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THE HORRORS ©F SEMGIBILIZY.

from that moment I always called her in my own mind
Rawhead and bloody-bones: but I never pronounced it
audibly, for ny aunt disliked nicknames. I could not
endure the sight of the kitchen executioner ; I cried till
my eyes were swoln, and hugged the lifeless turkey in
my arms, till overwhelmed with its blood and my owa
sensations, Iran upto mf’ aunt’s room o express my
sorrows. She was quutealarined at the state in which
I made my appearance, and ip great agitation endca-
voured to gather what had befallen m~." Itold herall
I hal seen, and all T had sutivred, as well as I could,
and reproached her for having been so cruel as to give
the cook the orders she had.” My sorrows, however,
soon sent me into a profound sleep, until I was awak-
enéd by my nurse, to be washed and dressed for dinner.
The name of dinner shocked me—the bleeding turkey
re-appeared to my imagination, flapping its helpicss
wings, and struggling with the ferocious cook.

As soon as we were seated at table, my aunt propo-
sed belping me to some turkey; but, aithourh I had
hitherto loved her dearly, I gave her a reproachiul lovk,
and sat sullenly, turning fiom her. She, good soul,
had no idea of what was agitating me, and thoutzh a
very worthy woman, had r_ver been troudled with any
excess of sonsibility. She desired me to amend my
behaviour, and repeated her invitation to me to parake
ofthe turkey. Iresolutely said—no: she then asked e
tg taste the stuffing, and I innocently asked whether
the stuffing had been killed too. This led her into the
mystery of my behaviour, aud she endeavored in vain
to induce me to eat something else ; but no, my mind
had embraced the idea, and 1could not but suspect ihat
the verv tarts and custards must have undergune de-
cppitation as weil as the turkey. In shori, 1ate noth-
ing: my aunt was angry, and for the first time in .m(?l
Hife, she called me a wrong-headed, self-willed chiid,
ard threatened to send me bome to my father. This
availed  nought, till at length, after two or three days
repetition of my conduct, she administered a severe re-
buke, and actually ordered David to take me home

with a message that she could do nothing with me, and.

would not receive me again till l.should know how to
behave better.  This affair well-nigh broke my heartat
the time.

When I re-entered home, which I did, in time for
dinner—!I found immediately beiore me on my father’s
table a—turkey ! This added fresh fuel to the flame. 1
was 100 young to express all I felt on the subject, and
suffered myself to be removed from the table, sobbing
and crying 95 if my heart would have burst. My father
and ,mothér-wondered of course what could possess the
child, and as’T was led out of the room, I heard my fa-
ther say my aunt was in the right, that I was a spoilt
child, and he would see what could be done with me. I
trembled secretly for the consequences.

Before I weat to bed, my father came and told me
that my conduct had very much displeased my aunt,
as wellas himself and my mother. The idea of wilful-
ly displeasing either of them, was dreadful to me. 1
told my father all the story of the turkey—but he who
had eaten turkey every Christmas-day, for twenty years
of his life before I was born, could notunderstand a syl-
lable of what I m~ant. Hunzer soon, however, com-
pelled me to eat something, and when I was firmly con-
vinced that a plum-pudding had never been alive, I was
comparatively happy ; but I could not overcome mjy
prejudice 2gainst the murder o turkies, or any living
thing for, the gratification of my palate. "In truth, I wes
instinctively a Pythagorean: and as my prejudice
swrengthened, my aunt’s affec'ion weakened, and the re-
sult of all was, that when she died, a codicil to her will
was found, by which I discovered that cutting off of the
poor turkey’s head was the remote cause of her cutting
me off with a shilling, iastead of leaving me the bulk
of her property, which appeared tv bave been her origi-
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nal intention ; and against the part of her will in which
she had considered me, she wrote with her own hand,
“the child is a fool, and money will do him 1o good.”

When my aunt died, I wasa good stout boy, capable
of understanding her resentment, but not of removiry
the cause, even in the face of its effect.

“This was the first distressful stroke that my youth
had suffered,” and many a pang it cost me at that early
stage of my sensations. I could find no sympathy, for
all my family were strangely devoted to the eating of
turkey at Christsas, and to etinacy hlacdshed in every
shape. I alone etood amonc st tiem with pure hand..
and when I saw them swallowing down huge morsels
of flesh, my mind always recurred to the flapping wings,
and strugzling legs of the unfortunate turkey that
hrouzht all my woe'; and not to speak it harshiy—I be-
lieve sometimes in the fulness of my heart, {almost
wished that instead of the flesh, the feathers and talons
were thrust down their throats.

