtatucs to the Shark. After all due allowance is

made for the uscfulness of Nelson, for his skill
and daring, how much, how very much, there is
todetest in the moral nature of the man! Look
at Lis infamous conncction with the vile Lady
Hamilton—and his savage butchery of the vene-
rable Carracioli! And yet this man, who sacrificed
the old Neapolitan's grey hairs to the hatred of 2
Iewd woman, ispraised alike by men who would
ot even i tuought injure their bitterest foe, and
women who are as virtuous as the * great Nel-
gon’s ¥ paramour was notoriously and abominably
the contrary. Only & very few years ago, there
Was quite a paper crusade in favour of endowing
the natural daughter of this man, either at the
expenseof the public Treasury, or by subscription,
and this, in epite of the fact that in gifts alone,
and independent of his pay as an adwiral,
Nelsonreccived avery large fortune.  Morcover,
the illegitimaie daughter whom it was thus shame-

fully proposed to endow, was married to-a clergy-
man, by no means poor; and, even had she nod
been thus provided for, should surely have looked
not to the public, but to theliving Lord Nelson—
always supposing that which the character-of
Lady HNamilton renders, at the least, doubtfal,
namely that ¢ the heroic Nelson” really wasthe
father of his putative daughter. A late nearand
dear relative of mine, who served under Nelvon
in some of his most famous actions, and who,
admiring his courage and skill, spoke with actual
horror of his cruelty as an officer, used to say that
from circumstances which he had an opportunity
of observing, he believed that Lady Hamilton was
not a jot more faithful to Nelson, than she was'to
her husband.  And yet hurcane men and virtuous
women praise this crucl man as something of
super-human goodness, and move for endowing
the daughter of his shameless paramour. Does
such conduct become an eminently Christian peo-
ple?

If we turn from watlike Heroesto Statesmen,
we shall find our Hero Worship as preposterous
agever. Of such 2 man as Wilkes it would,
perhaps, be absurd to speak as being entitled to
rank-among statcsmen ; but his admirers thoughs
otherwise, and the mere joke which represents
one of lis most earnest partizaus, as declaring
that Wilkes * squinted no more than a witand a
gentleman ought to squint,” is fully equalled by
the sober fact that the great declaimer against
ministerial corruption and extravagance sought
and obtained the Chamberlainship of the City of
London, the richest and most completc sinecurs
inthe United Kingdom. Your civil hero, like
your warlike hero, scems to be in the public
cstimation, absolutely incapable in fact, as the
sovercign is in theory, of doing wrong. Ishe
cloguent? He shall most shamelessly grasp at
the very sinecures which he formerly denounced,
and uphold the very measures which he won his
fame by opposing; and yet it shall be pretty
nearly as much as your life is worth to hint that
talent alone, irrespective of the use made of it,
does not and cannot constitute a really great man.
Look at Canning, and at still more highly gifted
Brougham! Behold the latter diminishing the
income of the Chancellorship, which he well
knew that he was not likely long to hold,
and iucreasing by one thousand per annum the
pension which is lifelong! a sadder proof of
insincerity and greed I ravely remember, and
yet, Brougham is still 2 hero, and tens of thou-
sands of sensible and just men are his worship-
pers!

Nor is insincerity alone, or want of moral pria-
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eiple, pardoned to the hero, when once the
popular voice has proclaimed him such ; he may
shunder in the grossest imaginable manner, but
'he i8 a hero still.  When Cobden and bis friends
were agitating for the Repeal of the Corn Laws,
they were not contented with making full use of
:all the good as well as not a few of the passably
absurd arguments which Colonel Thompson had
-published years before any of them appeared on
-the public stage, but they stated that the effect
of the repeal would be an immense increase
of exportation of manufactures in exchange for
bread stuffs. It was in vain that I and other
writers pointed out that whatever might be the
other merits of their cause, these gentlemen
were decciving themselves, or their auditors,
or probably both, at least upon this point;
seeing that English enterprise had already got
for English manufactures every customer they
could possibly have in any corn growing country
in the world, and that any considerable increase
of English imports of bread stuffs would take out
of England not manufacturcs, but hard cash.
Cobden and company pool-pooked, and promised
more loudly than ever; and in 1846-7, the
potato famine winter, England was thrown into a
monctary panic, producing an unparallelled
extent of bankruptey, by the export of hard cash
Jor bread stuffs, though the shelves of the
Manchester folks were groaning beneath their
unsold and unsaleable cottons! Aggin, Mr.
Cobden quite Jaughed at the ides of war; trade
-and commerce, heargued, were now in a position
to superscde nearly all the necessity for armies
and armed navies. The words were scarcely
uttered, when all Europe was ina blaze! Eag-
land herself barely escaping the general outbreak.
But if sny man were to go to England, and
especially to Manchester, and point out these
‘blunders, or, if not blunders, still worse; he
would be hooted if not pelted for his pains. Mr.
Cobden is still 2 hero!

In litcrature, as in war and in politics, tobea
hero isin some sort to ensure impunity. The
Christmas books of Mr. Charles Dickens abound
in book-making of the most flagrant kind ; whole
Ppages are made up of descriptions which would
actually be more forcible if condensed into half &
dozen lines, but if an honest critic ware to say as
much in England, he would be laughed atasa
-dunce, for ¢ Boz,” too, is & hero.®

* Weaannot agree \mh Afr, #laley in his remarks on
Mr. Charlcs Dickens.  ** Boz” is awriter of fiction, and
all fictitious worksareto a cerlain extent nmplcs of
book-making, but as long as the author succoeds in in-
teresting his readers, 10 matter lli,:v long drawn his

doscriptions xm be, he cannot k-
ma g of the most Nagrant kind—BD. &, A MAGA-
BINK.

Let it not be thought thatI teke a morbid
pleasure in thus speaking of some of the foremost
of the men whom modern England has delighted
to honor. No man can more discriminatingly
admire great men more than I do; but while X
admire the eloguence of a Shicl, and delight in
the poetry of a Moore, I do not feel bound to
refrain from denouncing the sinccures of the
former and the pension of the latter. The
Mastership of the Mint, the Commissionership of
Greenwich Hospital, and, finally, 2 sinccure Em-
bassy, scem to me to say but little for the sincerity
of Shiel, and Moore’s pension obiained and re-
ceived while he was yet in the prime of life,
and the full enjoyment of his powers, and while
be was rich enough from other sources to be able
to enjoy the unenviable distinction of being, with
others, indicted for frequenting a commen gaming
hiouse, says quite as little for the truth of that
patriotism to which he gives such beautiful
utterance in his Melodies.

What chiefly annoys one’s moral sense in the
absurd perversity of Hero Worshippers, is thas
excuses are¢ made for the faults of heroes pre-
cisely on the very grounds which should be con-
sidered as aggravating their faults or their blun-
ders. Great station, marvellous powers, almos
unbounded opportunity ; these, forsooth! are to
render great crime, and great blunders, excusa-
ble ; and if to station, powers, and opportunities,
a hero {(Marlborough for instance) add gresd
wealth, rely upon it that that will induce your
Hero Worshippers to pardon him for great avar-
ice. Sad, oh very sad perversity! But mcrely
to point out perversity would be useless, or
worse, did we merely point it out, without search-
ing for its causc, it would be to rail as fools
rail, and ot gravely to rebuke; and for railing
evenin my youth I had neither tact nor talent,
Ttis chiefly because I imagine that I can poing
out the cause of this public perversity, and thus,
by inference, point to the remedy, too, that X
have adventured upon the perilous and anytaing
rather than pleasant task of plainly opposing
public opinion as to some of our greatest wone
ders. It seems to me that, from our very carliess
reading years, we have powcr, quite irrespective
of the use made of it, held up far too prominently
to admiration, till, at length, we learn unconsci-
ously toconfound great power with greatness.
We are taught, if not dircctly, by thc tone in
which Biography is but too generally written, to
Took ratherto the result, the conquest, warlike or
intellectual, rather than to the cause in which the
war originated, or the tendency and consequens

ces of the intellectual achicvement. He fought
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valiantly, we exclaim, and we never pausc 10 en-
quire whether he also fought justly, or used vic-
tory humanecly; he writes rapidly and skilfully,
we exclaim, and but too frequently we neglect to
examir.e whether he also writes usefully or even
decently—and cven in the commercial gense of
the term—honestly. I could point out plagiarisms
80 gross in some celebrated modern authora that
they would astound their admirers, and I am
well acquainted with two cases of men who have
& high fame, on both sides of the Atlantic, as
very voluminous and very useful writers, though,
to my positive knowledge, one of those men was
too ignorant, and the other tooidle, to write one,
even of the least voluminous, of all the immense
number of volumes which have their names upon
the title pages.

To such an extent is the admiration of mere
power carried, that the mostatrocious moral guilt
is sometimes deemed to be palliated, if not actu-
ally justified, by the possession of those very
powers which should prevent their guiit.

@ » =* though his productions amount scarcely
0 as much as an industrious man, with his powers,
would have written in twelve months, has quitea
scct, if I may use that term, of admirers, so
staunch that you cannot say one word, in the way
of hostile criticism of cither his literary or moral
character, without giving personal offence to them,
Yet, the greater part of bis writings are cloudy,
ebscure beyond the obscurity of even German
mysticisin, and, of his so-called religious disquisi-
tion, it can only be said that it is pretty cqually
compounded of ancient Paganism and modern
Infidelity. During a very long-ife time, though
eatircly,and in considerable luxury, supported by
an admiring disciple, and enjoying no inconsider-
able pension from government, he was ever com-
plaining of want, often importuning friends, and,
worst of all, he assailed the most liberal of all
those friends with the harshest language, when
even that princely hand wearied with constant
and scemingly useless giving.  Can this be called
agreat man? Yet I know of few literary offen-
ces, which a large class of both Englishand Ame-
rican readers would more fiercely resent than
they would my censure of this man, if I were to
mention his name. Zkat I will not do; peace
to his ashes say I; but for all that he shall be no
hero of mine. 8ay that this man was idle, mean
in getting. extravagant in spending, and fright-
fully ungrateful, and you are met by loud enco-
miums of his great and varied knowledge. To
what purposc, I pray, is that knowledge which can-
not save its owner from the erime of ingratitude,

and from the contemptible vicea of idleness, ex-
travagance, and meanness?

One of the most caustic of modern satirists,
who inveighsin a weekly English paper upon the
extravagance, the corruption, and the bribery
which he regularly imputes to every successive
ministry, spends in the most pernicious and
extravagant follies so large a portion of the really
princely income which his splendid talents very
properly secure him, that he has been conatantly
in debt and disgrace from his very earliest man-
hood, that is to say, for very considerably beyond
a quarter of a century past. To my own know-
ledge, he has not only been arrested for debt at
least a score of times, but has thrice been ous-
lawed, asthe English law termsit, yet he isjustas
eloquent in denouncing national extravagance
and proposing impracticable reforms. Surely,
oh! surely, this is to strain at a gnat while
swaiiowing several camels! And this man, too,
has his thousands of enthusiastic admirers, who
would be furious did you hint that, to make him
an even passable hero, common sense as to bis
own best interests, and common houcsty as to
the rights of others, are very palpably needed!

But 2 more frightful case of false admiration of
mere power exists—and in this case I am sorry
to say that the false worship is paid not to a hero
but to a heroine. I have so frequently seen
public homage paid to stage heroines in spite of
the most notorious and shameful want of morality,
and even of common decency, that I begin to
fancy that that particular form of popular pen
versity is epidemic and incurable. But that
moral as well as literary excellence should be
attributed to a murderess—a matricide! Ah!
that is, indeed, horrible! The tale is a strange
one, but, strange as is its truth, can unhappily be
vouched for by a whole host of the wretched,
though highly accomplished, writers’ friends.
Though renowned as the authoress of moral works
for the especial use of youth, the lady in question
has from her childbood been remarkable for a
violence of temper amounting, on the slightest
provocation, to sbsolute ferocity. While still
quite & young woman, she in one of these fits of
frantic passion atabbed her own mother to the
hgart. Closely rclated to the most powerful
writer of a powerful, political, and literary clique,
the wretched woman was saved, from the con-
scquences of her foul crime, on the plea of
insanity—a plea which, I hesitate not to say, is, in
nine cases out of every ten, mostimproperly
allowed. Has it never cccurred to my readers
that those who come forward to prove the
alleged—long cxistent insanity of those, whom
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they desire to save on this ples, do, in reality,
prove thatthey ought, themaelves, to be punished,
and very severely, too? We are not permitted
to let amad dog or a mad bull loose upon our
fellow subjects; is it more excusable to let loose
upon them a mad man or woman? I trow not.
The unhappy lady, to whom I have alluded, was
never for an instant mad, save us all furious
people may be said to be so; and I think it &
truly disgraceful thing that, not contented with
having by a falsa plea saved her from the punish-
ment ducto a matricice, her friends have brought
her forward and sedulously puffed her up as,
forsootb—a moral writer for youth !

The brother of this lady is a modern hero, too!
To read the trash that is every day put forth in
the papers of the coterie, to which, during his
lifetime, he belonged, and of which, indeed, up
to the very day of his death he wasthe Corypheeus,
one might suppose that he was the gentlest, most
whole-souled, and kindly creature that ever
breathed. He was this—on paper! But in
private life, I doubt if a more degraded sot,a
faithless friend, or a worse brother, ever existed.
Blessed with an ample income, and with an ex-
cellent education, his attire was the ne plus ultra
of squalid shabbiness, and his language the ne
plus ultra of blackguardism. Even his prema-
ture death—and it was premature, though he was
no longer what is called a young wan—was
caused by his vile habit of drinking. After one
of his almost weekly dcbauches, he returned to
his suburban cottage in a completely helpless
state, was thrown down by his matricide sister
upon & heap of ground in theirfront garden ; and
though his injuries were 8o slight, that a healthy
man would not have been confined by them for
a single day, was seized with erysipelas in the
head, and in six and thirty hours was a corpse!
And yet, in spite of a full and minute acquaint-
ance with these frightful facts, this deceased sot,
and his living sister ave held up, and that, too,
by really able and influential men, as pet-writers
—a hero, forsooth, aud a heroine, for an en-
lightened and Christian people to set up on a
pedestal and pay homage to! Talk of pagan
superstition, and of the worship of stocks and
stones, if ' we dare, after that!

Another and very emincnt modern hero, in
the literary department of this most sad exhibi-
tion, is especially set up asa fine specimen of the
“gentle,” the “tender,” and all that sort of
thing, alike in prose and in verse. He too, has
vow lived more than the ordinary term of man’s
life, and though not quitc asidlcas * * & =
he has in those long years done acarcely the

twentieth part of what a man of common industry

with such talents as his would have accomplished.

A patriot, by profession, yet a shameless syco-
phant, in tact; this man has, for nearly half a
century, derived a third of his income from the
booksellers, and two-thirds from his wealthy
friends: but in spite of his really large income,
he has never known the luxury of being out of
debt, has had the becds sold from beneath his
wife and children a score of times, has been
publicly subscribed for two or three times, and
now accepts a pension from the state whose
institutions and officials he has libelled and
vituperated from his very boyhood. This singu-
larly mean old man is, among certain of the
literary cliques of England, quite a pattern hero.
A few years’ before I left England, he wrotea
singularly mean letter to & public paper, and
enclosed a sovereign towards the “benefit” of a
low comedian, (who had apent a vast fortune in
filthy extravagance,) our amiable poct and essay-
ist having at that very time a son, and that son’s
wife and children starving, to his own positive
knowledge, in a squalid lodging not two miles
from his own luxurious cottage: that son, during
the very week, owing his escape from actual
death by famine to theaid of my late accamplished
friend, Laman Blanchard, Esq.,, of the Court
Journal, and myself, though the father, the
‘ gentle poet,” the ‘humanitarian,” par ex-
cellence was at that time in the receipt of at lcast
£20 sterling per week. This man, too, is a hero,
The hero being this, what, oh what, are we to
think of the bero worshippers!

At the commencement of this article, I said
that in many cases the hero worshippers seem to
be sincere in their absurd perversity. But, as I
there intimated, there are sometimes discrepan-
cies between the words and the deeds of our
secmingly enthusiastic hero-worshippers, which
lead me strongly to suspect thatnot alittle of the
hero worship is merely simulated.

‘Who among us can be ignoraut of the enthu-
siastic homage which our neighbors of the States
professed to pav to Clay and Webster? Yet,
both these really great geniuses were denicd the
Presidency! When Webster died I was in New
York, and I solemnly declare that though in my
own native England I had seen some pretty strong
specimens of what we more forcibly than politely
term Jfumbug, I could not think how any
intellectual New TYorkers, but morc cspecially
how any two New York writers could look at
cach other—as Cicero said of the Roman Augurs
of his time—"' without laugling in cach others
faces.” In thestreets all was, not as usually, but
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even more than usually, rowdyisk and riotous,
in almost any house into which you entered you
beard the most detestably ill-natured speeches
made about the great stutesman and orator; and
all this time the papers were filled with the most
falsome descriptions of that great statesman’s
death, and of the intense, the overwhelming, the
universal, and tearful grief of that rowdyish and
riotous population. Truth to say, that specimen
of political cant gave a great shock to my belief
in the actual cincerity of the seemingly enthu-
siastic hero worship on the part of other popula-
tions besides that of New York. Since that time
I have been but very moderately impressed by
the eloguent praises heaped by this or that clique
upon this or that hero or heroine, military, naval,
political, or litcrary. What people say and what
they think, about this or that celebrity of the
hour, scem to me, Iam gorry to say, to bear
sinall resemblance to each other. But does that
mend the matter? Is our spoken tolerance of
evil, and praisc of perverted talent, any the less
oril and detestable, because it i3 insincere? Do
we, any the less, mislead the rising generation,
because we do not believea word of the false
praise, which they hear us utter upon the subject
of our modern celebrities? Do we any the less
confound the truc and the false, because, while
we give to perverted talents the praise due only
to the talents which are at once strenuously and
to right purposes exerted, we praise insincerely ?

‘Few things, I thiuk, are more extensively fatal
{0 the foundation of a sound public opinion, than
this indiscriminate praise, whether sincerely, or
insincerely, bestowed upon the intellectually or
morally undeserving. I have illustrated my
meaning by reference only to people who, not-
withstanding great blundering or great moral
defects, still really do possess, to a very great
degree, some of the most important elements of
true greatness.  Butit must be bornein mind, that
itis by nomcans exclusively to the, even partially,
deserving thatour false Iero worshipis paid. On
the contrary it nay be doubted whether some of the
most entirely contemptible, alike as to powers
and virtues, have not, at various times and in
various nations, been selected as the objects of
popular laud, and of popular confidence. In
England and in France, there have, within my
own memory, been several popular Idols of whom
it would be difficult to say, whether they the more
lacked morality or ability ; and X can vouch for it
that, in the former country, the success of the
popular heroes of the last thirty-five years has
been great, precisely in proportion to their non-
deserving, I might convinciogly. illustrate this

assertion and establish its truth, did I choose to
mention names. But my object, now as ever, is
to benefit men and not to pain or censure man
the individual, and therefore, I will merely add, to
what I have already written, that public morals
will never be perfectly healthy, or public opinion
perfectly sound, until writers, and more especially
the writers of History and Biography, shall make
it an invariable law of their writing carefully, and
rigorously to distinguish between Romance and
Reality.

“IERNE;™
Or, One Thowsand Facts of the Ancient and
Renowned Kingdom of Hibernia—its Mon-
archy and Empire.

BY 0'DOODTY.

“Par westward lies an isle of ancient fame,
By nature blest, Hibernia is her name.”

Nore 1.—Abbé McGeoghegan says, *“The
nation, whose history I am about to write,
is, without doubt, one of the most ancient
in Europe.”

2.—Indcpendent of her own annals, the
best authenticated of any people who could
boast of an uninterrupted relation of events,
from the Noahchidac to the present date,
we are borne out in its truth by the his-
torians of ancient and modern times, domestie
and forcign.

8.—Among the latter, we may place the
few Englishinen who were prejudiced or re-
warded for their injustice—such as Cambren-
sis, Spencer, &c.

4.—And a few of Scotland ; because the
Milesian Scots of Lough-Earne record, with
Buchannan, Sir Walter Scott, and one hun-
dred others, that the kingdom of Dal-Riada,
or Scotia-Minor, was founded by the Hiber-
nians of Scotia-Major.

5.—Under Fergus Mor, first king of the
Albyn Scots, descended from Angus 111, mon-
arch of all Ircland—then called Scotia—from
which king, through Fergus, is descended
the Royal Family of England.

6.—O'Halloran injures his history by ro-
mance. Josephus, by relations of physical
impossibilitics. Hibernian history is clear of
both, in McGeoghegan, Moore, &c. &e.

7.—Still these writers arce often forced to
concede involuntary testimony to the innate
virtues of the Hibernian Celt.

8.—The object of these hircling writers
was, fo palliate seven hundred years of cre-
clty, oppression, piracy, and usurpation—

* Extracted from a small work now preparing for #e
press—ED. AvA, Maa, F
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presenting such a tissue of barefaced plunder,
confiscation, bigotry, and injustice, as in the
whole range of history, from the Helotes of
Messene to that of the modern Poles, Hun-
garians, and Italians, could never find a
pavallel !

9.—The English nation (asa people) have
never injured Ireland. When their armics
did so, they were composed, one-half of *“ Erin's
faithless sons,”

10.—For, as the Irish-Englishman is the
curse, so was, and is, the English-Irishman
sn_honor and glox% to his adopted country.
“ Hibernis ipsis iberniores.”

NAMES OF IRELAND.

Facr or Note 51.—The Pheenicians, who
src admitted by all writers to have had a
very ancient and intimate intercourse with the
Hibernians, called it Hierne-quasi, * Hiar-
innis,” or Western Island. The Danains,
* Innis-Fail,” or Island of Destiny. The
Greeks, Ferne. Camesar, Tacitus, Juvenal, P.
Mela, &c., Hiberna, Juverna,—Romanized
Hibernia.

52.—The Milesian Scuits or Scots, called it
Scotia-quasi, Scuthia—and strangers, * Insula
Sanctorum et Doctorum,’ i. e, “Island of
Saints, and the Learned,” from having been
the school, not only of Britain, but of all
Europe.

58.—Also, ‘“Innis-Fodha," or Woody Is-
1and, till the Danes and Norman-English bar-
barians cut and burned down their old forests.

§4.—Aristotle mentions two large islands,
Jerne and Albion.

55.—Schymnus, of Chios, says, *Juverna
has sixteen nations, cleven famous cities, five
Tewarkable promontories, six noted islands,
and fifteen principal towns.

IRELAND, NEVER A BRITISH ISLAND,

56.—But gave her name to Albion, under
the appellation of * Hiernoi Nesoi,” or “ Her-
neides,’—that is, Hibernian Islands.

57.—Thus the attempts to include thismost
ancient kingdom in maps or otherwise, as
a British Isle is unfair,arrogant, and ridiculous.

58.—Tacitus says, *the harbours of Terne
are better known to the Phoonician traders
than those of Britain,

§9.—~Ircland always had s separate na-
tionality, and ever will retain it. The Scotic,
or * Hiberno-British” Empire, embraced Sco-
tis-Msjor and Minor, with Northumberland,
Camberland, Anglesea, Mann, and the Scillies.

60.—And stranger still, forms one of the
three kingdoms of the preacnt * Hiberno-
British Ewmpire.”

O’Mooney says:

65.—* According to the annals -of Ireland,
she enjoyed an uninterrupted state of inde-
gendence and & brilliant fame for eightecn

undred years, under her ancient monarchs of
the Danain and Milesian princes.”

66.—Until A. D. seven hundred and fifty-
cight, when her monarchy, under (’Connor,
fell by the treachery of Dermod McMurrogh,
king of Leinster, who introduced the Norman-
English and Welsh pirates, )

67.—George the Third'stitle was, “of Great
Britain, France, and Ircland "—king, &e. It
now runs, “Great Britain and Ireland.” The
word Britain, in Celtic, signifies a “ Land of
Metals,” and was applied generically to the
whole cluster of the *Tin Islands”—Albion,
Mann, and Scilly—but never to Ircland ; tin
being scarce, especially on her coasts, to this
dav,—(2oore.)

68.—In a word, a forcign nation has appro-
priated, besides her nationality, letters, arts,
and sciences—her soldiers, statesmen, generals,
poets, music, &c. &c. &c.; and even her saints
have been all be-Britished by the arroganee
of “Cockney " ignorance !

69.—Besides, Ireland and her Celtic people
were denounced in the English Commons a
few years since as * Forcign in language, in
religion, and in race.” Very true.

§T. GEORGE'S CHANNEL.

245.—A certain saint, who never existed,
and who killed an imaginary dragon, has
usurped the nether part of thissea. It was
ancicntly called the * Mare Hibernicum.”

PORTS AND HARBOURS.

Sir Jonah Barrington says:

209.—Ireland has one hundred and thirty-
six ports and harbours; England and Wales
but one hundred and twelve, no twenty of
which can be compared to forty of the Irish—
andl dtbcse forty rank with the first in the
world.

A FEW PROMISCUOUS NOTES OF ANCIENT
IRISH LITERATURE.

“THE BOOK OF ARD-MAGH.”

“This book, quarto size, three inches high,
six wide, three in thickness, with 432 pages,
the production of the seventh century, written
on vellum, on both sides, in pure Irish char-
acters, covered with black leather, with var
nished ornaments, and devices of animals,
with antique lock and hasp, &c., &c., &c., was
purchased by an unknown Virtuoso, for
three hundred pounds,and carried to England.”

869.—Camden quoted the Psalter of “Na.
Rann,” half Latin and half Irish, written by
Cormac McCullinan, Bishop of Cashel and
King of Munster, still in high esteem.

870.—Ware also adds, that “ Cormac wrote
inlIrish characters some centuries before St.
Patrick was born.”

876.—Here we should insert Moore’s clever
exposure of McPherson's piracies,proving that
all his Ossianic Poetry was really stolen from
Irish Celtic Legends.

890.—Sir Jawes McIntosh says, ¢ The chro-
nology of Ircland, written in the Hibernian
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tongue, from the second century to the land-
ing of Henry 1I, has been recently published
with the fullest evidence of their genuine
exactness.”

391.—A “million of facts™ says *The
Irish tongue is spoken in Ireland, and the
Highlands of Scotland,” and *“is the same as
thﬂt"spokcn by Hannibal and the Carthagini-
ans,

895.—Moore (Morra) says, *The Irish
people possess genuine Iistory several cen-
turies more ancient, than any other nation. in
itspresent spoken language.”

896,—The Irish is one of the six mother
tongues of Europe, and proved by a number of
Willis's late work, now published, in MSS,,
to be pure Punic, or Carthaginian.

897.—Sir James McIntosh again says, “we
cannot deny, that the Irish werea lettered
people, when the Saxons were immersed in
ignorance and barbarism,”

897.—Amergin, the arch-Druid or Magian
(son of Milesius) commenced Irish records
four hundred years only after the death of
Moses.

898.—The annals of Cluan, McNuis, and
Tighernach, wereall written in the Irish Cad-
mean letter, as were also the * annals of Innis
Fail,” all of the thirteenth century.

A FEW NOTICES OF THE IIIBERNIANS.

608.—Many have imagined that the old
Irish were all Milesians. This was not the
case. For these Hibernians, which term em-
braced all their colonies, and was, asa general
name, their only legitimate appellation, were
all of Scythian extraction, and cognate in
blood, as well as identical in tongue, religion,
laws, manncrs and customs.

609.—And most probably as Moore thinks,
have emigrated from the same direction of the
Euxine into Ireland. But the Milesians be-
came the dominant section, from having
brought over sea all the arts, sciences and
learning of the Agypto-Pheenicians.

610.—Ptolemy called them Nations, The
Danains claimed descent from the third son,
and the Milcsians from Phenius, cldest son of
Magog, son of Japhet and grandson of Noah.

611.—Niul was son of Pheenius. It wasa
matter of time only to cause the complete
fusion of all these tribes into one mass, and
such they are at the present day all over
Ircland and North America.

612.—There are about five millions of Hiber-
nian Celts in Ircland, scven and a half in the
United States,and oneand a half in the North
American Colonies, that is about nine mil-
Mons, or total of fourteen millions,

613.—And they have continued for ages so
little altered, that at this day their features,
habits, disposition and tongue remain un-
changed. .

614,—WWhereas in Britain there is some dif8-

they are composed, asthe great mass of the En-
glishy are chiefly Norman, French, Deutchen,
and other Scandinavians.

615.—In Wales, Cornwall, and Scotland,
they bave about three millions of pure Celtic
blood, and amongst these and in Ireland, there
are many who cannot speak English.

We go back to some promiscuous remains
of her antiquity.

340.—McGeoghegan says, *“ A. M. nineteen
hundred and sixty-nine, and three hundred
years after the Flood, Partholan brought a
colony into Erin, next came the Nemedians
and Fomorians, then Firbolgs and Danains.
But as my business is with the Hiberniin
general, I can only touch upon the well
authenticated part, and I think we are on firm
ground when we land the Milesian Scythic
colony from Gallicia.”

845.—In Hamilcar's voyage, Moore says,
“while characteristics of the Sacred Isle " are
dwelt upon with minuteness, a single line
remarks that ‘the Islands of the Albiones
extend in her heigbourhood.”

846.—0'Moore. Eirin, or Innis Fail, was
much more intimately known to the Pheeni-
cians and Grecksthan Albion (or Britain).

“In the ancient ‘ Argonautic’ poems sup-
posed of the time of Pisistratus, and from
Pheenician sources, lerne alone is mentioned
without any allusion to Albion.”

THE IRISK TONGUR.

350.—As 1 before remarked, the present
living Celtic, i3 now proved, and allowed to be
identical with the Punic. Willis of Dublin, has
lately given numerous extracts from the
Roman Poet Plautus, wherein the conversa-
tion of Hanno, a Carthaginian, appears to bs
literally Irish, the classic of our day.

351.—We must here consider also, that
some of our Irish MSS. were written not long
after the destruction of Carthage. Another
coincidence among thousands may be here
quoted, Bishop Nichols teclls us that *the
ancient Irish knew the composition of the old
Pheenician Dye, which was extracted from a
small shell-fish found on the Irish coast.”

352.—Red, purple, and crimson, are repre-
sented as the colors worn by their Heroes,
another proof of Tyrian intercourse,

408,—Sir John Stephenson, the great musi-
cal composer, member of the Belfast Literary
Association, says, “the art of dying purple
and scarlet, the Spindle and the Loom were
introduced into Erin from Bethsan or Scytho-
polis, in Syria, fourteen hundred years before
Christ.”

420.—At a time when the Carthaginians
knew so little of Albion, besides the name, the
renown of Ierne as a seat of Holiness had
already become ancient, and assuredly the
primitive scat of the Western Druids. (This .
word is from the Hiberno-Celtic word Dracid,

culty in discovering the various races of which ; a wise man or Magian,” (Moore.)
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OR, THK ILLUMINEES,

—

flowkvER strange the following narrative mav
appear at the present day, it may, nevertheless,
not be devoid of interest to those who still bear
in remembrance the principal occurrences of
the year 1792, and more cspecially the atrong
gensution occazioned by a very important and
unexpected event to which it has refercnce.
The story rests upon the statement of the Caron
de Beaumarchais, a man whose character did not
stand sufficiently high in the estimation of bis
coutcinporaries to ensure its being received as
an unquestionable fact, upon his bare assertion,
unsupported by more respectable evidence; they
were move likely to have considered it n flight of
that lively and prolific i:nugination which had
produced the Marriage de Fligaro, and other
warks (displaying very superior genius, but
aboundiug in immorality, as well a3 wit,) if a
variety of circumstances had not combined to
render it so highly probable, that it readily ob-
tained credit by all those to whom it was com-
municated.

Beaumarchais came to England towards the
close of 1792, and soon after his arrival, told his
story to the AbLE Sabathier de Cabre,* who,
struck with the light it appeared to throw upon a
circumatance involved in great mystery, and
which had annihilated the hopes of the French
Royalists, hastened with all possible speed to im-
part it to several of his emigrant friends, who
concurred in giving it implivit belief,

The town of Verdun, had in the month of
August, 1792, been summoned to surrender by
the Duke of Bruuswick Luncnburg, commander
of the combined armies of Austria and Prussia,
assembled on the frontiers of France, for the
avowed purpoze of liherating the king and royal
family, trom the captivity in which they were
then held.  An ineftcetual attempt to defend the
place had been nade by Monsieur de Beaume-
prire, the governor, uatil finding himself opposed
by the inhabitants, and unable to make further
resistance, he took the desperate resolution of
blowing out his braina, which he actually putinto
exccution in full council. The garrison immedi-
ately capitulated, and having obtained leave to
retire into the interior of France, the gates of
Verdun were thrown open, and the King of

*It was from the Abbé Sabathier de Cabre, that 1
heard the story of Fleury’s journey to Verdun; and
who, at one period of his lite, had heen 2 person of
some celebrity in France. He was a CONSEILLER A LA
GRANDE CHIAMBRE DU PARLEMENT DE PARIS, and had
rondered himsclf very conspicuous dnriu&r thedisputes
between the King aud Parliament, by his strenuous
and undaunted opposition to the enregistering of seve-
ral of the King's cdicts, in particular those of the
SEANCE ROYAL, of the 19th of November, 1787. His
popularity was prodigiously increased by the persecu-
tionswhich heand another Consciller, Monsicurd’Epre-
monil, underwent, in consequence of their excrtions in
snpporting tho rights of the Parliament. They were
both arrested by Lettres de Cachiet, aud Sabathier was
ootveyed to the Fortress of Mont St. Michel, in the
Bay of Constance, and d'Epremenil to somo other, The
Duc d’Orleans, who hal played a prominent part upon
the latter occasion, being at the sanie time exiled to his
own country-seat of Villers Coterets. This Sabathier
was afterwards employed by Bonaparte as Ambassadtor,
or Envoy to Sweden.

VOL. 11I,~—XE

485

P'russia entered at the head of his army, the 2ad
of September, 1792,

The occupation of Verdun, by the King of
Prussin, was hailed by the Royalists with the
aumost of joy ; their dearest hopes seemed about
to be fulfilled, and only a few days they expected
would elapse, ere the King of Prussia would
overcome cvery obstacle, enter Paris, get free
the imprisened monaveh, reinstate him uposn the
throne of his aucestors, overthrow the power
usurped by the Revolutionists, and restore to
that unhappy country, deluged as it bad been by
blood, that peace and order which had long been
banished from it.

It wag at this juncture, and whilst the King of
Prussia was still at Verdun, that Beaumarchais
called at the house of an actor, named Fleury,
who had acquired prodigious applause in his per-
formance at one of the theatres in Paris of the
charaeter of Frederick II., King of Prussia.
Flenry had got an old coat worn by Frederick,
his waistcoat, his hat, his boots, and he had con-
trived to make even his face bear a strong re-
semblance to the deceased monarch. Upon
Beaumarchais knocking at Fleury's door, it was
opened by a little girl of ten or twelve years old,
the nicce of Fleury, who, in answer to the inquiry,
whether her uncle was at home, said that he was
in the country.

“Will he be at home to-morrow ¥ asked
Beaumarchais, who wished very much to see
him,

¢ Oh, no,” replied the girl, * my uncle will not
be at home for eight or ten days; he is gone to
Verdun.

Beaumarchais turned from the door. Gone
to Verdun, thought he; what can possibly have
called Fleury to Verdun? certainly not the exer-
cise of his profession—they have other things te
occupy their astention just now—ore serious
work in hand than to be thinking of acting plays,
Thus reasoned Beaumarchais; and as soon as the
time fixed for Fleury’s return was expired, he
made auother visit to his house, with better sue-
ceas, and was admitted, as they were upon terme
of great intiinacy.

Beaumarchais naturally asked Fleury what had
occasioned his going from Paris so unexpectedly,
and what business could have called him to Ver-
dun. To bis astonishment, he found his friend
(contrary to his usual communicative manner)
very shy of speaking upon the subject of his late
Jjonrney, evading to answer any direct questions,
and seemingly desirous to envelop the whole in
an impencurable veil of mystery. But the more
Fleury laboured at concealiment, the more Beau-
marchais becime convinced that this journey was
counceted with matters of importance ; and he
strove, by every means he could devise, to obtain
the sccret. Nothing, however, could he elicit
from the cautious Fleury, and the mind of Beau-
marchais was still deeply engaged in forming con-
jectures, when & report was spread, that the King
of Prussia, instead of marching to Paris for the
relief of the king and the royal family, as met
forth in the manifesto of the Duke of Brunswick,
had determined upon relinquishing any further
attempt, and had actually withdrawn his army.
Before the astonishment, which this very unex-

pected news occasioned, had subsided, an au-
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thentic account arrived confirming the disastrous
intelligence, and of the Prussians being in full
retreat. A change so sudden, and at a moment
when the hopes of the Royalists had been raised
to the highest pitch, came upon them like a clap
of thunder; they were planged into the deepest
despair, and above all, the gallant band of emi-
grauts, assembled under the banners of the king's
two brothers Monsieur and the Comte d’Artais,
and commanded by the Prince de Condé; whilst
men of noble families, and possessing large es-
tates in France, who were serving in the ranks as
common suldiers, submitted to the hardships and
privations, which would have been severely felt
by persons born in the lower clusses of life, but
which these gentlemen, sustained as they were
hy the hope of being the instruments destined by
Providence to rescue their king, their country,
and their families, from the galling yoke of the
Revolutionists, bore, with a patience and devoted-
ness, truly heroic. Every possible endeavour
was tried to induce the King of Prussin to revoke
this cruel resolve, butin vain; and no alternative
was left to them but the heart-rending sacrifice
of their long-cherished hopes, and the painful
necessity of disbanding their little army,

Conjecture was of conrse busy inassigning rea-
sons for the King of Prussia’s abandonment of a
cauze, which he had espoused with an avdour
thar promised the happiest result. One report,
which was propagated by the Revalutionists,
stated that the measure had originated from a
letter written by Louis XVI. to the King of
Prussia; but nothing could less hear the gemb.
Iance of truth, than that the unhappy monarch
would himself have assisted to rivet his own fet-
ters, aud stop the progress of an army rapidly
advarcing to Paris for his deliverance; or if, in
fact, such a letter had been written by him, was
it not obvious that it must have been done under
the controul of his jailers, dictated by them, and
not expressive of his own sentiments ; and ought
it not to have been treated as such by the King
of Prussin? Another, and by far a more preva-
lent rumour, affirmed that the King of Prussia
had seen the spirit of his uncle, Frederick II.,
who, in menacing terms, forbad his further ad-
vance into the French territory, and commanded
him, upon pain of vengeance, to retrace his steps
to his own dominions,

This Jast ramour obtained very zeneral belicf,
strengthened as it was, by its being well known
that his Prussian Majesty was intimately ac-
quainted with several of the Hluminees, disciples
of Swedenborg, who aflirmed that the favoured
few, who were initiated into their unhallowed
rites, possessed the power of invoking the dead,
of recailing the disembodied spirit back to the
carth, compelling it by their incantations, to sub-
mit to interrogation, and to answer whatever
questions they might think fit to propose. No
sooner did this List rumour reach Beaumarchais,
thad the light scemed to flash upon his mind,
and he was convinced that he had got a clue to
all Fleury’s proceedings, With indefatigable re-
scareh he ascertained, that Fleury’s journey to
Verdun tallied exactly with the time that the
spiritol Frederick 11. was said to have appeared
but his strictest inquiries could not obtiin the
slightest infermation respecting Fleurs™s sojourn

at Verdun,—no one had scen him, no one had
heard of Lim, his name had never been mentioned.
By comparing all that he had heard, Beaumar-
chaix was coutirmed in his opinion, that the tal-
ents of Fleusy had been bronght into action fora
meat political purpose, that of imposing upon the
King of Prussia, whose mind being in some de-
e predisposed in favour of the power of the
Hluminees, was wrought upon to believe that he
had actually seen his deceased uncle, of whom,
whilst living, he had stood exceedingly in awe:
and received from him the arder, which struck
the death-blow to the unfortunate Louis, his
Queen, his Sister, and his Son.

A mind of much lessacuteness than that of Beau-
marchais, would naturally have drawn the same
inference that he did, from the coincidence of the
above-mentioned circumstances,  If the story of
the illusion practised npon the King of Prussia
kad any foundation in truth, no doubt could be
entertained of its having been effected by means
of some deep-laid scheme—no common artifice,
uo stale jugsling tricks, had been resorted to
and what stratagem so likely to have been de-
vised, as having recourse to Fleury’s reseinblance,
in person, voice, and manuer, to the celebrated
Frederick II., the Solomon ot the North?

ifow any person impressed with a just sense of
the Divine wisdom and goodness, could for one
moment harbor the belief that the Supreme Being
ever had delegated, or even would delegate so
large a pottion of his power to a sinful creature
of mere earthly mould, is a question which i3
quite incomprehensible.  Yet, certain it is, that
all nations, civilized as well as barbarous, and in
all ages, from Jannes and Jumbreg, who withstood
Moses, to the present time, there have been im-
postors, who, by various artifices, have contrived
to deceive mankind with pretended miracles, and
supernatural appearances. None more effectually
than the Illuminces, who, towards the end of the
last century, were so much talked of in every
country of Europe, particularly in Genmany, which
was the principal theatre of their operations.
Wit rendered their success most surprising,
was, that the proselytes were nor generally cre-
! dulous, weak-minded persons, easily led astray by
such charlatans as Caglostro, Mesmer, &e., but
very many of them were men of strong wminds,
and highly-cultivated understandings.

I had opportunitics of hearing much upon this
subject, from both English and Foreigners, who
had been personally acquainted with the Comte
de St. Germain, Cagliostro, Mesmer, and Le Roi.
But Ishall, for the present, take my leave of them,
with an extraordinary story which I heard told,
at an early period of the French Revolution, at
the Comtesse de Boufflers’s.*

The narrator was the Comtesse de Balbi, at
that time the acknowledged favorite of Monsieur,}
brother of Louis XVI; the fuscination of whose
conversation, althongh unaided by the charms of
beauty, fully justified the influence she was said

* The Comtesse de Boufllers, the friend of Walpole,

Gihbhon, and Hume, was celebirated for her beauty, h
; been the CHERE aM1e of the Prince de Cond¢, npd had
, even, ab one time, aspired to the honor of becoming his
wife, as Madame de_Montesson had been of the Due
d'Orleans, father of Exxlite. "
+ Since Louis XVIII, —
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to hold over her royal friend, She had very
lately avvived from Paris, where the Rosierasians
and Hluminees were much spoken of ; and, when
mentioned at Madume de Boufliers's, Madame de
Balbi said she conld give a very remarkable
instance of the lam-ntable eftects of becoming an
Iuminee, produced upon the Comte de Caylus,*
not only to the sabversion of his understandmg,
but, as she firmly believed, to the forfeiture of
his life.

The Comte de Caylus was known to most of
the company, as highly distinguished for his
literature, and as having acquired deserved
celebrity by bis antiquarit veseavches, and the
engravings pablished from his beautiful drawings;
vet this man, endowed, a3 he uadoubtedly was,
with a superior aud enlighiened understanding,
wis completely deluled into & conviction ot hira-
seif possessing the power of invoking the spirits
of the dead.

Madame de Dalbi said, that the stoey had been
told tu ber by Madame de Bonneui, with whom
she was well acquainted, and whose husband was
premicr  va'ct-de-chambre to  Monsicur.y  The
Comte de Caylus lived in great intimacy with
Monsicur and Madame Bouneuil, and to the latter
he frequentdy spoke, with most profound rever-
ence, of the wouders, which his command over
certain spiriis enabled him to perform § and of
the extradrdinary discoveries he had made, by
his intercourse with several lustrious persons,
who had censed to be inhabitants of earth ; ex-
patiating, at the saune time, upon the wvast
superiority eujoyed by the Lluminees, overall
other human beings. These communications
often repeated, and by one so gifted as the Comte
de Caylus, could not fail making, in time, some
i on upoa tie mind of Madame de Bonneuil.
ned until she began to consider the im-
tv of the Comte’s having any motive for
attempting to deceive her; and from thence she
was led to hope, that if in reality he had acquired
the ascendencey of which be boasted over certain
evil spirits, she might, through his ageney be in-
dulged with tie gratitication which she ardently
desired, of secing and conversing with a friend
whose memory she cherished. In one of her
intervicws with the Comte, she made known her
wishes, an-l very earnestly cutreated him to
invoke the spirits in her behalf,  After much
solicitation on her pact, and sowe reluctasce on
his, the Comte consented to her request; but
only upon condition that she would solemnly
promise to follow implicitly his divection, not to
wove from the place which he should assign to

* “The cclebrated Comte de Caylus, had such an
antipathy to a Capuchin friar, that he was scarcely
able to keep himsolf from fainting at the sight of one.
The origin of this :mtcisaxhy is referred toan incident
said to have happened to him, while playing at the

¢ of Tric-trac, with oneof his iriends. Hesuddenly
ancied that he perecived on the dice a clot of blood,
aml'liftingup his cyés, he saw. the appearance of a
Capuchiu friar in the apartment.  Struck with the ex-
traordinary sight, hic, cried,  Heavens, what an omen!
B{I'l brother who is in the army, has sssuredly been
killed iu battleY A few days alterwards,a monk of this
order, brought him the afiticting news as he had pres-
azed. The hour and even the minute of his brother’s
death, corresponded exactly with that at which hie had
discovered the bloody intimation,”—LIT. PANORANA,

her; to observe the most profound silence, and
i not to-utter the slightest sound during the per-
iformance of the ceremony. To these terms,
Madame de Bouneuil gave her ready assent, and
watited with great anxiety for the summons which
!she expected fiom her friend, appointing a meet-
ing.  After a short interval, a day was fixed by
I the Comte, and Madame de¢ Bonneuil was punc-
tual in her attendance.  Arrived at the house of
the Comte, he received her at the door of his
apartment, dressed in black, and with a more than
usuitl golemnity of countenance and demennor, he
accosted her in a low tone of voice, scarce above
a whisper, and reminded her of the pledge she
t had given, neither to move nor speak @ assuring
‘her. ut the same time that it was of the utmoss
j consequence, beth to her awn life and to his, that
she should strictly observe the profound silence
he had enjoined.  Mudame de Bonneuil 1epeated
the promise, and again assured the Comte, that
he ntight rely upon her taciturnity, and her con-
forming vigidly in every respect to is instructions,
The Comte then Jed her through two or three
rooms, all lmng with black, rceeiving light from
oniy a few lunps, so sparingly distributed, that
they served rather to increase than to dispel the
sepulehral gloom. The last reom which she
entered was darker, and much more lugubre than
the others, it scemed fitted up for the express
purpose of inspiring horror ; for, by the very fecble
light which a single Iamp afforded, she could
perceive the sad emblems of mortality, skulls and
crosshiones afiixed to the walls, Madame de
Bonneuil shuddered, and wassomewhat dizmayed;
but the presence of the Comte gave her con-
fidence, and after a few minutes consideration,
she timeied her<elf capable of awaiting the result,
if not with courage, at least without .betraying
fear, as the Cante had not imposed upon her any
act that could in any way be repugnant to her
feelings—all she had to do, wasto be passive,.
silent, and i:mmoveable,

The Conite having conducted her to the seat
which she was to occupy, began the ceremony hy
drawing a circle arvonnd himself with a wand, he
then proceeded to throw the ingredients, which
composed the spell, into a vessel prepared for the
purpose, from whence issued a dense smoke,.
muttering at the same thine incantations in a low
voice, until he worked himself up to the loudest
andinost vehement tone of command, accompanied:
with the wild gestures and horrid contortions of a
demoniac.  The courage of Madame de Bonnenil
began to give way; and at the moment when
sereams and yells the most dreadful and terrific,
asaailed her car, she became so completely ap-
palled, that she lost all self-possession ; and, to
utter one answering and involuntary scream and
to rush from the room before the Comte conld
stop her, was the work of aninstant. Almost
breathless, she traversed the apartments, flung
herself into her carainge which was waiting at the
duor, and by the time she reached herown house,.
vas seriously ill from the effects of the terror she
had undergone. During herillness, which lasted
several days, she ncither saw nor heard of the
Comte de Caylus; at last, after some considerable
time had e¢lapsed, he came, but so changed in

1811,
+ Louis XVIIL

appearance, that she was greatly struck withi it;
his countenance was woe-begone, and his con. °

e

Pl ptgepc sy

e A, T3

I N S

gk T Lk ek o




f

i

oo e e ST S Wadw,

b
¥
!
;
i
b
i

'

=7

s
§.
b
L

S TN A

PR el 10 2

488 THE PATH ACROSS TIE IILLS.—OLD ENGLISH BALLADS.

versation most melancholy. e reproached her |
with having ¢o strenuously urged him to putforth
his power of calling up the dead, and deceiving
him by the promise of implicitly following his
directions. His reliance upon her had induced
hi, he said, to make use of the most powerful
spells, and summon to his aid malignant deamous,
which could only be kept in awe by severity—
that her scream had broken the charm—the
demons had obtained the mastery over him, and
nothing but his life would expiate his oftence.
Poor Madame de Bonneuil, excessively distressed
at hearing the Comte talk in this strain, en-
deavored to reason with him, but without the
slightest effect; and he parted fromn her as one
who * bids the world good night,” assuring her
that they should never meet again on this side of
the grave, for that be had but a short time to
iive, ere the fiends whom she had insulted would
demand him as their victim,

Whether the Comte de Caylus was at the same
time suffering from any malady likely to puta
speedy period to his existence or whether the
mental delusion under which he labored, pro-
duced a fatal effect upon his body, certain it is,
that very soon, within a few wecks after this'
interview, Madame de Bonneuil learnt that the
Comte de Caylus was dead!!!

— - O ——
THE PATH ACROSS THE HILLS.

) 8

In Life's delightful morn,
‘When love and trust were born,
To thy dwelling in the wooded hills I came;
Thy smile of welcome made
A sunbeam in that shade,
And spring and winter bloomed for me the same.
Tho' the snow hung in the cloud,
And the stormy winds blew loud,
I recked not—all my sunshine was to come:
My heart was blithe and gay,
1 went singing all the way,
In the path across the bills to thy home!
1.
The spring, with gentle rain,
Nath woke the flowers,
And summer clothes the leafy woods once more,
But Love’s sweet smile is fled,
And Hope’s bright flowers are dead,
And thy dear sniile no sunshine can restore !
To some less loved abode—
By some more dreary road—
Fate yet may lead my steps in days to come;
But never vlithe and gay,
To sing along the way,
As in the path that led me to thy home!
——————————

It is good in a fever, much better in anger, to

OLD ENGLISH BALLADS.
Tur songs of the Tyne, and the old ballad of
Tynemout Priory, threw us back on onr recollee-
tiorg, and sent us onee again in search of Barbara
Allen, Queen Eleanor, the Fair Maid of Clifton,
Jew’s Daughter, and others, the ladies of immor-
tal song, whom
The spinsters and the knittors in the sun,
And the free maids, that weave their thread with bonos.
Do use to chaunt—
and the best informed of our readers may not ob-
ject to have his memory refreshed on this suhjeet.
We, who have little leisure for discuraive reading,
must of course, be indebted to the published col-
lections of old Puttenham, and Percy, and quer-
ulous John Ritson and other such worthy trea-
sure-seekers: but, assuredly, many an excellens
0ld ballad is still chantedin “ Merrie Engolande,”
which has never yet found its way into print, but
has descended orally through generation:s which
vet continue to people the secluded valleys whers
their single-minded forefathers dwelt—many o
*tpretty tale,” as Michael Drayton said, nearly
three huudred years ago, * when aboy, his tooth.
less grandmother often told to him.” Inthe wide
and wild countics of Yorkshire and Lincolnshire,
where the little villages lie far apart from the
towns, and where modern improvements and
modern taste have nct yet extended, there must
exist many a lay and legend that ave purely local.
Right pleasant are many of these *“ stories of
old time,” as we shall ofter proof; and although
some of them may have lost a portion of their
rich colouring as they have been handed down to
us through long centuries, yet they have retained
their feclingand simplicity, and it is owing to this
that they bave so long continued popular. The
old minstrels alinost always expressed their
thoughts in the most homely language; they
shaped their ideas to suit the capacities of their
audience, and as they sang them themselves, they
wereat once competent to judge of the style which
they must adhere to, to become popular.  Thasit
scarcely requives any effort of mind to compre-
hend their true meaning ; like a beautiful figure
clothed in plain but becoming attire, instead of
being buried under a multiplicity of gay gar-
ments, you are at once struck by its fair propor-
tions. Their images, too, are but seldom mis-
placed; they are simple, expressive, and appro-
priate, and you marvel at the effects produced by
such natural ornaments. Whether they tell &
tale of love or wild adventure, of heart-aching
sorrow or death, oronly describe some rural scene,

have the tongue kept clean and smooth,

or pourtray some high-born beauty, all is done in
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the simplest manuner. You meet with no confu-
sion of thoughts, no display of senseless and high-
sounding words; but everything is in its true
keeping, and at once both understood and felt.
We speak, not of those productions which have no
other value than that of being merely ancient, but
such as have stood the criticisms of ages, and are
yet, and will ever be, read with pleasure, Sett-
ing aside the disputes which have arisen respect-
ing the antiquity of the variousballads which pass
under the denomination of ¢ ancient,” we shall
point out the simple beauties of some which are
acknowledged by all to have been popular for at
least two or three centuries. Disregarding also
the order of their dates, which it is almost impos-
sible to ascertain correctly, we shall confine our
extracts and remarks to such pieces as come home
to our common feelings, and are connected with
every day circumstances,

Every reader of Shakspeare remembers that
portion of the old ballad which is sung by Desde-
mona on the eve of her death, with its plaintive
burthen of * O willow, willow." The exquisite
maouer in which the great Burd has himself in-
troduced it, may be looked upon as the master-
key to all that is simple and pathetic in this kind
of composition, Desdemona says—

My mother had amaid called Barbaras,

$he was in love ; and he she loved proved mad,

Ang did forsake her: she had a song of “ Willow.”

Au old thing ’twas, but it cxpressed her fortune,

And she dicd singing it : that song to-night

Will not go from my wind; I have much ado,

But to go hang my head all one side,

And sing it like poor Barbara.

How exquisitely simple is the whole of this
passage! who can read it without fecling a deep
sympathy for poor Barbara! We have no men-
tion here of her pale face, herlack-lustre eyes, her
low melancholy voice, ‘“sadly sweet;" we are
auly told that the old song expressed her fortune ;
we only know that she *‘hung her head all toone
side,” and went about her household work sing-
ing it; but who can recad the passage without
secing * poor Barbara,”

Altlove lorn and carc-begone!

Take now the opening of the plaintive ballad
which Barbara sung, and which was an *‘old
thing™ in Shakspeares time—what a picture
would the opening lines make:
A poor sonl sat sighing under a sy

O willow, willow, willow;

With his hand on his bosom, zis head on Ais kneo,*

O willow, willow, willow,
8ing O the green willow shall be my garland.

¢ tree,

*Shakespeare has adapted it to suit his femalo char-
actor. In ablack letter copy in the “ Pepyscollection,”
3t is intitl»d “ A Lover’s Complainte being forsaken of
his Love.”—Percy.

He sighed in his singing, and after cach groan,
Came willow, &c

I am dead to all pleasure, my true love is gone,

Sing O the green willow, &c.

Ld * » L] L ] L] L 3
The mute birds sat by him, made tame by his moans,
O willow, &c.

The salt tears fell from him, which softencd the stones.

Sing O the green willow, &c.

Let nobody blame me, her scornes 1 do prove:

O willow &c.

She was borne to be fair; I, to die for her love,
Sing O the green willow, &c.

* £ L ] L 4 * L ]
Come all you forsaken, and sit down by me,

O willow, &c.

ITethat complains of his false love, mine's falserthanshe
Sing O the green willow, &c.

This beautiful old ballad is in two parts: we
have only quoted a few extracts from the firat.
That the willow, from its drooping over rivers,
and growing in damp, shady, and melancholy pla-
ces, should naturally suggest itself as ar emblem
of sorrow, muy be readily conceived ; and our ear-
liest records describe the daughters of Zion as
hanging their harps upon the willows of Babylon,
and weeping on the river banks. Green, too, is
still called & “forsaken colour,” and many a rurat
maiden in the present day would not wear a
green ribbon through this simple cause, while on
the other hand, blue is the emblem of true love ;
“true blue " isa common phrase,

Again, in an old pastoral dialogue which occurs
in a small black-letter collection of ancient poetry,
entitled ¢ The Golden Garland of  Princely
Delight,” we find the following on ¢ Willow.”

Willy. How now, sheperde, what meanest that?
‘Why that willow in thy hat?
Why thy scarifes of red and yellowe
Turned to branches of green willowe?
Cuddy. They are changed andsoam I;
Sorrowes live, but pleasures die:
Philis hath forsaken mee,
‘Which makes me wear the willow tree.
After a brief dialogue, in which Willy argaes
the folly of repining for love, Cuddy comes to the
following resolution : —
Herdsman ')l be ruled by thee,
‘There lics gricf and willow troe;
Henceforth I will do as they,
And love a new-love every day.

In t-e old Ballad called *“Barbara Allen's
Cruelty,” which still continues popular in our
rural and manufacturing districts, we havea clevet
specimen of that simple style of composition
which appeals at once to the feclings. Barbara
Allen was so fair, that her beauty made every

youth cry well-a-day.” In the ‘“merry month of
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May,” when the green buds were swelling,”
Jemmy Grove lay on his death-bed, *for love of
Barbura Allen.”  The dying lover sends his man
to the town where Barbara dwells, and he thus
delivers his master’s message:
Youmust come to my master desre
It your name is Barbara Allen.
For death is printed on his fisce,
And o'er his heart is steading ;
Then haste away to comfort him,
O lovely Bartiun Allen,

Barbara, before she goes, says he'll be but
little better for her visit. She comes to him
slowly —the very lines move sluggishiy—and
when she does come, poor Jemmy Grove finds
but cold comfort.

And all she said, when fhere she cawe,
“ Young man, 1 think yon've dying.”

He turns his face to her ¢ with deadly sorrow,”

aud implores her to pity him—

“1'm on my death-bed lying.”

“1f on your death-bed you do lye,
What needs the tale your's teliing ?
I cammot Keep you from your death =
Farewell I said Barbara Allen.

He turned his face unto the wall,
As deally pangs be fell ing

“ Adicu ! adien ! adien to all,
Adicu to Barhara Allen.”

As she was walking «er tie Giclds
She heard the bell = knelling;
Aud every stroke did seean to say,

O cruel Barbama Allen.

“ She turned her body round about and spied
the corpse a coming.”  She looked down upon it
with a scornful cye, while all her friends eried out,
“Unworthy Barbara Allen.”  When he was dead
2nd laid in his grave, “ her heart wasstruck with
sorrow,,” amd she called on her mother to make
her bed, “for I shall dic to-morrow.”  She
repents, dies, andis buried beside Jemmy Grove,
gorry enough, “that she ever did deny i
Simple as this old ditty is, we have heard it sung
with great cffect by a plain country gird, white the
tears tickle down the chiceks of ber companions,
&s they joined i the chorus.  There me many
versious of this ballad; 2 Scotch one, with Sir
John Gireme for hero, may e found in Ramsay
and in Cunningham.

There are several master-strokesin the ballad of
#&ir Andrew Rarton.”  The simple complaint of
IHenrye Hunt is very graphic, where he deseribes
himself as having been a prisouer to tiic Scotch
rover, who bound bim down in the hatches. Bt
the gom of the ballad is a desciiption of the
Rover's death, aad is as follows:—

“ Fight on my men,” Sir Andrew says,
“ A tittle 'm hurt, but uot yet slain,
“1'1 but lie down and bleed awhile,
“And then 1l rise and fight asain,
FPight on, my men,” Sir Andrew says,
“ Aud never flineh hetore the toes
Aund stand fast by $t. Andrew’s cross,
Until you hear my whistle blow.”
They never heard his whistle hlow.

The simple cffect of the Just repetition is excel-
lent; we scarcely know an instance where greater
eflect is produced by six plain words.  The pause
between the stanzas is one of life and death.  Ilad
the poet described the Rover dying, and entered
into every parsiculur of his looks, aud his last
agony. it would have fallen fay shoit of’ this brief
and expressive announcement.  The ballad would
oceupy more space than we can affurd, were we
to :ufempt:m amalysis of xll its beautics, for they
are many.

“The Fair Maid of Clifton,” or ¢ Batcinan’s
Tragedy,” although a local hallad. innst bie known
to thousands, through Henry Kitk White having
founded bis * Clifton Grove,” upon thesame story.
The full title of this ancient ditty is curious, and
cannot fail of reminding our readers of thé
ballads which Autolrcus offers for sale at the
sheep-shearing feast, in the * Winter's Tale ™ it
ruis thus, A Godly Warning to all Maidens, by
the Example of God's Judgment, showed on
Jermaw’s Wife of Clifton, in the County of Not-
tingha, who, Iying in child-bed, was bome away,
and never heard of after.” Althongh, unlike
Antolyeur's batlads, it lacksthe “midwifc’s name
to it, and five or six honest wives who were pre-
seni,” yetisitstill beiieved in the neighorhood
where the scencisplaced. A tragedy entitled the
“Vow Breaker,’ 1636, and in which severd of
the stanzas are iioted, is founded upon thisstory
and the whole may be found in Ritson’s * Collec-
tion.®  The scene is well worth visin

iug by those
who may chance to wander near ey Sher-
woud.”  The path is still poiuted out along which
the fiend issupposed todiave Lorze his fair burthen
and thetree against which hestruck is, we bedieve,
stilt shown. It is, of course, bLliecd, and no
green thing was ever remembered to have grown
on the fontpath which the Prizee of Datkness
taversed.  The grove itsell is a strange mixture
of the pleasing, wild, and melanchely, in scenery.
It stands on the hrow and side of a steep hill,
which in many places is so precipitons, as to hé
funceessible, save by dlinging to the trees aud
underwoad which shoot out from the sidesof the
shagay emincace. Below tolls the river Trent,
running dark aud deep under the shadows of the
over-hauging branchies, atd oflering a fexful rests
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ing-place to the adventurer whose foot slips from
the acclivity. Beyond the river opens a goodly
prospect, such as is perhaps only to be found
embosomed amid the green hills of Englund.
Within the * nodding horror™ of the grove, few
of the timorous dare to ramble alone when the
twilight begins to deepen over it. As to the
“Fiend’s pathway,” rugged, bave, and deep it
will'ever remain, while the rain-torrent tears
down the steep hill-side into the river: for we
believe it was at first worn away by such a water
fiend. We have heard that an attempt has been
made to stop up this ancient walk; it will be a
great pity if this should happen, when after a
Tapse of nearly three hundred years, it still retains
all its poetical associations; and, no doubt, pre-
gents the same features as it did when +“the rade
forefathers of the hamlet > stole through its
chequered and hannted shades, and heard, in the
roaring of the branches, the shricks of the * Fuir
Maid of Clifton.” The opening of the ballad has
a genuine smauck of the olden time about it, and
thus it runs:—
You daiuty dames, so finely framed
In beauty's chicfest mould
And you that trip it up and down,
Like Iambis in Capid’s fold,

Here is o lesson to be learned 3
* - L] . L] - - »

To such as prove false in love, &c.

We have then a deseription of this ¢ comely

dame,” cuding with
The fairest face, the falsest hicart,
And soonest will deceive.

The fair maiden has many suitors, who make
hier offers of martiage, but she rejects them all
for young Bateman, “a proper handsomeyoutsi.”
The troth is plighted between them ; they vow
that nothing butdeath shall severtheir love, they
break a picce of golt asunder (au old custom of
ratifving alove-vow), and the maiden wishes that
nothing may thrive with her if she breaks her
oath. o pass two mouths, and they are stili un-
macried.  (Que of the copies seuds Bateman to
sca) However, <he marrics one Jerman, a
weaithy old widower, “and better in degree,”
than her poorer lover. She denies her vow to
Bateman, defies him, and cares nothing for his
threats, although hie swears that she shall never
enjoy anviher quict liour, and that he will have
her, cithier alive or dead, when hie is 1z in his
grave. Then the ballad procecds as follows:—

Bat mark how Batenan dind for love,
Aud finished his life,

The very day she warricd was,
And made vld Jennan's wilc;

Far with a strangling-oonl, God wot,
Great zroan was wade therefere,

He hanged himself in a desperate sort,
Tiefore the bride’s own door.

Whereat such sorrow pierced her heart,
Aud troubled sore her mind,

That she could never after that,
One day of comfort find;

And wheresoever she did go,
Her fancy did surmise,

Younzs Bateman's pale and ghastly ghost,
Appeared before her eyes.

When shie in bed at night did lie,
Bistwixg her hushand’s ars,

In hope therehy to sleep at rest,
In safety from all harms;

Great cries, and gricevous groans she heard,
A vaice that sometimes cried,

“Oh thou art she that I must have,
And will ot be denied”

The unborn babe, *“as God appointed so,”
preserves her body from the fiend ; but no sooner
is the infant born, than he again torments her,
She entreats her friends to stay with her, telling
them that the * spiritof her lover” has come with
¢ with pale and ghastly face,” and will not depart
without her; and that while they keepawake, he
has no powertoremoveherbody. They promise
to abey her, but in vain, for in the middle of the
night a **sad slumber™ falls upon them all—

Sa heiug all full fast asleep,
To them unknown which way,
The chilil-bed-woman, that wocful night,
From tiience was horn away;
But to what place no creature knew,
Nor to this day can tell.
The ballad then concludes, by advising all maid-
ens never to forsake him to whom they vow their
love, for— .
God that hicars all secret oaths,
Will dreadiul vengrance take,
On such that of a willul vow
Do slender reckoning make,

There appears to have been same truth for the
groundwork of this wild ballad, so far as the lover
hauging himself, and the maiden marrying the
wealihy old widower.  As for the rest, there is
the blasted tree and the narrow ravine, dowhn
which the min has coursed for centurics. No
trace of the building where the fair maiden dwelt
has stoad within the memors of maun.

“The Nut-Browne Mayd ™ is a ballad of great’
antiquity, and upou it Prior modelled his ** Henry

ud E:nma.” It was printed amongst Arnold's
historical collections about 15213 and as he, ia
Wis “Curowicle,” only professed to gather what
wag mare aud ancient, we may supposc that it wag
causidered an old poem above three hundred
years ago. It coutaing thirty stauzas, cach con.
sisting of twelve lines, and istherefore too lengthy
for our columins.  We will, however, give a brief
analysis of it, and extract 3 few of its beauties,
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The poem opens with accusing man of complain-
ing of woman's want of constancy; that to love
& woman i labor in vain, for they never will re-
turn that love, no matter what a man may do to
obtain their favor; for if a new lover presents
himself, the old one is immediately a * banished
man.” That men complain, nay, * that it is both
writ and said” that wom«n's faith is all * utterly
decared.” This the poet undertakes to prove
false, by recording the love of the Nut-brown
Maid, who, when her lover came to prove ler,
would not let him depart, **for in her hieart she
loved buthimalone.,”  The knight comessecretly,
and in the dark, to tell the maiden that heisa
baanished man, and must escape, for he is doomed
to suffer a painful death, and he must bic her
adieu, and seek a shelterin the green wood. She
exclaims, ‘O Lord, what is this world’s bliss!”
that changes like the moon; complins that her
*‘summer’s day in lusty May, i3 dark before the
noon.” She has hieard him say * farewell,” and
replics, ¢ we part n0ot s0 soon,” inquires whither
he will go, what lic has done, and tells him that,
ifbe leaves her, all her happiness will change
sorrow and care, for she *“loves but him alone.”
He replica that he can well belicve his absence
will grieve her for a day or two, but after then
she will find comfort ; that it will be useless to
mourn for im, and he prays her heartily not to
do it, for he is a banished man, and must be
gone. She says, that since hie has told her the
sccrct of hismind she must be as plain with him,
and that if he will go, she will not be left behind ;
bids him make ready to depart, forit shall ¢ never
be wid thc Nut-Brown Mayd was to her love un-
kind.” e then asks what men will think if she
goes to the green-wood with him ; the young and
old will call her wanton; and that rather than
suffer her to be called an “ill-woman,” he wiil
go slone.  She replics, that the charge will stavd
by those who blamne her; thattrucloveis devoid
of shune; that no true lover would part with
bim in such *‘distress and lieaviness; nor will
she, for * she loves but bim alone.” Ie wams
Ler that it is no maiden's pastime to go to the
wood with an outlaw: that shie will be compelled
to carry abow and arrows coustautly in her hands,
and like a thicf ever live in awe and dread.  She
veplics that she is well aware that it is no maid-
eu's employinent; but that, for his sake, she
will learn to run a-foot, to hunt, and shoot, and
kill deer; that she asks nothing more than his
company for & reward; for her heart would soon
be cold as 2 stone were she to part from him.
He tells lier that if e is caught, Le will be hung
without pity, and * waver in the wind,” asks ker

N

“Rew

what succour she could afford him, and doubts
whether both her and her bow would not be far
behind in the hour of dunger. She replics that s
wonun is but feeble in the fight ; but that if bis
enemies did assail him, she would withstand them,
bow in hand, and do her best to save him from
death. The next verses have such a smack of
the old forests about them, that we give them

entire.
HE.

Yet take good hede, for ever 1 drede,
That ye could not sustain

The thornie ways. the decp vallies,
The snow, the frost, the raiu,

The cold, the heat—for, dry or wete,
We must lodge on the plain;

And us above, none other rofe,
But a brake bush or twayne;

Which soon should grieve you, I believe,
Anad you wonld gladly then,

That 1 had to the green-wood gone
Alone, 2 banished man.

8HE.
Since I have here been partynere,
With you of joy and blisse;
I must also part of your wo
Endure, as reason is g
Yet am 1 sure of one pleasure ;
And shortly it is this:
That where e be, it scemeth me,
1 could not fare amiss.
Without more speech, I you bescoch,
That we were soon agones
FPor in my mind, of all maukind,
1 love but youalone.
fis: N
If ye gothither, ye must consider,
When ye have list to dine,
There shall no mete. for you to gete,
Nodrink, beere, ale, or wine;
No sheetes clene, to lic betwene,
That's made of thread and twine!
Noncother house, but leaves and bowes,
To coveryour head and minc.
Oh mine heart swete, this evil dicte
Would make you pale and wan;
‘Wherefore 1 will to the green-wood go
Alone, » banished man.

BHER.

Among the wild deer, sich an archere,
Aswcn say that ye be,

We nimy nut fait of good victayle,
Where is 50 great plentd;

And water clere of the vere
Shall be full swete to me;

With which in hele [health] I shall right wole
Eudure, 3s ye shall sce;

And cro 1gn,a bed or two
1 can provide anon;

For in my mind, of a)l mankind,
1 Jove but you alone.

ME.

Lo yet, heforo ye inust do more,
1f ye will go with e,
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As cut your hair up by your car,
Your kirtle by the knoe;
‘With bow in hand for to withstand
Your enemies, if need be;
And this same night beforc daylight,
To wood-ward will I flce.
If that ye will all this fulfil,
Do it as shortly asye can,
Elsc will I to the green-wood go
Alone, a banished rian.
BUE.
1 shall, a8 now, do more for you
Than “longeth to womanhede;
To short my hair, a bow to bear,
To shoot in time of nede.
O my sweet mother! before all other
For you I have most drede.
But now adicn, I must pursue,
‘Where fortune doth me lede,
All this make ye—now let us floe,
The day coms fast upon ;
Por in my mind, of all mnankind,
1 love but you alone.
After all this, he accuses her of being too ready
to follow him ; quotes the old proverb of * soon-
eat hot soonest cold," and applies it to woman.
Bhe tells him that she is a baron's daughter, and
that although he is hut a * squire of low degree,”
and thus taunts her, she cannot but love him.
He would almost proveke a saint, for he tells her
that, after all, he has another woman in the for-
eat, whom he loves better than ber.  She begs
to be allowed to wait upon them both, for all that
she desires is to be with him. At last he con-
feases that he is neitheran outlaw nor a banished
man, but the son of an earl, and that he will take
ber to Westmoreland, where his possessions lie;
and so terminates the * Nut-Brown Maid"—a
ballad tecming with beauty, simplicity, and true
poetry.

These ballads, we are avare, are well known
30 many of our readers; but to some, and to the
young cspecially, they may not be; and to al)
they will call up pleasant recollections.

Modesty in your discourse will give a lustre to
tcuth, and an excuse 0 your error.

Too much assertion gives ground of suspicion;
truth and honesty have no nced of loud protesta-
tions.

A man who has any goad reason to believe in
himself, never flourishies himsclf before the faces
of otacr people in order that they may believe in
him.

If you have any excellency, do not vainly en-
deavour to display it; let it be called into action
accidentally, it will infaltibly be discovered, and
much more to your advaniage.

The common miscrics of life give us less pain
at their birth than during their formation, and the
real day of sorrow is cver twents-four hourssocner

FOREST GLEANINGS.
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“ A few leaves gathered by the wayside.

THE LODGE IN THE WILDERNESS.
CHAPTER I.

A TRELIMINARY CHAPTER~-THE PURCITASE.
Tnk long winter of 1836 was over, the tardy
gpring had at last unloosed her treasures of
fragrance and beauty ; the buds of the tacamahae
were swelling ; the cedars, spruce, hemlock and
pine were opening that rich dark gum so refresh-
ing to the eye, weary with the eternal brightness
and dazzle of the snow ; the tender leavesof many &
lowly forest bush and sapling were bursting from
their winter cradles; sunbeams were glancing
upon the pools of deep blue water, that lay withia
the icc hound bosom of the still frozen lake—
thousands of wild fow), ducks of all kinds, wild
geese, swang, and loons were sporting on the
cold bosom of the ice locked poola. The fish-
hawk wag there sailing in lofty circles above the
carcless group, the solitary heron winged its flight
to some leafless branch that overhung the shore,
there to wait and watch for its fiuny prey. There
were sounds of life and joy that told of coming
spring. The hollow drumming of the partridge,
the tapping of the wood-pecker in the forest, and
the soft oft repeated whispering note of the
chicadee, were blended not inhar sly with
the breezy wind murmuiing through the tufted
boughs of the tall pine, making sweet melody
and mingling its wailing cadences with
*“The still sweet fall of waters far away.”

But hark ! there are other sounds wakening the
Jorn echoes of the woods, a 1 of busy stirring,
life. The air i3 ringing with the dull sound of the
axe, and soon the thundering fall of a forest tree
meets the car, and scods the wild fowl in scream®
ing clouds from the surfacc of the water, but the
cchioes are once more silent, and again they re-
assemble and drop with noisy splash into the
pools scattering a cloud of spray from their wics
nowing wings.

The deep angry baying of 2 hound startles the
herd of deer which hiad comie down to drink ot
the gushing streamlet that tumulivously hurries
over its stony bed from beueath the teailing
branches of cedar and silvery birch, to pour its
slender tribute of pure cold water to the lake,

"All day the sounds went on; and shout, and

shan others.

song, and laughter, were heard, The blue thin
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smoke cwrling through the opening trees, the
broad flickering lizht of the log-fives seen from
the open door of the log-huts, shows that the
work ot cleaving has begun.

On the end of a week, a large opening had been
made in the dense mass of forest trees fronting
the lake, and many a noble pine, tough hemlock,
and tall oak, ladd bowed its head and measured
its Iength upon the ground, and divested of its
boughs had been reduced to a pile of naked
branchless logs, ready for the devouring flames,
which were svon to be kindled in the heaps of
brushwood that lay piled among them. Iu the
midst of this « tion stood the choppersshanty,
or shed of primitive form, an open space in front
served for entrance; windows there were none ;
afew rough stones cemented with clay and lime
raised against the logs formed a security against
the fire that piled on the earthen floor, blazed on
the rude hearth, and the smoke found ready
oulet at the hole cut in the roof, a table of split
cedar slubs, a bedstead of the same matpriy
covered with boughs and green moss; a vough
deal shelf, contuining @ teapot, three or four tin
cups and plates, formed the seanty furniuve;
while # pit dug in the centre of the floor and
loosely covered slabs, was the store house, pantey,
and celler, which contaived the homely viandson
which these foresters fed.

A rapid stream wound its way among tall
bushy hemlocks, and tangled cedars whose
whitened bark and bleached roots reminded one
of some patriuech silvered and furrowed with age,
surrounded by vouth and freshness. The gurgling
of the ever flning stream waspleasant to the ear,
and the tufis of green cress-like emerald eushions
adorning its hed, were retreshing to the eye at this
early season, when the carth could boast of se
little verdure, «ll its heauty lay wrapped up in
guuiny buds or buried bhencath a carpet of
dccaying leaves, above which oceasional patches
of siuow still inight be noted, in deep hollows and
shade.d novks,  Beyond the new chopping a wide
gap in the foreat shows aclearing of oluer date,
at the edge of which a decent log house may be
geen.  This lov has lately been purchased, and
the new cleaniag made by the directions of the
proprictor, to crsure the advantage of a lake
view, 2t thing of small importance in the cyes of
the original bresher of the bush, but of vast
consequunce to the present possessor, a newly
arrived  Engiishman, who thinks much of his
water privileges, aud would care little for the
land if deprived of the water.  Aheady has his
gpeculative wind, thougi as yet he has not seen
his purchase, cleared that vast mass of fores

trees to the waters edge, and laid out the plan of
village, with a church, tavern, mills, and stores.
Street after streetis rising and a population
thronging them, and he walks exultingly, with
proud step, regarded as the public benefactor of
his adopted country, but we must pause ere we
follow our newly airived emigrant, for many long
years are before him. As yet he has not evenscen
his purchase, it is to him indeed a chateau
&'Bspagne, it has all been arranged for him by a
friend who knows the country and the advantages
af the locality, and has inspired our sanguine
fiierd with very exalted notions of a life in the
woods.  Onur emigront is sure that great things
are 10 be done with very little means, he has
read so, and heard so, and he is 2 man ofa liberal
way of thinking, an officer and a gentlewan, yet
prudent withal, and not extravagant, ut least so
he thinks, full of energy and hope, two excellent
ingredients in the character of a Canadian settler,
but he wants experience, and this can only be
bouwht, too often very dearly. Heis prepared to
find things very different to whut he has been
accustomed to in the way of comforts and cone
veniences: he does not look for luxaries, he has
resvived to be quite stoical as to the delicacies
and refinements of life. Our emigrant will become
a first-rate settier. e is marricd too, and brings
with him a lovely little wife, as full of hope as
himself. They are to lay the foundation of a
perfect Arcadia, and to see a little world of their
own framing vising up around them, the husband
to be the patron and father of his people, the wife
the lady Bountiful of the village.  She 'will have
an infant school, a Sunday schoa), and the Indians
are to be made happy, domestic. civilized Leings
under her benign care. These were among the
happy day-dreams with which the young bride
comforted hierself dwing the wemrisone monotony
of a voyage across the Atlantic.

The log-house and a block of wild land had
been purchased by the lawyer who had acted as
Capt. Hardy’s agent. The situation was most
cligible, on the banks of a wild and beautiful
river, finely timbered. An inexhaustihle quantity
of pines, waler-power for saw mills, fime-stone
for building, and plenty of wame to Le had for the
trouble of walking after it gon in hand.  With
fine hardwood land for farming purposes in the
rear of the river lots, and all these advantages
for five dollars an acre.  The whole thing would
be worth thousands in Eagland, Scotlnd or
Treland—nothing could be more cligible.

The log house was represented as new and very
woud for a log house in the backwouds. The very
novelty of the thing would givea charm to its
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rudeness and primitive simplicity ; beside they
must not be over nice in a new colony. So
argued Capt. Hardy and his yonng wife, witha
look of unutterable affection, responded in the
words of some nameless poet,
“IWhere ¢’er thou art is horne to me,
And home without thee cannot be.”
She had lefeall for him to share in his hopes, and
the fortune that he fondly thought to make in the
new warld out of the wreek of what remained to
him from a small patrimony, which, overloaded
Wwith debts and heavy legacies, had to be sold to
enable him to quit his native land i free and
honorable man. A few hundreds in cash, his
half pay, some elegant articles of home furniture,
with a young. portionless, and highly educated
wife, were all that Capt. Hardy had brought to
his Lodge in the Wilderness.

CHAPTER IL
THE INCOMING—FIIST IMPRESSIONS.

TuE month of May was already far advanced,
the snowy buds of the Trillium* were wnfolding
in the warm shelter of the woods, spring beautyt
was almost goue, the pendaut flowers of the
elegant dog-tooth violetd had lost their freshness,
the starry snow-flower] lingered only in shady
bollows, fairy fern§ had begun to unravel her
delicate  pale green fronds, while the young
leaves of bass, beeeh, and ¢hn, with the tremulous
aspen were “dancing in breezy mirth” in the
warm and genial sunshine.  The little creek goes
singing merrily over its gravelly bed, and gurgling
among the wossy roots of the old cedars thatlean
all asiunt across its light wavelets, There, where
tiose silver bubbles rise, whirl round a minute,
then lwrry oft with the swift current, rises a
spring—a cold spring of pure delightful water—it
swells out from below that hollow in the bank,
and the projecting knots in the bleached roots of
the birch that twines with the cedars, hides its
source, but Juhn Sullivan, the ragged honest
Tooking Irish boy that comes whistling from the
bark covered poreh of the log house on the clear-
ing, kuows where to dipthe old battered spoutless
tin tea-pot that he carries in his hand for a dvink,
and long and deep is the dranght that he imbibes
of that delicivusly cool water.  John, it is better
than all the fiery whiskey that ever was distilled,
there is 1o folly nor crime in that pure Heaven-

* Triltiun.

4 Clay tenzin or spring Leanty,

$ Erythironium degs-tosth violet.
1 Hepatica, show-flower.

§ Adontiwm, fairy fern,

given fluid. The boy still lingers for a few
minutes to watch the blue beetlesthat are dancing
in mazy whirls upon the eddy—to listen to the
soft oft repeated note of the little hivd that busily
runs up aud down the rifted bark of the cedar,
and still ealls its plaintive cry, chicadee, chicadee-
dee, which John translates as he hies to his
oxen, *“ Catcli a baby, cateh ababy,” and wonders
at the cuming Lird, and still thinks of his baby
brother that is sleeping so snugly in the wooden
cradle at home. DBut why does John start and
spring upon that big pine lvg beside him, aud
look towards the forest road, and hark, crashing
over stones, and roots, and dry sticks, with heavy
jolts, comes ona lumber waggon, and uot far
behind, another follows, slowly they emerge from
the dense leafy screen of ever-greens, and John
Suliivan shouts with excited voice aloud to Biddy
Brennan who stands within the posts of the porch,
looking with all her eyes and listening with all
her cars, *“that the master i3 coming at last.”
The master and the mistress so long looked for
are at hand, and Biddy lurries within doors to
sweep the hearth, rouse up the fire, warm though
the day be, and hang on the kettle, while John
saunters forward to meet the teams, and soon
ascertaing that the first Instalments consist of
the household furniture, and that the master and
mistress are somewhere on the road.

Soon all was hurry and bustle within doorsand
without. The teamsters unyoking their weary
cattle, and suppiying them with hay wnd oats,
while Johnie brings water from the creek, and
Biddy allsmiles and graces, welcomesthestranger.