My next affli~tion brought with it a double weight of
counsequences ; and when I see the sympathy of my
realders alidtle awake, I will b 1 them to produce thure
pocket-handkerchiels, their smelling bottles and their
ac:tattentions. while Iseek to wring their hearts, if they
he niade of penetrable stuff,

——"Thanit, i, Madum ; that cambric handkerchict go
kindly displaycd for the oced:ion, almost induces me to
say,—

“Ye who have tears, prepare to shed them now.”

—And you, Miss—I thank you for the sympathy evin-
ccd Ly the production of your essence-bottle: and o you,
Sir—what shall I say for your mute attention :—
“Zeggar that I am—T am poor in thanks.”

And now, Madam, wih your permission, I will take
my seat beside you, and proceed.—

I sometimes fear my worthy father went to his grave,
without ever entirely forgiving me for having incurred
the fatl displeasure of ‘my aunt, although for many
years after that unfortunate occurrence, I experienced
repeated instanees of his paternal regard. Until the
age of fifteen I was educated at home, under the eye of
my parents, whea 1 was sent to a private school, where
'a “‘hmited numnber” of young gentlemen were boarded
and prepared for an entry to the great stage of life.

‘The number was limited, and I soon discovered the
reason to be, that my master’s talents and influence
were both so. Oly, howgleep is the cup of human mis-
ery !—mn thus sityation I'met with a variety of afflicti-
ons too tedious for défail, while I endeavoured, with all

;the philosophy of hedfeens, to sit, as the poet says,
| “like patience on azmenument.” I could never bear t0
witness the sufferings of others, and my excessive sym-
pathy always made them my own. Many times have
I made a false confession of crime, when I have be¢n
as innocent as a robin, in,order to take the punishment
on my own shoulders, when it truly belonzed to another
buy, who was always a” &rony of mine, that he, poor
soul, might not suffer, evenjusily.

On «ne occasion, I found,the cook-maid and her lov-
et whispering their endcarments in the china-closet, and
having at that early age conceived a wondrous idea of
the sanctity and necessary privacy of such interviews,
{ quietly turned the key on thcm, forgetting that the
meat would be burnt to a cinder fur want of attention,
whi'e its fair guardian, good soul, was buring with af-
fection for her lover, as well as with a desire to get out.
My good inienticns were defzated, and the unhappy
patr, without a loon-hole left for escape, were soon dis-
covered by the mistress, and the music of expostulation
rung through the house. 'The meat truly required bast-
ing, but I, whose wants were by no means so urgent,
had the precedence of the meat, and received a sufficiant
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one at the hands of the sooty dameel, till T was noist
to the skin, and the meat went to table as dry as a chip.
Never shall 1 forget the look which she gave me as she
assed the dining-room door —her eyes shot through me
rike the spit, and all hecause from a mouve of pureand
refined sympathy 1 had sought 10 ad-! 1o the happme-s
of her and herswain,  Unable to appreciate the delicae,
ol my motives, the ungrateful morl alwavs took the op
portunity of calling me a meddling booby, and from
that unfortunate day I bore the ominous nane of “shy
boots,” which clung to me like acurse w crever Lwent.
. limagined every one wholooked men tac fare intend-
ed to assail me with that epithet, until alter lony usage
1 began to feel myself identified with 1t so completely
that § became mirserable and unhappy, and scareely
knew whether I was deserving the uatefud distinction or
not, ‘This cireumstance, added to many others, at
Jength roused my sp.nt, and [ resalved. contrary to the
admonittons of prudenceand propriety, abruptlv to flee
from a place which had become =0 distres~ins o me,
Did I seek refuge under the paternal rool —No~that
was no place for me: my presence there, under suen
circumstances, would have rendercd <ul) stronger the
bitter feeling my father entertained towards the “vaca-
ries” (as he called acts of senssbihity ) of such an adule-
headed boy.