“Sure thin, Mister Daly, Sir, and it’s welcome
ye ave to the woods this blessed day.” she began
addressing the elder of the two men—but Mister
Daly scemed by nomeansina white satin lnunour,
and passed into the house to the fire, when having
duly lighted his short black pipe, he called for
whiskey, drank the full of a tin mug, cast the last
drops into the fire, as alibation to the fire-water
spirit, and seating himself on a corner of the deal
table, grumbled out, * Ten miles every inch of it,
have we come since nine o'clock this morning,
through roads that are not fit for christians to
travel; and neither bite nor sup have we, or the
beasts had; and ’tis now not far from four o'clock,
1 guess by the shadows. i

“Come Mistress, stir yourself, and Iet's have
some dinner.”

“And sure didn’t I put on the pratics, and
hang on the kittle, when I heer'd the firstrowl of
the wheels,” was Biddy's ready veply, * And
where is the master and mistress, the crasthurs?
flaven’t the boys and myself bLeen Wcaryin'
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ourselves with lookin' out for them day after day,
till T got a regular heart-scald of it, lookin' at
thim black stumps, and fancyin® it was them
coming all the time,”

“ Then black sturps is very desaving, Mistress
Biddy,” replied Tim O'Donahue the younger of
the two teamsters, taking a cup of whiskey from
the woman's hand with a good-humoured air;
“Here's health and long life to you, Mistress
Breanan, an easy death and a handsome buryin’
o the old gintleman, yer husband.”

“It’s not yerself, thin, Tim Donahue, that
would supply his place,” retorted Biddy, giving
her head a toss, *“ And so the mistress is coming ;
aod what may she be like 2"

“Indeed she’s not like any of the folk that you
seen lately, I warrant you.” repiied Tim. “She
doesn’t look fit for a life in the backwoods, that
I can tell you. Y am sure she knows nothing of
work. Why her hands are as small and as white
a8 2 baby’s, and she’s dressed all in silks and vel-
vets and feathers.” *

*‘You don't say so,” ejaculated Biddy,  The
eraythur!”

“ Her hushand scems mighty tender over her!”

“Too tender by half,” joined in the elder
teamster.  For my part I was out of all patience
with her whims, T only know what I would have
done if she had been a wife of mine—"

¢ Sure, Mister Daly, and what would you have
done?” asked Biddy, suspending the operation of
pouring out the tea, and gazing upon the surly
visaged speaker.

I would have lifted her down, and sct her on
one of the big pine logs, by the road-side, in the
bush, and there have left her to find her way
home as best she might. Small loss he'd have
had of her. She a settler's wife, indeed ! and he
grinned savagely.

*Och, but the likes of ye are hard of heart,
and she so delicate like, and dressed 8o fine, too,
she craythur. It's a dissolute place for the likes
of myself)” whined Biddy, *these backwoods;
where one doesn't see the face of a christian soul
once in a month, I haven't been to a wake or a
wedding this year and a half.”

¢ Come, come, good mistress,” interrupted
Daly impatiently, “ pour the water off them
praties, and let me have ny supper. We have
the wagzons to unload, and must back again to-
night, I am as hungry asa half-starved wolf.”

‘While the men were discussing their homely
meal of fricd pork, potatoes, and tea, John Sul-
livan with Biddy's son, Mike Brenvan were en-
gaged in wnloading the waggons, and much they
marvelied where stowage room was to be found in

the log-house for the furniture when it wasun-
packed.

“ And what can this three cornered article be,
all matted up so carefully,” said Mike.

“Oh, that. Why that is the young woman's
harp. She wasin a great takin’ for fear it should
be hurt inanyway. Setitaside carefully, Missus™

‘ And what can there be in this tin case, it
feels monstrous heavy for its bulk,” said John
looking towards him.

“That is the chimbley glass,” responded Tim,
set it by carefully, for its worth pounds upon
pounds. I am afeard there is neveraroom in the
house that will fig it.”

* Sure thin, can't it stand up foreninst the fire
in the kitchen, Mister Tim, and won'tit do nicely
for Mike to shave by, and for the boysto look at
thimselves in, when they come from the work at
noon-time.”

John Sullivan and Mike Brennan grinned at
one another.

¢ And this box with the bright bands to it that
shines as if it were gould,” said Biddy, who had
poked her fingers between the matting that en-
veloped the small mahogany brass bound chest.

“It’s very heavy for its weight,” said Tim,
trying to lift it aside. The two boys tested its
weight with looks of admiration.

“That’s the plate chist,” growled out old
Daly.

“The best chaney, I suppose,” said Biddy.

¢ Well, and if the old log-house won't be grandly
fixed. The master will have to get the carpenter
up to make shelves to sct it all out on, or there
won't be room in the cupboard for it to be seen to
advantage.”

“Nonsense woman, it's the gould and silver.™

Biddy’s eyes expanded to double their size, as
she repeated *the silver and gould! Why
Master Daly, you don't say the Master’s fortin is
in that box.”

* Well, its a fine thing to be rich, it's a thoun-
sand pities my man didn’t ax twice the money for
the Jand.”

“ Come, Missus, lend a hand with the piany,”
and Daly and Biddy, with an air of deep reven
ence, gave their assistance to lift the lurge case
down from the waggon.  And i3 it the master
or the mistress that plays the music?” she asked.

¢ The mistress, to be sure ; surehe never plays
on them things,” said Tim.  *“ I guess she won't
have much time for the piany, when she has
been a few years in the backwoods.”

“ Don't be picking at them parcels, missus,”
growled out Daly.  “ You had better be getting
something ready for the master aud mistress, for
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they will be herein alittle while. We left them a
wile or two back in the swamp. The young woman
didn't like the bad roads and the jolting of the
waggon, and chose to walk ; in course they’ll be
tired and hungry when they get here; you had
better have a cup of tea ready.”

Thusadmonished, Biddy reluctantly lefther post
of inspector-general to clear up the hearth and
get tea ready,  The boysthrew fresh logs on the
fire—for though it was almost summer, the even-
ings were slill chilly; and Biddy thought, and
thought wisely, that nothing served to give a
cheerful look to a room so well as the ruddy blaze
of a log fire. Little was known in the remote
settlenients at that time of elegant parlor stoves,
which have, even in the backwoods, now super-
seded the cheerful aspect and more invigorating
warmth of the wood fire and spacious hearth. In
those days consutmptions and coughs were almost
unknown, or of rare occurrence; but now you
hear of them daily, but the colonists look for the
cause to overheated, stove-heated sitting-rooms
and bed-rooms, and veturn back to the open fire-
place and healthy log-fire.

The evening sun threw the lengthened shad-
ows of tall pines and caks athwart the clearing,
brightening the tender tint of greenon the newly
sprung spring wheat that carpeted the virgin soil.
The jangling of the cattle bell, as, freed from the
yoke, they slowly took their path in single file to-
wards the decp shade of the forest; the bleating
of the calf and answering low of the cow, hasten-
ing towards the little opea pen in which it was
kept—showed that the day was hastening to its
close—the long Canadian spring day.

After Biddy had baked hot cakes, set the little
round deal table out to the best advantage, bur-
nished the tin teapot till it shone like real silver,
placed the rocking-chair in the chimney corner
for the lady of the house to occupy, and provided
an old furred cushion {for the ease and comfort of
the masther, nothing more remained to be done
but to wonder what could keep the travellers so
long on the road.

At length a shout from herboy Mike, who had
taken his post like a sentinel crow on the top of
a pine stump, proclaimed the wclcome tidings
that the masther and mistress were at hand.

Heavily leaning on her husband’s arm, evi-
dently much fatigued, the future mistress of the
log-house drew nigh; and greatly Biddy Brennan
warvelled at the rich dress of purple satin and
costly velvet mantilla and bonmnet, the long veil
and the delicate tinted gloves of the strange lady ;
and she came forward with her face radiant with

smiles—real genuine Irish smiles—to greet the
strangers,

“ Yer heartily welcome to the new place, my
lady, and sure it's the good fire and the cup of
strong tea, with the bit of cake and fresh butter,
that has been waiting you this three hours past.”

¢ Thauk you, Mrs. Brennan. You are very
kind to think of our comfort,” graciously re-
sponded the weary traveller, looking as if she
longed to be at rest in her new home.

¢ Many years may you live to enjoy your new
clearance, yer honor,,” said the Irish woman,
turning to Capt. Hurdy, and holding out her hard
work-worn hand, which an instinctive reverence
for the delicate, pearl-tinted kid glove that co-
vered the small fingers of her new mistress had
restrained her from offering in token of cordial
good-will to the lady.  Capt. Havdy smiled good-
humouredly, shook the brown hand heartily, and
felt he had made a good beginuning of a back-
woodsman's life by not disdaining this transatlantie
approach to equality and freedom in one so far
heneath him.

Mrs. Hardy looked up curiously at the humbie
structure before her, choked down a rising tear
a3 she crossed the threshold, and entered the
apurtmeunt, which, in the present state of affaire,
served alike for parlor and kitchen: two small
bedrooms, partitioned off by half-seasoned rough
boards, and a loft above—being the extent of the
accommodations afforded in this Lodge of tbe
Wilderness.

A single glance round the log-house, with ite
unplaned, uncarpeted floor, therough-squaredlog
walls and naked rafters, was sufficient to dispel
all the preconceived notions of rustic felicity thay
she had fondly nursed, and, unable to bear vp
under the woful sense of the rude reality, Mrs.
Hardy leancd her head on her hands and burst
into tears.

“Sure then your Ilonor, my lady is tired
with the long journey through thein rough roads,®
said the compassionate Biddy, addressing Capt.
Hardy.

% The heat of this great fire has overcome your
mistress,” he replied, as, advancing tenderly so-
wards his young wife, Capt. Hardy loosened the
atringsof herbonnetand unclasped thecollar of her
mantilla, banding the bonnet and cloak to Biddy,
who stood, with an air of astonishment, gaping
on the fragile figure and delicate white hands,
through the slender fingers of which the fast tears
were dropping.

“ And what shall I do wid thim, yer honor #®
she said, holding out the vclvet bonnet on her
fist—**and where shall these got"”
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493 FOREST GLEANINGS.

¢ Anywhere, in the parlour for the present.”

“The which # Biddy knew nothing of parlors
and dvawing rooms.

“ The parlonr, my good woman.® almost im-
patiently, retorted Captain Havdv,

¢ Biddy loaked bewildered—* sure an is not
the hedroom ve mean—hut that is filled up with
all them boxes and things that came in the
wagzon.”

“Well, hang them in any of the clozets, out off
the dust anywhere,”

“Sure then, here is a peg fornent the pauntry
door, where Mick hangs his blanket coat, thes'll
hang over it and look grand.”

A sickly smile of utter hopelesness passed
aver the tearful fuce of Mrs, Hardy, as she said,
+ P, eaze hang them where you like, it matters not
now. I will take a cup of tea, Mrs. Brennan.”

The cup was filled, it was of course common
delf; of ill-flavoured tea, that had been simmering
on the hot coals till all the coarser particles had
been extracted, and the decoction looked mar-
vellously like tobaceo water—this was swectened
with maple sugar; this uninviting, unrelishing
beverage was swallowed with an effort, and
the hot salaratus cake which Biddy, quite un.
conscions of the disgust of the fastidivous female,
to whom she offered it, without cither plate or
tray, was quietly laid aside untasted, a fresh burst
of tears being her only answer to the officions
hospitality of her hostesa,

* Ellen, this is a poor beginning for a back-
woodsman’s wife ® whispered her husband, bend-
ing over her and taking her small hand in his
¢ This is not a home fit for you—not such as you
ought to have—but be of good cheer, for my
gake, dry your tears. You shall have better
shielter than this scon—and the building of the
house shall he under our own superintendence. I
have been muen to blune in trusting to any one's
report in this matter, T ought to have preceded
you, and had a more comfortable dwelling got
ready. I fear we shall he dicadfully crowded,”
and he then opened the doors of the two small
adjoining rooms, and shook his head mournfully.
‘Yt is a miserable hut,” he exclaimed, when he
had completed the survey.  *This is but a poor
place, Mrs. Brennan” he said, addressing bis
hostess, whose smiles had vanished and given
place to & sullen dogged look, /s she began to
comprehend the disparaging remarks upon the
log house which, in her eyes, was a very com-
modious and bighly respectable tenement, good
enough forany gentleman, aned alizost too genteel
for the likes of her husband and herself—who bad
but a few years before huddled tegether in a twif

cabin, shared equally with the pigs and the fowls.
Biddy conld hardly repress her indignation and
astonishment, that any one could find fault with
a Jog-house of three rooms, forhye the loft, and a
porch in front, which served, as she expressed it,
for a back-kitchen,

4 Sich pride,” thought the indignant Biddy, as
“she removed the hardly tasted meal—and * thim
quality to give themsclves such airs™—as she
proceeded vnder Capt. Hardy’s divections, and
with his assistance to unpack a bed and some
bedding—with sundry articles of furniture, for
the bed chamber, Phe small room was soon
crowded, and many things were obliged to be
left unpacked, Astothe furnishingof the parlour,
Capt. Hardy with no small degree of chagrin,
perceived that the rvom had yet to be built, and-
that when added to the present building, the -
rosewond, and mahogany, damask curtains, and
Brassel's carpet, piano and harp, would be most
decidedly out of place, und quite unsuitable to
the sort of apartnent it must necessarily be,
and sti'l more to the locality. Moreover, it
had cost in carriage, duties and injury, nearly as,
large a sum as more suitable articles would bave
doue, at prime cost, at the ncarcst Provincial
town.

At length the bed having been put up—the,
weeping, weary, heart-sick child of refinement,
1aid down her acking head, and sobbed herself to-
sleep, and passed the first night in their Forest.
Ilome.

(7% be continued.)

Oaklands, Rice Lake. »

THE HORNED HORSL,

Tn Scotland, the male-servant of a country

clergyman, known by the name of “ the Min-

ister’s Man,” used to be a person of some im-

portance. Oneofthese having ratheran ccono-

ical mistress, who  grudged particularly the.
expense of candle light, John contrived atleast

to make his master sensible of the inconvenis

ence of darkness. Tt happened one night that

the minister, being sent for in a hurry by one

of his parishioners, who was taken ii}, John

thought proper to saddle the cow instead of -
the horse. After proceedinga little way, the

wminister turned back, and called out rather

angrily, that the horse had got horns. “If
there has been a mistake made,” answered

John, “ the mistress must be responsible, ag:,
she chooses to send me to the stable always,
in the dark.”

There arc few doors through which, liberality
and good-humour will not find their way. ’

The heart is the mint of all who have no other
wealth,
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WHAT MUSHROOMS COST..

Ix spite of never-ending talk avout * per-
fidious Albion,” the [French cannot justly be
reproached with heing cither a suspicious or
a timid people.  On the contrary, they often
sufler, individually, from placing too much
confidenee in those who really deserve it not;
and nationally, from having no sort of fear
or forcthought: Lut rashly rashing forwards
into all sorts of messes and dizasters, which
are as visible asthe course of the highway
under your feet to every living creature
except themselves,

In onc point, however, they carry distrust
and wariness far beyond a heroie, or even a
reasonable point of caution. ‘'Ihicy are not
particularly afrail of facing their cncmies;
but they are ridiculously fearful of touching
a fungus. They will often give eredit to a
plausible stranger; but they will have nothing
to do with any member of the cryptozamic
class, of whose antecedents they are not fully
cognizant, and for whose future proper beha-
viour they have not the most trustworthy
guarantees. A pair of lovers would as soon
shut themselves up in an air-tight chamber,
with a dish of buvning charcoal for their
entertainment, as sit down to sup off a mess
of mushrooms which their most trusty friend
had gathered in 2 meadow.  The fool-hardi-
ness of those insular experimentalists in
Leccentrique Angleterre, who feast themselves
on inky toad-stools, cotton-woolly puff-halls,
and leathery morels, is to them suflicient
proof that, droll as weare, weare by no means
deficient in ccarage.  “ Kelchup " isa British
sauce, which many a Frenchman would label
Poison ; and it must be honestly confessed
that we are not over-nice about the ingredients
which enter it.  Unless mushrooms can be
warranted as garden produce, it isin vain to
et them before a Gallicepicuve.  The mouth
may water and the palate may smack—for it
is in human nature to saffer temptation; but
the head will shake a firm negative, and the
lips will uttera decided * Mercie /7 A wild
agaric grilled ever so deliciously, bathed in

hautter and powdered with blended pepper and |

salt, would have less chance of being swallowed

in a restaurant than the very strange things

which we are told, are not strained at in such
places at all. But if only cducated in an
authorised séminary, mushrooms, served as a
side-dish, are forked up and devoured by ard-
ent admirers before you have time to look at
them twice. i

" 'We grow mushrooms in England, butona
much smaller scile.  Any dark guthGuse or
convenient cellar, of tolerably equable tem-
perature, will furnizh a libieral supply; and
they’ miy be cuitivated in the midst of the
purest country air, 1lollow spaces, something
like shallow wine-bins, oTany size that may be
Jjudged convenient, from a yard or two square

to larger dimensions, are mwade with boards
upon the floor; or they may be disposed, one
above the other, after the fashion of ~helves,
only leaving between them a svace sullicient
for the gardener to introduce his head and
shonlders.  These bins are then filled with
animal manure, Beaten down firmdy with a
mallet, and covered an inch or two thick with
a layer of garden mould.  The ohject of hav-
ing & multitude of bins or beds, is to insure
a successional supply of mushrooms, 'I'he bed
is suffered to furment for a while, without
anything more being done to it; but when
the heat is reduced to the warmth of milk
from the cow (which may he known by thrast-
ing a stick into the bed, and leaving it there
for a few minutes before withdrawing it), mor-
sels of what is known to nurserymen as
mushroom spawn, about the size of a hen's
egg, are stuck here and there in the conting
of carth, which is again beaten down firmly
and covered with straw. This spawn soon
spreads itself through the mass of the bed, in
the form ofirvegular filiny threads, mushin the
same way as a mouldy Stilton cheese inereases
in ripeness from day to day. The progress,
however, of the spawn is very uncertaing
somctimes it will lic dormant for weeks. Too
much watering destroys the bed, while a cer-
tain degree of humidity is absolutely neces-
sary. Symptomsat last become appavent that
the capricious crop is about (o hursi forth
into full bloom. The whole surface of the
bed break out with a violent cruption of in-
numerable Jittle white pimples, at first not
bigger than ping’ heads.  Itis actually seized
with the mushroom-pox, which hasheen com-
municated to it by inoculation, or to coin a
more correct word. by the act of mycelation.
The pimples grow daily bLigger and bigger,
As you waich them, you see they are coming
to a head; but instead or odious boils and
and blaing, the resiilt is what you find in Co-
vent Garden Market, neatly pached in tempt-
ing punnets. A mushroomn bed continues
productive for a month or six weeks, or thiere-
abouts, after which, yon must make another,
So far about mushrooms in England; let us
now return to those across the water,
Amongst the celebritics of the town of Lille
is a restaurateur who entertains Au Rocker
de Cancale, at the favourite sign of “The Rock
of Cancale.” Thereal rock is a hump-backed
lump jutting above the suiface of the sea, not
far from St. Malo, and jnst visible from the
summit of the famous Mont St. Michel. Why
a granite rock should be thug sclected as the
sywmbol of good living, is explained by the very
general belief that the choicest oysters of the
Channel 'hold their readezvous, or general

session, there,  Accordingly the mere words,”

Rack of Cancale, are enoagh to make a gour-
mand’s heart leap.  But'as a good deal more
genuine Champagne wine is drunk than ever

was grown in that historic proyince ; so, if all
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theoyster shells were gathered together, which
have been opened as true and native Cuncales,
they would go & good way towards filling up
the Galf of St. Malo, if they were suddenly
restored to their wirrauted home,  There:ue
hundreds of Cancale Rocksin France, all over-
hanging the same benevolent estahlishment,
but 1 doubt whether there be one whose mas-
ter has undergone mcre than him of Lille, in
furtherance of his recreative heart. 1lle merits,
thercefore, to be known by name; and I have
listle fear of giving ofivnce, by recommending
ail whom it may concern to taste the good
things of AL Puy, of the Vieur Murché aux
Poules, or Old Chicken Market—which some-
times may have also served as a market for old
chickens,

BEverybody is aware that the carte of a re-
staurant contains a number of delicacies
wiich are notto he had.  They are not merely
inserted to complete the number—like stuffed
or painted supermuneraries on a provincial
stage, or leather-backed blocks of wood ina
choice but still deficiont library. No! They
are paraded with a refinement of art, to Iash
the appetite into a state of irrepressible keen-
Bess, so that what does come o hand at last,
is devoured with as much esurient relish as if
the cater had stood a seven months’ sicge, or
had just returned from a voyage round the
world. The knowing reader is also cognizant
that there is something which a restaurant
always has ready; which is often the very
best thing you can get, the foundation-stone
of the reputation of the house, and of which
if you do not speak in terms of respect, you
must ot be surprised to be shown the door.
You have seen a professor of legerdemain
fool a grass-green spectator into the idea that
he had chosen a card from the offered pack,
when it wuas a llobson’s choice impudently
forced upon hitn.  In like macner, the restau-
rant waiter contrives, that while you fancy
you are ordering a dinner—you being still in
arassest ignorance—the very things for which
the place is noted should be the prominent
points of your impromptu feast. Thisis well,
and I do not grumble at it, provided that the
delizacy be not tripe. Lo avoid swallowing
the dose, whatever it may happen to Ve, is
quite a culinary impossibility. If the dish
goes against the grain, the guest had better
rush out of the house at once. One of the
best cooks in France that I know, compels
you to eat chitterlings (andouillets) and roast-
ed lobster, if any are to be had within twenty
miles round. That, however, is a species of
martyrdom which will be quictly submitted
to with a little practice,

At Puy’s, somehow, yca find before you
fillet-of-beef steak, with mushroom sauce.
Othier things, to be sure, are there, all exceed-
ingly good of their kind ; but what between
the merits of the plat and the insinuating in-
fluence which pervades the place, it would

not be casy to dine there often and refrain
from the steak and its mushroom garnish.
You sin, too, in the midst of a crowd. The
gentleman on your leit hund, nearest your
table, acts like a spoiled child with a lump of
plum-cake. e picks out the plums, or “ but-
tons,” one by one, and gobbles them up to
the very last, leaving the vulgarer material,
the every-day viand, to shift for itsclf, and be
consmined or not, as appetite may allow. It
is necessary now to nuake the statement that
this interminable mushroom feast 15 entirely
the result of skilful culture, under circum-
stances which may be designated as “ very
peculiar,”

AL Puy is a man of energy. At Lezennes,
a village a little to the sonth-east of Lille, ke
hias a garden which produces an abundance
of dainties. Tomatoes, melons, cucumbers,
and all sorts of furced vegetables start from
the carth as if they svere cscaping for their
life. They find a refuge under glass, when
the open air gives them too cold a reception,
But it is useless to look for mushrooms there,
And yet they are nearer than you might im-
agine.

Besides his garden and his fileds above-
ground, M. Puy is lord of a subierranean
realm. Other potentates have found their
dominions so vast and st:aggling, asto become
in the end unwieldy and dangerous, Exactly
such is the fact with M. Puy. Suppose, to
bring the case home to yoursclf, that any kind
benefactor were to bequeath to you as an in-
heritance, the Catacombs of Paris. Pray
what would you do with them, sir? M. Puy
has the catacombs, or carrieres of Lezennes,
and he applics them to mushroom growing on
a large scale. Permission granted, they are
curious to see ; but—and I now write in seri-
ous warning—if you do go to see, Beware!
Do not dare to visit them after a champagne
lusicheon, nor in company with people who like
to play the fool, and who mistake bravado for
wit and spirit.

You arc conducted to a village inn, to which
inn belongs accllar.  In the side of the cellar
is a little door, through which you descend by
wooden steps to the caverns below. The depth
is nothing, and varies scarcely atall; you are
only six and thirty feet beneath the surface.
You are furnished with alittle hand-lamp, and
a guide of course accompanies you. There
can be no harm or cowardice in requesting one
or two others to join the party; and the man
who should resolve never to enter these un-
derground quarries without a store of lucifers
and wax-lights in one pocket and of biscuits
in the other, ought not to be set down as
cither a fool or a poltroon, I am ashamed teo
confess to having thrust myself into what
might easily prove a fatal dungeon, without
the least precaution of the kind.

The spot to which you first descend is the
centre of a scries of irregular ramifications,
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extending hither and thither beneath the
carth, running off to the right and left, inter-
lacing and starting away afresh for four or five
leagues, no onc knows whither, and is not a
bit too anxious to ascertain.  They are three
or four yards wide on the average, and ahout
as many high, cut through the soft limestone
rock (which now and then falls in, in places),
but are really quite of irregular dimensions,
sometimes so low and so narrow as only to
allow the passage of a single person. There
are cross-ways, branching roads, and blind
alleys leading tonothing. As far as the mush-
room culture is carried on, a very considerable
extent of cavern, there are now and then
(rarcly) gratings to the upper air, through
which the necessary manure is let down, and
also serving as ventilators, without which the
workmen could not continue their labors. Be-
yond the mushrooms not & ray of light enters;
but cven amongst them, and with a light, 1
should be sorry to be strayed and left to find
my way back again in the course of four-and-
twenty hours.

Instead of any bins, or shelves, the mush-
rooms here are grown on ridges about a couple
of feet high, and of the same breadth at foot,
containing manure and covered with earth
flattened close by the hack of the spade, like
miniature ridges for the preservation of beet-
root. No straw is used to cover them, nor is
needful in such an invariable condition of
moisture, atmosphere, and darkness. They
follow the windings, and run along the course
of the caverns, which are made to contain one,
two, or three ridges, according to their breadth
of floor, lcaving a convenient pathway hetween
cach ridge, for the laborers to walk and gather
the produce. At the time of my visit, the
growth was slack ; I had been told beforehand
there were no mushrooms; but I found ridges
in all the intermediate states between the first
pimply symptoms of the mushroom-pox, to
full-sized buttons as big as erown-picces.
Other ridges, again, were exhausted; and
were soon to be removed, to be replaced by
resh material for the generation of fungi.
Only a small proportion of the crop is con-
sumed in the restaurant, although the demand
there must be tono trifling amount ; the bulk
is sent off to distant towns, and is even pur-
chased by “the stranger.”

Seven or cight men are constantly employed
in mushroom growing in the carrieres. They
receive higher wages than their friends above
ground, and they well deserve every sou they
carn. “ But,” said a daylignt-er who walked
by my side, “[ like sunshine, monsieur; sol
stick to the garden, though I don’t get quite
8o much pay as they do.” The ruddy bronzed
complexion of the speaker contrasted strangely
with the waxy pallid face of our guide; and
deligate ladies cught to know how good it is
for the health to be well tanned in the sun-

work twelve hours a day; consequently, in
winter they never see sunlight, except on
Sundays and fete-days, which they have to
themselves. They are more subject to illness
than fieid-labourers are, not only in conse-
quence of losing the stimulus which light
affords to the constitution, but also from chills,
and the imperfect ventilation of the place and
the gases emitted by the fermenting dung in-
termingled with those from the sprouting
mushrooms.

On the 10th of January, 1847, M. Puy en-
tered his caverns, to plan the arrangement of
his future crop. He went on and on, think-
ing of business, without discoveriug that he
had lost his way. On attempting to return,
he found that he was traversing paths hitherto
unknown to him. Sometimes he was obliged
to crawl on his hands and knees, to proceed
in what he believed the right direction, but
still he could not hit upon any beaten and
recognizable portion of the interminable grot-
to. At last his light went out, and further
progress, any way, if not impossible, was per-
fectly uscless.  He sat down, determined to
wait, knowing that he should be missed, and
that search would be made for him. It was
the wisest, in fact the only thing he could do.

There he remained in the dark all night,
seated on the floor of the cavern, he knew not
where.  Next morning, Madame Puy, his mo-
ther—for M. Puy is still a single man—find-
ing that he did not return home to Lille to
sleep as usual, felt sure that he had wandered
too far in the carrieres. Madame Puy is still
living, and in health, but she well remembers
that day, and those which followed it. She
immediately called upon her friends and
neighbors to assist the workpeople in making
a search. They readily answered to the appeal,
incurring to themselves no slight danger. The
man who guided me through the mushroom
beds, in his zeal to find his missing master
lost himself for thirteen hours, although well
provided with lights.

Another day elapsed, andno M. Puy. The
whole population of Lille was filled with
anxiety. The authoritics were called upon to
lend theiraid. The troops were ordered down
into the caverns. Drums were beaten, and
guns were fired; but it is singular, that, in
those horrid recesses, the most powerful
sounds make but little way. Douaniers, or
customs-maen, were sent for from the fron-
tier, bringing with them their powerful, keen-
scented, and well-trained dogs. But instead
of the dogs finding M. Puy, they themscives
narrowly escaped being lost. One magnifi
cent brute got 50 completely strayed, that
he must have perished had ke not been
at last discovered. Parties tied one end of
various balls of string to frequented por-
tions of the cavern, and then went forward
in opposite directions, unrolling them as they

licams at teast once or twice a year, Themen

proceeded, in the hope that the lost man
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might stumble upon the clue. Others pene-
trated as far as they dared, bearing with
them bundles of straw, a single one of which
they laid on the ground, at short intervals,
with the head or ear pointing the way to go
in order to escape from this den of horrors.
No fear there that the wind, or an animal, or
a human passenger, should disturb so slight
and frail an index! Everything, in short,
was done that courage and friendship could
suggest; but for three days the benevolent
hunt was fruitless.

After M. Puy had disappeared for three
whole days, he was found at last by a Lold
young man, in the place where he had deter-
mined to remain till sought for. The spot is
Jjust under a mill in the neighbouring village,
and is a long way from he point of start-
ting. Ilis first inquiry was, how long he had
been there? for he had no means of measuring
the lapse of time.  He was astonished to learn
that three days had been passed in that lone
concealment, without either food or drink.
It was well for him, perbaps, that he was
obliged to remain in that state of ignorance.
As the hour of his deliverance became more
and more delayed, he might otherwise have
fallen into a fatal despair. ~ As it was, in spite
of every care, six months elapsed before he
recovered from the consequent illness; and
it was probably at least a twelvemonth before
he was exactly himsclf again.

This, then, is the cost of Mushrcoms in
France in consequence of people refusing to
eat wild ones, even if gathered by persons
competent to distinguish the wholesome from
the poisonous kinds; namely, the constant
deterioration of health, and the occasional
risk of life, on the part of those whose pro-
fession it is to cultivate them.

———
THE MAGNITUDE OF LONDON,

Magnitude is the distinguishing character-
istic of London, asgrandeur of natural position
and scenery that of Naples—beauty, that of
Florence — moral interest, that of Rume —
shops, plate-glass, splendor, that of Paris.
But in no other city does the peculiar charac-
teristic of a place so force itself upon one’s not-
ice as in London. There you are reminded
of magnitude whichever way you turn. You
become presently insensible to the beauty of
Florence, to the shops of Paris, to the moral
glory of Rome, but you never forget for one
single moment how big London is, how mul-
titudinous its population. When you find,
after spending your first weck, or more than
that, in doing nothing else than scouring the
capital from end to end, in order to catch some
general notion of the place, that you are as
much a stranger as when you began your
travels—that though you havegone so far you
have made no progress—though you have
seen §0 much, you know and can remember

nothing—that the city is still as new and un-
soiled as ever—you receive a very lively, and
cven painful impression of its ¢normous size.
Everything clse is subordinate to size.
Churches are notling. You pass St. Paul's,
and give it only a carcless look. Columns
and statues, Nelson’s and the Duke of York's
pillar, even Punch’s Duke, you overlook.
Magnitude alone interests. This not only in-
terests, it astonishes, absorbs, appals you;
annihilates every other feeling.  Queens,
Lords, and Comtnons, are nothing by the side
of this immeasurable vastness. As a stranger,
this is the first topic of conversation, and its
interest never flags.  Yet it is not you, after
all, who are so much iunterested by this size,
as the Londoner himself, who is proud of it,
and forces the subject upon you. llis topics
are not of art, pictures, and statucs, books, li-
terature—they are not so much to his taste ;
but of London, its strects, squares, and parks ;
its extent, the masses always abroad, the
crowds in the streets—the nuisber of miles
around it, its growth, even at present, like
that of New Orleans or San Francisco; the
countless omnibuses, the packingand tangling
of carriages and other vehicles, fifty times in
a day, where Farringdon Strect crosses over
to DBlackfriars’ Bridge, and the admirable
police for keeping all these masses in order.
In the presence of London, it is justas it
would be should you mect 2 man fifty feet
high, and of a weight proportionable.” You
would be in a state of perpetual astonishment.
You feel, moreover, as if your individuality
were swallowed up, lost, in the enormous
mass; as, in the system of the Pantheist,
souls are in the divine substance.

——— e ————
WIN AND WEAR.

There’s no royal road to greatness,
Men must ever climb to fame;
Al the wealth in misers’ coffers
Wouldn’t buy a deathless name,
Is a noble goal before you ?
Would you great achievements dare
Brother, then, be up and doing,—
Brother, you must * Win and Wear.”

Toil and labour,—never stopping
Till you make the prize your own;

For you know, ’tis *“ constant dropping
Wears away the hardest stone.”

Never slack sublime éndeavor,
Nor 'midst cheerless toil despair;

If you'd rise above your fillows,
Brother! you must ¢ Win and Wear,”

*Tis the lesson Nature teaches
All throughout her wide domain ;
And the text from which she preaches,
Is ** that lubour leads to gain.”
Moral worth, and honest merit.—
Brighter crowns than monarchs bear,—
These you never can inherit,—
Brother! these you ¢ Win to Wear,
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A BATTLE FOR LIFE AND DEATH.*
A STORY IN FOUR CHAPTKRS.

ot

L. —THE ROUN FOR LI¥E,

Tng cottage of the poacher stood on the outskirts
of the little village at which our story opened. A
common lay behind ity out of whlch the old
poacher had cut a temporary garden, but he was
liable to be dislodged from the place any day by
the lord of the manor, who was a non-resident.
The hut itself was of the rudest description—ite
walls were of mud and turf, mixed with furze
gathered from the common. The roof was
thatched with bulrushes and sedges drawn from
a neighbouring slimy pool. Through the walls,
and through the roof, the wind blew in gusts
when the weather was stormy, and in wet days
and nights the rain trickled down through the
roofand gathered into little pools on the clay floor.
The place was scarceiy big enougl: to swinga cat
in. In the dryest bit, raised on stones, over
which sonte old boards were laid, a kind of rude
couch had been erected, where lay a straw bed
covered with what might once have been blankets,
but now looked very like old rags. Two logs of
wood served as seats—table there was none; an
old kettle, and a few bits of dishes completed the

furniture. Some wood burned in the rude five- |

place, the smoke of which half filled the hat, the

remainder struggling up the mud chimuey, or

through the numerous crevices in the roof.
Such wasthe wretched house to which the poacher
returned on his liberation from gaol. No wonder
the old man should hold so loosely to a soclety
which had brought him to a home like this. The
homeless are rarely good subjects—generally
they belong to the * dangerous classes,” but it is
too often society’s own faalt that they are so.

This wretched dwelling had another occupant
besides the poacher himself—a woman! She was
his wife—had shared his early prosperity, and
now shared the wretchedness of his old age.
Kingsley has painted that poor woman’s life in
these graphic lines in his * Yeast :"—

I am long past wailing and whining—
1 have wept too much in my life;
Pve had twenty years of pining —
Aun English labourer’s wife.

A labourer in Christian England.
Where they cant of a Saviour’s name,
And yet waste men’s lives like the vermin's
For a few more brace of game.

There’s blood on your new foreign shrubs, squire,
There’s blood on your pointers’ feet;

There’s blood on the game you sell, squire,
Aud thore’s blood on the game you cat!

You have sold the labouring man, squire,
Body and soul to shame; R

To pay for your scat in the House, squire,
An'a'&o pay for the feed of your game.

How she had lived through it all, heaven
knows! Her two daughters had gone into serv-
ice somewherein London, butshe had heard from
them rarely. What could they do for her? They
had little to spare for her wants, and their own
hardships were almost enough for them. Her

® Continued from page 381, vol. $—concluded.

one son—ah! what a dark history attached to
him, and how his inother’s heart had been wrung
by his fate!l Her son had been sent beyond the
seas—a convict—in the company of convicts,
He, like his father, had been a poacher, A strong,
athletic youth, he formed onc of a band of
poachers associated for mutual defence. In one
Vof their midnight maraudings, they were assailed
!by a body of game-keepers; a fight took place,
[in which young Crouch was a prominent actor.
The keepers were beaten off, and one of their
number was lefe on the field for dead. Young
Crouch was apprehended after a severe contest
with the police; he was tried, and sentenced to
transportation for seven years. But Crouch,
always bold and daring, had not remained long at
Sydney. Somehow or other, be managed to
escape into the bush, and afterwards got on board
an American ship off the coast of Gippsland, in
whien he worked his passage before the mast to
the United States, He had written home to his
old and solitary parents, and they had just read
his letter when we venture in upon him.

¢t It might ha’ been worse,” said old Joe. ** The
Iad wilt do well yet. He's got the right stuff in
him, has Bill,”

““ God bless him,” said the woman! “How I
pine to see hin again before I die, He was aye
a good and dutiful boy, though a venturesome
one. But what was the poor lad to do, but seek
* for a bit ot bread in the way his neighbours did 2
Ay, it's a hard life we have led, Kitty, and
"thou hastsuffered more than either he orl ha’ done.
It’s but a black, raw hole, this I’ve put vou in,”
casting his eyes about the hut; * but it's all that
was left, and even from this we are bound to go.
The squire's just come hatne, and I bin told the
old place is to be torn down over our our heads
unless we decamp. Where to go next? Into
the workhouse #”

 Nay, Heaver: forbid,” said the woman, *‘ we've
lived together all through ; and it-isn’t the over-
seer that'll part us now.”

“So beit,” said Joe; ‘“but we're gettin’ old.
My blood is growing thin, and my back stiff.
Even poaching won's keep us alive now. What
say you to Bill's offer—to pay our passage out.
Would you go P

Ay, indced! To look on him again I'd go on
my knees, if strength were left me, over half the
earth. I'll go, indeed I will. What is there to
keep us here? Do you know how I lived, Jos,
while you were in the place? Why, I clemmed,
I scarcely lived—I starved! What is there to
keep either you or me here, Joe 2"

“For me,” answered old Jog, ¢“I'm an old
wreck—battered to a hulk,—but I'll go! And
itll be the bappiest day I have seen tor a long

land, where honest men have no chance against
lords, and where we're badgered and baited by
them police and keepers, bailiffs, overseers, and
attorneys, on whichever hand we turn. Hear
again what Bill says in this letter of his:—

¢ ¢A man has a fair chance here. Even the
poor man may be rich if he will work. There is
room for all—wide plains and rich valleys, but
they are yet solitudes for want of men. It needs
not wealth to secure a footing here, but willing
hands and a stout back, There are no huge

time, the day that sees me out of this cursed"
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landlords, half-a.dozen of them owning a country
and keeping the labourers serfs, as at home; but
the tillers of the soil are its owners too, and the
Iand is open to tens of thousamls more, would
they but come. The earth scems to call out,
¢TIl me, put the seed into me, and the harvest
will be great.” There are no poor, no starving,
no poachers, no gamckeepers; the wild animals
are free to all men, and man himeself is free. It
is a glorious land, fresh as it came from the hand
of God, vet uncursed by man’s selfish laws ; still
young, hopeful, vigorous, and thriving. Come
hicre, then, and under your son's roof spend your
old age in peace, and in such comfort as I can
provide for you.'™ i

“1Well, now, Kitty, it's a settled point—who
could stand that? He knew we must go—that
we couldn't stay here and he wishing us to join
him. But we'll be of little use in that great new
Iand of his. Qur bair is gray, and our hands
grown feeble. Yet our failing years may be
made smooth aund ecasy, compared with the
wiscrable times we bave seen.”

“He was aye a good-hearted lad, was Bill.
And this bit of brass he has sent will keep the
wolf from the door for a bit, till he comes for us
ay he speaks of™

«1'd rather he didn't come,” said Joe; he'sin
danger here, and might be nabbed. 1 wonder
Le didn't think of that.”

“ What do you mean?" asked the wife, with a
face of anxiety.

“J¢'s an escaped convict, and if the police
1aid hold on him, hc'd be sent to Norfolk Islaud ;
and his home in America would never see him
more. I'd rather we sct out now, and run all
risks, winter though it be.”

But it was not to be so. The funds which had
been sent to the old couple would not suffice te
pay their passage to America, so they were under
the necessity of awaiting their son's promised
visit with what patience they could.

Months passed ; and long they secmcd to those
who waited. Long davs and long nights. The
weary hours werc weighted with misery, through
which liope but faintly gleanmed. The very
minutes had cach one of them their scparate
sotrow and privation—privation of clothing, priva-
tion of warmth, privation of food. That pallid,
wrinkled, worn-out couple, why should they live,
if only to endure? Indecd they desircd not life;
only the hope of secing their son buoyed them
wp. *When will he cowc,” they asked of each
other, until they became weary of devi ag an
answer.  “Oh! woulid that hie were here,” said
the mother, * Would that X saw his face again—
my own son!” :

The poor couple mansged, however to live.
Though the ol man had lost his gun, which had
been scized and carried off in his last midnight
struggle, he could sull springe a bird or hare as
defily as any poacher about the village. Nor
were fricndly neighbours wanting, though these
were of the very poorest—most of them of old
Joe’s own outlawed class, as familiar with the
inside of a county gaol as with that of their own
wretched bute  But the poor hiave a sympathy
with cach other which the sich know little of;
they heip cach other across mauy gaps, are
always ready with @ haudfel of meal, cr a burch

o e e e e T e A

of bread, or a spare blanket, when all other means
fail. So old Joe and his wife managed to live,
thongh they avoided exposing their privations to
their equaily poor neighbours.  Knowing what
these other poor peuple suftered, the old pair
would rather suffer on patiently than increuse
the privations of others less able to bear them,

Onc evening towards the end of winter, or
rather at the beginning of spring,—for the huds
were already bursting into green leaves—a third
person was seated in the hut, on the edge of the
wiserable bed iu the corner—the choice place in
the chamber.

“God help you,” said Bill, for it was he,—
‘“ what you must have suffered through these long
yeurs! And that you should have come to this?
* Oh mother! it's a sad coming home !

“Ah Jad!” said she, * the worst's over; for
you are with us, and we go with you now to
that great new land of yours, where we shall
henceforth live together, till we lay down our
heais in peace—your poor old futher and me.”

“Ym good for naught.” said Joe; “but I'd
like to do an honest streke of work on your own
farm, Bill’ before I die.”

“And that you shall, father!” said Bill,
dashing a tear off his cheek ; * you shall have the
best, and if my log-house is not a palace, it is at
least an honest man's home. You shall be a
farmer once more, and your own master~—with
no screwing landlord, nor tyrannical agent to
oppress you, and eat up your crops with the
vermin which they make peor farmers keep here
fur their pleasure and sport.”

* And it is really ali as you said in that letter
of yours, about the new land? Are there no
lundlords, nor game-keepers, nor rural police
there ?”

< None,” sxid Bill, his eye brightening. * What
I said was all true, every word of it. The land
there is the people’s who il it. The working
men of America are the owners of its soil.  They
reap its fruits, and enjor them tvo. As for
game, pshaw! there’s better means of living
than that—no necd for poaching for = livelihood,
X assure you. But you shall see! You shall
share my home and my land. Not another day
stail you stay here—to-morrow morning we all
set out together for the Free Land 1®

A rush at the frail door of the hut here startled
the party, and Bill sprang from the bed on which
he wagseated.  He remembered on the instant
that in England he was not free.

Twao men burst into the hut—they were police.

“You arc my prisoncr,” said one of them,
advancing towsrds the young wman. **Yicld
yoursclf up peaceably, and go with me.”

“ Hold off!” said Bill; stand back! Iam no
prisgner of yours; nor shail I be, while life's in
me.

The policeman drew from his pocket a pistol,
which he cocked, and advanced pmcuﬁng itat
the prisoncr. The mother, feeble though she might
be, was quick to perccive this movement, and
sprang upon the policcmau with a suddenncss
that took him off his gnard; she dashed the
pistol up, and it harmicssly exploded, sending
the bullet through the shingle roof. The vouth
at the same instant rushed at him, and dashed
him postrate to the carth.
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Meanwhile the old man, who feit all the fierce
vigour ot his youthrenewed at thisgsuddeninvasion
of his houseliold, had seized a cudgel and rushed
upon the second policenan, who vainly en-
deavoured to ward off with his baton the blows
aimed at him by the old poacher. He thus
defended himself, retreating, but an inequality on
the floor caught his heel, aud pushed vigorously
at the same time by Joe; he lost his balance, on
which the old man's hand wasin an instant at
his throat.

“ Hold him fast,” cried Bill, “but don’t hurt
him; they are our prisoners, and must be so for
the night. You must submit, wen, to a litle
overhauling now; but no resistance, no noise,—
else—"

Proceeding to explore the men’s pockets, Bill
took from cach a pair of stout handcuffs, intended
for his own and his father’s wrists, in the event of
the latter making resistance, and in a trice had
the policeman securely fastened, so far as their
hands were concerned.

Now for ropes,” said Bill. * Qu¢ with them,
mother.”

 There’s no such thing about the house, lad:
nothing of the sort.”

“ There's the old nets,” said Joe, “ I'll warrant
they'll do; and I guess we have no usa for them
now”

“The very thing!” said Bill; “let’s harness
themn with the old poacher’s nets, by all means;
they may wear them for trophies, and carry them
back to the euncmy’s camp, as warriors do the
colours they have taken!”

The old nets were at once brought from under-
neath the truss of straw on tho rudc bed, were
twisted into the form of ropes, and bound tightly
round the prisoncrs’ legs. They were then
lashed back to back; a bit of the rag which
formed the bed-coverlet was wrapped round cach
of their mouths, and the job was finished-—the
Prisoncrs werce secure.

“ Now,” said Bill, * you're safe for the night
You thought to take me, did you? Butno! I'm
free still, aud will be so—though not in this
cursed land. No! Inanother! with a wide sca
between; God be thanked! Farewel), men; I
bear no ill-will to you. You but tricd to do the
work you are paid for doing; though the work’s
dirty—faugh! But we'll take care you're scen to
you'll be sought up in time to-morrow; You'll
have only onc night of the fare which this old
couple have had for ycars. Now, father and
mother, let's be oft 1"

The old beggared pair had nothing to camry
with them—no moucy, no clothics, save what they
wore, 1o furniture—unot evenany of those kindly
memorics which usually cling cven atiout 2 poor
mau’s home. They carricd with them nothing
but the memory of hardship and sorrow?

So they went, not venturing one single look
back. They turned their faces across tne bleak
1ooor, towards a star which shoue brightin the
west, the herald, it might be, of a brighter day.
The world was azain before this old pair, hut
hope strode by their side, and better days, aged
and bankrupt though they were, might yet dawa
upon them.

As they crossed the covert, to reach the lane,
which skirted its further side, the partridge flew

from his nest and the hare skipped from his seat ;
but the old poacher turned not his head to notice
them. He had done with all that. His face was
towards the wind, which blew from the west.

‘ An hour will bring us to Tipton,” said the old
man, *where I know a friend, who, like me, has
seen better days, and he will give usa lift on with
Lis cart to the ncarest station.”

So they plodded on through the dark night—
dark, but brighter far than the nights of many
past years had been to them.

We return for a moment to the two men left
pinned together on the floor of the hut. By dint
of wriggling, they succeeded in working their
mouths above the cloths which had been bound,
not very tightly, about theirfaces; butall attempts
to free their hands and feet proved unavailing,
The poacherand his son had soeffectually wrapped
and tied them about with the nets, that they lay
fixed there as ina vice. They could only moan
aud long ecagerly for the return of the daylight,
The grey dawn at length struggled through the
window-hole and under the door of the hut, re-
vealing to them its hare clay walls, through
whose crannics the light also here and there
peeped. The fire had now burnt down to the
cmbers, and cold gusts of wind blew the ashes
about the floor.

“ A horrid dog-hole this,” said one of themen,
speaking in a muffied tone.  “ A horrid dog-hole
to spend a night in.”

“* Ay, itis,” raid theother, *'butthose beggars
who have left it, have lived here for years!”

“Served ’em right, they deserved no better.
That old scoundrel wasthe most desperatepoacher
in the county. I wish we had taken that son of
his—it would have heen a feather in our cap.”

“ Better as it is perhaps!”

% What do you say?”

“Why, I mean it’s better he's gone, and taken
that old poacher with him. Depend upon’t, the
country will sce no more of the lot. Theyr're
clean off "

“But we'll raise the hue and cry agen ‘em;
they've not cscaped as yet, by—."

* For my part, I don’t sce thegood of kecping
such a lot amongst us. They ouly breed poach-
<rs and paupers amongst us.  Besides, what can
ther turn to but poaching?”

“ We've naught to do wi’ that. They must be
taken, and punished—"

“ If they can be caught that'stosay. Hallo!™

A step was heard passing the hut.  The men
shouted again; and a labourer, withamattock on
his shoulder, approached the door, pushed it
open, and looked in.

“\What, Joc, what's wrong? What's the
matter 37

“Joe, indecd! There's no Joe here.  Come
aud undo these abominable nets™

“What! Is this thee, Muffles? Police!?
Why, what art thou doing in the poacher’s nets ®
Has old Joc springed thee? A clever fellow is
old Jee!?

“Off with them! Quick! No parleying!—
tirere! now. I feel a little more casy, but my
arins and legs are like lead, and as cold as ice!
This confounded poacher's doghole!”

The mnea were now on their fect, but could
scarcely stand through the numbness of their

Jemerse
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limbs. They rubbed and stretched themeelves,
the labourer looking on them open-mouthed, with
pretended obtuse gravity, and asking questions to
which the policemen however deigned no reply.
They moved to the door.

“What! no thanks ?” said the man. Not
sulky, I hope? 1 done my best, ye know, to let
you out of limbo.”

“Well, thank you then, if that's what you
vyou want. But I'm wistaken if you don’t know
as well about this business as we do; it’s nothing
but a conspiracy—you are all alike in league
against law and justice; and see if you haven't
to answer vet before the justices for your share
in this night’s work.”

* Humph !" said the labourer, turning away,
¢ almost wish J had left them to dinner and
supper in the hut. Theyrichly deserved another
tweuty-four hours in the poacher’s dog-hole.”

IV.~—THK VOYAGE AND THR LANDING.
Tue emigrants got safe on board, and a fair
wind carricd them out of the Mersey and away
to cex.

It was evening : and the decks were full of
passengers, gazing towsrds the lund, which was
still in sight. ~ To many it wag the last glimpse of
Old England which they were destined to enjoy.
Their lookslingered about the dear old land,—the
home of their childhood, the country of their
birth, the land of their fathers. There were few on
board who did not feel a thrill through their frame,
as they thoughtof that glorious oldmother-country
cruel step-mother though she had been to many
of them. They were flying from the shores that
they loved, towards the unreclaimed wilds of the
Far West, across a wide ocean, to find that boun-
tiful subsistence which their own land had denied
them. This was but one of a thousand ships
steering across that stormy ocean, freighted with
the life-blood of the old country; for it is not
lords and princes which make a land rich and
powerful, but hard-working, industrious men; and
it was with this class that these cmigrant ships
were chiefly laden.

They continued to gaze towards the land, which
was now fast receding from their sight.  Thesun
still shouc upon the Welsh hills, and tipped them
with his golden radiance. The ship's bulwarks
were crowded on the side next the shore, and
men and women Jooked their last at the old coun-
try. Families stood in groups, whispering to
each other,—some sobbing and weeping, others
gazing in sad and sorrowful silence.  Ouce group
contained a manly youth and his mother, whose
widow’s weeds told of her recent biercavenient,
and the children whio stood round hier showed that
their appeal for life in & land of plenty, now that
their bread-winner had been taken from them,
bad not been in vain,  There were many young
couples there, obviously not long married; some
with an infant at the breast as their ouly charge,

othiers with a small group of little children about ; son

them. In the cascofotliers, the nnion had beensstill
more recent; they had married and cmbarked.
Eonigration was their first step in life, and a
voyage across the Atlantic their venturous wed-
ding-trip.  There were many voung men there,
—mcchanics, ploughmen, labourers, blacksmiths,

all bronzed with the hue of labour; these men
were of the kind that forms the true stamina of a
nation,~—hard-working men, thoughtful and fore-
seeing, who did not shrink from braving perils,
storms, and hardships, for the sake of ultimate
good and eventual well-being.  Among them
stood old Joe the poacher, his aged wife, and
their son, who led them on the way towards the
land of his adoption,

“You take it sore to heart,” said Joe, in &
sympathizing tone of voice, addressing the widow,
“ cheer up, better times are coming for you and
and all of us!”

¢ Ah sad, indeed! And isn't it a sad thing w0
leave the land that has bred and nursed us?”

¢ Not so very sad if the nursing has been star-
vation.” said Joe.

* Al ! said she, * you speak bitterly; perhaps
you have cause. For myself itis like tearing my
very life from me to leave England; for I was born
there, was kindly nursed there, bare my children
there, listened to Sabbath bells there, and alas!
I have left the dear partner of my married life
under the green sod there 2

*“ But you have joys in store still,” said Bill;
“in the country whither you are going, the future
of these fine fellows about you will be a bright
one.”

It is the hope of that alone which has led
me thus far; I thought of them, and consented
10 go. It was a sad struggle; but I must not
look back now.”

« Right!” said Bill. Look forward, and with
hope. Aumerica is wide enough for all the dis-
possessed of Britain and Europe. Her lands are
rich enough to feed the starved of all nations  Sce!
there 33 a group who scem to owe little love t2
the land they are leaving behind them I

It was a group of Irish emigrauts,—the lines
of hunger traced deep in their cheeks. They
were miserably clad,—a few of them wore the
tattered great-coat, which seems almost to form
the national uniform of the country, wd their
shapeless hats were many of them shorn of the
rim, or patched, so that the original form bad
entirely disappeared.

“ Yet those wretched-looking fellows make our
best and most industrious emigrants,” continued
he. “In a few ycars, thesc men will have ex-
changed the look of the siave for that of the free
man. They will have saved money and bought
land, hesides paying the passage of everso many
of their relations, old and young, from Ireland to
Amnicrica, who thrive and get on like the rest, but
never give up their burning hatred of the oppres-
sion and crueclty which hzs driven them from
their own country.

“Why, for that matter,” said Joe, ** thereare
thousands now going from Eugland, who carry
ont no other freight than hatred to the old coun-
try, which has hunted them forth fromit.  What
do I owe to the men who ruined me, who drove
me to poac;l,xing, made my wife abeggar, and my

a

“Iold, father!™ said Bill, “let brgones be
brgones. Settling in 2 new country islikea new
Teaf turned over in & man's life,—let’s say no
morc of the previous ones.  But the land is now

outof sight, and it grows dark and cold. Let’s
below!”

b ks
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The ship sailed on; the little specks of light
upon the rocks and headlands along the English
coast, came out in the dark one by one, but these
too, disappeared, and there was nothing but the
ecowded emigrant-ship and the wide waste of
waters on every side.

Morning came, and now might be scen the
Irish emigrants peering into the northwest,
whereabout dear Old Ireland lay.  They hailed it
by the most loving names; all day the shore was
sacn on the lee-bow, like a low-lying cloud,—the
outlines of the land but faintly visible. Still it
was Ireland,—dear old Ircland,—the Green Island
—the land that had starved and beggared those
men and women who had loved it so, and whose
hearts clung aboutit still! The country that had
scourged them, dishoused them, driven them
forth as outcasts, and which yet they loved! The
old women sat rocking themselves to and fro,
with their faces towards the land ; the girls uttered
loud liments; the men wept. One Irish girl
there was, of about fourteen, who was alone on
board,—she seemed the most indifferent of the
party. Her relations are all in America.—she
wa3 the last of the family that had been sent for;
aad now, her passage paid by her brother, who
had senthome the funds, she looked forward with
joy to the new land. Ireland was nothing to
her.  She had no kindly memorics clinging about
it. Ireland had been only sorrow, disaster, and
privation of friends to her. All her hopes and
joyslay across the wide ocean.

“But Ireland, too, fuded from the sight, and
now the emigrant-ship was ‘‘aloue, all alone on
the boundless sca.”

Dull and wearisome, indecd, passed thase long
six weeks upon the ocean.  Adverse winds, then
calms. then a storm, then a favourable breeze,
then a calm again.  The crowded uncomfortable
atecraze; the wet decks; the sickening roll of
the ship; the unsavoury, ill-conked victuals ; the
same round of fuces, some complaining, many
melancholy, a few merry and sad by turng, butall
at lengzth tircsome. Bilge-water, hard biscuit,
musty flour, bad coffee, hard hammocks, nausea,
foul air, dead timber, tarred ropes, wind, and wet
—the emigrant must brave all these horrors, and
6uffer them, before bie can reach his far-off home
across the deep.

But there are dangers greater even than these
to be cucountered by our emigrants,—the perils
of the storm raging off arock-houndshorei One
day, about noon, the wind bagan to freshen, it
gradually increased to a gale, aud the night
closed in black and stormy.  The wind howled as
it blew thraugh the rigging; the vessel heaved
and pitched in the trough of the sea, and then
went carvecring over the summits of theuplifted
bitlows. Occasionally 2 wave would break against
the ship, and make it shiverthroughall its timbers.
But the labouring vessel gallantly recovered her-
aclf, aud on she weunt, plunging through the fierce
waters,

The wmorning dawned ; the weather was still
dark and rough, aud no solar ohservation could
be taken. Thie captain believed himself to be
doriewhere off the maun-land of Awmerica, nearing
the coast of NovaScatia; huthe had lost reckon-
ing, and all that he could do was to keep the ship
belere the wind, under double rcefed top-sails.

While he was pacing the deck in great anxiety,
the look-onut man on the mast-head cried out,
* Breakers a-head!” *Where away?” “On
the lee-bow!™ Those who still dared to brave the
storm on deck, among whom was our old friend
the poacher and his son, could see through the
gloomthe line of white breakersa-head, stretching
away right and left.  There was but little time to
tack, and, indeed, it was scarcely possiblein suck
astorm. In a few seconds the vessel struck with
a grinding crash upon a rock. She then swung
round broadside on the rack with all her weight,
and fell over to windward.

The passengers had by this time rushed om
deck, in a frightful state of terror. The water
was already rushing in below. Now was heard
the voice of prayer from those who had never®p
prayed before. Some shricked, some moaned,
and some cursed. “Clear away the boats!®
shouted the captain; and one by one the boats
were lowered into the water on the lee-side of
the ship, where the water was the smoothest,
though the long waves dashed angrily over the
doomed vessel. There was a rush to the boats,
but old Joe stood forward, and called out,—Not a
man stir from on board, until the women and
children are safe!” The captain insisted on this
order being observed, and the women and children
were lowered into theboats, Theseawasterrible,
vet the boats, tossed as they were on the boiling
surf like so many piceces of cork, managed to live.
The boats neared the land,—they were safe!

*Now,” said the captain, * we must manage
to save oursclves as we can, the ship is going to
picces!™  Almost while he spoke = wave broke
heavily on the stern part of the vessel, and she
parted amid-ships. Some clung to picces of the
wreck, and were carried away on the advancing
waves, Joc audhis son found themselves clinging
to a part of the ship's bulwiks and netting,
struggling to keep themselves above water, for
neither could swim. Suddenly Joe called out,—
“We are safe! I fecl the bottom!™ They had
been washed inside the reef of rocks, and were
but a score fathoms from the land. The women
and children whohad been saved, piteously wailed
along the shore, some crying for brothers, others
for hushands, whom they drecaded among the
lost. They cried and shricked amidst the shreds
of the wreck, which by this time lay streved
along the shore,—timbers, planks, boats, beds,
harrels, ciigrants’ chests and baggage. Theiill-
fated vessel had now entircly disappearcd.  Joe
and his son reached the strand, and clambered
upondry land.  Old Kitty was the firstto welcome
them, She clung round her old husband, and
wept sweet tears for his safety.

“Iv's a rough landing in the new land,” said
Joe to his son; “butI hope the worst is over.
Now, let us sec if we can help the others.™

Tlicy walked along the strand, upon which the
surf was still dashing its spray, washing ashore
bits of the wreck, emigrants’ trunks, bedding,
bulk-heads, and furniture. Little was saved,
except the lives of the passengers and crew, and
it now scemed almost miraculous that s0 many
should havecscaped.  But about twenty emigrants
and scamen were missing, and occasionally a
body was thrown ashore, round which a group
would gather hastily, to sce whetherin its features
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508 A BATTLE FOR LIFE AND DEATH.—%“QUICKSILVER."

they could discern some missing friend or relative.
Among one of these groups was scen the poor
widow, mourning over her second son, whom a
spent wave had just washed upon the beack.  Her
grief was not loud, but deep. It was another
heavy stroke of Providence; before which she
bowed her head and wept. But she was not
childless. Her other sons were preserved to her,
and as she looked upon those who had se mercifully
been saved, her mourning was mingled with
thankfulness and praise.

The weeck was necarly a total one. A few
things were saved,—a few boxes, and a little
money which the emigrants carried about their
persons ; but for the most part they had been
made destitute by the calamity which had befallen
them. The part of the shore on which they had
been cast was on the main-land of Nova Scotia,
near the town of Shelbourne, not far from Cape
Sable. The inhabitants of the neighbourhood
soon obtained intelligence of the disaster, and the
people of Halifux, and the other towns along the
game coanst, extended their aid to the wrecked
emigrants with praiseworty alacrity; and not
many weeeks had elupsed before the greater part
of them were enabled by this kindly help to pro-
ceed on their way to their various destinations in
Canada and the States. *

A year aud more passed, and the old poacheris
seen sitting under the porch of a timber-built
cottage on the verge of one of the great prairies
in Ilinois. e ismending one of the implements
of the farm, of which, with his son, he is the
owner. Before him spreads a well-cropped farm,
beyond which lies the rolling prairie, with here
and there a cottage roof peeping up,—pastures,
cornfields, little independent holdings, as far as
the cye can reach. Behind extends the deep
shelter of the primeval forest, trom which the
sound of a woodman's axe proceeds,—for his son
had gone forth in the evening to cut a fresh store
of wood. Old Kitty, the wife, stands by thedoor-
cheek looking out on the smiling lundseape.

* Well, Joe,” she said, *it’s worth coming all
this weary way, torest here in peace and plenty I”?

¢ Rest, wife 2 said Joe, looking up.  **There’s
no pleasure in rest; no, no,—work, work! 1
never felt more willing and able to work in my
life. Bringing down a bird on the wing's nothing
to farming onc’s own estate. Think of old Joe
the poacher, a landed propictor in the great Re-
public! Isn't it enough to turn & poor wan's
head ?”

“ Ah! it was a brightday that brought us here,
Jae, and wenever can he too thankful.” But here's
Bill coming laden with chips; and I must c'en go
in and have the supper ready.”

Aud so we leave the poacher's family to peace,
plenty and rough comfort, earned by honest indus-
try, in their far-off home in the West.

——— -t

The Chinese have a saying, that an unlucky
word dropped from the tongue cannot be brougnt
back again by a coach and six horses.

There are vears in the life of both sexes when
everyhody includes the one sex,—nobody, the
othier.

“QUICKSILVER.

———

Havr the world knows that the quicksilver
mine of Almaden, sixtecn miles north of Se-
ville, is the finest that exists. Its annual
produce is twice as great as that of all the
mines of the same Kind in Carniola, Hungary,
the Palatine and Peru put together. Alma-
den therefore is worth visiting. The place
has its own traffic, and no other. There is
no high road in its neighbourhood, and the
quicksilver raised is carried by muleteers to
the Government stores of Seville, where only
it may be distributed ; not being delivered at
the mine to any purchaser. The muleteers
take to Almaden wood, gunpowder, provisions
and all necessaries ; and thus the town lives
and supports its cight thousand inhabitants.
Tt is built chiefly in the form of onevery long
strect, on the ridge of a hill, over the mine,
which in cvery sense forms the foundation
upon which it stands. It used to be under
the care of a sleepy old hidalgo of a governor,
but is now controlled by a scientific officer,
entitled the superintendent, and thereis a
good deal of vigour and practical sense dis-
played in the arrangements of the place.—
There is a town-hall in Almaden, a well-en-
dowed school, and a hospital for the diseases
of the mincrs.

The diseased forms of the men working as
excavators belong only too prominently to a
picture of Almaden. You meet men in the
street with wasted faces, fetid breaths, and
trembling hands ; blind, paralytic.  Theheat
in the lower workings of the mineis very
considerable, the ventilation is imperfect, va-
pour of quicksilver floats upon the air, and
condenses on the walls, down which it
trickles in little runlets of pure liquid metal.
Even visitors are sensibly affected by it, and
retain for some time the metallic flavour in
their mouths.  The miners—who number
more than four thousand—are divided into
three gangs, or watches, working six hours
each, and leaving the fourth six hours of the
twenty-four—from ten at night wtil four in
the morning—as an interval of perfect rest.
On account of the heat, and the deleterious
nature of the vapour, summeris made theidle
time, winter the great period of activity
among the population.  As the winter closcs,
the appearance of the miners begins very cm-
phatically to tell its own tale, and great num-
bers hasten to their native plains and moun-
tains to recruit.

Their homes are chiefly scattered about Es-
tremadura, Andalusiaand Portugal.  Crowds
of Portugucse. after harvest, flock to obtain
employment at Almaden, selling not their la-
bour only but their health.  Themost robust
cmnot work in the tine longer than for
about fourtcen days in succession, generally
cight or nine days make aslong a period of
such labour as can be endured without rest.
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Those who exceed that time are obliged event-
ually to give up work and breathe unadulter-
ated air for perhaps two months together.—
If they work without due precaution, and
almost inevitably if they indulge in wine,
miners at Almaden aged between twenty-five
and thirty waste away, lose their hair and
teeth, acquire an insufferable breath, or be-
come sometimes afflicted with tremblings that
render them unable to supply their own
wants ; they have to be fed like infants. If
the disease be not checked vigorously, cramps
and nervous attacks of the most agonising
kind follow upon thesesymploms and lead on
to death. They who work within due bounds
and live moderately, using a good deal of milk,
if they take carealways to cleanse their per-
sons thoroughly after cach six hours of work
—the full day’slabour—Tlive not seldom toold
age. These diseases afflict the miners only.
The men engaged upon the ore and quicksil-
ver outside the mines, in smelting and in
other operations, do not suffer.

Storchouses, magazines, and workshops, are
the leading features of the little town. Every-
thing manufactured that is used—even to the
ropes—is made upon the spot ; and the work-
shops, lilie the whole engineering details of
themine itself, are planned in an unusually
massive way, and carved out of the solid
rock. The quicksilver mine belongs to the
Crown (under which it is let out in four year
leases to contraciors rich enough to pay 2
very large deposit), and its details are all
somewhat of a legal character. There used
to be disasters frequently occasioned by the
sinking of the works, and by fires. The last
fire raged for upwards of two years and a
half. The employment of wood, except for
temporary purposes, has therefore, been
abandoned, and magnificent arched galleries
of stone are built through every one of the
new cuttings. The deposits are almost verti-
cal ; and great pains are taken to supply the
void left by the removed ore, with a suflicient-
ly strong body of masonry. Half the ore is,
however, everywhere left standing as a re-
serve in case of any future accidents ; and the
wholc yearly supply drawn from the mine is
limited to twenty thousand quintals. This
supply is drawn by mule power from the
bowels of the hill through a grand shaft con-
structed on the usualimpressive scale.  There
is not much trouble given by water in the
mine. What water thereis has to be pumped
up by means of an engine built for the place
by Watt himsclf, which would be a valuable
curiosity in a muscum.

The ore lics, as I have said, in a lode, al-
most perpendicular.  There are three veins of
it, called respectively St. Nicholas, St. Fran-
cisco, and St. Diego, which traverse the length
of the hill and intersect it vertically 5 at the
point wherethey converge, galleries connect
them all together.  The thickness of the lode

varies between fourteen and sixteen feet ; it
is much thicker where the veins intersect, and
seems to be practically inexhaustible ; for as
the shaft deepens, the ore grows richer both
in quality and quantity. The yield consists
of a compact, grey quartz, impregnated with
cinnabar and red lead. Associated with it, is
a conglomerate called by the miners Frayles-
ca, because in colour it resembles the blue
grey of a familiar cassock worn by frayles
(friars) of the Franciscan order.

The chicf entrance to the mine is out of the
town, on the hill side, facing the south, the
town itself being on the hill-top. The main
adit leads by a gallery to the first ladder, and
by gallerics and very steep ladders the des-
scent afterwards continues to be made.—
Though the mine is one of the very oldest in
the world—the oldest I believe of any kind
that still continues to be worked—the work-
ings have not up to this time penetrated deep-
er than a thousand feet.

The quicksilver is procured out of the ore
by sublimation over brick furnaces about five
feet in height, and as the furnaces are fed
with the wood of cistus and other aromatic
shrubs, this part of the process is extremely
grateful to the senses. There are thirtcen
double furnaces and two quadruple ones,
partly erected at Almaden, partly at Alma-
dencjos—Little Almaden—in the neighbour-
hood. The minerals having been sorted, are
placed in the chambers over the furnaces ac-
cording to their quality in different propor-
tions and positions, the best at the bottom.—
The whole mass, piled upon open arches in
the form of a dome, is then roofed over with
soft bricks made of knecaded clay and fine
particles of sulphuret of mercury, a free space
of about eighteen inches being left between
the ore and roof, in which the vapour can col-
lect and ‘circulate. The wmercurial vapour
finally conducted along stoneware tubes luted
together, condensing as it goes, is deposited
in gutters, which conduct it across the ma-
sonry of aterrace irto cisterns prepared to
receive it. The quicksilver there carefuily
collected is then put into jars of wronght iron,
weighing about sixteen pounds a-picce, and
cach holding about twenty-five pounds Eng-
lish of the finished produce of the wines.

As for the antiquity of the mine at Alma-
den, that is immense. Pliny says, that the
Grecks had vermillion from it seven hundred
years s. ¢, and that the Romans in his day
were obtaining from it ten thourand pounds
of cinnabar yearly, for use in their paintings.
The working of the mine fell of course into
abeyance in the Dark Ages, but was resumed
at some time in the fifteenth century.  After
the expulsion of the Moors the mine was
given as a present to the religious knights of
Calatrava, and it reverted finally to the
Crown wore than three centuries ago.

The present workings arc not quite on the
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510 GODIVA.

old spot. Fugger Brothers, of Augsburg,
farmed it in those past days: and having
drawn a fortune out of it, by which they be-
came a byword for wealth (* rich as a Fucar,”
say the Spauish miners still), they gave up
their lease as worthless. Government could
make nothing of the mine, and therefore
caused the ground to be attentively explored.
The extraordinary deposit upon which the
miners now are operating was in that way
discovered.—Flouschold Words.

————r
GODIVA.

INSCRIBED TO JOHN HUNTER OF EDINBURGIL
By Leigh Hunt.

John rll;mtex'-. friend of Leigh Huut's verse, and lover
of all duty,

Hear liow the boldest naked deed was clothed in
saintlicst beauty.

Earl Lefric by his hasty oath must solemnly abide;
He thought to put a hopeless bar, and finds it
turn’d aside : ‘
His lady, to remove the toll that makes the land
forlorn,

Will surely ride through Coveutry, niked as she
was born;

She said—The people will be kind; they lovea
gentle deed §

They piously will tutn from me, nor shame afriend
in need.

Earl Lefric, half in holy dread, and half in loving
care,

Hath bade the people all keep close, in penitence
and prayer;

The windows are fast boarded up; nor bath a
sound been heard

Since yester-eve, save household dog, or latest
summer bird ;

Oaly Saint Mary’s bell begins at intervals to go,

‘Which is to lagt till all be past, to let obedience
know.

The mass is said; the priest hath blessed the
Iady’s pious will;

Then down the stairs she comes undress'd, but in
a mantlestill;

Her ladies are about her close, like mist about a
star;

She speaks some little cheerful words, but knows
not what they are;

The door i3 pass'd! thosaddle press’d; her body
feels the air;

Then down they let, from out its net, her locks
of pitcous hair.

Oh, then, how every listner feels, the palfrey’s
foot that hears!?

The rudest are awed suddenly, the soft and brave
in tears;

The poorest that were most in need of what the
lady did, .

Deein her a blessed creature born, to rescue mea
forbid;

He that had said they could have died for her
beloved sake,

Iad rated low the thanks of woe. Death frighte
not old Heart-ache.

Sweet saint! No shameless brow was hers, whe
could not bear to see,

For thinking of her bappier lot, the pine of po-
verty ;

No unaccustomed deed she did, in scorn of cus-
tom’s gelf’;

She that but wish’d the daily bread upon the
poor man'sshelf ;

Naked she went, to clothe the naked. New she
was, and bold,

Only because she held the laws which Merey
preach’d of old.

They say she blush’d to be beheld e’en of her
ladies’ eyes,

Then took her way with downward look, and
brief, bewilder'd sighs.

A downward Icok, a beating heart, a sense of the
new, vast,

Wide, open, naked world, and yet of every door
she pass'd;

A pray'r, & tear, a constant mind, a listening ear
that glow'd,

These we may darce to fancy there, on that reki-
gious road.

But who shall blind this heart with more? Wheo
dare with lavish guess

Refuse the grace she hoped of us, in her divine
distress?

Infancy still she holds her way, for ever pacing on,

The sight unseen, the guiltless Eve, the shame
unbreathed upon :

The step that upon Duty’s ear is growing more
and more,

Though yet, alag!it hath to pass by many a
gcorner's door.

PP

A heart that is full of love can forgive all
severity towards itsclf, but not towards another;
to pavdon the first is a duty, but to pardun injus-
tice towards another is to partake of its guilt.

Ie that has no resources of mind is more to
be pitied than he who isin want of nccessaries
for the body; and to be obliged to beg our daily
happiness from others bespeaks a more lamentable
povesty than of him who begs his daily bread,
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PRETTY MARYX*

BY JOHN MERWYL,

Trar they found such provided for them in
a moment of so much agitation as permitted
their judgment no play, and left them aban-
doned to the mere mechanical impulse of in-
stinet, proved hiow wisely the stranger had
calculated his plan of defence. A bedstead
raised up against the wall on either side the
door formed the outworks behind which the
friends crept, and from whence, in compara-
tive security, they could catch a clear view of
the extraordinary scenc that was going on ;
and happy was it for them that astonishment
and the excess of terror kept them mute.

The room was, as we have said, of pitchy
darkness, except a small focus of light, which
grew every moment more radiant,and scemed
to procced from the opposite wall, although
there was nothing there, nor in any part of
the room, to give a solution to its mysterious
appearance. Some dark object it at first dim-
1y revealed, writhing on the ground, but gra-
dually Yghted it better, until, with sickening
eyes, the Germans perceived it to be the
figure of a man, deadly pale, with face, bair,
and garments, clotted with blood, who, appa-
rently with great effort, rose to & sitting pos-
ture, glared wildly round, and putting out the
right hand, from which a finger seemed but
just severcd, motioned as though he would
repulse the savage beings, who, with Mary at
their head, had rushed over the threshold, but
now stood, rooted with amazement, gazingon
in silent stupefaction.

« Approach not, murderers,” said a deep,
hollow voice, proceeding from. the ghastly ob-
ject before them : *“you have already wrought
your worst upon me, and mortal fear I may
no longer know ;—but I come to warn—to
punish.—Kneel and repent, for the hour of
your destruction is at hand.—The avenger of
blood is behind you.—Again, I say, though
you murdered e, I would fain save your
souls.—Repent! repent I

The sounds expired in a sort of death-rat-
tle within the throat of the bleeding figure,
which having crawled to the wall, seemed to
vanish through it.

“Repent ; for the angel of Mary calls you.
Mary, you once implored him,” spoke a voice
as clear as & silver bell. A strain of music
of surpassing sweetness seemed now wafied
from above, and floated through the apart-
ment in solemn, thiilling chords, whose
strange, harrowing melancholy was almost too
paivful for pleasure. Sure never had mortal
ears drank in such sounds as those. No hu-
man touch was that. Mary—who had not
been able to restrain her screams on first sce-
ing the accusing phantom, and whose terror
had gradually augmented to such a degree,

*Continucd from page 400, volume 3, concluded.

that her husband, in spite of his own conster-
nation, had in pity put his arm around her—
now dropped from his hold to the floor, wl.ere
she lay prostrate, giving no other sign of life
but the sobs that ever and anon convulsed her
frame. Her companions were themselves now
so powerfully agitated, that they no longer
noticed her.  Indecd, they formed a frightful
group (o behold; their stalwart, half-clad
frames, swarthy visages, with eyes starting
out of their heads with fear and wonder;
their wild countenances, rendered wilder with
terror; their relaxed muscles suffering the in-
struments of meditated crime to fall harmless,
and for once unstained by blood, from their
nerveless hands.  So absorbed were they that
the repeated cjaculations of the two friends
fell unnoticed on their ears.

But the mysterious strain had passed
away. The light on the opposite wall grew
fainter and fainter, until it nearly disappear-
ed; when suddenly playing with renewed
brilliancy much higher up, almost reaching,
er rather seceming to burst from, the ceiling,
it gradually formed a still more dazzling focus,
although less extensive than before, from
which a man’s hand, armed with a dagger,
became distinctly visible ;. whilst a deep, full,
brassy voice exclaimed 113 loud angry tones—

“The time allotted for repentance is rapid-
ly passing away, and you shall all be mine!
mine! I am the Angel of Revenge—and
you—Hark ! your hour is past!”

The Iarge house clock struck one with a
harsh sound that grated on every car, and
causcd cach heart to palpitate ; * Now, I am
coming—and you are lost,"—said the voice
with increased vehemence. A triumphant
laugh followed, then a loud voice, scemingly
starting from the midst of the terrificd group,
repeated in exulting accents, * Lost—Ilost—
for [ am come!”

With one loud yell, the ruffians now fled ;
even the half-distracted Mary, uttering seream
upon scream, rose from the floor, and with
the blind haste of the hunted doe, followed
the others through the dark room beyond;
and the mingled noise of the hurried tramp of
men’s feet and the shrieks of Mary,after sound-
ingloud in the gallery, died away in a confus-
ed noise, and finally subsided altogether into
completesilence. Some time elapsed, during
which the bewildered steward and bookseller
durst not s0 much as move a muscle, and
scarcely draw their breath. A slow, stealthy
step was now heard, asif proceeding froman
adjacent apartment—a door was cautiously
pushed back—the step came nearer, and the
old man was on the point of roaring lustily
for help, when a hand, wandering n uncer-
tainty along the wall, cnoountered his arm,
and grasped it firmly.  “ Itisyou,” whisper
ed the Italian, *is it not "

¢ Sancta Maria!” exclaimed the steward, in
scarce audible accents, * are you still alive ?
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512 PRETTY MARY.

Well, I scarcely know if I am so.—Fs
spuclkt.”

“If you and your friend do not quickly
collect your senses,” said the stranger, “you
will not be alive long—that’s all—rouse your-
selves, and to horse while we may.”

"The bookseller had by this time crept out of
his own hiding place, and joined the cauticus
whisperers.  He could scarcely be said to be
possessed of life, if life should mean aught
else but the power of motion. The steward
mastered his cmotions better.  The Italian
tool. the portmaunteau from the trembling
hand of the young German, who was stagger-
ing under its weight, and urging his compa-
nions forward with rapid, though noiseless
steps, passed with them through the outer
chamber. When they emerged into the si-
lent gallery, the gusts of wind were justdriv-
ing a thick cloud from the face of the moon,
that shone for a momentin her pale splendour,
showing distinctly the deserted court-yard
and the door of the stables which seemed un-
watched. Thestorm was at its height ; the
wind howled through the distant trees of the
surrounding forest, like angry and chafed spi-
rits of the air; tne thunder rolled occasion-
ally in loud,prolonged peals, reverberating aw-
fully through the silence ; and more sad still
was the sound of the many unfastened doors
on the gallery, as they swung heavily on their
hinges, the lightning casting, ever and anon,
a lurid glare into the deserted chambers, of
which each might be supposed to have been
the scene of what the imagination dared not
dwell upon.

A slight shudder passed over the frame of
the travellers.  Even the Italian was not free
from it ; but with him such sensations were
but momentary. They had at a glance encom-
passed and felt what it takes us longer to
describe.

¢ [ad I not better try if we can reach the
stables in safety 2  asked the stranger in
Iow accents.

“Wherever you go, I follow,” said the
steward, clinging to him; whilst the booksel-
ler, instead of speaking his intention, grasped
his other armn tighter.  But their fears were
groundless.  Staircase, passage, and yard,
were alike deserted, and the fugitives reached
the stables unhindered and unobserved.

The horses were soon found, saddled, and
mounted :—therc were no others along with
them, which greatly comforted the travellers.
The only, and apparently insurmountable, dif-
ficulty yet remaining was, the notice the clat-
ter of the horses’ hoofs must naturally attract
to their movements. But therisk was not to
be avoided. The ltalian bade them suffer
him to take the lead, and follow as slowly,
and cautiously, as they could. Luckily, the
yard was not paved, and the sod was softened
by the torrents of rain which had fallen in
the cowrse of that night. ‘The Italian's keen

eye soon discovered the road from the stables
into the open country : and the moment they
cleared the outer buildings, they made for the
next forest at full gallop. For one instant, a
fresh terror froze the blood of the Germansin
their veins: the Italian, who had taken the
start of them, suddenly turned his horse’s
head, and rode back to within a few feet of
the front of the house which was now in full
view. Although prudence should have urged
them on, yet, paralysed by fear, they stood
still, gazing after him, until they beheld him
hurrying back in great haste.

“ On, on !” he said, as soon as he was near
enough to be heard by them without making
too loud a call. “Put forth your utmost
speed. T think we arc saved.”

For agood half hour they galloped on at
the utmost speed of their horses, and cleared
a considerable space of the forest; but the
Jjaded animals could no longer proceed at such
a rate, and flagged every moment more and
more. The unusualexertion of the previous
day, which had been a very fatiguing one, to-
gether with their imperfect rest, had not suf-
ficiently recruited their strength for such a
night expeditton. Though the storm had
abated inits violence, and the thunder had
ceased, the rain poured down in torrents; the
night was black as ink ; and the forest spread
on all sides with its waving, dark masses, like
an endless occan of firs. None of the party
kuew whither they were riding; it was scarce-
ly possible, in the increasing darkness, to dis-
tinguish the undulations of the road; and the
risk of being dashed against a tree was every
moment more imminent. Each recommend-
ed himself aloud, and in his own language, to
his patron Saint. Still they rode on; but
every now and then they fancied they heard
the tramp of pursuing horses and shouting
voices behind them, as the wind howled
through the long avenues of the elder trees,
and the more fragile ones moaned almost with
the sound of human complaint to the sweep-
ing blast. The rain, too, and its deceptive
pattering, added to the terrors of that night.
They rode on as in a dream, unconscious of
the difficulties they overcame-—of what their
path led to—their hearts beating audibly, and
all their senses concentrated in that of hear-
ing.