After wandering to as great a distance from these
scenes as my narrow finances would allow of, 1 mised
among the motlev group assembled at a village watket,
where I saw a brute of a drover belabouring an ox with
a knotted stick, until the creature wasalmo-t wild with
torture : my sensibility was roused, and in the fervour
of my sensations, I stripped off iy coat. and offered my
own back as a propitiatiun for the sins of the poor beast.
(! mean the ox, not the drover), and ened yuarter for
him. The mcreiless fellow laughed loudlv, and took
me at wy word, and I soon experienced pract-cally
what must have been the sufferings of the afflicted ani-
mal. The surrcunding boors set up a wald shout, and
the ox, alarmed at the fear of bemng obhized to resume
his part in the sutfering duet, made a dash forward, and
by a foreible bt of lus short horns, laid me senseless
amongst the mob.

When I regained my erect posture and my senses, |
imagined 1 heard a distant cry of “sly boots,” and scarce-
ly knew whether 1 was covered most with mud or
s{nme; certain it is, I was tuickly bespattered with
both: and when an unfortunate cur with a tin kettle
tied to his tail ran howling by me, I fancied 1 was as
miserableas he was, and even in the face of the  equital
1 received from the ill-hred ox, 1 almest wished 1}
could have exchangea situations with the dog, thinking
I could have borne with true philosophy the running
accompaniment which su?por}ed and relieved his vocal
performance. A little reflection soon brought me to
my senses, and taught my sensibility to feel, “how
sharper than a serpent’s tooth itis to have a thankless”
ox ; and after a long mental strugzle, 1 brought myselfl
to believe that the dog might have proved as thankless
as theox.

‘While I wa, standing in this condition, “the observ-
ed of all observers,” a sedate looking gentleman, who
was passing by, commiserated my aprearance, andina
kind tone of voice inquired the cause o my misfortunes,
seeing of course by the gentility of my .lress that [ was
not acting in my proper sphere. After histening 10 the
recital of my present adventure, he beckoned me 1o fol-
low him, which1 did without hesitaticn, to his resi-
dence, w‘lere, after affording me the nieans of a suffi-
cient ablution, he kindly took me by the hand and led
me to the drawing-room, where his wife and daughter
were sitting,

After mﬁ:ing a slight apology for bringing a perfect
stranger into their presen: ¢, the worthy man presented
e to them, and for thew 3t time in ty life, I felt, by
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the blushes on my cheek, and other agitating sensations,
that | was man enough 1o be sensibly touched i the
heauty of the daughtes, as well as by the frank mode in
whieh she acknowledged the troduction of her papa’s
protege. She was then—(ob how vivid 1s the impres-
s e my memory even now l—she was then just
i the exquisite bloom of cixreen, lovelv. gentle; what
attnbute did not my young feney dech her with !

Pwas treated with a great dezree of kindness by the
whoule cirele ;3 and without the nuputauon of vanity, [
miy <y 1 beieve 3 had sowe elanns towards being
whitt 15 called attractiv e, pussesstir o very comcly per-
o and an ensy, uncmbanas-ed addiess, except whea
my peculiar fechnas weie calledinto play.  Inithe midst
of s fanuly arty, the old geutleman asked me g vari-
ety 0, questons s to my connections, famly, and other
uitters 3 the story was pamiel=1 could not tell part
without telhng all. Was | ashamed of mv feelings or
myv condiet 7= No t--<ull T eovld bot readtly expluma
~ctotpecuhar feehnas, and rclate their conseqnences,
without the dread or jpewrng pethaps convure~but
more certmndy nidicate. eouid notbear ndicule even
simgle-handed 1 atete d-tete, much jess could I bear 1t
i the presence of. and perhaps adinnstered by three
atonee, one of whom <ecemed all on a sudden to be of
thice umes more wnportance to we than any other per-
son t hadever met. I had venaried silert would not
that have created suspieions that 1 was no better than
{ chould Le, and theretore unworthy of the kindness [
had expenienced. W hichis the sev(rest, ridicule or si-
lent reprobation, which might grow up imto contempt ?
All theze reflections. and any mwre, crowded over and
aginated my mmd ull I could scarcely breathe : and af-
ter some [urther deliberation. I yielded myselfupto the
chanee of ndicule, fur the sake of indulging my tove of
troth and frankness, 1 1old my whole story, from the
turkey, downwards, including a vadiety of incidents
with whick 1 have not thought (it to fatigue my reader,
und concluded with the adventure of the amorous cook
matd. and my consequent fl zht.—The result of all this
was that I grew in favour, my feelings were duly ap-
{reciated ; and the only thing which called down 'cen-
sure, was the circumstance of mv quitting my school
and omitting toreturn to my father's home.