It were useless to say how often they stood
still, and listened to the sounds of the abating
storm, conceiving the murderers at hand—
mistaking the rage of the elements for that
of man; but, in what words express the
nameless joy that thrilled through every
breast, when the first grey dawn showed them
the waving outlines of the forest more dis-
tinctly, and when they first conceived the
hope, from the fair open road they found
themselves upon, of being on their way to

some large village; nor were they mistaken.
Soon after the light on the horizon grew clear-
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er, the distant baying of house-dogs sounded
gladly in their ears, like 2 welcome again to
life. ‘The high trees gradually gave way to
low furze ; and, above this, they soon saw
rising, not the miserable huts of a poor vil-
lage, but the neat, white-washed houses of a
comfortabie little market town.

The dogs were the only beings awake or
stirring in the place, and the travellers’ pale,
haggard countenances, and dripping clothes,
met no prying eyes, They all three paused,
moved by the sameimpulse, before the pretty
little church, whose gilded cross had just
caught the first ray of the rising sun; and,
dismounting, knelt in pious humility on the
wet stone steps, leading to the principal door,
of course yet closed at that early hour. In
long, though silent, thanksgivings, did each
pour out his gratitude to the Almighty, for
the extraordinary mercies of that night.

So absorbed were they in their effusions,
that they felt neither the cold of the damp
stones, nor the small searching rain, that now,
as if o complete, on their devoted persons, the
effects of the night's drenching, seemed will-
ing to pierce their very bones. It was the un-
closing of a few shutters that first roused
them, when remounting, but evidently me-
chanically, the Germans turned to the Italian,
as if to inquire what was next to be done.—
Until then they had merely exehanged occa-
sionally some broken sentences, but had
scarcely dared to listen to the sounds of their
own voices.

¢ First of all,” said the Italian, * we must
to the Awmtmann (Mayor of the place), and
make our depositions. Perhaps the robbers
may not yet have escaped.”

His two companions suffered him to lead
them like children, and after some difficulty,
for which the early hour accounted, they at
last found, and what was still more fortunate,
succeeded in waking the Amtmann. Hz im-
mediately recognised the Italian, who cut
short his kind greetings by the recital of the
last night's adventure ; but he was interrupt-
ed in his turn by the loud and united clamour
of his companions, who, scemingly as anxious
to take the lead on this occesion as they for-
merly had been to keep in the back ground,
strove each to cry down the other by dint of
the strength of lungs, and rapidity of enun-
ciation, with which it had pleased nature to

ift them. Here, however, the steward had
decidedly the advantage ; he clearly beat the
bookseller off the ficld, and eagerly, not to say
somewhat incoherently, did he detail to the
magistrate all the horrors they had gone
through ; the bookseller contenting himself,
now and then, with confirming the steward’s
words by some ¢jaculation or exclamation of
assent, with all the emphasis whith which a
Grecek chorus bears out the hero in his tale
of tragic wonder ; whilst the Italian, with
folded arms, quictly waited the moment when

their breath should fairly fail them. And
thus did the Amtmann hecome duly informed
of the visible interposition of the saints in
behalf of the travellers, in very extraordinary
dangers—nay of a palpable miracle having
been, at their devout intercession, granted
them in their hourof need. Something more
the mayor managed to collect from their dis-
jointed and confused account, about an inn, a
forest, and a few ghosts, but nothing that he
could either comprehend or make sense of. —
His patience totally exbausted, he now turned
to the stranger, who evidently was none-such
for him, and said—* Dear Signor, in the
name of Heaven, whatisall thisabout? You
must have turned these poor people’s heads
by some of your singular performance, to
which, afterall, you alone can give a satisfac-
tory clue ; for my explanations would only be
second hand at least.”

‘* Nay, the affair is more serious than you
take it to be, my good master Amtmann ;?
and he begged the magistrate to allow him a
private interview. When they came out of
the adjoining room to which they had retired,
the Amtmann, with a grave countenance, put
to the Germans several questions, bearing re-
ference to the less poetical part of their nar-
rative; and having listcned attentively to
their replies, hefbegged them and the Italian to
remain in the town until he sheuld be able to
collect their further depositions j so long, in
short, as might be necessaxy to the ends of
justice. Hethen explained, in a few brief but
emphatic words, how much the traveliers
were indebted to their companion for their es-
cape from the perils of the night, Ile had
long known, he said, Signor Thomassini, and
often admired his wondrous display of talents,
in his occasional visits to the neighbouring
great towns ; but never could have anticipat-
ed that, what he considered to be the triumph
of jugglery, should prove available for such
noble purposes as the Signor had shown they
could be turned to.

“Why,” answered the Ttalian, “chance, or
rather the mercy of God,” piously crossing
himself, * permitted circumstances to be alto-
gether in my favour. Besides the advantage
of all my parapharnalia about me, such as my
far-famed harmonica, my mirrors of reflexion,
and sundry other conveniences for my phan-
tasmagorical delusions, which I meant to dis-
play in every small town on my road—having
taken nothing with me but what I could make
use of without the aid of my partner—the
rooms were well adapted for the execution of
the doings I immediately formed on perceiv-
ing our danger. Over each door there wasa
small opening, or easement, probably provide
ed by the robbers for their own purposes. In-
deed, of holes and crevices, in the walls there
was no lack. Everything marvellously se-
conded the plan Thad in view to play on the
credulity of ignorance, and the superstitious
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terrors of guilt ; for I have often had ocea-
sion to obscrve how powerfully my art acts
upon gross and untaught minds. I did not,
as the result has proved, over-estimate my
means.”

* And the heavenly music?” said the stew-
ard, lost in amazement.

“\Vas my harmonica,” replied the Signor,
amiling.

“ But still the many different voices, from
as many differnt parts of the room " ex
cluimed the bookseller, stit. dubiously.

“ Signor Thomassini,” answered the magis-
trate, *is a renowned ventriloguist.”

* And th: murdered man 2” again asked the
inquisitive bookseller.

“Was onc of my favourite ghosts; all of
which, should I be fortunate enough to reco-
ver them, 1 intend to exhibit in this good
town befere 1 depart from it,” answered ‘Chom-
assini.

Althongh these few words of explanation at
once made the mysteries of the previous night
clear to the Amtmann, not so with Siguor
Thowassini's new friends. Toaccount satis-
factorily for an obtuseness of comprehension,
which to the modern reader may seem to bor-
der on the crudest ignorance, we must remind
him that, in the days we speak of, when Ro-
bertsou and Ollivierhad not yet exhibited the
wonder of phantasmagoria and the decepiions
of optics, these brancdes of art and science
were, if not altogether unknown, at least not
spread  among the people ; and the unheard
ot success Cagiiostro's tricks obtamed, in cir-
cles the most distinguished in intelligence as
well as rank, form no ample apology for the
sinsple astonishment and awe with which the
first attempts of the kind were everywhere
received, even among the educated.  We find,
also, that they who first made the public fa-
miliar with those arts and deceptions—the se-
cretof which, in past ages, had been confined
to the privileged few, and accordingly made
an abuse—met with favour and respect, and
were encouraged in every possible manner by
the great, with whom it was theirluck to come
in contact. The harmonica itself, now a toy
in almost cvery boy’s hand, was then buta
recent discovery, whose effects, together with
other complicated and well-adapted means,
were likely to impress with the idea of the su-
pernatural, not only the uncultured minds of
boors, but even those of men, who, like the
steward and bookseller, without being scienti-
fic, were by no means uncultivated. It took
very long, and required no small patience, to
make them comprehend the real nature of the
mystery by which they had so largely bene-
fitted, and the cxtent of their obligations to
the Italian.

The surprise of the Germans was bound-
less ; and when they atlast comprehended
the whole, they were clamorous in their gra-
titude. The magistrate now begged them to

adjourn to the ncighbouring inn, that he
might busy himself in collecting what people
he could, if possible, to surprise the robbers
in their den ; * though I doubt,” said he, as
his visitors took their leave, *“they willalrca-
dy have taken wing.”

The fricnds removed, accordingly, to the
Golden Dragon, leaving the Amtmann to take
his own measures. Nearly the whole of the
morning was taken up with relating over and
over again all that had occurred ; for not
only had they to satisfy the curiosity of the
host and hostess, but also that of a very nu-
merous assemblage of townspeople, collected
together expressly to see and speak with
them, the rumour of their tale having flown
through the place like wildfire, and excited
in every breast a feverish curiosity.

The streets were filled with groups of idle
talkers, gesticulating and resenting in every
possible key,and with every possible variation,
the tale of horror. Now, indeed, could they
account for the frequency,and the extraordin-
ary nature, of the crimes which had of late
years happened in their neighbourhood 5 and
whose perpetrators had, by successfully baf-
fling the efforts of Government for their dis-
covery and apprechension, excited a myste-
rious awe in all the country reund. Now,
the solution seemed plain enough ; and the
wonder was, how it could have escaped their
minds for such a length of time.—The Stich-
ers were so very bad; all their farm-boys
were the most complete scamwps in the dis-
trict ;—for what reason should they have kept
s0 many men to work ground which could
yield no crops?—Why, it was as clear as the
nosc on the face—a child might have hit it :—
how could Mary have aftorded her silk dresses
and Sunday finery, and Sticher and his men
the money they squandered in liquor and the
Jegeln 7 Govermmnent must have been blind
indeed ?

The popular agitation continued increasing
as time wore on, and the party of soldiersga-
thered from the neighbouring barracks, and
the country people armed with pitchforks,
whom the authurities had collected in all haste
to march against the devoted inn, returned
not, Hour passed after hour, and no tidings
of their success were heard ; atlast, when the
sun wason the wane, the more curious of the
gazers perceived in the distance a compact,
dark mass, moving slowly forward on the high
road. Their hopes were soon confirmed—is
was their fiiends returning.

When warned of this circumstance, and
that most of the brigands were taken, Peter
Sticher among the rest, by a fecling they
could scarcely account for, the heroes of the
night's adventure, mounted to a private cham-
ber, with the intention of profiting by the
window that overlooked the main strees,
through which the prisoners must pass.” It
might be, that an innate feeling of terror in-
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duced them to avoid meeting face to face those
objects which, the evening before, had struck
them with so much awe, or, perhaps, a disin-
clination to triumph over the wretches whom
they had been the means of bringing to jus-
tice.

Carefully peeping through the close-drawn
curtains, they saw the returning party pass
slowly through the street, leading the prison-
ers, strongly bound and guarded, so that es-
cepe was impossible. They were generally of
a most repulsive aspect, and answered the
shouts and trimnphant clamnours of the popu-
lace, who for the most part called upon them
by name, with looks of impotent rage. Pe-
ter Sticher alone secemed an altered man ; the
sulky savage expression his features usually
bore had given way to one of utter despair;
he seemed not to hear, see, or be in any man-
ner conscious of surrounding objects. liis
eyes were immovably fixed on ashutter borne
by four peasants, on which lay stretched a
ghastly female corpse—it was Mary.

¢ Good leaven!” exclaimed the Italian,
clasping his hands together, his check growing
very pale, “I thought she had merely
fainted.”

“1What do you mean?’ inquired with a
subdued accent the trembling bookseller,
whose heart sickened at the sigut.

“Why last night,” continued the Italian, in
3 hurried manner, ¢ when I rode back within
view of the publicroom to sce if there were
any danger of immediate pursuit, in order to
take my measures accordingly, I saw this wo-
man lying on th¢ table, her husband wildly
gesticulating over her, and the other men
looking on so absorbed and immovable that I
imagined we should yet have time to gain a
start. Bat this I bad not anticipated. In-
deed, I had meant to save, butnot to punish.”

Tears glistened in the eyes of the old stew-
ard. ““Poor pretty Mary !” he exclaimed;
¢« giddiness paved thy way to sin and crime,
and these have met their reward.”

¢ What a warning should this be fo girls of
that class,” said the bookseller, as he slowly
turned away from the cacement, for there was
nothing more to be seen.

The criminals were shortly after conducted
to a town of more importance, whither the
friends were compelled to follow them, al-
though most unwillingly, to enact the painful
part of witnesses on their trial. But when
the multifarious crimes, of which all, espe-
cially Peter Sticher and his wife, had been
guilty, were brought clearly home to them,
and confirmed by the villains’ own confessions,
they considered themselves ag chosen instru-
ments of justice, and fortunats in having been
the means of putting an end o such iniquities.
Even the old steward hims4lf, wio had once
taken so fatherly an inte.cstin Mary, and the
Italian, who regretted having literally killed

her, could not but cejoice in her having met

with her deserts, when they learned how upon
leaving the post-house where the steward had
tirst known her, Peter Sticher having taken
to the woods and his knife for a livelihiood,
the young girl, availing herself of her charms
to decoy unwary travellers into the latter's
bloody hands, had occasioned the disappear-
ance of so many foolish youths, whom her
situation cnabled her to rob at her leisure,
once had she made sure of their neverreturn-
ing to claim their own. With the funds this
traffic had enabled them to collect, the treach-
erous pair had set up the solitary inn, where
50 many more unfortunate travellers had seen
their earthly pilgrimage brought to an un-
timely close. Peter Sticher, according to the
prevailing custom of that time, ended his days
on the wheel, the fate always allotted to the
leader of a gang ; the others were executed
by the headsman,

To his no small satisfaction, the Italian re-
covered all his goods which he had well nigh
given up for lost ; but, for come hidden rea-
son, hedid not feel in the humour to make his
accustomed use of them. Ie received, how-
ever, not only the warmest expressions of
thanks and gratitude, on the part of his tra-
velling companions, but likewise as generous
proofs of theirscnse of obligation as their k-
mited finances permitted.  Morcover, the
most flattering marks of approbation from the
authorities were accorded him for his spirited
conduct, which, together with many private
donations from unknown hands, enabled him
to leave the town a much richer man than he
had entered it. lere the young bookseller
separated from his companions, promising to
write to Signor Thomassini of his safe arrival,
the very day the event should take place ; and
the steward and juggler continned their road
together, to thelittle capital, to which they
had originally both been journcying. They
were sadder and graver than when they first
met, and were heartily glad when they reach-
ed their place of destination. Most anxious-
ly had they been expected. The Count of
Ratzan, alarined by confused and exaggerat-
cd rumours, had given up his money and his
faithful servant for lost; and the countryman
and partner of Signor Thomassini was proba-
bly even more distressed for the sake of his
friend than the Count for both his losses, how-
ever serious they might have proved in their
consequences.  Great was the joy with which
the travellers were greeted by those they

sought: and the Count presented the Italian-

witha most munificent remuncration, which
as it was perfectly unexpected, and most gra-
ciously proferred, gave heartfelt pleasure to
the receiver.  He took the forcigners under
his own immediate patronage, and need we
say how brilliantly their exhibitions were
attended ? The story was soon spread over
the capital ; the Prince himsclf, and many
others of high rank, showed the utmost fa-
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vour to Signor Thomassini, who sciwards
declared he never in his life had made such a
golden harvest.  But what he most prided
himself upon were the letters he received from
the sharers in his perils and their familics.—
Their thanks, which he declured he did not
feel he descrved, were in his eyes the great-
est triumph his favourite art ever obtained.

Time has rolled on, and wrought, as it still
does, even in its most minute fractions, never-
ceasing changes.  The little market town has
risen to the dignity of a manufacturing city
of much importance ; the oceans of wood
and forest have gradually given way to the
fast-increasing development of agriculturein
Germany,and there remains of them but what
is indispensable to the variety and beauty of
the scenery.  The lonely inn is still an inn
but as neat, as comfortable a onc, a3 may be
met with in any of the minor villages. It
now, under the appellation of the Golden
Storlz, (how it got this name T never could
discover) is one of the most important houses
of arich thriving village, and affordy, as I
have myseif experienced, very tolerablé ac-
commodation.  Start not, gentle reader,—
sweet lady, grow not pale,—~when I hint at
the great probability of your having, at some
time or other, when en your continental tour,
slept in that very hhuse ; nay, as it standson
a most frequented route, you may do so again
—be welcomed on that very threshold by a
pale, sickly-Ihoking creature, whose wan face
will inspire pity but no terror—cross the gal-
lery, and sleep in one of those very rooms, in
the very corner, perhaps, where, yearsago,
misreable victin groaned in his last agony—
carelessly neglect to bolt those doors, whose
revolving creak once jarred in the car of the
helpless traveller like a death kauell,  Then,
if what the philosophers of old did say be in
any way founded on truth—that the air, and
places desecrated by crime be haunted with
visions of terror—we will take leave of you,
hoping that your dreams, when resting, un-
conscious of the forgotten past, at the Golden
Stork, may not be disturbed by any reminis-
cence of ** Pretty Mary.”

A o

Embellished truths are the illuminated alphabet
of larger children.

Only trust thyself, and another shall not betray
thee.

Few men have a life-plan, although many a
week, year, youth, or business plan,

The chambers of the brain are full of seed, for
which the feelings and passions are the flower,
soil, and the forcing-glasses,

We should have a glorious conflagration, if all
who cannot putfire into their books would consent
to put their books into the fire.

Childhood knows only the innocent white rnses
of love; later they become red, and blush with
sirame.

A PEEP AT KILLARNEY,
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Harr the world, it seems, must go this
year to Dublin to sce its very pretty Kxhibi-
tion. Not to be out of the fashion, we felt
that we must go there too: from whence or
when, no matter. We are a party of easily
pleased people, travelling to amuse ourselves,
full of spirits on the fine days, and content to
bear patiently a few rainy ones, particularly
since the idea of notes-making occurred to
some of us—an idea to which you, courteous
reader, have your obligations, since to it you
are indebted for the following memoranda—
not of the Dublin Exhibition—that must be
seen ; description would quite fail there; but
of scenes still further off. For when foot-
weary and eyesore after a week spent within
its wooden walls, we thought we would try
whether fresh air, sun, shade, waters and
mountains, nature’s own raree-show, in fact,
would revive powers a little fatigucd by these
wonders of art—admired, too, in an atmos-
phere admirably ventilated certainly, but still,
with its bewildering turmoil, the reverse of
cither healthful or agreeable in the summer
season. So we agreed to set off for Killarney,
by the train, the first time of its running
through the whole way from the fine terminus
at the King's Bridge in the City of Dublin, to
the handsome one we found in the town with-
in a mile of the far-famed lakes of the County
Kerry. It was a thoroughly wet day; the
rain was unceasing: it spoiled the view of the
rich plains near the capital, and the very
beaatiful scenery round Mallow, and made
the dreary parts of our long seven hours'
journey look still more desolate. We went
through a very deep cutting of loose clay, two
extensive cuts through rocky soil, and then
over bog, bog for ever,in some parts very
shaky still, not nearly settied yet since the
road was made upon it, obliging us to slacken
speed while oscillating on its tremulous sur-
face. The rest of the way we went at a great
rate, An omnibus with four horses, and a
number of those merry-looking open cars,
were in waiting to carry on the visitors from
the town of Killarney to the hotels near
the lakes. We squeczed ourselves into the
crowded omnibus, and soon reached our
destination—a handsome country-house, in
the midst of ncatly kept pleasure-grounds,
with a beautiful prospect of the lakes from
the front. It was quite full. We were wise
to have written to secure our apartments, for
the sixty bed-rooms were all occupied, man

of them doubly, and the parlours all engage

as it had been, and as it would be, they told
us, during the season, which lasts from May
to the end of October. Dinner, though not
super-excellent, was very acceptable, the
waiters civil but talkative, speaking, as every-
bedy else did, with such a strange drawl as

was Jike nothing ever heard anywhere in the
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world beside, except in Wales, where the
prevailing tone is almost similar.

On Sunday, between tenand eleven o’ clock,
we started for church in the friendly omnibus,
along with several other properly disposed
persons, and reached a small, rather shabby
church, very much crowded by strangers,
and requiring no particular mention as to the
performance of the service. We took a drive
afterwards on a very small hard-seated car:
no matter—tourists bent on scene-hunting
can’t afford to be too precise about conveyances.
The roads were capital, the views splendid,
the trees magpnificent, the weather perfect,
not too sunny. Besides the lovely views, we
looked now and then at lovely women, dark-
eyed, cle.-skinned, fine-featured Spanish
figures, arrayed in the blue cloak and short
red petticoat so dear to painters. We went
down a new line of read, passing Mucross
Abbey, and leading to the railway tunnel, on
the top of which some of us climbed, to sce a
prospect well worth the trouble, The whole
road, indeed, presented an endless succession
of natural beauty—now skirting the lake by
the shore, then lost in the forest, then coming
out before the mountains, and turning to the
lake again. The carman was a famous guide,
in full tongue all the way, introducing every
favourite point to us: this was the Eagle’s
Nest, that the Tom Cascade, there the Toomy
Mountains, here an oak! a beech! a Spanish
chesnut!—and truly they were trees to boast
of, the girth of the stems so great, the branches
So vigorous, the heads so luxuriant. The
holly here is a tree, and the arbutus—shrubs
elsewhere, they and the laurel,—tower here
among the forest tribe, one of the many
wonders of the scene. We proceeeded to
Mucross, quite ready to admire this miniature
of an old abbey, its little picturesque ruins of
a cloister, Gothic windows, kitchen, refectory,
library, ccllars, all in small size, but beautifully
and carefully preserved. Au immense yew-
tree, supposed to have beer planted by the
monks—Franciscans—still flourishes in the
tiny square yard of the cloisters, and fully fills
it—its boughs really serving for a roof. Itis
an annoyance here not being allowed to gaze
or ramble and reflect at will. The ruins, too,
are paled in, the gate of the paling locked.
The lodge-keeper would accompany us with
his key, and act over officiously as cicerone.
‘We must go here, there; look this way, that
way ; see best from this arch, that door ; turn
here, move there, and loiter never. So, rather
cross, we left him soon, and proceeded through
Lord Kenmare's fine domain to Prospect Hill,
which we ascended, and refreshed our rather
wearied spirits with a view surpassing most
views.

The succeeding very wet day made us
defer our intended exhibition to the mountain
pass, the Gap of Dunloe, and content our-
selves, when the weather cleared, with another
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drive, 'Theodore Hook is not altogether
wrong: it does rain every second day at
Killarney. Again we got a hard seated uncasy
machine, suited with a horse which had a will
of his own, on which we jolted along to the
poor, miserably poor, town of Killarney, to
visit the turner's shops, and sce and purchase
specimens of a thousand inutilities, made
from the wood of the Arbutus ¢ree, which
beautiful evergreen grows in great luxuriance
on the islands, so thickly dotted over the
lakes. 'We entered four or flve of these shops,
and were cruelly tormented, both in shops
and street, by venders of all kinds of goods.
One old woman followed us everywhere with
some cherrics for sale, sticking by us doggedly
the whole length of the street. Young
women from tho rival shops brought their
wares after us, even into the abodes of their
antagonists, or tried to seduce us from the
right way, to step aside along with them. A
tribe of barefooted children assailed us with
long chains, very neatly made, of horse-hair,
and hearts and crosses carved from deers’
horns. In short, the press and clamour were
extraordinary. We were really glad to be
once more upon the road, albeit a bad one,
which in little time conducted us to the ruins
of Aghadoc Church, as it stands in its old
burial-ground. In this old burial-ground was
once laid the body of Pat Burke; and as the
evening continued to be wet, and our sight-
seeing for the day was over, we cannot do
better at this very place than relate certain
adventures which once befell there,

Pat Burke was an old hedge-schoolmaster,
who was very fond of nuts. In the nut-
scason, he generally went with his scholars to
the island of Innisfallen, to fill a large bag for
his winter's store; and in this way he died,
and was buried in the grave-yard of the old
church at Aghadoe with his nuts; for, going
with his bag, nearly full, too nigh to the edge
of a precipice, he missed his footing, fell, and
broke his leg—keeping the nuts all the time,
lingered a few wecks, and then slipped away,

desiring, as his last request that the bag of -

nuts stould be buried with him. This was

accordingly done, for it was said it was hig.
intention to eat them after his death during -

the winter ; and so the story went the round,

and so of course the people did not care to -

interfere with his occupation, nor to pass the
old church-yard after dark. One that had to
do it for his sins, or in his business, solemnly
declared that he had heard Pat Burke at work :
cracking away at his nuts witk a stong,
Well, there was another death and a burial,
and a wake not far from the church; and:
during the feasting and the wailing, the
friends of the departed got uproarious in
doing honour to his memory. A gucst mors -
timid than _the rest bade them hush, and not
forget Pat Burke was within hearing, and not

to disturb him, and he at hisnuts, A Lrave-
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guest then said he disbelieved such tales; he
had never heard this cracking ; and added
that, for a wager, he'd go and fetch the bag,
The wager was made, the money collected,
and off our brave wight went, not over-
pleased, may be, that his valour was put to
the proof, and thinking, perhaps, how he
could slip out of the business without loss,
when on the road, in full moonlight, and near
o the burinl-ground, he met a friend.

4 Arrah, dem, and what are you doing
here at this time of night too?”

“Why, Tim,” was the response, I might
ask then what are you about? 1 am going
to take Pat Burke's bag of nuts away from
him, and 'm not rightly certain how to set
about it.”

“Aund 1" said Tim, “I am going to look
a little after some sheep off one’s ground on
to another's. ‘Lake hicart, honest man: see
who'll have settled matters first.”

“WWell,” said Jein, 1 don't mind it in any
way; you go your way, I go mine. Who
has finished business first, shall wait on
tother at Pat Burke's grave, and we'll share
winnings.

Jem finished first, and scizing the bag of
nuts, sat him down on the grave to await
Tim’s coming. Losing patience, and just to
make the time pass pleasant, he took some
nuts out of the bag, and began to break them
with a stone upon a neiphbouring grave.
Bang! baug! Heated with the work, he
stripped off’ his jaciet, and sat in his shirt-
sleeves. A ncighbour, Jerry, heard the bang!
bang! a little more clear than it had cver
been heard before, o needs must take a peep
to scc what disturbed Pat Burke. 1lc crept
along ail-fours, and from behind azother grave
saw the while shirt-siceves and the bang!
bang! by the light of the moon: and being
very surc it was a ghost, he took to his heels,
and never drew breath till he came within
sight of his own cabip, and then called out:
¢ Arrah, Judy, child, put out the light.—
There is a popular saying, if you sce 2 light
goon afler secing & ghost, you had better tel)
your beads speedily.—Judy was in great dis-
tress on hearing her husband’s story. His
old mother, who was sick, and happened to

.be a some sort of relation of Pat Burke's, said
to her son: “dJerry, I have twenty-five
_pounds I always thought of lcaving you in
my will. Now, if you expect 'l do it, just

e me upand carry me on your back to the

-sharch-yard, for sce Pat Burke this night 1

will, and ask the poor soul what he is in
trouble for, and what 1 can do to help him.
Now, Jury, as you valuo my blessing and my
moncy, be off with me at once.”

There was no resisting this appeal ; 5o Jerry
took his mother on his ,and carried her

:fo the church-yard, where Jem was still
:gitting waiting on Tim, and bang! bang! at
‘work ~n his nuts. Jerry, u’nd hix mother on

his back, hecard all that was doing. “Arn't
you satisficd §” said he to the mother. “Go
a little nearer, Jerry dear, for I must see and
speak to him.”

Jurry advanced, making a little noise, which
aroused Jem, who, thmmking it was Tim
arrived after gathering his sheep, called out g
“So there you are!  Are they fat or lean 3—
meaning the sheep.

Jerry, seeing the ghost, as he thought it
wag, move and speak, was so terrified, he
pitched his old mother off’ his back over his
head, and she broke her old neck, and died
on the spot. Jem made off with the rest
of the bag of nuts without waiting longer
for his fiiend Tim.  When they all came the
next day, the priest at their head, to inquire
into facts, they found nothing but Jerry's
poor old mother dead, and neither ghost nor
nuts were ever heard of again. Jurry {ook
possession of the twenty-five pounds. But
people dow’t much care, even now, to pass the
old church-yard after dark.

A tolerably fine day enabled us to start for
the Gap of Dunloe, with the addition to our
party of a young lrish friend. On our way,
we were assailed by lots of little ragged boys
and girls with picces of rock crystal for sale,
which they call Kerry dizmonds—liorse-hair
chains, bunches of heath, and cups of goats’
milk, dirty cups or broken jugs, with a bLotile
whencea drop of the ¢ cresture isadded tothe
milk, producing the compound recognised in
that part of the world as mountain-dew. The
gentlemen partook of course.  With a touch
of refincinent, they offered no spivits to the
ladies. These little Hebes bear the name of
mountain-dew girls. Our driver was amusing
enough trying to rescuc us from this mob of
urchins. First he told them, that if they
teased his ladies, he would beat them; then
he assured them we had no more moncy—
that there was another car full of quality
comning, that would give themall they wanted.
At last, to alad witk an old red coat on his
back he said, that if he kept on botherin’, he
would have him took up for a desarter. The
road to the Gap is wild, with some splendid
views; it is more hilly than mountainous,
some single-arch bridges being our most diff-
cult ascent; and although, from being told it
was castomary and nccessary to Ieave the car
and mount on ponics, we had ordered them,
there was no rcason why the car could not
have done the whole business of both up-and
down, until we came to the narrow iron gate
with no thoroughfare, placed there by a late
proprictor to prevent intrusion. The actual
proprictor has thrown open his grounds for
the convenicnee of tourists, only requiring
that each person he w0 obligs ouid write
his or her name in a book he has provided
and placed on a bracket with pen and ink
beside it  From these grounds we first took

boat, and had 8 charming rox dawn the
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lakes. The guide, in general, acts as steers-
man and bugle-man, nawes all the rocks and
islands, and relates the legends belonging to
the scene,fwith tales of giants and fairies, and
the kings of old; he wakes the echoes, too,
with shouts and shots, and sound of horn.
Moving thus dreamily over the water was so
delightful, we spent every morning, during
the rest of our stay here, in the boats. In
our last wip—a simple five hours’ rowing or
paddling about in and out of crecks,—our chief
boatman, who had accompanied us all the
time, made us stop at a pretty little island,
which hitherto he pretended had not been
named.
We had been laughing at him, and with
hiw, highly amused by his droil stories, and
still droller manner of telling them.  Hc had
discovered there were single ladies among us;
fo addressing the prettiest, he begged her,
whenever she married, to bring her husband
to the lakes, and have him for their boatman.
This being promised, he continued, lying upon
his carg, to say that he should take possession
of this pretty island in her name; and resuming
his labour, he twrned the head of the boat
towards the rocks, where, having fastened it,
he bowed us ultout on to a level bit of ground ;
and the crew then jumping ashore after him,
they all clambered quickly up the heights, to
gather large boughs of the arbutus, off which
they broke as many twigs as were needed to
decorate our caps and bonnets, their own hats,
and our end of the boat ‘They then pro-
cecded to the chiristening of the isle, produced
& bottle, supposed to contain whiskey, and
dashing it against the rocks, pronounced the
&ir young lady’s name.  Then came forth 2
sccond bottle, really containing the truc
potheen, with which they brewed a bowl of
punch. Each boatman standing up erect in
linc, his long oar in hand straight upon end,
tossed off his giass to the heiress and her
heritage, giving three huzzas at the last that
resounded far and wide. Nonscnse as it was,
it was quite inspiring, the good-humour thus
created reaching all. As we rowed away,
they began in turns to cutertain us with their
many legends, all told with the gravity of
perfect faith. Whether they do believe in
thesc fairy tales—or whether, from oft repeat-
fog them, they have grown to think them
truc—or whether they arc ncrely recited to
impose on or amuse the strangers, who can
say? One point very certain is, that they tell
them well, so as quite o arrest the attention
-of the hearers.

The O'Donoghuc is the hero of most of
these romances. e wasa giant and & prince
of old; his power is cven still felt here in his
ancient dominions. If the wind blow, he is
angry ; if the sun shine, he is pleased. There
is & rock called his prison, where, as he was
good-hearted he allowed his prisoncrs bread—

bay, filled with the water-lily, most of the
flowers white, but a few yellow amongst them,
—a lovely spot, with its surrounding wooded
banks—is O'Donoghue’s garden, where strane
gers may dip for a specimen, but if too greedy
in thdir quest, they are reminded of the
chief’s displeasure. A group of islands, one
large, surrounded by less, is his hen and
chickens—and so >n of all the rest. In truth,
the scenery is so remarkable, it could not fail
to be particularised by the poetical fancies of
its peasantry. Some of the rocks bear very
fantastic shapes. One is a fac-simile of an
cagle; another has its sides jagged into &
cerrect likeness of the great Duke of Welling:
ton: so perfect is it, that we all exclaimed at
once, as to the fact, to the great delight of
our Loatmen. The waters of the lakes are in
general dark coloured, and not very transpa-
rent: but there are clearer spaces; and while
passing over onc of these, we discerned, far
below, some rocks of various size, aod broken
stony ground, which we were assured was a
submerged city. 0’Donoghue and the fairies
quarrelled, and the people of the town having
taken part with O'Donoghue, these little
angry beings drowned the city. There was
no end to such anecdotes; and there was fun,
or what was meant for fun, apparent in many
of them.  The pretty Countess, our green and
white painted boat, was checked for a moment
before turning round a sorl of point, while
our fricnd Conncll, our chicf boat-man, gravely
apologised for carrying us into a little bay,
the best bathing-place in all the lakes, and
where, not to shock us, we should be sure to
find some gentlemen bathing. Down they all
bent to their oars, and in 2 moment swung us
round intoa little bay, in the middle of which
there stood one of these curious rocks cxactly
resembling a naked figure, that is the back
and shouiders, with the head bent down, the
lower limbs under water.  This rock was, it
seems, formerly much more perfect; it had
had an upper part resembling the head erect,
and two protuberances resembling arms. Un-
fortunately, some militia officers had been
quartered at Killarney during some former
aisturbances; these officers, to beguile the
time, thought it good sport to make- this
picturesque bit of rock a target, and so shot
away the head and arms before any steps
could be taken to prevent the mischicf. The
Lord Kenmareafthe day wus furiously angry,
but the deed was done.

In our pony or car exhibitions on the solid
carth, we had always been committed to the
care of the elder Spilane, & veteran guide
most peculiarly fitted for his vocation. On
the water we resigned oursclves to Connell,
who, talking all the while, steered us here
and there, and through the crowd of islands,
to catch & view of cvery point of interést.
These islands, by-the-by, are in themsclves

they found themscives in water. A pretty

most beautiful.  One is guite wild—a sheep-
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walk left to nature and Lord Kenmare's flocks;
a second is smartly trimmed with gravel-
walks and beds of flowers, from out of which
shrubby screen just peeps the roof of an

very beautiful if he could see, but he was
blind. The Jady passed her hand over his
eyes, and then he saw such lovely ladies, such
a fine company, such grand cating and drink-

ornamented cottage; a third is half wild and 'ing, Jaughing and dancing. e was bid to

half decorated; and all are verdant, waving
their evergreen clothing over the waters,
whose depthsconceal the iTall of O'Donoghue.
Audhere comesanother tale, as well aceredited
as our former oncs.

We had been expressing our surprise at
the very bearable music ¢~ the bagpipes as
played by the blind piper Gandsey, who had
been sent for to our hotel to amuse some of
the company. e was accompenicd on the
violin by his son; and really, we all agreed,
it was very pretty music. Sure it was no
wonder, for Gandsey's pipes were once O'Do-
noghue's, and silver-mounted ; and they came
to him in this wise. In theold times, there
was a blind piper that lived in a village over
beyant the bridge there on the Laune—the
river. He came frequently into the town of
Killarney to play to the people on his pipes.
As he had no guide, he always chose a time
when the wind was in a certain quarter,
“ for,” he said, * it will blow on my face as I
go, and on my back as Ireturn.” e played
$0 well, he drank so hard, he never thought
of the wind, which changed while he was in
the town. So when he set out on his return,
he took the contrary road, and walked, and
walked, and walked until he was tired walk-
ing, saying to himself: “I don't hear the
river gargling ; I ought to be over the strame.
1 uelicve I've had a drop too much: T'll Jay
me down and sleep it off” lic lay down
hindside of the road and fell asleep. He was
swakened by a company of horsemen. It was
Gencral 0'Donoghue and his troop. They
knew him to be O'Sullivan, the blind piper.
4 Ah, Sullivan, I want you. I've a wedding-
party at my castle: Iwant a piper.  Get up
behind me.”

O'Sullivan said he was blind, and could not
see to get up. The general bade one of his
men dismount, and place the blind piper
behind him, behind the general’s sell  They
rode on, and on, and on, and then dashed
into the lake. The piper felt the waters
rising round, and then that he was slipping
off; so he caught a hold of the il of the
horse; and when the water closed over his
head, he knew it was 2 water-spirit or 2 mer-
maid that supported him.  Ile knew nothing
more until he found himself in 2 warm hall.
and lots of people talking about him, and
women's voices. Then General O'Donoghue
approached him, and bade him play on his
pipes, which he found safe and dry on_his
knees. He played as he was ordered, and all
admired his music. A lady with 2 sweet
voice came to him and asked him if he liked the
hall—if it was not very beautiful. O’Suilivan
auswered, he dared say he should think it

play. le played. All praised him, and would
dance only to his pipes, till they went to
supper. O'Sullitan was alone in the hall
when the harper came up to him and abused
him for an old rogue to play so well, and took
his pipes and broke them, giving him all the
abuse in the world. 0'Sullivan scized him by
his long beard, and kicked him and cuffed
him ; so he was obliged to call for help, when
the general and all his company appeared.
O'Sullivan told how the harper had broken
his pipes, and he had no others, and so must
starve all the rest of his life, for he could do
nothing else for his bread. The general took
him to a room where he saw many pipes
with gold and silver mountings, and bade him
choose and keep his choice instead of what
the harper broke. e took a set, and played,
as no one ever played before.  When all were
tired, O'Svilivan was left alone and fell asleep,
Days passed and no one heard tell of O'Sul-
livan.  All his friends thought he had fallen
into the lake and was drowned. At length
he was found fast aslecp at the end of the
lake, with & bran new set of pipes with silver-
mountings under his head. Ilc could not tell
how he got there, and was still blind. People
did not just belicve all his story, only there
were the pipes, never accounted for in any
other way. O'Sullivan died shortly after,
leaving, by will, his silver-mounted pipes to
the next blind piper; and <o they have come
down all the way to Gandsey, with little
wonder that he plays so well, sccing that
they are enchanted pipes, and were once
O'Donoghuc’s.

We were just nearing Innisfail as our tale
concluded—the wild island pastured with
the Kerry sheep, a small animal like any
other mountain mutton—the same sweet
juicy tender flesh the gourmets all extol. We
found here the ruins of a monastery, which
are very extensive, and somne marvellously
large trees—one holly fourteen feet in girth,
splendid ash, immense yews, and arbutuses
dipping their branches in the water. There
is & famous tree at band, by name the necdle-
forked, the two stems dividing ncar the
ground, and rising so close together, that only
a slight youthful figure can slip through
between. Of course, this has been taken
advantage of in a place where every chance
is turned to profit. 'We clders were to pro-
cced along the path to a point not far off,
from whence we were promised a view of our
favourite mountains, the Toomies ; and there
we were to sit, and rest, and admire, while
our young heiress—she who had promised to
return with a husband to her inheritance—
had to try her luck in looking for onc. She
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must thread the needle, or live in maiden
liberty another year. Loud shouts and merry
laughter proclaimed the young lady’s success
‘We were half afraid of another punch-making;
but fine speeches and good wishes, and wet
feet, were suflicient, and sent us merrily back
to our boat tq proceed on our voyage. We
really lived on the lakes during the last day
of our pleasant visit to Killarney.

And now, bofore closing these hasty notes,
before taking you back, courteous reader, to
Dublin, dear Dublin, that beautiful city of
happy people, beautiful sprite of some negli-
gence, happy notwithstanding many rags, gay
over much misery, with the ready answer
ever at hand, and a queer jaunty sort of polite-
ness never wanting, preferable, some think,
to the sober, surly manner met elsewhere—
one word on some of the little matters that
might be mended in a country improving
every day. First, we would have the streets
of Dublin cleancr. Then there should be less
delay on ihe railway journcy. Next, we
would recommend a more moderate scale of
charges at the hotel at Killarney, and a little
more attention from the landlord. It would
not be amiss were he to makeit a rule to
receive all arriving. IIe might cven cnter
with the first dish at dinner, and take the
orders for the wines. Under hiscyes, probably,
we should have been spared the annoyance of
being served one day by a very confused
waiter,whosc unsteady movements endangered
our dresses, our shoulders, and the loss to the
dishes of their gravy—even a dish itself was
in jeopardy—a fine leg of mutton rocked very
wildly on its china plate. Also, had the
kitchen been more carefully supervised, we
should hardly have been presented, on four con-
sccutive days, with four consccutive legs of
mutton, although we had urgently called for
Kerry beef. The fowls were thin and badly
trussed, the pastry heavy, no dressed dishes
good, and yet at the head of the kitchen was
a clef of reputation, with other paper-caps
under his sway. Why this high flight should
bave been attempled wasthe mistake. What
more was wanted than the dainty fare the
hills, the streams, the farm, the dairy could
supply? These plainly but well cooked are
fitter viands for the tourists’ healthy appetite
than ill-arranged enirées. Lastly the appear-
ance of the landlord to take leave of thosc by
whosc visitings he lives, and to speed them
on their further journcy, would, with his
thanks and good wishes, be a pleasanter last
recollection of Killarney, than the formidable
array of servants watching for farther extras
which blocks up the passag: to the carriage
door. But these are minor grievances. In
essentials there was noroom for fault-finding :
the house was clean, the beds excellent, the
servants atteative, and every arrangement
was mada to facilitate the grand object of the
visit—a thorough cnjoyment of the . senery.