I soon learnt that my \'\'orthy host was the village
iawyer, and after having remained under his hospitable
roof for severat wecks, he propused to communicate
my situation to my father, and actually proposed to
take me under his care, and educate me in his profes-
sion. My father come, and we were soon reconciled ;
all went vn as Icould wish, and iy father seemed to
congratulate hunself on the occurrence of an accident
which seemed to bid fair to be of use to me.

But to wnat trials was I exposed—not at the Lar of
justsice—but at the har of my peculiar gift of sensibility.
I soon discovered that my every-day duty was com-
pletely at variance with my character.  Day after day
exhibited to my aching heart, the sitwations of maay
whose miseries and atilictions 1 felt as acutely as they
themselves—but how could I alleviate them? I could
not pursue iny present course without seeing these
things, and I could not see them without being cut to
the quick ; and on one ucecasion I50ld my coat to buy
bread for a starving family who liad been wurned out of
house and home, on account of therr mnability to pay
their rent. 1 was always poor, always overwhelmed
with sympathetic sufferings, .nd my chief happiness
seemed 1o consist in rendering myself unhappy. Years
passed on in tlus way, and how I endered them I know
not.

But there was a load-star that bound me fast to my
situation. ‘T'hat kind creature trom the first seemed to
understand my character. ‘Time had made us familiar;
we read together, sang together, talked together, and
walked together, and no one ever dream: of mischief
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any more than we did. My heart and soul were over-
charged with decp emotions, 1 could scarcely compre-
hend the extent of what I felt, and <he was equally 1g-
norant of the nature of her own condition :—twas pas
sing strange :—and thus we proceeded, il on one brigli
summer's evening, we were sitting under a spreading
acacia tree tn the garden, reading Shakspeare’s <"Uem-
pest,” dividing the characters between us. At length
we came to the scene between Ferdinand and Miran-
da, and as she proceeded with the part of Miranda, 1
saw her countenance chanze, the blood mantled i her
cheek, and her voice grew wemulously <oft.  She paus-
ed where the poet diud not contemplate a pause—she
faultered where the poet was cloquent—and when she
utiered the words
“I would not wish

Any companion in the world but you;

Nor can imagination form a shapo

Besides yourself to hike of—
her very heart seemed to me on her lips; she endea-
voured to proceed, but the chavnel of utterance filed
for a mowent; at length she pursued the text,

“Bat I prattle
£umething too wildly ;”

and then abruptly closed the bouk, and by her sudden
motiun dashed my cheek with a warm, eloquent tear,
which from my cheek soon trickled down to my heart ;
she turned down one avenue, and I another ; we read
no more that day. nor the next, nor the next; we never
asked cach other why ; but we never read again in that
book.

"T'ine passed on, and the string which had discoursed
such “eloguent music” was not touched again; each
seemed afraid to wake the spell that had wrought so
strongly, and each suspected the full chord with which
thatstring would vibrate if touched again. T could no,
dared not touch it; she ought not—deheacy forhad.,
Here my excessive sensibility cut my beart-sumgs.

If a boor glauced at her as she walked through e
village, 1 felt disposel to cudgel hunror lus unpudence.
If an equal clumed her attention, and whispered In~

leasantry ip her earc my spirit was up i arms: yot
why 2 [had lawd no ciaua o her—1 had not the cou-
rage to secure my prize—I had not_the forttade 10 iosn
it. I was jealous where 1 had no right, I was conlident
where 1 kad not the resolution to use the dreas of
hope tnto reality.  Ch how biticr, how sweetly intter
was all this—the woik of that seasibhility—overilowing
sensinbity, source ot all my woe, past, preseut, and fu-
ture !

Oh Isabel—Isabel! bright, bright vision;

“No gi0rc, no moie, Ol never MOTe on me

The freshness of the heart can fall like dew.”
Perished-—perished for ever: the vision and the heart,
its freshness and its fervor!