The week we passed there was a happy one,
pleasant at the time, and pleasant to think
over, a bright spot in memory. Adicu, then,
dear Killarney! some day, some of us may
hope to wander by those shores again, and
take another view of scenes very well worth
the very slight trouble of the journey.

——————
“THY WILL BE DONE."

Ler the scholar and divine
Tell us how to pray aright;
Let the truths of Gospel shine
With their precious hallowed light;
But the prayera mother taught
Is to mne a matchless one;
Eloquent and spirit-‘vaught
Are the words-—* Thy will be done.”

Though not faitly understood

Still those words at evening hour,
Imply some Being great and good,

Of mercy, majesty and power,
Bendiug low on infant knee,

And gazing on the setting sun,
I thought that orb his home must be,

To whom I said—* Thy will be done.”

T have searched the sacred page,
I have heard the godly speech,
But the loreof saint or sage
Nothing holicr can teach.
Puain has wrung my spirit sore,
But my soul the triumph won,
When the anguish that I'bore
Only breathed,—* Thy will be done.”

They bave served in pressing need,
Iave nerved my heart in every task,
And howsac'er my breast may bleed,
No other balm of prayer I ask,
When my whitened lips declare
Lifc's last sands have almost run,
May the dying breath they bear
Murnmur forth—* Thy will be done.”

—_——————————

If you take a great deal of pains to serve the
world and to benefit your fellow-creatures, and
if, after all, the world scarcely thanks you for the
trouble you have taken, do not be augry and
make a loudtalking about the world'singratitude,
for if you do, it will scem that you cared more
about the thanks you were to receive than about
the blessings which you professed to bestow.

Biography is uscless which is not true. The
weaknesses of character muss be preserved, how-
ever insignificant or humbling; they are the er-
rata of genius, and clear up the text.

If we examine the subject, it is not pride that
makes us angry, but the want of foundation for
pride; aud for this rcason huwiility often displcases
us as much.

The triumphs of truth are the most glorisas,
chicly because they are the mnost bloodless of all
victories, deriving their highest lustre from the
number of saved, not of the slain,
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A RAILWAY TRIP & ITS CONSEQUENCES.
Tuere is much between the cup and the lip, says
the old proverb, and universal experience attests
the truth of it,—for, is there one of our race,
whatever his age, or lot, or condition, who has
not to his sorrow realized the fact ? 1 kuow there
isnot, Ias not the youth who was ruuning full
tilt after some coveted indulgence, scen the ripe
cherry drop past his lips when his mouth was
most wooingly open to receive it?

Ias not the coy damsel who was innocently
plotting to accomplish some end, on which she,
in her simple wisdom thought ber happiness
depended, found the whole scheme most un-
expectedly thwarted ?

as she not, when with all a maiden’s inventive
ingenuity, she was quictly and steadily mancever-
ing to attain her object, found her mother step
in, and versed inall the tacties of girls in their
teens, from personal practice in bygoune days,
frustrate the darling scheme, just when it seemed
gliding on to a blissful conclusion ?

Has not the merchant laid his plans, wisely and
well, in order to realize a darling speculation, and
these have gone on for a time as his heart could
wish, so that a prosperous issue seemed certain,
b'tjust at the eleventh hour, when he was fondly
calculating his probable gains, an unforeseen hitch
has suddenly upset then, and his high hopes have
been utterly overthrown ?

Has not the lawyer been consulted by a heavy
pursed country squire, on some question of
gricvance, which adogged determination to stand
up for his right, had invested with an importance
which nothing but law can vindicate and uphold?
And has he not chuckled in his inmost soul, ashe
Iistenéd to the goosz who seemed so anxious to
be plucked,—a long list of pleas, answers,
demurrers, replies and duplicates, with their in-
separable concomitants of fees for advising,
charges for extending, and retainers for pleading,
dancing before his mind's eye in all the glory of
what is known in Scotlind as “a thriving plea,”
i. ¢. a Law Suit, with a strong principle of
vitality init. But the atmosphere of 2 lawyer's
office, the ominous bundles of papers, the long
ranges of books in professional binding, and
above all, the legal jargon of the proceeding,
alarmed the simple squire, so that after asleepless
night, he determined to drop the business—
pocket the wrong, and keep out of the grasp of
a lawser's clutches, and the Jegal spider disap-
pointed of his prey, has had to shake his web
again and see that its threads were in better trim
1o secure the next fly that blundered into them.

In short, where is the child of man, who has
not by some unforeseen occurrence, been bam-
boozled out of what he had counted on a3 a fore-
gone conclusion ?

This is a Jong preamble, but it is pertinent to
iy purpose, for I am yet aching from the effects
of a disappointment on which I'did not reckon,
when I started the other day, on what I designed
to be, a pleasant expedition.

Let me premise, too, that I have been s
traveller by seaand land, for somewhat more than
thirty years, and never was one minute behind
time for ship or steamer, stage-coach or rail-car,
on the contrary, I have had always some balf
hour to spend in superintending the preparations
for starting, and watching the arrival of puffing
and bustling passengers.

Thus confirmed asI vainly thought in habits of
punctuality, I repaired to the railway station of
the finest city in the neighboring States, New
Haven, to wit, aud took my place in onc of the
cars, to visit another city some thirty miles
distant. Exactly at the stipuluted hour the train
started, and was soon whirling along a coast
which must have cost the sturdy Puritan Fathers
many & heartache, ere they wrung out of it the
needful aliment for the life that now is.

Qur company was as usual in a railway car, a
miscellaneous one, it comprechended age and
infancy, married folks and single, rich and poor,
there were grand-mammas with pet grandchildren,
and mothers with their littlc ones out for a
jaunt. Gents trying to read newspapers, and
youths poring over some cheap novel,—delicate
ladies who dreaded the draft from open windows,
and nervous ones who could not breathe while
they were shut,—sweet smiling damsels, with
moustached and scented dandy ‘acquaintances,
to see then safely in and out of the car,—farmers
and mechanics,—one young couple with thelr
squalling first born, and an innocent pair, who
had very recently plighted their troth to each
other, and were as yet under the potentinfluenca
of the Honey Moon, for open and unwearied was
the billing and cooing in which they indulged,
notwithstanding the many eyes of wondering
misses which intently watched them.

Such we were a motley assemblage it is trae,
but all satisfied, and on we rattled, from station
to station, now leaving, and no new comers adding
to, our numbers. )

Like ail travellers whose misfortune it is to
journcy alone, I prefer a scat on which I haveno
companion, aud as in every car there are several
of these, I generally choose that next the door,
which faces the company, because I can vary the
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monotony by a furtive glance at the varied coun-
tenances before me, ag well as by a sidling look
at the landscape which is careering past the
window,

Ihad Le Diable Boiteux in my pocket, but
reading was out of the question in that road, nor
did I regret it. T had a group before me which
Lavater would have delighted to gaze upon, and
outside I caught a glimpse of thealternate patches
of cultivated land, bare rock, and salt marshes,
by which we bolted. Then we would soon be at
our journey's end,—I would look on my fellow
passengers as they parted, never to meet again
under one roof in this world, and I would see the
city of whaling vessels,

But alas! in these foreshadowings of coming
entertainment, I reckoned without mine host,
these little enjoyments -were not to fall to my lot,
a very different termination of my jaunt awaited
me. I was not to see my fellow travellers emerge
from their places, and severally wend their ways
to their desired havens. I was not to ascertain
whether the happy billing couple would be as
loving in the street as they had shown themselves
in the car, nor was I to watch how the frail
grandmamma would pilot her boisterous, wilfut
pet through the bustle and business of the
terminus.

The cup was in my hands it is true, but it was
not destined to reach my lips.

All however went smoothly with me, till we
reached and were ferried over the Connecticut
River, where other cars awaited us; the change
was soon made, the swarm of human beings who
streamed out of the set of cars, soon found their
way into another, andin a few seconds all were
humming in their chosen places. 1, too, got my
customary corner, but there was some delay in
starting. The authorities were apparently hold-
ing a council ; all was bushed and still while they
were confabbing, here then was an opportunity
for meto catch a look up theriver, whose beauties
I had heard greatly extolled. I had only to step
on to the platform, and round the station-house,
and all would be before me. Inan evil hour, I
forsook my place, and sought the stolen pleasure,
end sweet it was, for the instant I enjoyed it, the
broad waters were slecpiog in sunshine, and their
Beautiful banks were a fitting fringe to them,
¢tthis is indeed a Jovely river,” said X to one who
had followed me out of the car and now stood
beside me, but his answer put my poetieal feel-
ings to flight,—* the train’s off,” he shouted and
ran, I followlug but altogether incredulous of the
fact, forno biell had rung, nor had the usual ey,

right, the train had started, he ran and shouted,
and the brakesman saw and heard us; for the
last car was not ten yards from the platform on
which we were running, but the rascal whose
unmistakeable Milesian phiz was dilated at the
fun, & ‘aned at our frantic efforts to overtake the
train.

These were verily made in vain, for what could
two poor mortals do, though their strength had
not only been combined, but quadrupled, in con-
tending with the condensed speed of a troop of
horses? We nevertheless still ran, yet the
distance widened between us, and though we
hallooed as if the well-being of the State had
been at issue, it booted us not, the steam beat us
hollow. Yet we clung in hope to the cars, and
strove to comfort one another, as we still trotted
on—that the engine would be reversed ime
mediately—we were sure of that—they would
never leave two passengers who had paid their
fare, to the tender mercies of a scorching sun on
an exposed track, they could not but know that
scores upon scores had been destroyed lately by
coups de soleil, and they never would abandon us
to the risk of such a casualty,—so we reasoned
to our own entire satisfaction,—the thing was
inconceivable,—they never could and they never
would, but our convictions could not stop the
train, for it still sped on till it disappeared in the
far distance, and we became at length thoroughly
alive to the fact, that we were left behind, with
ten miles between us and our goal.

Like wise men and good philosophers, we
began now to compare notes, as to our relative
misfortune, for there might be a drop of comfors
to the one, if the other had more to grieve for,
and certainly that comfort was mine, for my
brother in tribulation had more abundant cuuse
for lamentations than I, for he had that morning
started from New York to see his family after an
absence of cleven months, they Tived in a village
six miles beyond the city we were bound to, and

the following day; morcover he had nlregdy
missed a train in the morning, and wﬂkediﬁﬁ

he should walk steadily on, he would be too-late
for the steamboat which sailed in the evening for
his village, and he would, therefore, have to walk
the six miles farther, 8o that he would merely
have an bouror two with his wife and children,
bd he had to leave them again. Hec had, there-
fore, ample cause for complaining, whercas, my
only ground of complaint was, that I was well
stricken in years, and thougha tolerahle pedestrian

22l aboard,” been uttered, but verily he Was

.

on a good path ora plnnk road, I trembled at the

he had to be back to his vessel in New York om-

miles, and now the probabdnv was, that thwgl o
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thought of struggling for 16 miles along a track
which was madc up of loosesand or looser gravel ;
morcover, from the detestable station house which
had hidden the moving off of the train from us,
far onward as the eye could reach, not a single
dwelling was visible, g0 that the journey had
every appearauce of beiug a tiresomely lonely
ane.

So circumstanced, we vaused for a little to
eousider whether we should wait six hours for
the next train or push on, trusting that we might
ere long come upon some farmers lot where a
conveyance might be hired. My companion
decided for the latter alternative, and I drawn by
sympathy resolved to accompany him.

‘We began, then, our dreary pilgrimage, and
dreary it was, indeed, seeing that in eight miles
we gaw not a house, nor met a human being, the
footing too, was execrable—and to me, at least,
intolerably fatiguing, the sand yielding at every
step; while to crown my misery we bad several
bridges to pass along, mere car breadths of sleep-
ers, supported on piles, on which the rails were
laid, and stretching across little bays of salt
water, some forty or fi(ty yards, and one at least
three times that length.

Now, gentle reader, imagine an old man an
amateur traveller, picking his steps along the
villainous viaducts, over sleepers nearly three
feet apart, with the green, green sea gurgling and
billowing in all its tantalizing wantouness under
his feet, without one friendly board to hide its
restless motion from his aching eyes; and you
can judge of the grim exercise I had to go
through, and the measure of enjoyment I had in
performing it. It was far otherwise with my
nautical chum, who, had his feet been garnished
with claws, could not have clung to them more
securcly than he did, his head never swam, his
heart never fluttered, his knees never shook, but
on, on, on, plank after plank he footed over as
deft'y as if he had been on dry land.

It was rot so with e, my cyes reeled, my head
was dizzy, my heart thumped until I gasped from
its throbbing, and Belshuzzars knees were not
more loose in their joints than mine, they literally
smote each other, for there was a smart breeze
setting in from the sea, and more than once Ihad
to stand still to regain my balance and rally my
gcattered wits—I felt that there was but a step
between e and death—a lustier poff of wind or
an extra smiting of my joints might have sent me

-the way of all the carth, and closed for ever my

peregrinations.  Oh! how fervently did T give
God thanks when I had fairly got over the first
of these rascally footways, little knowing that

more and mightier were they which I had yet to
encounter,—one reflection of my bluff associate
cast a gleam of comfort into my troubled spirit,
I candidly confess the fact. ¢ What if there’s
been a blow up in the train? I gucss if there has
we're better as weare,” and I really thought as
he did—the thing was possible, and ifit did hap-
pen, then our being left behind would be a pro-
vidential escape,—but the comfort did not last,
nothing of the kind occurred, no wreck of either
car or carcass did we meet with on our solitary
way, only the bare weary rails in their misty lon-
gitude stretched away indefinitely before us.

I hate a straight road, I have utterly loathed
one, ever since when leaving Paris for Boulogne,
I passed along the Chaussée Royale, through the
forest of Chantilly many years ago, the lumber-
ing diligence entered on it long before noon, and
at night-fall was still trundling along it, the Chau-
see before and behind it, straight and pointed a®
aneedle, and nothing on cither side but tall trees,
where sombre shade made the solitude more
dreary—nay, so irksome did it become, thast
there was reaily something enlivening in the
crack of the postillions whip; his very * sacrées®
were rousing, and the tinkling of the miscrable
ill-assorted bells which were tied here and there
upon the sorry harness of the horses was a sort
of relicf.

Yet grievous as the monotony of the road was
—TI wasperched up inthe coupée and stretched at
my case, my annoyances were merely mental, and
I managed at times to forget these in a comfors-
able snoose.

But it was not so now, on this railroad excur-
sion here; there wasa miserable monotony to
jade the mind, gricvous fatizue to exhaust the
body, and fear and trembling on the detestable
viaducts to give pungency to both—moreover,
with a broiling August sun flaming over our
heads—thirst—burning thirst filled up the measure
of my woes. I fancied that I realized in all its
intensity, the misery of pilgrims in the desert,—
for we were in a wilderness of salt meadows—not
a rill of fresh water was there,~water there was
in abundance, but it was that of the sea, and
there was no well, for man had with one conscnt
abandoned the coast, as too bleak for his abode
and too bare for his culture. Duringtwelve weary
miles not a buman being did we see, save three
laborers on & portion of the road, but theso told
us there was a house a little further on,—this
oasis we at length reached, and moistened our
parched throats with copious draughts of spark-
ling cold water, and here I learned to my ua-

speakable satisfaction, that the station-house was
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a mile distant, and that there the public road
could be taken which was as direct to the city as
the rail track.

Disgusted as cver exhausted traveller was
with the exccrable road he had to trudge over,
the thought of escaping from its sand and gravel,
was a merciful relief, and with a stout heart T set
out-to master the remaining mile, but alag, I had
not as yet emptied my cup of suffering, for we
shortly came upon one of the longest viaducts
which had yet been met with, and as if to increase
my tribulations the sleepers were wider apart
than usual. One solatium I had however in this,
the extremity of my trial—there was a good deal
of undersparring in the framework of the bridge,
which hid the motion of the water, and greatly
lessencd my perplexity—with this as the capping
of my calamity, my trouble ended, for we shortly
after got upon the main road, and a waggon com-
ing up its hearty owner invited us to come into
it, and though his business Jay only half a mile
further on, yet he kindly drove into the city and
up to the railway terminus.

Now, courteous reader, is not the proverb
right? Is there not much between the cup and
the lip ? and in parting let me counsel you never
to leave a car—where no profession is made of
stopping—but keep your seat, and so you will
escape the misery which I endured.

D1oGENES,

WHAT HAPPENED AT CHERRY-TREE
TOPPING.

Ir is strange—nor is this observation a new
one—how certain localities become subject, as
it were, to certain analogous events ; just as
in some familics a disease may appear to be
hereditary, or a predisposition to peculiar ec-
centricitics continue to shew itself for several
centuries. I remember an clm-tree near the
good town of Taunton, in passing near which
80 many of our acquaintances had somehow
chanced to sprain an ankle, that we gave it
the name of the Twistfoot-tree. In like man-
ner I have to relate a series of somewhat ro-
mantic facts which took place at the old farm-
house of Cherry-treec Topping, in Somerset,
where I was born, where I afterwards became
a wife, and where I have since lived many
years a widow, with my good kind children
and grandchildren around me.

I had no part in the first event of which I
have chosen to be the narrator, Tt occurred
before I was born, but was frequently the
subject of conversation at our fireside, where
my excellent father took great delightin plac-
ing it before my mental view in the shape of
& warning against what be was inclined to

consider as onc of the greatest faults in the
female character—that nervous timidity which,
from the most frivolous causes, induces young
women to faint, and shrick, and give way to
ridiculous paroxysms of fear, that are some-
times the result of constitutional weakness,
but oftener conventional and affected, and then
assuredly calling for no sympathy.

It seems that before my father leased the
farm of Cherry-tree Topping, a burglary, at-
tended by fatal circumstances, had been com-
mitted in the house. The then resident, a
iIr. Roby, was an elderly man, accounted
wealthy, but of no gencrous or charitable dis-
pocition, though overpartial to the indulgen-
ces of the table, and ostentatious in the dis-
play of furniture and household luxuries that
were justly deemed unsuitable to his condi-
tion. His wife was dead, and two daughters
composed his family. Educated in that faulty
and foolish manner which, by the substitution
of superficial and imperfectly acquired accom-
plishments for substantially useful qualifica-
tions, unfits the respectable yeoman’s daugh-
ter for the station she wasborn to dignify and
ornament, those poor girls had passed a few
years at a third-rate boarding-school, where
they were taught to smatter imperfect French,
to play the pianoforte, for which they had no
taste, and to manufacture such ornamental
work as neither practically nor wsthetically
served to enlarge their capacities for utility,
or expand their intellects. The consequences
were obvious. Rcturned to their father's
house, they were unfit to manage it, and the
conduct of the establishment devolved upon a
clever but dishonest upper-servant ; whilst
their time was swallowed up in a hundred
frivolous details, which added neither to their
charms as women, nor to their respectability
amongst their neighbours. Mr. Roby grum-
bled at their extravagance, but his vulgar
pride reconciled him toa display of hiswealth ;
nor was it until the elopement of his young-
est daughter with a reckless young dancing-
master at;Taunton, who reckoned on receiving
a pardon and a portion from the parent of his
bride, that he began to question the merits of
his own management. The change in his dis-
position from indifference to guerulous tyran-
ny did not mend matters ; and when, after a
short season of hardship and poverty, his till
then unforgiven child was restored to him a
widow, she founda houschold that had been
altered, but had not been reformed in her ab-
sence.

It was at this time the burglary took place.
On a Sabbath night, when the servants had
retired, and when Mr. Roby, after an ample
supper, sat half’ stupified over a third tumbler
of strong punch, while his daughters were in-
dividually devouring the pages of a novel, a
loud noise was heard in the room beneath the
drawing-room, in which they were seated.—

This room, miscalled the study, contained not
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only the plate, but the eseritoire in which old
Roby’s cash was treasured. The girls, terrified
out of all sel&-possession by the scarcely mis-
takable sounds below, started up, screaming
loudly for that assistance they had not judg-
ment to look for in themselves ; and waken-
ing the old man from his incbriated stupor,
vainly called upon him for defence. Men in
white frocks, with their faces blackened, burst
in upon them, with many oaths, demanding
the keys of chest and coffer.  Mr. Roby, ris-
ing in terrificd wrath, was struck down by
one of the burglars ; while his cldest daugh-
ter ran shricking about the room in the imbe-
cile hysteria of terror ; and the other selfishly
regardless jof aught but her own personal
gafety, managed to escape from the scene, and
lay hid in the coal-cellar, until she was found
some hours after the houscbreakers had re-
treated with their booty.

On Miss Roby’s recovery from her fit of
terror ; she found her father lifeless on the
floor ; but not staying to render him assist-
ance, she rushed from the house, and finding
her way to the offices, succeeded at last in
rousing some of the men-servants. Mr. Ro-
by was quite dead; there was no mark of
violence on his person ; and it was just as
probable that a fit, occasioned by fright when
80 suddenty roused from incbriated slumbers,
had cxtinguished the spark of life, as that he
had been killed by the blow of the robber,
which his married danghter declared she had
witnessed.  The burglars were never disco-
vered ; but it is a fact that the woman, who
bad so completely ruled the dumestic econo-
my of the family, disappeared soon after,
having throwna up her situation when it be-
egme no longer desirable to retain it,

Now, my father was accustomed to ascribe
all the misfortunes that befell the Roby's to
pride and selfindulgence in the parent, and
want of mental culture in the children.—
¢ These women,” he would say, ‘might have
gaved lifc and property, had they been proper-
ly educated into that seclfreliance which
teaches us not only to defend ourselves, but
to help othera—Now, Nelly'—turning to me
~~¢had T been asleep in that chair, with you
beside e, and such a crew breaking into the
house, what would you have done #

¢ But, father,” I would reply, ¢ you do not
get tipsy ; and if such a thing were to hap-
pen, T fear T should be very much frightened;
bat, at the same time'——

LWell?

¢ At the same time, T should certainly not
leave you totheir tender mercies, or hide my-
self in the conl-ho'e ; and I am very surethat
T could control myself sufficiently to prevent
all noisy evidence of my alarm.  Tnever faint-
ed in my life ; and you snd my mother have
taught e better things than to scream at the
sight of a2 mouse or a black beetle, T did not

even start yesterday, when T almost put my
hand upen a toad in the garden.’

‘But would you stand quictly by, and pre-
n;it?shc sideboard to be ritled without a struge

e

¢ Nay, father, I should ring the bell if poa-
sible, or up poker and at them,” smd T smil-
ing: ¢ besides, there is a pistol in the study,
if [ could get at it

¢Yes—a pistol without a lock, and in wan#
of cleaning. But it shall be looked to girl;
and, what is more, you shall be taught how to
use it. I do not wish to make either aracing
sportsman or a hare hunting sharp-shooter of
my daughter, but I see no reason why she
shonld not learn how to prime a pistol—ay,
and fire it, too, if need were.

My wmother never interfered in such mat-
ters as the above, for she kacw that my fa-
ther had a good reason for most of his re-
solves ; and though I shrunk alittle at firsg
from the lesson, 1'did not try to avertit. I
little thought, some weeks afterwards, when
he complimented me on my prowess, that 1
should ever level a pistol at anything less brit-
tle than a black bottle, or more iively than @
log of wood ?

* * * * *

I have not yet told you, that within half
mile of us rose the old, gray, substantial walls
of the manor-house of the Lesters.  The fami-
ly, an ancient one, though no longer rich, had
long been patrons of ours. My mother was
the foster-sister of Lady Lester, and foster
mother to her second son, Frank. But of
this second son I had, up to this time, heard
little, My eldest brother, whose place at my
mother’s breast he had taken, had long been
dead, and Frank might now have been nearly
thirty years of age. I afterwards came to
learn, that for misconduct of more than coms-
mon baseness he had been discarded by his
family, his father having secttled a certain an-
nuity on him, provided he lived abroad. A#
home, his reckless extravagance and disho-
nourable habits had exhausted the pity or af-
fection of all save his mother: she, with man
vain attempts to altera course of life which
seemed prompted by an innate love of vice, ab
length was obliged to content herself with la
vishing upon him all the little cash she could
spare ; and when, on his father’s death, his
brother succeeded to the family estates, she
made an unavailing attempt to bring about 8
reconciliation between her sons.  Indeed, her
partiality for the unworthy Frank amounted
to infatuation. She submitted to his exao-
tions, that were not even harbingered by any
display of filial tenderness, until &r George
found himself called upon peremptorily to ine
terfere ; and theresult was, a serious quarrel
with his mother, which the fricnds of the fa~
mily found it impossible to adjust. 'The dis-
pute ended in Lady Lester’s leaving the ma-
nor-house for Cherry-tree Topping, wh.re she
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prevailed upon my parents to allot a suit of
rooms for her use until such time as her
health enabled her to remove elsewhere,

This took place nearly two years after T had
acquired the accomplishment of shooting at a
mark. To make room for Lady Lester’s at-
tendant, I was sent on a visit to an aunt who
resided in London. I was the god-daughter
of this excellent relative, who hadlong wish-
ed me to reside with her, and I submitted the
more cheerfully to the wishes of my parents
because of my knowledge of her wise and
amiable character. I spent two years with
her, proving a useful companion to one who
had no other in the world nearer of kindred
than my father ; and.it appeared that, owing
to declining health and a disinclination for any
change, Lady Lester still continucd to reside
at the farm. ~ A reconciliation had been effect
ed between herself and the baronet, but she
declined living at the manor-house, where, in
truth, it is not likely that her presence was
desired. Unfortunately her weak, not to say
sinful indulgence of her younger son—her
compliance, as far as it could go, with his con-
stant demands upon her purse, suffered no
diminution ; and the respectful interference of
my parents had no other cffect than irritating
her into_displeasure, which ended in accesses
of severe indisposition. More than once, re-
turning for a time to England, Frank Lester
had dared to intrude upon his mother, whom
he never left until by menaces of self des-
truction he had succeeded in extorting money
from her On unc occasion, when in fact she
was unable to comply with his requisitions,
and when my mother remonstrated with her
foster-son on his cruel and unfilial conduct, he
insulted them both so grossly, that my father,
happening to come in at the time, thrust him
out of the house, declaring he should never
eater it again.

About this time my good old aunt expired,
feaving me mistress of all her humble savings,
and 1 was summoned home. 1 found no al-
terations there, saving in the presence of Lady
Lester and the absence of my eldest sister,
-who had recently married. The fragile ap-
pearance and gentle disposition of Lady Lies
ter interested me deeply.  Her alnost child-
like dependence on all who surrounded her;
aroused my natural desire to make myself
useful to the sick or sad ; and I became by
degrees her constant companion—reading to
her, working beside her, administering to her
silments, and listening to the recitals of her
happier days, which it was an indulgence to
her to repeat to o eager an anditor.

In her details there was one reservation,
which, knowing the state of affairs, I sought
not to rémove : she never mentioned Frank
but as the heautiful and clever boy whom my
mother had nursed.  Onc day his arrival was
announced, after an absence of many months,
during which time, however, it appears that

more than once small sums of money had
been transmitted to him by his mother. My
father was absent, or he mizght have refused
admittance to one who, it scems, had often
insulted him for a straightforward condemna-
tion of hisconduct ; but in the breast of his
foster-mother still lingered an advocate, and
he was ushered into the apartments of Lady
Lester.  Idid not see him, for I was engaged
in some domestic matter, from which, hows
ever, I was erelong summonced by loud cries
and the ringing of a bell. I found Lady Les-
ter in violent hysterics, and my mother so
much alarmed as to be incapable of rendering
her any assistance. T succeeded, however, in
restoring the agitated dowager to some degree
of tranquillity, when she confessed that Frank
had forced from her all the ready money she
possessed at the time ; nay, more, had threate
ened to destroy himself if she did not pro-
mise to provide him with £300in a few days,
¢ He knows,’ she said, *that i that time I
shall receive a sum equal to that amount ; but
his words were so cruel, his menaces so inhue
man, that I have at length taken your huge
band’s advice : I refused to give it. I have
sworn to give him no more for a year, nor
will I see him till then. T believe he would
have struck me, had you not come in.’

Onmy father'’s return, we told him all that
had occurred ; but he seemed to think that,
having failed in his objoct, there was vo dan-
ger to be apprehended from a repetition of
Frank’s visits for some time, or until he had
soothed his indulgent parent by apologiesand
cessions. Nor, indeed, did we hear of him
for several weeks.

How well do Iremember the bright glory of
that genial day, whose close was 10 be dark-
ened by my first sight of Frank Lester. X
had secen my father mount his horse and
ride away to B——, whence he warned us no$
to look for his return before a late hour; and
as I sauntered back from the gate where X
had shaken hands with him, my eyes drank
in with rare delight the soft quiet beauty of
the scene before me. The farmhouse, which
was closely imbosomed in a grove of theexu-
berant cherry trees from which it derived ita
name, had no near prospect of agricultural
processes or labour, and there was a look of
substantial yet graceful antiquity about it,
that consorted well with the serenity of the
weather.  Round every casement and lattice,
and winding about and over an ample bower-
like porch, ran roses, jessamines, and honey-
suckles, profusely covered with flowers mn
cevery stage of bloowy, amidst which the bees
and butterflies hummed and sported. On the
green lawn, smoothly shorn, before the win-
dows of the parlour and the drawing-room
above it, which was devotod to our inmate,
sported a favourite cat and kitten ; whilst
every cherry tree, richly-clothed ingreen leaf
and white blossom, wafted fragrance around,
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that might well be termed incense waved forth
from censers of emerald by snowy hands.
We had passed the day pleasantly, and
twilight found me in Lady Lester's bedroom,
which wason the same floor as the drawing-
room, though separated from it by a passage.
It was a richly-furnished apartment of consi-
derable size, for she had had some favourite
picces of furniture removed to it from the ma
nor. Near the bed, with its back to the win-
dow, stood a richly-carved antique chair, my
usual seat as I read to her when she lay
down, Opposite, and to the left of the door,
before which stood a handsome screen, was a
costly cabinet and eseritoire, in which she
kept her papers and valuables ; a picture or
two on the wall, through which opened a
small dressing-room, the entrance closed by a
pall of ancient arras. 'The house was won-
derfully silent, for the kitchen department
was quite at the back, and shut out from us
by a long corridor. As the dusk deepened,
and I lit the candles, I almost fancied the
bouse uninhabited, save by ourselves, for my
mother was busyin the laundry, and the only
sound that found its way through the open
doors, was the twittering of the small birds
among the trees. Ihad read to Lady Lester
until she had passed off into a slight slumber,
when I lay back in the chair to continue my
lecture to myself. Presently I was disturbed
by hearing on the staircase footsteps, which
anon seemed to stop and again to retire. In
the belief that it was my wmother, I got up,
and stealing softly to the door, addressed her
in a low voice. There was no answer ; and
then all at once T remembered that she had
desired me to bring her a2 bunch of lavender
which lay on a table in the drawing-room. I
ran across the passage for it, fecund it readily
without any other light than that which pour-
ed in dimly and quaintly from the fine clear
pight-sky, and hastened to the laundry with
it. AsY passed the outer door, which I recol-
lected having left open, it struck me that some
person must have passed by, for it was now
ajar, and there was no wind that could have
forced it into this position- I shut it, with-
out drawing bolt or bar; but as T left the
laundry, having accomplished my task, I
asked my mother if she had been near the
staircase, or sent anybody thither, for I had
fancied that I had heard footsteps. She re-
plied in the negative. *Silly child,’she added
laughing, ‘it was your friend Puss, who has
been teaching her kitten all manner of voisy
tricks.” T left her, and had reached the end
of the passage that led to the staircase, when
Y heard loud voices. Lady Lester was speak-
ing angrily,yet the tremor of her voice evinced
fear. Ina moment, I conjectured what was
really the case—that her unworthy son had
found his way to herin my absence ; it was
he who had stolen into the houscin the dusk;
it was he who had partly closed the door,

and whose footsteps I had heard on the
stairs.

My heart beat fast as I listened. What
course ought T to pursue ¢ Should I run to
my mother? Perhaps it would have been
better if had I done so. T heard himsay that
he must have money—every shilling she had
about her ; if she refused, he would make her
repentit. 1 heard such cruel words, such
harsh accents, as no man should accost a wo-
man with, still less a son address to his mo-
ther. I began to tremble, for I heard him
demand her keys ; and then 1 heard ‘hem
rattle, and a gasping cry—and then ail was
still. ' In another moment I was at the bed-
room door, still open; I stole within it,
crouching behind the screen, from which I
had a distinet view of what was goingon, A
man, his back towards the door, was trying
to open the escritoire ; but his hand trembled
with terror or remorse ; and he swore fiercely
ashe forced the unwilling lock. Lady Lester
lay back on her pillow in a swoon or dead.—
Upon the chair I had occupied, on the very
volume I had been reading, lay a pistol. 1
know not how I came to doit; butI did it
Before he had quite wrenched asunder the
lock of the escritoire, I had seized the pistol,
unseen, unheard ; I retreated with it to the
screen, and then I gave utterance to my indig-
nation in a loud cry. Whether the words 1
utterced were an appeal for help, or a shout of
uncontrollable condemnation, I cannot tell ;
but I never shall forget the horrible expres-
sion of the face that turned towardsmein
startled wonder as well as rage.

¢Dare not, for your life, touch what is
there!’ T said.

A hideous smile crossed his features as he
sprang towards the chair. I do not think that
until then he became cognizant of my having
gained possesrion of his weapon, Heuttered
a fearful oath. *Idiot!’ he cried, ‘give up
that pistol instantly.’

¢ If you advance astep, I fire,) was my
answer, as I cocked the pistol.

There was a noise from the bed—the gasp
of returning animation ; there was a noise
from the stairs behind me; but as he sprang
upon me, I discharged the weapon. The
room was then to me a scene of mystery and
confusion. There were cries which-T did not
utter; there was a body extended at my feet;
there were 2 woman's arms about its neck ;
and I'lost all sense and sight, all conscious-
ness except that of being carried away by
hands that were unknown to me. .

A very brief explanation will suffice to
clear away the clouds that may chance to lin-
ger about the seene which has just been des-
cribed. My father's return was some hours
carlier than had been anticipated, and yet he
did not arrive one moment too soon. About
six miles from —, he had come up with a
young medical practitioner of his acquaint-
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ance, who had been summoned to attend a
neighbour of ours, suddenly seized with ap-
oplexy. My father rode with him to the
house of Mr. B~ where they were metby
a physician from Taunton, who told them all
was over. Death had relicved the sufferer, and
they who came to administer such relief as
life can bestow were no longer needed. My
father invited his young friend, Dr. Reveley,
to step home with him to supper, and they
had opened the outer door at the very mo-
ment when the report of fircarms alarmed
the whole houschold.  If IThad boasted of an
incapacity to faint some years before, I could
no longer lay claim to such an exemption
from the weaknesses of my sex, for my father
entered the room just in time to receive me
senseless in his arms.  But exigencies more
serious than mine called for assistance, and
the presence of Dr. Reveley was no unprized
advantage.

Frank Lester, wounded as he was, strug-
led desperately to release himself from the en-
folding arms of his mother, and had dashed
her roughly from him, when the entrance, one
after another, of every member of the family
then at home, prevented him from effecting
his escape. Too surely the pistol had been
loaded, and with ball—for what object none
ever asked, so faras L know. Too surely had
my aim done justice to my early practice ; for
the first and second fingers of his right hand
had been so nearly shot away, that Mr. Reve-
ley found it necessary toamputate the mangled
remnants,

Lady Lester, in a state of agitation that
amounted to frenzy, was at length pacified
by the doctor’s assurances that her son's life
was in nowise endangered ; and that son con-
veyed to a remote apartment, where he sub-
mitted without a word to the requisite opera-
tion, was left to ruminate on his conduct,
until the pity of my mother drew her from
other cares to sit by his bedside.

1 was not chidden by my father for what
had happened, but my own feelings were not
3o tranquil. Not even the avowed admiration
of my conduct testified by the doctor, when
he came toknow all, sufficed to satisfy me as
to what had resulted from my rashness.—
Time has, however, convinced me that I was
a humble instrument in the hand of Provi-
dence. It is impossible to tell by what
chinks and crannies the light may first enter
upon the darkened soul ; but it is very cer-
tain the occurrences of thatnight had a most
salutary effect on the mind of Frank Lester.
When, after a few days, he was admitted to
the chamber of his suffering parent to re-
ceive her forgiveness, my mother described
his remorse and anguish as painful yet sweet
40 be witnessed ; and when afterwards my
father placed before himn a vivid picture, not
only of what he had done of ¢vil, but of what
he had intended to do, and the probable re-

sults of such actions had they been permit-
ted, he betrayed feclings that, latent toolong,
promised an amended future.

Lctters were addressed by his mother to her
clder son, and details entered into which
happily terminated in Frank Lester's being
sent abroad in a capacity where opportunitics
were available for entering upon a different
sort of existence from that which had stained
his carly manhood. But the chastening hand
fell upon°him before heleft us. lis mother's
constitutlon, never strong, was so shaken by
that night's fearful occurrence, that she did
not live more than a week after learning that
she had succeeded in obtaining & permanent
situation for him. I had not seen him since
the accident; but when at last I was sum-
moned to his dying mother’s side, and looked
upon the pale, haggard face of that man ashe
knelt by her bed, and at her request told me
that he not only forgave but blessed me for
the act I had committed, I turncd away
shuddering, and in tears that I did not attempt
to conceal.

Many years passed : my father, my mother,
were taken from me in turn, but not before
they had given me away in marriage to Dr.
Reveley. We were prosperous for many
years ; but at length the tide of fortune turned,
and with four children to provide for we found
ourselves fast sinking into abject poverty.
When things were at their worst, a letter
reached me from a celebrated lawyer at
B—, informing me that, by the recent
decease of Frank Lester, Esq, &c., at—,
Ibecame entitled to an annuity of £400,
which was bequeathed ““to Helen Marriott,
the wife of Robert Reveley, &c., by one whom
she had been the means, through Divine Pro-
vidence, of having prevented from committing
a great crime.” From public rumor, we
learncd that Frank Lester, who died an
clderly man, had lived a lite of practical use-
fulness in the station which he honorably
held abroad, and from whence he had never
returned to England,

B

In everything that is repeated daily there
must be three periods: in the first it is new, then
oldand wearisome ; the third is neither, it is habit,

A. disposition to calumny is too bad a thing to
be the only bad thing in us; a vice of that dis.
tinction cannot be without a larger retinue.

Decency and external conscience often produce
a fairer outside than is warranted by the stains
within.

Flattery is like a flail, which if not adroitly
used, will box your own ears instead of tickling
those of the corn.

Reality plantsa thorny hedge around our dream.
ing, while the sporting-ground of the possible is
ever free and open.

Nothing makes one so indifferent to the pin
and musquito thrusts of life as the consciousness
of growing better.
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A PEDESTRIAN EXCURSION.*

BY A MEDICAL STUDENT.

PART I1, HONESTY TIE BEST POLICY.

Tur first was a long, lauk, shaky, shirtless indivie
dual, with a seraggy bare neck, & stubbly beard,
washy mouth, watery eyes, and a big reddish-blue
nose, with a nasty whitish scarry streak acrassits
ridge. Ile appeared to walk within and beneath
& glight framework of wood and calico, which,
though rather puzzling at a distance, on a nearer
view appeared plainly to be one of those portable
opera-houses whereon Punch, that incomparable
artist, clectrifies the public by bis brilliant and
highlv apprecizted execution.

Behind thisinteresting specimen stumped along
a short, squab, but heavy muscular fellow—an
ugly customer in every sense of the term—3some-
what less dirty, however in aspect than his com-
rade, This second exquisite carried a box, not
unlike our own, on the top of which was fixed a
short, coarse drum, daubed with red and yellow
paint, with a couple of drumsticks sticking through
the cords. From the bosom of his waistcoat pro-
jected a soiled red cloth apparatus for securing a
set of pandeau-pipes, which the:mnselves showed
their noses from a side-pocket.

They came up—the first, with a hasty, knock-
kneed, shambling shuffle,—the sccond, with a
sturdy, independent trudge; whilst, & few paces
behind them, a little, ancient lookirg cur trotted
along upon three legs, the off-hind one being car-
ried in the air like a lance in rest—not 8o much
from any necessity apparently, as from some
eccentric whim of the creature’sown. Ithada
phisiog of no small sagacity, with an expression
of habitual pensivenecss, and appeared to be
scrutinizingour “ppearance with as much attention
8 its master.

‘We accosted them by a question with regard to
the whercabouts of Drittenbrooks., They inquired
in a strong southern accent, the way of Soandso.
We informed them of the path we had come by
~—they us uf their own wanderings.

It appeared, they had just been told by a cow-
boy, that they must go back to an open space
marked by a couple of dwarf trees cut into the
shape of a bottle and glass, where the way to
Boandso branched off southwards, and that to our
destination in a north-west direction. Now we
o130 had passed this identical spot, 8o that we
found we should have to retrograde in company
with our new friends for several minutes’ walk,

*Gontinued from vage 417, voL. 3

Without more ado, away we padded together.
As we went—

“Comrade,” suid Bob, addressing the lanky
fellow, “you, I presume, are the chap that works
behind the scrcen, and originates the queer
phenomena that excite so much of our admiration
and delight (pritiiee, friend, let me walk to wind-
ward and havethis bunchofmeadow-greenbetween
you and me)—while our pleasant companion here
with the pipes aud drum, supplies the orchestral
department.”

“Yes,” replied Lanky, “I comes the moves,
and Bill there does t'other things, as yousays.”

“Well,” said Bob, *I haveamighty curiosity
to know the theory of thesc same moves: I am
an- enthusiast in mechanical science, and have
indulged in many sper lations with regard to the
machinery of Punch; and now that thereis an
opportnnity of practically investigating the facts,
it would be unpardonable to letitslip : morcover,
as I know from experience that knowledge is not
to be had for nothing, I doun’t object to fork out a
small sum for an insight into the working of this
ruicrocosm of yours.”

¢ Why, then, as you looks to be gemmen, and
not likely to be taking the seran out of a fellow's
mouth, in the way of hopposition, I don't care jt
I do put you up to the wires; and as our concern
is slap up, with more than a dozen figures, I hope
you won't scruple to come down with summad
respectable—a bob, or at least a tizzy.”

“Agreed. A tizzy, I consider by nomeans an
overfee tosuch a distinguished professor, and for
o much information ; so pray kalt your establishe
ment at this green space—here, you see, are the
trees the cowboy alluded to—and let me have an
autopsy of the anatomy of Punch and Judy.
Here’s the sixpence for you.”

The dirty-devil proprietor of Punch no’sooner
touched the coppers than he slipped them into &
rent in his clothes, which likely led to a pocket, or
some other receptacle; then halting, he looked
with a hesitating, significant glance athis comrade.
The latter, however, thundering an oath that
made us stagger, and frighted a brace of sparrows
out of a hedge, like the report of a gun, shouted

“Come along! What the —— do you stand
humbugging there for, with a pair of fools?
When sball we be in to Soandso, think you?”

““You hear that ’ere, gents—I fear 1 cant
oblige you—Bill, you see, won’t ;How,’it.”

“Oh, you can’, can't you? Perhaps, then,
you can refund the blunt ?”

By no means wotsumever. Noxaoneyretmunsd

‘{is a staandard theatrical rule.”
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¢ Then by the soul of Hengist, I'll have it out
of you.”

‘With this. flourishing his jacobin club about his
head, he brought it down on the fragile theatre of
Puuch, and laid it a shattered wreck on the earth,
with its luckless manager groaning beneath it.
As the blow strunk it, Punch himself was dashed
from its recesses, and appeared to spring upon
the grass,

When Bob saw this, he started back in alarm,
remembering, with well-founded spprehension,
the doughty blows he had seen dealt by that re-
doubted champion upon the sooty nob of even
0ld Nick himscif. But, alas! the irresistible
hero was prevented, had he been ever so eager,
from rushing to the rescue, for the dog, Toby, that
had erewhile been makingferociousdemonstrations
at Bob’s shins, the moment he saw the puppet fly
from the framework, caught it by the nose, and
stood shaking it thereby with a face expressive of
& conscientious discharge of duty.

Not so the stalwart and formidable Bill!
Throwing his box, druin anG pandean pipes upon
the ground, he came valorously up, ealling upon
my friend to stand out if he were a man, and
he would speedily make him believe himself in
paradise. To this beatific invitation Bob made
fesponse by hurriedly divesting himself of his
encumbrances, and putting them, along ~with the
club, undermy charge, when, falling gracefully into
warlike attitude, he stood on the defensive.

The showman, rushing on with bull-dog fury,
planted a blow for the stomach of his adversary,
which would, no doubt, have furned that organ.
But Bob was wide awake, and anticipated it by
a fearful left-handed counter-hit, sent with his
whole strength from his shoulder, straight and
gwift as an arrow, into the mazzard of the other,
extracting with the precision of dental surgery
(in which he was a distinguished practitioner)
two of his front teeth, which, staggering back, the
fellow forthwith spat intc his palm to look at.

The reception sent him somewhat abroad.
Undaunted, however, ke returned to the engage-
ment, and, dashing forward, made rattle upon the
ribs of the student a couple of blows that palpa-
bly evinced his perfection at least in the drum-
ming part of his professio. But the latter step-
ing backwards, and crying, * Here's a sight for a
father I jobbed him with his left, and finally,
watching lis opportunity as he came butting on,
tipped him the “uppercut,” with a force and
dexterity that laid him nearly senseless on his
back, alongside of his comrade, who was now sit-
4ing up among the ruins of his theatre, & semi-
bewildered spectator of the combat.

IIe¢ lay motionless for a while, till Bob, calling
him and entreating him to come to the scratch,
he got up, and, giving his dog a kick that sent it
flying into the air as if a bull tossed it, walked to
alittle drain by the way-side, and, stooping bathed
his face, which now had certainly, an altered look.
As he did 8o, he addresscd his companion with &
voice of woful intonation:—

‘ Gather up, Joe, and let's be jogging ; it ain's
no use—give the gemman his tizzy—I've got a
skinful, and no mistake. Devil a tooth have I in
my mouth now more than a suck—all along of
you too—it's always the way I"

 Nuy,” cricd Bob, ‘““keep the tizzy, it may
help to set your concern a-going again. Never
mind me, I have had a full sixpcnnyworth of
diversion. And now, Grim, after that I think a
pull at the Farintosh would not be repugnant to
the feelings,”

And he suited the action to the word; but, ob-
serving the overthrown manager eyeing wistfuily
his proceedings, his generous nature prevailed,
and, looking with compassion ou the fallen foc,—

¢ Alas! poor devil,” saidhe; * would you like
a drop of comfort, to set you on your legs once
more ?”

Slowly the fellow extricated himself from the
ruins of his establishmert, and getting upon his
fect made a grab at the bottle,

‘“Hillo! my man, this willnever do; you must
get something to take the liquor in.”

“Never mind that—my mouth just holds a
glass.”

“ And do you think I would let your mouth
touch 1y bottle

¢ Is not my mouth as good as yours ?"

“ There i3 more of it at all events.”

Here the discomfited Bill interrupted him with

¢ Hold your jaw, and let the gemman have his
own way. If yon have nothing else to hold the
drink, take the crown of your castor.”

But the manager's tile was a ventilator—per-
vious to liquids as well as aeriform bodies; 8o
without more ado he whipped off one of his shoes,
aad held out the heel of it. Into this original
drinking-cup, Bob poured a modicum of the con-
tents of the beiile.

Then, shouldering our burdens, and wishing
them the top of the morning, we went on our
way rejoicing, but, looking back a3 we went, we
saw the two Punchites, with their noses in the
villanousreceptacle swilling awayat the wondrous
fluid,

Soon we emerged from the narrow wood upon
the moorland—an hour's swift walk over which
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would bring us to our destination. It was high,
open, breezy, and covered with grass, which the
sun of sunmer had half converted into odorous
bhay. The higher parts were stony, and heath-
covered, and ever and anon you would cowme toa
decp chink in the rocky hillside, through which
would be gushing a joyous rivulet, impregnated
with iron or other ore—for it was a district
abounding in mineral riches, Axd then the cool
wind came 8o caressingly about your face, while
the decp blue sk, and scanty white cloudlets, and
every object around us, betokened ardent heat.
The march of four miles over the moor was surely
oue of the most exhilarating portions of that happy
excursion !

There were cottages, too, in sheltered nooks,
and here and there the mouths of mines, with
their engine-houses turreted and ornamented like
feudal towers of old, or haply with an object of,
to my mind, even more picturcsque effect—the
atmospheric engine working in the open air, its
heavy beams and angular rods, bending and
twisting in the sluggish, interrupted motion,
peculiar to the machine.

As we walked on, many were the fragments of
stoncs, or of soi! that Bob picked up, and, as he
chipped them with his hammer, we discussed their
nature, the order of formation to which theybe-
longed, the metals whose ores they contained, or
the chemical or other properiies by which they
were distinguished. Someof them he considered
of tuch valuc as to merit & place in our box;
others, when we hud done talking of them, he
shicd at crows or pee-weets as they winged their
way over the moorland.  Plants, too, and diminu-
tive wild flowers he was continually plucking,
identifying them with the descriptions in the
“Flora™ we carricd, and stowing away some of
them in our book for preservation.

There was not a butterfly, a moti, ora dragon-
fly fluttered across our path, but we pursuedit ;
and when, after alung and mirthful chase, we had
run it down,with 2 necdle dipped in nitricacid he
would transfix the inscct, at once destroying its
life and prescrving itspainted splendorfromdecay.

At length we came upon a beaten track, then
into & rough road, which lcd us to the littlo town
of Drittenbrook, with its stone cross, its broad
wain strect, and pretty Gothicchurch, Through
R we passcd, and made our way zlong & narrow
road, covercd with trees, for nearly a miie, to the
romantic glen of the little river Dritten.

The glen was an cxcecdingly deep and precipi-
tous chasm, bearing a forcible resemblance to a
qut make by a mighty hatchet i the abrupt wall-
like ridge of hills, aud aliowing the water tha fit!

upon them and the numerous mos'y hollows
behind them to find its way to the plain in front,
where, winding away round the moor we had
crossed, it wandered deviously till itmet the great
river on which stands the town of Soandso, min-
gled with whose waters it was borne onwards to
the sea,

Shortly before catering the dell, a compact
little inn offered itself in our way, nicely white-
washed and very tidy—and well it might be, for
the place, by its beauty, attracted visitorsfrom all
parts of the conntry, nay, even from other lands,

Here we rested, lunched, and replenished our
bottle; then emerging, we walked up the banks
of the stream, through an avenue completely em-
bowered with noble trees, whose green, cool fra-
grant shade, combined with the joyous music of
the gushing stream beside us, the thrilling notes
of the birds among the foliage, and the plashing
of amillowheel a little in advance, raised in our
minds those feclings of delight which the cathv-
siast of nature alone knows in their intensity.

As weadvanced, the millappeared so exquisitely
rural and picturesque, that we stayed a minute to
sketch it.  Ji was a little white-washed bleaching
house of one story fantastically shaped, a branch
of an extensive factory down at the village, and
had been built here to have the water in its most
crystal purity, being used for the finest cambrics
and light cotton goods, Its machinery bad a wet
humming, splashing sound, most musical and re-
freshing to the car: and about the door, and alt
over the open green ficld hard by, were a number
of young girls, busy about their work, singing,
talking, and laughing together. The reservoir of
water, peopled by tiny ficets of snow-white ducks,
added greatly to its beauty, while a thin wavering
volume of blue smoke rosc among the foliage
above it from its slender chimney, itself to ap-
pearance scarcely more substantial.

Leaving this place after & mirthful interchange
of greetings with the operatives, we ascended the
stream and entered the dell.

As we did so, our cars were filled with the
sound of numcrous cascades, and, looking before
us, we seemed to be entering & vast arch of rock
and foliage, with snowy shects of falling water
visible here and there amidtheleaves. Thesides
of the ravine (for it was not cxtensive enough to
werit the name of glen) were very rugged, bat
nicarly perpendicular. Yet so many wcre the
chinks and cravnics, the anglesand platforms of
rock, from which trees teok root, that it sccmed
ahinost as if it had been filled up by bundles of
brauches thrown in from above.

(Zo b¢ continued.)
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SEDERUNT XVIL.
[The Laird, Major, and Doctor.}

Lairn.—WWeel, but the sight o' ye twa is gude
for sair een.  Hoo lang is't sin ye've been back,
Doctor?

Ducroi.—Two days only, and a press of busi-
ness has pre.ented me from secing you before
my oid friend.

Lain.—And hoo did ye get on? did ye ac-
compiish « that you wanted?—and ye too, Major,
hoo did the feelings that wust have come thick
and warm o'er ye when ye trod the field whaur
Brock fell, agres with those engendered in that
peaceful field where now the 1mission of man is
fulfilled—1I mean the thirty-acre field at Hamil-
tou?

Masor.—One thing at a time, my dear Laird—
Iet the Doctor have the priority of speech, be-
sides, it is not so easy to answer your question.
In onc case I was aitraacted by the desire of
marking whither the spirit and aspirations of the
present age tend—torespond to thecall.  “Come
hither and see how the most successful workers
accomplish thcir cuds, learn to rival or excel
them if yeu can, and at least adinire the conven.
tion of the crapliins of industry ; on the other
hand, Iwent to see grey veterans leaning on
their rusty swords, stirring c.ch other's recollec-
tions ol Cucenston and many a well-fought field,
shaking hauds once more cre paying the last
debt, and Llessing God, that white fulfiiling a
duty to the memory of a hero who died in the
sacred cause of his country’s {reedom, they had
set been spared to see the dove of peace hover-
ing over those waters.ust the scene of bluodshed
and strife.  \ye, Laird, vou little kuow the feel-
ings that stirred ks old hosom, the decp sense
of thaukfulaess with which Ivemembered that now
me meet to test the rival praducts of our looms,
the draft of our plougls, and that instead of vin-
dicating our rights to lreedom hy the mailed hadl,
W are now ina uew era of indastry aud concord;
however a truce to ali this, eame, Doctor, begin
~—what success had veu in vour tip?

Pocror—I zw a beantiful country teeming
everswhere with the most cherishing evidences
of prosperity, I landed finst al Whithy, and
after inspecting the very coammodions harbour
which had been made there, I walkad o to
Oshawa, amd veally, M.jor, [ would have wished
for you as a companion had I not rcucinbered
your gout.

vOl. Nl—ut

Masor.—Why did you wish for me more par-
ticularly there? I know the country well enough.

Docror.—Because I thought it one of the
most delightful walks I ever took; the country
between Whitby and Oshawa is really beautiful,
and the farm steadings are so close to each other
along the four miles of road as to give quitea
village appearance to it. At Oshawa I made no
very long stay, remaining only a sufliciens time
to sec the adjacent country, and to note it down
as appavently in a very thriving condition. The
stemnboat took me on to Bowmanrille.

Larp.—An’ what did ye sce there ?

Docror.—Another thriving town of which I
endeavoured, though unsuccessfully to procure 4
good sketch—what surprised me in these places
was the distance at which they are placed from
the lake; Ishould fancy that the conflicting in-
terests between the various ports of these towas
and the towns themselves must be injurious to
both.

Larp.—Tloo does cducation progress in these
parts, Doctor? Iiac they ony gude schules?

Docror.—1 took advautage of the kindness of
the Principal of the Grammar School to visit his
establishment, and I assure you T was very much
pleased to see the order and wmetbod that pre-
vailed. Mr. Boate seems to have an adinimble
method, which at the same time that it wins the
love must command the respect of hiz pupils—
schools in my young days were very different
things, Major. 1 must not omit to mention that
I put up at a very pleasaut and comfortable
house in Bowmanville—the Eastern Hotel. I
saw another very good hiouse there, the Waverly,
aud both of them offered a striking contmst 10
the accomodation I found at Port Hepe. Iskall
uever forget the iweniy-four hours I was com-
peiled to pass there while waiting for the steamer.

Mazor.—Where did you put up?

Docror.—1 realiy do not know, except that it
was the principal hotzi fu the place, as I was
told.  Grease, dirt, and comnron soap, however,
210t being to my taste, T got out of Port ilope as
fast as I could, inwardly vowing never to return
till the new Lotel now in progressshall have been
completed.

Lawn—Aund hoo did 3¢ fare at your next
place o destination ?

Docror.—Likea priee, Laivd.  Ihave marked
Cobourg in my uote book as having one of the
best houses I have seen in this country.  Capital
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house is the Globe, I assure you, and Duigenan
is particularly attentive and obliging. Whenever
vou go, Major, or you, Laird, to Cobourg, take
my advice and go to the Globe.

Laixp.—Eh Doctor, but ye'er surely fond o’
your ease and comfort.

YDoctor.—I care not a straw about ease, but all
1 require ia cleanliness, however, I'll not bore you
with any furtaer praises or strictures on hotels;
but will rather ask if either of you can tell swhy
the Court-houss at Cobourg has been placed so
very inconvenieatly fir the good citizens. The
trudging hackwarks and forwards from the town
to court, must be a never-ending source of vexa-
tion to the people who may unfortunately be com-
pelled to be in attendance, and to those who do
not walk, the only alternative is to pay.

Lamo,—I dinna mind the distance, hoo far
is't?

Docror.—I should fancy nearly two miles. 1
wonder how the Cobourgers stand it, it would
makea firat ratosite foran Hospitai, and by adding
& wide gallery on the North side so as to screen
-t somawhat, a very decent Hospital might be had.
I would add the gallery as the building occupies
ratber a high and exposed situation, and the air
might be too keen for pulmonary cases.

Major.—I daresay you may be very right, but
the Cobourgers,I have no doubt, are better judges
of what is convenient than cither you or I, 80 we
bad better leave them to settle their own business,

Dr 'ror.—But, I tell youthat I heard the whole
thinyr drnounced as having been done mereiy to
scrve toe sclfish ends of a fers individuals.

Major.—Never mind the Hospits!, cnlighten
us a8 to your notions on leaving Cobourg?

Docror.—Wiiile still hesitating as to the course
1 should pursue, anc balaiiing hetween the claims
Peterboro and Belluville, Mr. and Mrs. Traill's ar-
rival gettled the matterin fevor £ the Rice Lake
and Pterboro, and X determined: an evil hourto
£0 with ——

Masor.—Why do you say? in an evil hour?

Doctor.— Because I was not travelling formere
amusement ; had that alone besn my object, 1
should have been amply repaid by the beautiful
scenery between Cobourg and Gore's landing, and
round the Lake itsclf, besides, I wached with
fnterest the progress of the Railway bridge, and
last not least T cat {excuse me Laird) for the first
time the Mascalonge in perfection—that ia, freeh !

Lammp.~—Yc're just 2 second Apicius, aye talk-
ing and thinking o’ eating.

Docror.—Itully agree, Laird, with De. Johneon
shat e Almighty never designed all the good
things of this world for fools, howaver, ** aneating

offend you masters, we'll none of it ! Mra,
Traill described so graphically, in herlast number
of Forest Gleanings, Rice Lake and the bridge,
that I will not weary you with a recapitulation.
I will, however, read you an c¢xtract or tw~ from
her note-book relative to Peterboro and v .il then
give my own ideas on the subject.

“When I first saw the village, now twenty
years ago, it was a lovely spot. The centre of
the present town and along the banks of the
river was a plain of cmerald turf, like a velvet
lawn, 8o short and fine, with & few clumps of
noble feathery pine, and grand old oaks, with here
and there a light waving birch, and silver poplar.
The rushing river flowed between precipitous
banks clothed with weeping elms that hung their
slender branches down to the water, in frost, they
looked like diamonded feathers of gigantic size.

“The church was then heldin asimple log-house,
that served atother times asa government school-
house. It wasin thatrude shed Iveturned thanks
to Almighty God for my safety from the perils of
a sea-v: yage, and recovery from cholera, it stood
on what were then called the Plains—a natural
park of Nature’s own planting, among these oaks
and pine and shrubbery of wild-roses and ever-
greens. I used to walk and thiuk of my far off
pative land, or climb the hills, and at the foot of
some noble old tree, watch the fast-flowing river
with its rapids and islandsbeneath myfeet. The
hills surrounding the town at that time were
densely covered with forest trees. The bridge
that crossed the river and connected thetownships
of Monaghan and Otonabec was of logs, which
the force of the water one spring swept away, a8
algo it did a second. The wrock of the last was
caused by the iinmense mass of timbers, which
Hoating down with the freshets early in spring,
jammed upon cach other, cused such a strain
upon the timbers, as to be irresistible ; it flew up
one Good Friday morning. The scene was a
striking one, and not easily forgotten by those
who witnessed it. Since that time a new bridge
has been constructed on 2 diffcrent plan and bids
fair to withstand the power of rapids and pine
logs united.

There were sturnps in the streetsof Peterboro’
in those days. Nowhow changed. Man's works
have usurped the place of God's, and brick and
wooden houses have been built where the fathers
of the forest once grew. A fine bric ; town-hall
stands on that fair, green, open space, and streets
diverging in every direction are seen on those
shrubby plains. The church and court-house oco-
cupy the hill that I used to climb, to look over
the villsge, and many of the Jovely groups of
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trees have been cut down. The squatter-ground
now displays a Roman Catholic church, a Scotcl
Kirk, and many houses inhabited by respectable
families, Instead of the two mills that I saw
twenty years since, there are many both flour and
saw mills, besides carding mills. The old settle-
ment dirty houses ave fast disappearing, and in
their stead, handsome brick and good stone or
wooden onesare searly rising. Thecreck that flows
through the town to the westward, forms an at-
tractive feature, besides affording a great water
power. A wide-extended and well-settled back
country produces an aburdance of wheat, wool,
and dairy produce. From its central position,
Peterboro® must necessarily one day become a
place of great impostance. It i3 now awaiting
the railroad being constructed to give it a fresh
wpetus. The time may come when this town
might be aptly termmed the “ City of the Plaing.”

I will now proceed with the narrative of my
journey to Montreal, and give a description of the
exhibition held in that city.

Masor.—Leave the account of vour trip down
the St. Lawrence for another occasion. We have
wany things of more importance to chat about at
present.

Doctorn.—Then 'l read a few notes made since

. my return. | Doctor reads.}

The site of the Exhibition in Montreal, is that
which is popularly known as the * McTavish
property,” and for beauty and prominence none
conld have been more happily selected for the
purpose. The view of the city, and scenery
beyond, with the magnificent St. Lawrence flow-
ing in front of the former, enhances very much
the pleasure afforded by tho show itself. The
arca of the ground, & diagram of which is here
beforc you, contaius many acres, and is covered
with tents and sheds for the exhibition of the
various articles, and animals offered for com-
petition.  Tn the rear, marked 0. in the diagram,
stands the famous old ‘‘Haunted House,” amd
never, I believe, since the days of its original
posscssors, who dicd before it was completed, did
it cntertain such a vast assemblage of curious and
interested spectators. A temporary verandsh
being crected in front of it, afforded shelter to a
confectioner for dealing out refreshments, and a
sign indicating its purpose is conspicuously placed
b *he wall of this building in giant characters.
From this point let us commence our tour of|
inspection.  Proceeding down a besutiful slope,
a large tent containing shrubs aud flowers of
every clime, is reached, and entesing here, wo
6nd a botanical museum, which requires no dry
glossary to interpret its beautics, The arrange-

ment of the flowers is made in a manner best
adapted to secure a fair and comprehensive view
at a single glance. I spent much of my time
here admiring and contrasting the relative merits
of each specimen before me; some were remark-
able in the exquisite harmony and richness of
their tints, others, from something unusual or
grotesque in their figure or size. In duliahs,
upwards of one hundred different varictics were
exhibited, yet none of them, for I looked particu-
larly, exhibited a blue colour, a colour that
horticulturists have never succeeded in giving to
that flower.

The next department meriting attention is
situated immediately below the one I have just
described, and is devoted to the rural implements,
apparatuses, and manufactures of the day. Few
Canadizns, howsoever great might be their
patriotic predilections were prepared to meet
with so many satisfactory evidences of the great
and increasing importance of their country, as
were here exhibited; both the fertility of the soil
and ingemvity of mcchanics, which form the
chief elements or basis of national greatness were
in this highly interesting department displayed to
attest the truth of what strangers say of our
country,—though to our humble appreciations of
ofits value, we may sometimes doubt the sincerity
of their eulogy.

Attached to this building and forming a wing
thercof; is a department devoted to the flne arts
and musical instruments as well as fancy-work of
every description. Awmong the paintings and
drawings could be distinctly traced the well-
known hand of Duncan, Kreighoff and Lock;
there was also a paiuting of large size representing
a young spurtsman engaged in pigeon shooting,
by a M. Plamoudane, whose name I am not
familiar with, bui whose work I thought reflected
great credit upon him as a painter.  In a recess
of this room, occupicd by ladics’ work, are some
very beautiful specimens of art in wax, by a lady
of Montreal, representing human figures, fruit and
flowers with all the delicacy and truth of nature.
Here, also, are pianos, specimens of carving in
wood, framing in lcather, &c. &c., all redecting
the greatest credit on their producers,

I would give a description of the grains and
vegetables were L any judge of these productions
in their raw state, it is eufficient for me to sy,
they looked fine, and I have no doubt that were
they to grace our table under Mzs. Grandy's
supcrintendence,wewouldfindthemexcellent. The
cattle, Durham, Devon, and Ayrshire were hardly
a3 finc as [ expected. The poultry was good,
but the varieties were not 30 cx: - sivc as 1
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supposed they would huve been. The barn-yard
fowl were fine, and the Cochin China and Shan-
ghai splendid.  There were many strange ducks
and geese, comprising the white top-knot and
muscovy of the former, and Chinese, wild, and
large white, of the latter. Among the pigeons
were carriers, pouters, fan-tail, frill-necked and
turtle-doves, &c.

1 must add, before concluding this very im-
perfect notice, that the weather at the commence-
ment of the fair was more than disagreeable, the
rain in fact descended in torrents during the
whole of the second day, deterring thousands
from visiting the grounds, however, as if to make
amends for this disappointinent the third day
opened fine, and as many as seventeen or cighteen
thousand persons attended the exhibition in fact
the conclnding days were eminently successful.
Montreal during this week was tull, and as gay as
full, fircmen’s procession by torch-light, fancy
balls, lectures, Indian games, races,and a plough-
ing match served to amuse the multitude, and 1
only hope, Major, that the week you spent in
Hamilton was as pleasantly passed as mine in
Montreal.

Masor.—Indeed, Doctor, I can assure you that
1 fur from regret the few days I was engaged in
attending the Hamilton Exhibition, of which I
will give you a short account. I was not as suc-
cessful as you in procuring a diagram of the
grounds; it appears that none was published,
however, I will endeavor to be as intelligible
as possible without one.  The show-grounds were
beautifully situated to the west of the city and of
a gently undulating character, and the show it-
self equalled anything of its kind that I have yet
geen in Upper Canada.  The display of horned
cattle was the finest I1had everseen.  The horses
scarcely came up to those exkibited here last
year. The sheep, Leicesters and Southdowns,
were beyond all praise. I was disappointed in
the display of agricultural implements; they
were neither numerous, nor did they appear to
exhibit any improvement on those shown here in

mitted. T was puzzled with the immense quan.
tity of ladies® work in the shape of cloaks, shawls,
dresses, quilts, both patched and plain, crotches
work, wax work, worsted work, ecmbroidery,
&c., and should puzzle you both, Oh Laird and
Doctor, were I to attempt any description. In
future, I propose that Mrs. Grundy shall attend
all exhibitions where the handiwork of gentle
woman occupics such a prominent position,
Amiongst other things in this hall, I noticed a
case of edge tools, deserving much praise for
their appearance and finish ; they were manufac-
tured at Galt. There was aleo some good earving
in wood, and ahandsome eight-day clock of Ha-
milton manufacture. The section of the Fine
Arts department devoted to painting was exceed-
ingly well filled and arr nged, though I must say
that I thought there were far too many portraits
exhibited. Mr. P. Xane contributed several of
his celebrated Indian sketches, which were much
admired. The specimens of crayon and mone-
chromatic drawing were not, as a collection, as
fine a3 I expected they would have been. There
were both Canadian steel and wood engravings,
and a case of beautiful and artistically executed
seals exhibited by artists fromn this clty. The dis-
play in the frait and the vegetable line I have
previously said was very extensive, and it would
be useless at this late date to particularize. How-
ever, before leaving the Floral ilall, I must nos
omit to mention a botanical collection of flowers
and plants indigenous to this country, prepared
by Messrs Cragic and Stinson of amilton. This
collection deserves great praise, as it shows a
desire on the part of Canadians of not only
becoming acquainted with the vegetable produc-
tions of this coleny, but of also imparting to the
public the result of their labours. The Me-
chanics’ Hall was a tent in which the visitor
found a finc assortment of harness, saddles,
trunks, boots and shoes in leather.  In iron, ap-
peared several varieties of stoves for parlor and
kitchen, some marbleized mantcl-picces from the
United States, a couple of locomotive lamps, and

1852. The exhibition of vegetables, both in
quantity and quality, was worthy of commenda-
tion. The potatocs, tomatoes, and all the va-
rieties of the pumpkin and melon tribe, as well as
onions, carrots, turnips, cabbages, mangel-wurzel,
cauliiowers, colrabi, egg plants, celery, were
shewn in the greatest profusion and highest state
of excellence. However, 10 be more methodical
in my description, I shall commence with the
Floral Hall, the largost yet erected, and which

several specimens of shovels, spades, &c., from
Gananoque, In agricultural productions this shew
was decidedly the best I have ever witnessed.
For the Canada Company's prize of £25 there
were cleven competitors, all exhibiting first-rate
samples of wheat ;* for the other prizes in wheat
there were nineteen or twenty competitors. In
barley, rye, oaty, and pease there were no less
than fifty cpecimens in all, exhibited. There were
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also several bales of fine hops, and several eredit-
able specimens of flax seed. There were also a
great varicty of field seeds and some gigantic
stalks of Indian corn. The display of dairy pro-
ductions was most creditable to the exhibitors.
1 shall not detain you any longer with my de-
scription, a general outline of the Fair being all
that is wanted as a record in our Shanty. I will
conclude by saying that she weather generally
was fine, and the exhibition as a whole eminently
successful. During the fair week the Hamilton-
ians were deluged with amusements. Concerts,
theatres, regattas, balls, and bazaars kept all in
one whirl of intense excitement. The city itself
was crowded to cxcess, and numberless were the
complaints of visitors for want of accommodation ;
many hundreds nightly slept in chairs or three in
a bed; even the steamers lying in port were
boarded by a bedless throng, who were happy in
finding a resting-place for a fow hours on the
tables and chairs of the saloons.

Lairp.—Ma conscience! an’ did ye Major
suffer frac ony o' these inconveniences ?

Major.—No, I was fortunate in having a friend
who kindly rendered me more than comfortable
while in Hamilton. To him ¥ owe my most sincere
thanks.

Docror.—And now Major, for your description
of the Brock monument celebration which took
place the other day at Queenston.

Major.—(Reads.) We left on Thursday morn-
ing, (October 13th) in that fine new steamer, the
Peerless, at half-past seven, with 2 goodly com-
pany of the old veterans of 1812, many of them
in their uniforms. The band of the Royal Cana-
dian Rifles were also in attendance. I was dis-
appointed in sceing so few from Toronto taking
an interest in this cclebration, and cannot help
thinking that, much of the warlike fueling which
induced the loyal inhabitants of Cauadain 1512
to defend their country and their homes, is dying
out, and I question much were any necessity for
a war, save invasion, to again arise hetween us
and our republican neighbors, the nceessity would
be done away with without an appeal to arms.
After a fair and pleasant run we made the Niagara
river, and at Niagara we took on board a detach-
ment of Canadian Rifles and a company of enrolled
pensioners, besides a great wany visitors both
Canadian and American. We landed at Queenston
at cleven AM., and found the village thronged
with thousands who had arrived before us.  The
flags of the American steamers lying at Lewiston
were hoisted half-mast high in honor of the oc-
casion. The funcral procession left Queenston at
two o'clack, aud minute guns were fred from the

heights during its progress to the foundation of
the new monument.

The remains of General Brock and aide-de-
camp, Colonel MacDounell, were taken up from
the vault in Col. Hamilton's garden and placed
on the top of rather an ornamental funeral car,
decorated with muskets, swords, &c., and drawn
by six black horses in funcreal trappings. The
pall bearers were Colonels E. W. Thomson,
W. Thomsor, Duggan, Kerby, Zimmerman,
Caron, Stanton, Clake, Servos, Crooks, Thorn,
Whitehead and Miller.

The order of procession was as follows, ac-
cording to the programme I obtained on the
grounds :—

Canadian Rifles,
Band.
Errolled Pensioners.
Colonels FUNERAL CAR, ) Colonels
and other with the remains of ‘ and other

oftlcers, the lamented officers,
six in ﬁ MAJOR-GENERAL }» six in
number, ; SIR ISAAC BROCK, number,

as Pall and his aide-de-camp, as Pall
Bearers. | 11EUT. con. mcponskLn. | Dearers.
Colouel Donald McDonuell, Deputy Adjutans
General of Militia for Canada West.
Licut. Col. De Salaberry, Deputy Adjutant Gene-
ral for Canada East.

Col. Tache, late Deputy Adjutant General,
Licut. Col. Irving, Provincial Aide-de-camp to
the Governor General,

Aund the survivors of 1812, and Indian Chiefs a8
Chief Mourners.

Military and Militia Officers in uniform.

The Building Committee.

The Architect.

Builder and Clerk of Work.

The Clergy.

The Bar.

Magistrates.

The Indian Band.

The Canadian Socicty.

The National and other socictics, and other
persons, subject to the rule of
the Marshals.

On the arrival of the funeral procession at the
base of the proposed monument, the Canadian
Rifles formed around it, and amid three vollics
the remains of the lamented hero and his aide-
de-camp were consigned to the vaults prepared
for their reception, and it is to be hoped that this
last fnterment will be their last, and that they
wmay Le suffered to repose in peace on the scene
of their last carthly struggle, until such times

shall be, when time shall be no more.
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After the interment the foundation stone was
laid by Col. MacDonnell, brother of the late
aide to General Brock., In the cavity under the
stone was deposited a roll of parchmant, containing
a descriptive sketch of the departed General, the
date of his death, aud reasons for re-interment.
Over the cavity was placed a brass plate with the
following superscription: * This foundation stone
of the Brock Mounment was laid 13th October,
1853,” and the trowel wherewith the stone was
13id, which was of silver and of beautiful work-
:nanship, bore the following inscription: *‘ Pre-
sented to Lieut. Colonel Donald MacDonnell,
Deputy Adjutant General of Militia for Canada
West, by the Building Committee, on the cere-
mony of laying the foundation stone of the Brock
Monument on Queenston Heights, October 13th,
1853." On the corner stone being laid, several
interesting specches were made, which occupied
the time until a quarter to four, when the steamer
left again for Toronto, at which place I arrived at
seven PM., much pleased with the proceedings
of the day.

Lamp.—May a puir body crave an awmous
o' advice at your hands, this evening Crabtree ?

Major —Unless the boon be preposterously
impracticable, such ag translating a sow’s organ
of hearing into asilken receptacle for maumon,
or denuding a celt of that article of raiment
which excites the irregular ambition of insubor-
dinate wives, it i3 already granted ? Touse your
own mother tongue—-what's your wull ?

Larp.—Ou ye sce that I gottwa or three
pounds in Hamilton, at the Provincial Fair, by
way o' premium, for a bit Ayrshire bill that ] ex-
hibited then and there—and—

Docror.—Hold hard neighbour! Would you
leaveus to believe that Scottish promissory notes
are at such a premium in Canada West, that people
will disburse hard cash merely for a sight of
them ?

Lamrn.—Iech saungrado, but it's a thousand
peeticsthat the Fates hadna’ made you a domiuie!
You would just be in your clement snarling and
bow-wowing at luckless weans wha' chanced to
mak’ mistakes in their pronunciation 2 It was a
bull T meant to say, ye auld vinegar cruet—and
that ye kenned fu’ weel, and be hanged to you!
Folk wad need to haca copy o' Walker's diction-
ary at their clbow when conversing wi sic a philo.
logical snap-dragon! Ican rap oot a Johuso-
aian word, when 1 like, a3 weel's the best body
snatcher in Toronto ?

Masor.—Order ! order!  These little peppery
episodes are getting a fraction too common at our
sederunts, Be pleased thou bucolical petitioner

to lay your wants and wishes at the foot of the
throne !

Lamrp.—As I was saying when auld sauts and
castoroil interrupted me, I hae got a wheen ex-
tra dollars to ware, and as I predestined them for
investment in literature I wud like if you could
recommend to me something new and appetcezing
in that line. I dinna want ony thing dry, like
sermons or cookery books, but sappy reading for
the winter nights noo fast coming on.

Majsor.~—There are one or two works, recently
published, which I may with asafe conscience
commend to your devdirs.

Lamp.—Beg your pardon, Major, but I never
devour books! I'm no’ like a certain medioco
wha’shall be nameless, that swallows a quarto at
a gulp asif it were ane o Parr’spills, I like ¢o
disjeest what Iread ?

Docror.— [Aside.]—The interminable old
chucklehead !

Masor.—I think I understand the measure of
your literary foot. IHere is one of the most
sparkling, and at the same time modestly written
little duodecimos which I have met with for some
time.

Lamrp.—What may be its name ?

Major.—* The story of Mont Blanc.”

Lairp.—I dinna like the sound o' that title !
I would opine that its the auld thread-bare theme
that we have heard repeated till we arcas sick o't
as a travelling preacher is at the discourse be has
repeated for the five hundredth time! Byakind
o' instinct I can tell what its a’ aboot !

Masor.—Pray then let us hear the results of
your sccond sight !

Lamp.—Nae doubt the concern opens wi an
account o' a young German painter—a perfect en-
thusiast in hisart, but puir as a kirk mouse, wha
determines to win a name by delineating the fea~
tures 0’ what the poct denominates

“The monarch ¢° mountains.”
Am Iricht or wrang ?

Major.—Go on!

Lairp.—Weel, the lad, wha has lang hair, and
boasts o’ linen no ower clean, reaches the hill in
company wi his sweet-heart, wha' determines to
share his fortunes be they bad or guid.  Leaving
the lassie scated on a green patch at the bottom
o' a precipice o' ice he begins to ascend, wi his
portfolio strapped on his back like a gaberlun-
zic's wallet. Nina, for sic doubtless is the desig-
nation o’the maiden, occupies hersell in darning
the stockings o' her swain, and thinking upon the
blythsome days they will spend together inMuuich,
when Albert or Heinrich—whatever hisnamemay
be—has painted his way to fame and fortunc.—
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A’ 0’ & sudden she hears something rattling and
sliddering aboon her head, and before she can
mak’ the sign o’ the cross bang comes the birzed
corpee o’ her intended at her feet, wi ane o' the
een knocked oot, and the nose crushed as flat as
a flounder! In duty bound Ninagets mad as a
March hare, and utters a string o' idiotical ‘“ha!
ha! ha'a!” which occupy the three concluding
lines o’the buik !  Noo Crabtree, confess that I
hae struck the richt nail ou the head for ance ?

Major.—Indecd Laird, ingenious though your
conjectures unquestionably are, you never were
more off your eggsin the whole of yourmundane
curriculum ! The story of Mont Blane” is
neither more nor less than a collection of odds
and ends relating to the snow-crowned mountain,
—a large, and by far the most interesting por-
tion of the work being occupied by the author's
own adventures in reaching its climax.

Lairp.~-For my part 1canna’ understand what
interest there can be in reading aboot a man
speelin’ a hill ? I made the ascent o' Ben Lo-
mond twice, and never thought o' writing a vo-
lame aboot my undertaking !

Major.—Belicve me, honest priest of Ceres,
that the difference between your feat, and that
accoraplished by Mr. Smith, is as greatas impaling
an insect on a needle falls short, in epic import-
ance, to the slaying of a mail-clad giant !

Larrp.—1I canna’ sce hoo that can be ! Its nae
joke reaching the tap o' auld Ben in the dog duys
I can tell you!

Major.—Read the * Story” and you will con-
fess that the annals of enterprise and danger con-
tain few parallel cases to the one under consider-
ation. The brain positively recls at times, when
following th¢ pilgrim through his frightful course.
Fiction i3 rapid and tame when weighed against
the stern realities of an ascent of Mont Blanc.--
In justification of my dictum I will read you the
accouns of the last upward stage made by our
suthor.

The Mont Blanc guides arc used to little varie-
ties of temper, above the Grand Plateau. In spite
of my mad determination to go to sleep, Balmat
and another set me up oa my legs again, and told
me thatif I did not excrcise every caution, we
ghould all be lost together, for the most really
daugerous part of the whole ascent had arrived.
I had the greatest difficulty in getting my won-
dering wits into order ; but the risk called for
the strongest mental effort ; and, with just sense
enough tosce that our success in scaling this aw-
ful precipicc was entirely dependent upon
¢ pluck,” I got ready for the climb. I have said
the Murde la Cote is some hundred feet high,
and is an all but perpendicular iceberg, At one
point you can reach it from the snow, but imme-
diately after you begin to ascend it, obliquely,

there is nothing below but a chasm in the ice
more frightful than anything yet passed. Should
the foot slip, or the baton give way, there is no
chance for life—you would glide like lightning
from one frozen crag to another, and finally be
dashed to pieces, hundreds and hundreds of feet
below in the borrible depths of the glacier.—
Were it in the valley, simply rising up from a
glacier a morine, its ascent would require great
nerve and caution ; but here, placed fourteen
thousand feet above the level of the sea, termin-
ating in an icy abyss so deep that the bottom is
lost in obscurity ; exposed in a highly rarified at-
mosphere, toa wind cold and violent bevond all
conception ; assailed, with muscular powers al-
ready taxed far beyond theirstrength, and nerves
shaken by constantly increasing excitement and
want of rest—with bloodshot e¢yes, and raging
thirst, and a pulse leaping rather than beating—
with all this, it may be imagined that the fright-
ful Mur de Ia Cote calls for more than ordinary
determination to mount it.

Of course every footstep had to be cut with
the adzes; and my blood ran colder still as I saw
the first guides creeping like flies upon its smooth
glistening surface.  The two Tairraiz were in front
of uie, with the forepart of the rope, and Fran-
¢ois Favret I think, behind. I scarcely knew what
our relative positions were, for we had not spo-
ken much to one another for the last hour
every word was an exertion, and our atteution
was solely confined to our own progress. In
spite of all my exertions, my confusion of idcas
and extraordinary drowsiness increased to such &
painful degree, that clinging to the hand-holes
made in theice, and surrounded by all thishorror,
I do believe, if we had halted on our climb for
half a minute, I should have gone off asleep.
But there was no pause. We kept progressing,
very slowly indeed, but still going on—and up so
steep a path, that I had to wait until the guide
removed his foot, before I could put my hand
into the notch. I looked down below two or
three times, but wasnot at all giddy, although the
depth lost itself in the blue haze.