And shall 1 linger over the <ad story, which ¢hings to
me like a vampire. and drinks ap 1y life 'ood ! Did
she fade lihe a ~ummer (lower. pining in alent love,
Jetting “concealment hke a wonm ' th’ bud, feed on
her damask cheek?—did she sadiy nunber the hours

one bv when hope made her heait beat quickly, ard
mmagination wisae I its wav en fairy pinions—did she
sink 1nto her grave, the vicm of unrequited love, bles-
sing with her dving breath the name of him who fear-
ed 1o <ay he loved ker ? Oh mv heart! Dud she all this
for thee ? Noi—she eloped with her music master.

Shortly after this event my father died. and I became
in my turn the possessor of the small patrimony on
which I reside. [ tled from the world and from society,
wearing out mvself in the hving death or dving hfe
which I descrshed at the commencement of this sketch
1 am a broken-hearted recluse—my Isabel, a widow
with fifteen children.
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THE GAZETTE.

A cool and refreshing evening had succeeded a sul-
try day in August, and the park at Brussels was crowd-
ed with pedesivians.  One military group were earn-
estly engaged in perusing an Fnglish newspaper; it
was to them a most important document, as it contain-
ed the Waterloo gazette : and yet its columns were a
mingled source of pleasure and regret ;—it notified
theirown promotions, and recorded the death of many
a valued friend.

“Deais, you have succeeded toa gallant soldier,”
said Feank Kennedv, to the newly-appointed colonel of
the 28th.  “Poor Hilson ! long will his loss be felt; so
urave, and yetso entle ! The mon adored him. When
he fell, the groan of anguish that burst from oursquare
will never leavemy mewmory. At that moment the lan-
cers assailed us in front and fank: our close and sus-
tuned fire dispersed them; and during the temporary
lall that succeeded, we laid our colonel’s still warm
body in the carth, and covered it with a few sods. He
sleeps where he fell; and where could his gallant spiri¢
find a meeter resting-place 7

s all the fate of war. Hilson’s death gave mea
regiment and made you amajor, Frank. It wasa pity,
tno that McCarthy did not survive to enjoy the reward
of his heroism. Iis regiment speaks of hisactions
with enthusiasin.”

“No wonder; his deeds were worthy of an age of chi-
valry. In every charge McCarthy was foremost ir
the fight. How he escaped so long is astonishing.
"To him, Waterloo was a succession of personal en-
counters. Numbers died by s sword ; and, where he
perished, acrowd of cuirassiers were heaped around,
and told how desperate his dying efforts had been.”

“Aftes all,” said the Lttle major, witha sigh, “ware
requires a set-ofl for the numerous calamities it inflicts
on hife and limb ; for my part, I am ru.aed.”

“Ruined! why whatthe deuce ruined you? There
vou are, fresh as a recruit; a licutenant-colonel by bre-
vet. and senior major of the gallant 28th.”

“sh! Dems; this infernal scarupon my cheek; it
quite disfigures me.  You know one looks to a quiet ve=
tirement after a little more service, and is it not mel-
ancholy to think that my features and fortunes are both
blemished 27

“ITa! ha! ha! and does a scratch upon the cheek
rendor a man not marketable 2 No, Jack,no ; that very
<rar erves yort amartial and distinguished air, that, if I
be any jud:':c of beauty, will render your natural charma
wresisuible.”

~As Melcomb has alluded to ‘quiet retirements’ and
future foriunes, I have made up my mind to—"

“Do what 2 exclaimed the lieutenant-colonels to-
aether.

“Marry 17

“Marry

“Ay, to-morrow morning; and have to request
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that you will both honour my nuptials with your pres-
<nce.”

“Melcomb will, Frank; but I, 1 could not have as-
surance enough to meet the lady, after the pains I took
to assure her you were the most profligate rascal in the
service,”

“Allis forgotten, Denis. My dear Lucy unites her
entreaties with mine.”

“Well, if I could believe that my friendly efforts to
ruin you, were forgiven, I would go.”

“I have not spirits,” murmured the little major.
“Curse upon all lancers; itisan atrocious weapon,
none but Turks and Calmues should use it; it is a sm-
ful and unchristian-like tool ; it disfigures a man unmer-
cifully;” and a groan bespoke the grief this late spoha-
tion of his beauty caused to the little warrior.

“Come Jack, rousé thy courage, you shall see Frank
noosed in the morning, and who can tell but that thy-
selfyman, shall be the next adventurer in Hymen’s lot-
tery 7

Melcomb shook his head. Denis continued, “Is it
because that Poonah painter at Canterbury gave thee
tire slip, that Jack Melcomb should despair? Come to
Ireland with me,and by the assistance of Saint Patrick,
I'll marry you out of hand.”