For upwards of halfan hour we kept on slowly
mounting this iceberg, until we reached the foot
of the last ascent—the calotte, as it iscalled—the
“cap” of Mont Blanc, The danger was now
over, but not the labor, for this dome of ice was
difficult to mount. The axe was again in requisi-
tion; and everybody wasso *blown,” in common
parlanee, that we had to stop every three or four
minutes, My youngcompanions keptbravely on,
like fine fellows as they were, getting ahicad, even
of scme of the guides; but I was perfectly done
up. Iouest Tairraz had no sinecure to pull me
after him, for 1was tumbling about, as though com-
pletely intoxicated. I could not keep my eyes
open, and planted my feet anywhere but in the
right place. I know I was exceedingly eross. I
have even a recollection of having scolded my
“team,” because they did not go quicker; and{
was exceedingly indignant when one of them
dared to call my attention to Monte Rosa, At
last, ove or two went in front, and thussomewhat
quickened our progress. Gradually our speed
increased, until I was scrambling almost on my
hands and knees: and then, as 1 found myself on
a level, it suddenly stopped.  Ilooked round, and

Ao
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Isaw there was nothing higher. The batons were
stuck in the snow, and the guides were grouped
about, some lying down, and others standing in
little partics. I was on the top of Mont Blane.”

Lairp.—Oh sake, but that kind o’ wark mak's
a body’sfleshgrew ! I'll dream o' that wilderness
o' ice for a month tocom! Mark doon that
volume for ane. It will suit Girzy to a hair, as
she is unco fond, like a' her sex o’ whatever is
daring and exciting. But what next will you re-
commend to e ?

Majsor.—With all due deferenceto yonr better
judgment, the volume which I hold in my hand
would form a fitter offering to the fair and virtuous
Grizelda, than the records of Albert Smith’s pere-
grinations, excellent though unquestionably they
are!

Lamrp.—Name the candidate for my honest
sister’s affections ?

Masonr.—It is styled “ The New Houschold
Receipt Book,” and emanates from the pen of a
clever female writer, Mrs. Sarah Josepha Hale to
wit.

Larp.—THoot awa’ wi’ your receipt books! I
hae bought ascore o' them in my day, and nane
o' them were worth for ony thing but lighting the
candle. Last year I consulted ane o’ them touch-
ing and anent the best method o’ taking a stain o
grease oot o' my Sanday coat, and the upshot
was that the remedy proved to be ten times waur
than the disease! The garment was hopelessly
ruinated for ever and a day, and I was glad to
mak’ a donation o’ it to blin’ Jamie the sawyer o’
cord wood !

Masor.—1I can certiorate you that Mrs. Hale's
production is an exception to what I agree with
you, is a too general rale. She has a literary re-
putation to lose, having pnblished a clever fiction
entitled * Northwood,” and accordingly has taken
care to present the public with something vastly
superior to the rubbish which you have been de-
nouncing, Inher preface she tells us that all her
*“ rules and recipes have been the result of study,
ohservation, experiment, and experience; andso
far as I have examined the volume, the assertion
appears to be well founded.

Lairn.—If thatbe the case the buik must bea
perfect treasure to back wood bodies like huz, and
yc may as weel put it doon on the list. What
green coated gendeman is that below your elbow ¢

Masor.—One of the most contemptible ebulli-
tions of Yaukee bittcrnessagaiust the old country
which the press of Dollardom, prolific as it is in
that department of letters, has ever spawned.

Docror.—Indeed! that is enunciating a big
word! Pray who is John Bull’s present censor,
and what is the title of his outpouring?

Masor.—The fellow calls himself ¢ Matt, T.
Ward,” and he has named his outbreak of ve.
nom, * English Items: or microscopic views of
Englandand Englishmen,”

DocTor.—And is Matt. indecd 8o very bilious
in his expectorations as you represent him to be?

Masor.—You can judge for yourself from the
following sample :

A genuine Englishman delights in rendering
himself conspicuous by the multitude of his
wants. If on board a steamer, where the num-
ber of servants is necessarily limited, he will send
one waiter for roast beef, another for a hottle of
porter—will order a third, as he approaches the
gentleman sitting next to him, who has had
nothing to cat, to hand him the radishes, and
then complains to the head steward that he can
get nobody to wait on him.  In the meanwhile,he
helps himself successively to every thing he can
reach, by sticking his elbows into other people’s
faces, and pronounces all he tastes unbearable,
His beef arrives, which he eyes scornfully, and
with upturned nose pushes off from him. He
oncemore bawls for the headfsteward, and sar-
castically asks to be informed what he calls that
on his plate. * Roast beef, Ithink, sir.” “Roast
beef, isit? Well, I should say that, whatever it
may be, it i3 not fit to be put into a gentleman’s
mouth.” e then continues confidentially to
announce to the whole table—whilst professedly
addressing the steward—that the cook does not
understand his business, that the carvers do not
know how to carve, and that he has found
nothing since he has been on board that he
could eat; although he has been daily in the
habit of employing two-thirds of all the servants
within call, and devouring every thing he could
lay his hands on. The eager haste, amounting
almost to a scramble, with which an Englishman
seeks to have himself helped before everybody
elge, appears to me strangely unbecoming in a
gentleman,—especially in situations where the
wants of all are certain to be attended to, with
the cxerclse of a slight degree of patience. But
he seems to imagine there is distinetion in being
first served, even when he i3 compelled to re-
sort to unscemly haste to sccure the doubtful
honor.  He considers selfishness knowing, and a
total disregard of the comfort of other people as
eminently indicative of an aristocratic turn of
mind. He i3 nervously apprehensive of show-
ing the slightest attention even to a lady at table,
such, for nstance, as passing her the salt, or fill-
ing her wine-glass. Ile is haunted by the spec-
tral fear that somcbody might construe such an
encroachment upon the duties of the waiter into
evidence of his having emerged from some ob-
scure position.  Such scrupulous attention to the
preservation of his rank would nuturally imply
the consciousness of being in a new position, of
which he was not altogether secure.  What mazn
among us, really entitled to the consideration of
a gentleman, would be agitated by such absurd
apprehensions. A man, really certain of his
position in society, would scarcely fear a sacrifice
of it by go simple an act of politeness. An Eng-
lishman is aiways excessively anxious to have his
scat near the heud even of a public table, as in
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Eugland the rank of the guests is determined by
the arrangement of their seats. But it seems to
me that true nobility would confer honor on that
place—not borrow honor from it. Whatever its
position at table might be, there it appears to
me, would the seat of Jistinction always be.
And when a vulgarian does succeed in rudely
elbowing his way to the head of the table, the
mere fact of his being there could scarcely im-
pose him even on Englishmen as a gentleman.”

Docror.—Cock-a-doodle-doo! The old mess
of ignorance and mendacity re-hashed, and served
up on a new dish! Why it is self-evident that
citizen Ward has never had the good fortune to
meet with a genuine specimen of an English gen-
tleman. Beyond all controversy his social ex-
periences bave been limited to the lowest grade
of commerclal travellers, or gentry of a similar
kidney! I will be bound to say that if ever ad-
mitted to an aristocratic house, his progress was
bounded by the hall, where he was accomodated
with a chair by the civil though suspicious porter
till his begging petition could be examined by the
master of the mansion! Take the carrion out of
my gight, it smells pestilently foul !

Lamp.—I say Doctor, what Yankee-looking
newspaper is that sticking oot o' your coat
pouch ?

Docror.—Your question i apropos, remind-
ing me, as it does, of a sweet copy of verses
which I intended reading to yeez—as the Squircen
would say. The journalin question is the Doston
ZTranscript, and it contains the lyric to which I
refer.

Major—Let us have it by all means, if only
for the novelty’s sake. Asa general rule your
broad sheet poetasters are, excessively small-
beeish and spooney.

Docror—The truth of your rule I subscribe
10, but the present instance furnishes a marked
exception thereto.

Latro.—Weel, weel, Iet us judge for oursells,
as the hungry tailor o* Tarbolten gaid to his land-
leddy, when she was cracking up her black pud-
dens.

Docror.—Hecre goes then :

WILLIE—-DEAD.

‘' MANIRUS DATE LILTA PLENIS.”
To the gentle Angel Death,
Yielding up his quiet breath,
Softly now his eyclids close,

In a peaceful, calm repose,

Pain and sorrow all are oer,

He will wake on earth no more,
Very still our dazling lics,

All the light goue from his eyes,
‘With hands together prest,
Folded on his snowy breast,

Aud the checks so cold and white,
All the roses faded quite.

Mother's love cannot beguile
From his little inouth a smile,
Though upon his lips she press
All a mother's tenderness;
¥e'er again his prattling voice
Shall her loving heart rejoice,

Bring the Lily, snowy pale,
Fragrant Lily of the Vale;
Wave amid his golden hair
Pallid rosebuds, frail as fair:
For at Life’s fresh dawn of day.
Like a flower he passed away.

Bear him to his quiet rest

Qn the green Earth’s ample breast;
Circled by her loving arm,

Nothing rude our babe can harm,
Very sweet his sleep shall be
*Neath her gentle ministry.

There her loving hands shall bring
All the flagrant flowers of spring,
Flocks of May-bloom, thickly set,
Buttercup and violet,

Violet like Willie’s eyes,
Azure-tinted with the skies.
There the golden sunlight falls,
Birds shall sing sweet madrigals,
Singing soft and ever low

To the sleeper far below ;5

Low as riug dove's brooding cry,
Soft as mother’s lullaby,

There our steps shall often stray
Through the balmy sumwmer day,
‘While we speak with gentle tone
Of the sweet babe who is gone,
Grateful that his soft feet stand
Safely in the spirit-land.

And hig memory we will keep

In our fond hearts, treasured deep,
Patient waiting for the day

When we too shall pass away,

And upon the heavenly shore .
Sce our dear child’s face once more.

Lairp.—Rax us your hand, auld frien’, for the
treat ye hae conferred on us. Od man that
metal rings true, and nae mistake. If the author
be spared, his name will yet become * familiar as
a household word  among the lovers o' the beauti-
ful and touching.

Major.—I entirely agree with the verdics
pronounced by the Laird, upon this anonymous
gem. My heart has not been so ‘“strangely
stirred” by any composition of a kindred descrip-
tion, since I first perused David Macbeth Moir's
Casa Wappy. Let us hope that the lyre which
can discourse such excellent music, will not be
permitted to lie dormant.

Larp.—Amen, say I! But Crabtree is your
catalogue o' new buiks clean exhausted? If I
dinna’ get spending my premium it will be burn-
ing a hole in my breeks' pouch!
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Major.—I think you may profitably invest
three shillings and ninepence in procuring from
our mutual friend Maclear, a copy of James
Grant’s new historical r , ¢ Jane Scaton,
or the King's Advocate.”

Latrp.—Just the vera’ wark I was gauin to
precognosce ye anent, but my memory is turning
a8 leaky as a water-stoup wi a hole in its bottom.
Is it indeed the grand production that the news-
paper tribe describe it to be? If we may believe
thae gentry it's little, if onything, inferior to the
Waverly Novels,

Major.—No, no, my worthy producer of bread
stuffs, that i3 carrying the joke a fraction overly
far! There isa long and dreary distance between
the bantling of Mr. Grant, and the very poorest
production of the immortal Wizzard of the North.
John Galt, and at least half a score of others fell
to occupy the middle ground which I have pointed
out.

Lairp.—Deil's in the man! I wonder that ye
should be sae rcady in advising me to birl my
bawbees upon an affair, for which sae little can
be said. Just when I supposed I was about to
become the owner o' a swan, lo, and behold it
dwindled doon and degenerates into a common,
every day goose! I may address the * King's
Advocate” in the words of the auld sang:—

<« thocht ye were some gentleman,
At least the Laird o’ Brodie,

But foul fa’ your meal pocks
Your'e but a puir bodie!”

Major.—Laird! Laird! will you never give
over jumping rashly at conclusions? Though by
no means a first chop romance, ¢ Jane Seaton”
is respectably rcmoved above twaddle. The
author has evidently re.d vp to his subjcet with
care; and if his production be lacking—as it
unquestionably is, in the higher attributes of
fiction, it merits a perusal, from the mass of
antiquarian chit-chat which it entertains, Take
the book home with you to Bonniebraes, and I
will insure you much pleasing, and even instruc-
tive sustentation for the ““lang nights o’ winter.”

Docror.—At what epoch is the scene laid ?

Masor.—During the reign of Jumes V,—and
the stage of the romance is abundantly replenished
with the leading personages who flourished in
that stormy period of Scottish history.

Docror.—Doces Mr. Grant sport a good style?

Masor.—DPretty fair, but his diaologue is
gomewhat stiff. It lacks that attribute called by
Thespians touck and go, which is so essential for
creating the impression of reality. The incidents,
too, frequently border on the melo-dramatic;—
and the concluding flare-up would take pro-

digiously with the shilling-gallery audience of
Astley’s. Still the production can claim a large
dividend of praise, and will probably sccure a
plethoric circulation. The Laird, I doubt not,
will read it with appetite.

Latrp—Qo ay! Onjything is gude eneuch for
the Laird.

Masor.—Will you do me the favour, Laird, to
present this volume, with my best respects, to
your excellent sister, Miss Girzy ?

Latrp,—Wi &’ my heart—and mony thanks
for your considerateness, It i3, indeed, a bonnie
looking buikie.

Major.—Yes, and better than it's bonnie. The
press of Republican America has seldom, if ever
issued a more gracefully written volume than
“ The Shady Side; or, Life in a Country Par-
sonage.”

Docror.—I quite agree with you, Crabtree.
The writer, who is evidently a woman, and an~
cursed with a *strong mind,” handles her pen
after a singularly engaging feminine fashion. To
my mind there is something very pleasing in the
following description of a visit paid by a newly
wedded pastor and his young wife ,—

““When they crossed the dashing rivulet, and
drew up before alow, brown cottage, Mary shrunk
from another call. Her frequent alternations of
feeling, for the last six hours, had wearied her;
and the single remark of Edward, in reference te
the dwelling before them, that ** it contained the
poorest family in his flock,” made her anticipate
a scene to which she felt inadequate.

Yet, Mr. Vernon did not look asif he were
performing an unpleasant duty. Two or three
bars were let down, aud, stepping over, they
were at the door. To Mary's surprise, he led
her into a room s0 clean and cheerful, that she
scarce noticed, immediately, how scantily it was
furnished. A stinted fire was burning on the
broken hearth ; a bedin one corner, with a clean,
but oft-patched counterpane, a single chair and
stool, and an old chest, formed the only furniture,
except the much-worn rocking-chair, in which
was the venerable woman of nearly fourscore.
totally blind; she, with her widowed daughter
and grandchild, forming the family. On a rough
shelf, under the south window, stood a monthly
rose and geranium, carefully nurtured, tokens of
the tastes and habits of more prosperous days,

The aged matron was alone when her visitors
arrived. ~ She knew her minister's step, and spoke
his name before be crossed the threshold ; she
knew, also, that one was with him of lighter step
than himself, and was prepared to welcome hig
young wife; so preternaturally quickened, upon
the loss of one, are the remaining faculties.

Mary sat by her side, and held the wrinkled,
wasted hand in hers, and listened with a full heart
as this handmaid of the Lord spoke of his great
gooduess,—of his comforts which delighted her
soul, and of that better land where is no darke

ness, no light, Neither did she omit to mention
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the kindness of her pastor in days gone by, and
bis consideration of her, in bringing his * dear
young wife to this humble cottage.” Inall that
she eaid, there was that peculiar refinement and
delicacy of feeling which long years of intimate
communion with heaven never fuil to produce, be
the outward allotment what it may.

She asked Mary several questions; and, being
once reminded by her daughter that she had
made that inquiry before, replied, with great sim-
plicity, “perhaps I have; but she will excuse
me. Idosolove to hear her voice; it reminds
me of sunshine and the flowers; and it helps me
to form an idea of her face—a sweet face, I am
sure.”

Lamrp.—T am glad that the Yankees are begin-
ning to cultivate the guict and the natural in
their stories. The lassie that wrote the above
must hae been an admirer o' Charles Lamb,  Ye
could amaist think that the Doctor has been giv-
ing us an extract frae KNosamond Grey. Girzy
will be muckle the better 0 * 2%e Shady Side
Her taste had got vitiated wi’ that conglomera-
tion of nonsense and rant, Beatrice; and she
stood sair in need o’ a tonic like the present, to
reatore her moral disjeestion to a healthier state.

Mason—(ZLoeking at his watch.) Bless me!
T had no idea it was so late. Where is Mrs.
Grundy—supper should be ready by this time, if
we expect to do much a‘terwards.

Docron—There is an old saying, Major,
“XNo song no supper,” and although I will
not kecp you strictly to the letter of that
law, still as T have no song for the evening, sup-
posc we finish our sederunt before refreshing
the inner man.

Lamn—What’s come o' the sang, Doctor ?
Hae ye liung vour harp on a willow tree?

Docror—Not exactly, but press of other busi-
ness and want of space, have prevented the in-
ttoduction of a song in this number.

Lamn.—Weel, weel! Let us cry ben, Mra.
Grundy, (rings.) 1 hac 2 wheen facts, (enter
Mrs. Grundy) Iow do ye do, Mem? and I
bope ye winna' scump me as you always do.

Mzs. Grozvy.—I will not take much room,
Laird, as just at this season there is not much
novelty in dress, and itis too carly for Winter
fashions to comc out.

Lamp.—So much the better, and to make sure
©' ahearin’, I'll begin at ance wi' something to
tell us how to get what we wauted bad enough
this fall—water:

JI0W TO NAVE PLENTY OF WATER.

Pure, clear water, forming as it does, ©i tie
samc moment, both the cmblem and embodi-
ment of refreshment and comfort, is Yooked upon
aga vital clement of satisfactory exisience, by
all who hate dirt, parched lips, dusty lungs, stra-

tified deposits on the skin, and parti-colored
linen, It also forms a most agreeable class of pic.
tures for the eye, in the form of placid sheets,
bubbling brooks, springing jets, and flashing
fountains: and through the ecar, it gives us the
music of cascades, the thunder of cataracts, and
the grave roar of ocean surges.

It i3 no wonder that all are ready to labor for
and welcome su agreeable a companion. The
large cities have brought it many miles in hewn
muasonary, at a cost of millions, that they may
srringe their streets, feed their baths, and keep
a ready antidote for incipient conflagration.
The country resident longs for the termination
of the parching drouth, when drenching raing
shall fill his cisterns, replenish his failing well,
and set the brooks in motion. Mauy are looking
with envy at some rare and *lucky”™ neighbor,
who happens to have an unfailing spring; and
others, as we have often witnessed, placing the
water hogshead on the ox-sled, proceed to drag
their needful supply from a distance of one to
three miles, as the case may be, and as they can
get it from the pond, creck, or soine better sup-
plied resident.  We have positively seen a weal-
thy farmer drawing rain water a mile, after hav-
ing allowed five times the amount he ever would
have needed to run to waste immediately before
his eyes; and we venture to assert that not one
farmer in a hundred who has suffered {rom a
want of water during the present year’s severe
drouth, has not committed a similar waste,
though perhaps sometines less in degree.

The great mass of country residentsseem to have
no more conception of the enormous floods of
clear, pure rain water, that annually pour off the
roofs of their dwellinys, wood-houses, barns,
sheds, and other out-"wildings, than if they had
never heard of such -« huge watering-pit as the
clouds in the sky. “fall the rain which falls in
hoth the Cauardas within a year, should remain
upon the surface of the earth without shrinking
into it or running off, it would form an average
depth of water of about three feet. In the
southern states, it would be more; within the
American tropics, it would amount to about
ten feet; and near Bombay in Asia, to twenty-
five feet.

Every inch of main that falls on aroof, yiclds
two barrels for each space ten fect square 3 and
seventy-two barrels are yielded by the annu-
al rain in this climate, on & similar surface. A
barn thirty by forty feet, yiclds annally $64 bar-
rels—that is, enough for more than two barrels &
day, for cvery day in the year. Mauy of our
wedinm Iandhiolders have, however, at least five
times that amount of roofing on their farmerics
and dwellings, yiclding annually more than four
thousand barrels of rain water, or about {iwvive
barrels or one hundred and fifty ordinary pailfuls,
daily. A very small portion of this great quans
tity is caught in the puny and contemptable
cisterns and tubs placed to catch it; but full-
sized, capacious reservoirs, fit to hold this down-
ward deluge, we know not where to find, even
in a single instance !

Itis truc, that where a constant draught is
not on a cistern, it need not hold the full year'’s
supply—cven one-sixth part, will, in general, ans-

wer, as the variations in the wet and dry scasons
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do not often amount to more than the rain of two
months, But allowing all this, where shall we
find a cistern for a thirty-by-forty-feet barn that
holds this sixth, or 170 barrels ® Or one propor-
tionately larze, for a broader roof?

Now what would a large supply of water from
sufficient cisterns enable the farmer todo? or
rather, what might he not do with it ?

1. In the first place, all the cattle on a farm
well furnished with buildings, might obtain all
the water needed for their daily use.

2. Or, if instead, the usual proportion were
supplied by streams and wells, alarge upper cis-
tern would furnish all the conveniences of shower-
ing, washing, and sweeping off feculent matter,
which are devived in cities from pipes and hy-
drants.

3. Or if large cisterns were placed in the upper
part of the farm-buildings {where the space they
oceupy would be of little comparative value,)
they would supply a fountain one-fourth of an
inch in diameter, spouting fifteen feet high, for
two hours every summer afternoon—the cisterns
being occupied in winter.

4. In addition to supplying the fountain, they
would keep up the water in a pond at the foot of
the fountain, thirty feet in diameter, (or with
equal surface,) and allow eight barrels to flow off
daily for watcring cattle or for other purpcses,
during the hottest evaporating days of sunmner.

THE PRESERVATION OF EGGS FOR WINTER USK.

I think I can describe a new mode of preserv-
ing egas, that is at once both cheap and roomy.
Tt should be borne in mind, that eggs are mainly
composed of albumen, mixed with a minute quan-
ty of the salts of sulphur, phospherus, lime and
magnesia. The shell consists mostly of lime.
Of the whole weight, the shell constitutes about
onc-teuth, the white six-tenths, and the yolk
threo-tenths.  Few animal substances are so
putrescent as egys, unless preserved with care.
The shell, composed as it is mostly of lime,
glued together with = trifle of animal matter, is
its most natural and safe depository. Yet even
the shell yields gradually to the action of the at-
mosphiere, so that a part of the watery fluid of
the cgg escapes, and air occupies it place, thus
injuring the quality of it,

The great seeret then of preserving eggs, is to
keep the interior in an unaltered state. Thisis
hest done by lime-water, in which a little com-
mon salt is infused.  This constitutes a fluid per-
fectly indestructible by air, and one that is so
allicd to the nature of the shell as not to be ab-
gorbed by it, or through it inte the interior of the
egg.  On the other hand, salt orlime, in a dry
atate, will act on the moisture of the egg, as will
strong ashes, This plan, also, will save more
ezgs in a given space than any other. It will
also admit of keeping them in cellars ever so
damp, and, X almost said ever so foul, since noth-
ing will be likely to act on lime-water.  Asecggs
are very nearly of the specific gravity of water,
and so near with it, I have little doubt that eags
barreled up tightly, in lime-water, could be tran-
ported as safely as pork.

Lime-watcr may be made in the most carcless
manner. Seven hundred pounds of water will
dissolve onc pound oflime, A pint of lime,

therefore, thrown into a barrel of water, is
enough, while ten times as much can do no hurt,
and all will not alter the strength ofit. The
salt, which I do not deem very important, should
be put in a very small quantity, say a quart to
a barrel.  Allare aware, that a very Jarge quan-
tity of salt may be dissolved in water. DBrine,
strong cnough for pork, would undoubtedly hurs
egas,

cﬂav'mg made your lime-water, in barrels, if
you are a merchant, and in stone-pots if you are
a smrll honse-holder, drop your eggs on the top
of the water, when they will settie down safely.
It is probably important that no bad egg go in,
as it issupposed by some that they would injure
othera. To test your egas put them in clean
water, rejecting all that rise. A beuter remedy
i3 to look at themn through a tube—say a roll of
paper, by daylight, or hold them between your
eves and a good candle by night. If the cggs
are fresh, they will in either case, look transpa-
rent.  If they are a little injured, they will look
3”?51" If much injured, they will look entirely

ark.

Egzs, well put up and kept in this manner,
will keep, I cannot tell how long, but until they
are much more plenty and cheap than at present,
quite long enough.

Leached ashes well dried, and even grain, have
kept eggs very well, inny experience, but no me-
thod i3 so cheap and obvious as the lime-water.,
As lime absorbs carbonic acid slowly, and thusbe-
comes insoluble, so almost any lime though slack-
ed for months, will auswer the purpose. Lime-
water, permitted to staud still, will immediately
be covered with transparent film. This is the
lime of the water uniting with the carbonic acid
of the atmosphere, and returning to the state of
lime-stone, and does not hurt the eggs.

I send you this long accouut of a small thing,
not because it is new, but because many people
forget old and familiar things. C. E. Gooprich.

SALE OF FARL DUCIE'S SHORT IORNS.

The stock of the late Farl Ducie of Gloucester-
shire, England, has recently been sold at auction,
at prices ueprecedented in the record of cattle
sales, excepting the recent Kentucky sale. The
animals sold comprise some of the purest bloodin
the kingdom, and 2 considerable number wers
purchased by American gentlemen.

The Short-Horn herd, consisting of sixty-two
lots, realized close upon ten thousand pounds,
making an average of upwards of onc hundred
and fifty pounds each animal. The direct Duchess
animals stood highest in the sale, which, it will
be recollected are descended from the herd of
the late Thomas Bates. A red four year old cow,
(Duchess 64) was sold for six hundred guineas to
Mr. Thorne of Duchess Co. ; = roan heifer, thres
years old (Duchess 66) was bought by Col. Morris
for seven hundred guineas. A heifer calf of the
latter, some six orseven wecks old, brought three
hundred and ten guineas—a heifer and her calf
selling for more than & thousand guincas. Tha
following animals were purchascd by American
brecders:

Buris.—Duke ‘(’{ Gloucester, red : calved Sepp.
14, 1850; got by Grand Dukc; dam Duchess 59
for 650 guineas to Mr. Tanqueray, Col. Morris and
Mr. Becar of New York,
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Fourth Duke of York, rean, calved Dec. 22,
1846; got by 2d Duke of Oxford; dam Duchess
51, for 500 guineas to Mr. Bell for Gen. Cadwal-
lader of Philadelphia. Thirteen bulls and bull
calves brought £2,494 16s. being an average of
£191 18s. each—5926,

Cows axn Huirrws,—Duchess 66, rich roan,
calved Oct. 25, 1850, zot by 4th Duke ot York,
for 700 guineas to Col. Morris, President N. Y.
S. Ag. Suciety. Duchess 59, roan, calved Nov.,
®1, 1847, got by 2d Duke of Oxford, for 350
guineas to Jonathan Thorne of Dutchess county.
Duchess 64, red, ealved Aug. 10, 1849, got by 2d
Duhe of Oxford, for 6u0 guineas to Mr. Thorne.
Duchess 63, red, calved Sept. 13, 1852, got by
Duke of Gloucester, for 300 guineas to Mr.
Thorne.

There were 49 cows and calves sold, which
brought £6,867, making an average of £140 2s.
10d. each, upwards of $680.

On the following day the sale of sheep took
place. Eighteen pure Southdown rams and ram
lambs brought £326 10s.; 79 lots of ewes,
wethers and wether lambs, £2,176 53.—together,
£2,502 1as.

The Cochin Chiras followed. The 64 lots
realized £340 4s. *“ Sir Robert,” the celebrated
prize bird, fetehing 27 guineas; Lord Ducie gave
40 guineas fur him iu February last,

HNIGHER PRICE STILL.

The Mark Lane Express of Scpt. 5, states that
Mr. TaorxE ot Dutchess Co., bas purchased the
celebrated bull “ Grand Duke,” of Mr. Bolden,
near Lancaster, for the large sum of §5,000. This
bull was purchased by Mr. B. at the great Kick-
leavington sale of Mr. Bates’ Short Horns. He
was the sire of the * Duke of Gloucester” and
4 Dutchess 66,” alluded to above as having been
purchased by Col. Morris and others,

A FEW HINTS ON BUDDING, OR INOCULATION.

Budding or inoculation, is one of the most gen-
eral, and, in this country, by far the most import-
ang method of summer propagation.  This opera-
tion consists in removing a bud from the variety
to be propagated, and inserting it on another
which is called the stock. Its success depeunds
upon the following conditions—In thefirst place,
there must be acertain degree of affinity between
the stock and the parent plant from which we
propose to propagate. Thus, among fruit trees,
the apple crab, pear, quince, mespilus, and moun-
tain ash, all belong to the same natural family,
and work upon cach other. The plum, apricot,
nectarine, peach, aud almond, form another na-
tural division, and work upon cach other. The
oherry must be worked upon some kind of cherry,
aud currants and gooseberries go together. In
general practice the apple is worked either upon
apple scedlings, which are called free stocks, or
upon the doucain or paradise, which are dwasf
growing specics, and are used for the purpose of
making small trces. The pear is worked either
vpon pear seedlings, which are called free stocks,
or upon the quince, to make dwarfs; occagionally
1t i3 worked upon the mountain ash and thorn.
But it must be borne in mind that while all vari-
etics succeed on the pear seedling, a certain
number fail entively on the other stocks we have
vuned. Lists of such asg succeed particulaly

well on the quince will be found in any practical
work on the subject. The cherry is worked
either upon seedlings of what s kanown as the
mazzard, a small, black, sweet cherry, that forms
a very large robust tree; or, for dwarfs, on the
Mahaleb, or perfumed cherry, which is a small
tree with bitter fruit, about as large as & common
pea.

In the second place, the buds must be in a pro-
per state. The shoot, or scion budded from,
must be the present season’s growth, and it
should be mature—that is, it should have com-
pleted its growth, which is indicated by the for-
mation of a bud on the point, called the terminal
bud, and the buds inserted should all be wood
buds. On a shoot of this kind there are a num-
ber of buds unsuitable for working; those, at the
bage, being but partially developed, are liable to
becoms dormant, and those on the point, where
the wood is pithy, perish. The ripening, or ma-
turing of the buds, must regulote the period of
budding, so that the time at which auny given
tree, or class of trees should be worhed, depends
upon the season, the soil, and other circumnstances
which control the ripening of wood. In ourclim-
ate, plums usually complete their growth earlier
than other fruit trees, and are, therefore, budded
first ; we usually have ripe buds by the middic of
July. In some cases, when the stocks are likely
to stop growing early, it becomes necessary to
take the buds before the entire shoots have com-
pleted their growth, and then the ripe buds from
the middleand lower parts are chosen.  Cherries
come next, and are gencrally worked about the
first of August. The buds sust be mature, ora
failure will be certain,

In the third place, the stock must be in the
right condition—that is, the bark must lift freely
aud cleanly from the wood, and there must bea
sufficient quantity of sap between the bark and
wood to sustain the inserted bud and form a uniorn
with it. Stocks, such as tlic common sorts of
plum, pear, and cherry, that finish their growth
early, must be worked early; while such as the
peach, quince, wild or native plum, mahaleb
cherry, &c., that grow late, must be woiked late,
If these stocks that grow freely till late in the
autumn be budded carly, the buds will be either
covered—drowned, as it is technically called—
by the rapid formation of new woody substance,
or they will be forced out into a premature
growth.

A very great degree of sappiness, in cither the
stock or bud, makes up in part for the dryness of
the other.  Thus, in the fall, when plum buds are
quite dry, we can work them successfully on
stocks that arc growing rapidly. Thisis a very
fortunate circumstance, too. Young stocks with
a smooth, clean bark, arc more easily and suc-
cessfully worked than older ones, and when it
happens that the latter have to be used, youn
parts of them should be chosen to insert the bu
on.

In localitics where buds are liable to injury
from freczing and thawing in the winter, the buds
are safer on the north side of thestock, and when
exposel to danger from wind, they should be in-
serted on the side fucing that the m:ost dangerous
wind blows from. Attention to this point way
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obriate the necessity of tying up, which, in large
practice, is an item of some moment.

In the fourth plice, the manual operation must
be performed with neatness and despatch.  If «
bud be taken off with rageed edges, or if it be
ever so slightly bruised, or if the bark of thestock
be not lifted clean without bruising the wood
under it, the case will certainly be a fuilure. The
budding-knife must be thin and sharp. A rough
edged razor is no more certain to make a painful
shave, than a rough-edged budding kuife is to
make an unsuccessful bud. It takes a good knife,
a steady hand, and cousiderable practice to cut
off buds handsomely, well, and quick. Asto
taking out the particle of wood attached to the
bud, it matters little, if the cut be good, and not
too deep. In taking out the wood, greal careis
necessary to saving the root of the ent're bud
with it. Then, when the bud i3 in its place, it
must be well tied up.  Nice, smooth, soft strips
of bark, like narrow ribbons, are the best and
most convenient in common use.

Mgs. Groxpy.—I'll not detain you very long,
bat before I begin, I would like to introduce to
your notice, gentlemen, a new book which has
just come out in New York, and is, I think, wor-
thy of your notice—for although I particularly
dislike the style in which Yankee ladies dress,
still the manner in which the book has been got
up deserves praise. The book, I mean, is the
**Monitor of Fashion,” published in New York,
at 180 Broadway, by Scott. The illustrationsare
by Count Calix and Jules David, and are, I think,
superior to the “World of Fashion,” however,

Fll not detain you. (LReads:)
OBSERVATIONS ON PARISIAN FASHIONS.

Qur various Artistesde MHodes are now engaged
on the invention of novelties for the approaching
Winter Season; our plate for the next month will
be for the commencement of the Winter.

For dresses, silk and satins are taking the place
of lighter materials; silk for the promenade have
three, four, and cven five flounces, generally @
disposition : basquine and jacket bodies are still
in favour, they are much worn with vévers, form-
ing a collarat the back, and narrowing to a point
&t waisi in front.

Scarfs and mantcleltes in embroidered wnuslin,
taffetas aud sativ are still worn.

For young ladies and children, silk and poplin
skirts, worn with cither fulled muslin bodies, or
embroidered jacket bodies, are still in favour.
Bleeves are worn very wide below the elbow, and
rather short; sone are rounded to the bend of
the arm in front, others left open at the back;
with these sleeves, the large douillon under-siseve
with decp ruffics falling over the hand is the
moat in favour for the promenade.

Bonnets continue to be worn far back on the
head, but are closcr at the sides.

@EXERAL OUSERVATIONS ON FASHION AXD DRESS.

One of the most distinguished of our fashion-
able milliners has just received from Paris several
slegant bonnets.

Among these honnets there i3 one composed
entirely of pink satin ribhon, separated by puff-

net there is a tuft of white marabouts spotted
with pink. Small feathers of the same deserip-
tion form the under-trimming at each side of the
face; these have a most becoming effect. A
bonnet in the same style has been made of blue
silk ; the ruches separated by black lace, and the
feathers blue spotted with black. The under.
trimming of this lust-mentioned bonnet consists
of black feather foliage, intermingled with loops
of blue ribbons, and a few small white flowers.

Another bonnet, forming part of the same
assortment, is of a very distingué character, and
i3 destined for ashowy and beautiful brunette. It
is of jonquille colour, tulle and satin in alternate
bouillonnés. On one sidc a bouquet of flowers,
which may be either white hyacinths or roses of
jonquille colour, with leaves of white blonde.
This sort of foliage imparts charming lightness
and clegance to thebouquet. In the under-trim-
ming, the blonde leaves, without flowers, are in-
termingled with douclettes, or long curled ends of
narrow jonquille coloured gauze ribbon,

We must not omit to notice two bunnets, en-
tirely white, and composed of silk, satin, and
blonde; the materials being mingled together
with exquisite taste. On one side, bows foraed
of a combination of the same materials, form an
ornament more simple and not less elegant than
cither flowers or feathers. A bonnet of pansy-
coloured satin is ornamented with bouquets of
heart’s-ease made of velvet and encircled by
black lace. A demi-voilette is sewed to the edge
of the front of the bonnet; an old fashion, which
has lately been partially revived.

We have had an opportunity of inspecting a
variety of charming novelties in head-dresses.
Some are made of gold ribbon and velvet; others
of gauze ribbon, embroidered with gold, silver,
and silk, of variegated colours. These are, of
course, intended for full evening dress. Others,
of a more simple character, but not less pretty,
consists of points of blonde or black lace, with
lappets, and ornamented with various kinds ot
ribbon. Plaided ribbons are much employed for
trimming caps of this description, and they have
a very pretty and showy effect. Fanchons, or
half-handkerchief caps of lace, are almost always
edged with pointed vandykes. In front, the
points hang downward on the upper part of the
head; and at the back, the intervals between
the points are filled up by small coques of ribbon.,

For children’s dresses, chequered patterns en-
joy the highest share of fashionable favour,
These patterng are in varions colours—as pink
and white, blue and white, &c. For a little girl,
of five or six years of age, a veryneat dress may
consist of a skirt of chequered foulard, with nar-
now flounces, ascending ncarly to the height of
the waist. The flounces may be scalloped and
edged with braid of the colour of the chequers,
A casaque, or loose jacket of white muslin,
trimmed with Valencicunes lace; or in lieu of
the casaque a canczou, fitting closely to the
waist at the back and in front, and trimmed with
necdlework or Valencicnnes, Pagoda sleeves,
gathered up by bows of pink or blue ribbon. A
round garden hat, of Leghorn or broad straw,
uwimmed with ribbon, completes this costume.

ings of white blonde. Qn cach side of the bon-

Docror.—And now for chnss, and thea to sup-
per, with what appetites yc may.

el
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Cuarter IIL.—Tur Hisrory or THE GAME.

Several writers, distinguished in literature and
criticism, have given to the world many errone-
ousand fubulous accounts of the invention of this
game, and to support their favorite theory have
written many learnced disquisitions as to its origin,
&c. Certain, however, it is, that a game some-
what similar to our “ Royal game of Chess” was
practiced in ancient times. It is clear that chess
was not known to the Greeks or Romans: indeed,
it is commonly supposed not to have been intro-
duced into Europe till the time of the Crusades;
but this supposition is incorrect.

The first western authors who have spoken of
this noble game, are the old writers of romance ;
these represent the Saracens to be very expertat
this mimic warfare, Sir William Jones and Pr.
Hyde favor the claim of the Brahmins of India,
and adduce the testimony of certain ancient writ-
ers on chess in the Sanscrit. The elephant, which
holds a place in the game (the Rook now occupy-
ing its place) i3 also a proof of its Indian origin.
The Chinese call chess the game of the Elephant,
and say that they had it from the Indians,

It is said that a philosopher, who lived during
the reign of a very able but despotic and cruel
sovereign, invented this game in order to show
him that if a people were disabled by the loss of
their king, a sovercign is equally unable to do
do without his subjects, The reasoning had its
desired effect, and from tbat time the monarch
became as gentle as he was just, and as magnani-
mous as he was powerful.

1t is supposcd to have been first brought into
Persia from the west of India, during the sixth
century ; and its progress from Persiainto Arabia
plainly appearsfrom the number of Persian words
only used by the Arabs in this game. With the
Arabians it came into Spain, and, in the cleventh
century it was brought into England by the
French.

It appears to have been immemorially known
in Hindostan under the uame of Chaturanga,
that is, the four angas, or members of an army.
Through a variety of corruptions, this significant
term wa3 changed in the Brahminical dialect
into aredraz, sacchi, echecs, chess; and by a
strange concurrence of circumstances, has given
rise to the English word ckeck, and even a name
%0 the Erchequer of Great Britain; the chequers
of a chess-board being called in the phraseology
of the scientific, the Kzchequer or Field of Balle.

However, 28 our diminutive chapters are not

conjecture and find amusement in dry detail, we
will now leave the question of its invention to
those authors who have more pages to spare, and
greater abilities for following out the inquiry.
Our next chapter we will devote to a short
account of the principal chess authors, ancicnt
and modern.
ENIGMAS.

No. 10. By Ar. Grimshaw.
Wiire—K at Q Kt sq. ; BatK Bq.; Ktsat
K B 4th and Q 4th.

Brack—K at Q Sth; Ps at Q Gth and Tth,
W hite to play and mate in three moves,
No.11. By R.B. W.
Wiire—K at Q R 6th; Qat hersq.; Rat K
R4th; Bat QR 2d; Keat K 8th; Psat Q 5th
and Q B 3d.
Brack—K at Q B4th; Qat K B7th; BatK
B sq.; Psat K B5th, K 2d, Q3d, and Q Kt 4th.
W hite to pluy and male in three moves.

No. 12. By Mr. J. Walker.
Wiuite—K at K R 5th; Bat Q Kt 6th; Kts
at K Kt 5th and Q 4th; Psat K 3d and 5th, and
Q Kt 8d.

Brack—K at Q 4th.
White to play and mate in three moves.

No.18. By C. M. J.
Wiire—K at Q Kt 2d; RatQsq.; BatQR
4th; Psat K 2d and Q R 3d.
Brack—K at Q B 5th; Psat K 4th, Q B 4th,
and Q R 2d.
W hite to play and mate in four moves.
No. 4. DBy Judy.

Wiire—K at K4th; Rat K 3d; Bat K 8th;
Kt at K B 5th; P at KR 4th.

B(;.ACK—K at K 3d; Psat KR 3d, K 24, and

3d.
¢ White to play and mate in four moves,

Tho following game was published a few years
since a8 being the briefest on record, and occurred
in actual play at the Cafd de la Regence in Paris
between M. M. X, and Y.:—

wimte (M. X.)
1. K P two.
2. Q to K R 5th.

neack (M. Y.)
two.
K B P one. (Thisbeing
vhat is calledan « im-
P ible move,” b
it exposes his K to the
Ch. of his adverse Q,
he is obliged to pley
his K.)
K to his 2nd.

8. Q tks K P mate!?
—, e ————

The intoxication of anger, like that of the
grape, shows us to others, but hides us from our-
selves,

That charity is bad which takes from indepen-
dence its proper pride, from mendicity its salutary
shame, .

Wholesome sentiment is like rain, which makes

intended for those antiguarians who delight in

the daily ficlds of life fresh and odorous,