“Are the Irish ladies particularly humane 2

“They are, the darling creatures ! replied the licu-
tenant-colonel. “Come with me, and beyond that bles-
sed stream, the Shannon, I'll insure you an angel, with
aname four syllables long, an excellent fortune, if it be
only recoverable, and a pedigree, commencing in the
Ark,and ending with the battle of Waterloo. Egad, 1
have known a man marry there, with so little delay, as
prevented him obtaining his own consent. Did Iever
tell you the hymeneal adventure of the redoubted
Captaia Plinlimmon ??

“Never,” said the litile major.

“Come to the hotel, you shall hear it over a bottle,
forit’s but a dry story. Come away, Kennedy, this
night thy f{reedom ends: Lord, that men, when they
are well, cannot keep themselves so!” and Denis Mc
Dermott led off his companions, singing the old diity :

“A bachelor leads an easy life;
Few folks that are married, live better:
"Tisa very good thing t0 have a good wife :
But the trouble is how to get her ¥

“WHEN SHALLL. WE TWO MEET AGAIN 2
Go ask the breeze that bears me on
Over yon blue and pathless main,
And it will tell how soon !—

Go ask the waves that roar

Round my bark as she holds her way,
And as they wildly pour

On. the beach where thy footsteps stray~—

While the rade wind whistles loud,
And their crests are white with foam,
They may tel), that without a shroug
I have sought my last cold home.

And will those bright eyes shed
A tear on the sullea wave,
When it tells that I have sped

To a cheerless, lonely grave ?

When shall we two meet again ?

And must Tanswerthee ? cao the pilot tell thee
when tempests shall yex the sea !

Though his bark sail smoothly on,
Aund the port seewn just in view,
Yet their rage may burst anon
And o’erwhelm his gallant crew.

I have watched yon clear blue sky,
Fhave wari’d the glassy main,

And have told when storms were nigh.—
But I cannot tell thee when !

Wihen shall 1we tiwo micet again 2

And must I answer thee 2 Ghne'er ! oh ne’er !
till when our spirits arc tet fice !

When the evils being over
That 2round us now are cast
Together they may hover
And smile upon the past.

“And when shall we two meet’”

There is something in that tone that asks,
though passing sweet, telling me I am lone.

Go ask the destined wrrtch,
If from the upas tree,

He still has hopes to fetch
Its fruitage and be free.—

And if a smile shall beam

Upon his pallid face,

Through which his soul may seem
To thee to answer “Yes”

Ol let thine eycs impart
That ray cf hope to me,

And then this aching heart
Shall bless and cling to thee—

As one whom waves have torn
From his recling vessel’s side,
To the plank oa which he is borne

Afloat o’er the waters wide.

“When shall wetwo meet again”?

Ob in that question all that tell of griefand pein
upon my spixit fall !
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In childbood first we met,

When our hearts werp free from cars,
Aud I remember yet

How those duys were bright and fair ;

And had’st thou ask’d me then
As we sported merrily,

“When shall we meet again?”
I could have answer’d thee.

But those words have now a tone
So sad, so drear to me,

For they speak of days long gone,
And can I answer thee ?

As the passing bell that tolls,
To the prisoner doom’d to die,
When each echo as itrnlls
Through his cell, tells his hour is nigh.

So sound those words to me,

Like that heavy and slow death-bell,
And I only can answer thee

In that one wild world.—“Farewell.”

THE STORMY PETREL.
A thousand miles from land are we,
Tossing about on the roaring sea ;
From billow to bounding billow cast,
Like fleecy snow on the stormy blast:
The sails are scattered abroad, like weeds,
‘The strong masts shake, like quivering reeds,
The mighty cables, and iron chains,
The hull, which all earthly strength disdains,
They strain and they erack, and hearts like stone
Their natural hard proud strength disowa.

Up and down! up and down!

From the base of the wave to the billow’s crown,
And amidst the flashing and feathery foam

The Stormy Petrel finds a home,—

A home, if such a place may be,

For her who lives on the wide wide sea,

On the craggy ice, in the frozen air,

Aund only seeketh her rocky lair

‘To warm her young, and to teach them spring
At once o’er the wave on their stormy wing !

O’er the deep! O'er the deep !

Where the whale, and the shark, and the sword-
fish sleep,

Outflying the blastand the driving rain,

The Petrel telleth her tale—in vain;

For the mariner curseth the warning bird

Who bringeth him news of the storm unheard !

Ah! thus does the prophet, of good orill,

Meet hate from the creatures he serveth still :

Yet he ne'er faliers :—So, Petrel ! spring

Once more o’er the waves on thy stormy wing !

s
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FRENCII TOMB-STONE WAREHOQUSE.

A 1avy, well known in the fashionable circles of
Paris, lately lost b~ death, u relative who had beea do-
miciliated with her for some years, and who, being in
some measure a dependent, took all the drudgery of
housekeeping arrangements off her hands. Though an
Englishman, I happened to stand on the footing of apar-
ticular friend in this family; and having, for several
years past, been accustomed to wait upon the lady as
her attendant to all parties abroad, her assistant when
she received at home, and her aide-de-camp when the
orders to shopkeepers were of too delicate a nature to
be trusted to a footman,—my services, on this sorrow-
ful occasion, Were naturally expecied, and as naturally
offered.

1 shall cay nothing of the order of the funcral; every
thing was conducted with deccucy, and, at the same
time, with a magnicicence worthy of the opulence and
respeciability of the family, acd calculated to impress
on the minds of the spectarors, the maguitude of the
distress which the eloomy pomp represented by all the
external embiems of woe. This painful ceremony fiz-
ished, a monument to the deceased bezame the nest
object of aitention, and I was requested to take the ne-
cessary measures for havicz a suitable cire erected.

In order thet 1 wmight worthily exccute this interest-
ing commission, I conzulted my friend the Marquis of
B., who had Jately lost a concort when he highly res-

{ pected, but never lived with ; and to whose memory he

had erccted a superb marble, which testified, withall
the pathos of poctry, how much the heart of the surviv-
or was torn by the violent separation. On enquiry of
this gentleman what tradesman had so well served him
in his afiliction, he said he was unable to inform me,
not having yet paid the expenses of the funeral;—he re-
ferred me however, to Monsieur G , the well
xnown friend of his lamented wife ; who had t'aken, as
he expressed it, all the burthen of the thing on his own
shoulders, and liad kindly relieved his wounded feelings
by seeing that AMadame received all those attentions
which were due to her after death, ashe had, s1ill more
kindly, been urremittingly assiduous aupres d’elle,
during the life-time of the ever-to-be-deplored lady.

To Monsieur G———1 accordiogly went, without
delay, and found him dull and disposed to besilent. He
said little of his lost friend, but seemed to think muck;
and, as he appeared disinclined to entertain company,
I quitted him as soon as he had furnished me with the
address of one of the most celebrated Parisian dealers
in monuments.”

Le Sieur M. N. is the owner of amost magnificent
establishment in this way ; taste, order, and smiling po-
liteness there reign ; and, walking along the first galle-
ry into which I entered, surrounded by angels and
genii, and nymphs shining in the purest alabaster, con-
ducted by a bowing employe, I thought to myself—*this,
is indeed smortking the passage to the tomb.) The
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delicacy of the tenderest nerves would not be staitled
here by the mementos of death.

1 found 1t would be necessary to wait a little before 1
could explain the purpose of my visit, for the master
had customers with him. Histaleuts were well known,
and no genteel person at Pans likely 1o want a monu-
ment, would think for a mument of being furnished by
ny other than M. N.  1lis improvements in his art had
been recorded in the Magazine of Inventions, ard sonte
of his finest articles wern exhibited at the fétes of French
industry, as a proof of the wncreased cons' mption of the
naton.  As I advanced towards the greatnan, 1 found
him too much occupied with a couple of gentlemen,
dressed ia deep mourning, to observe my approach ;
ard I was, [ must confess, struck by the simple dignity
with which he conducted business. In the Almanac
des Gourmands it is said of Beaw dlters, one of the
master spirits of French cookery. who did things in s
art which the vorld will net willingly let die—that,
'."i';h one of his sauces, w man, with a good appetite,
roight eat his own father ! It would be doing injustice
to Le Sieur M. N. 10 limit his panegrvric to saying of
his monuments, that a man 1mght desire one fot his
own father : this would be affirming but biutle 5 if T way
speak from my own feelings, I would say, that no one
who enters this warehouse can quit it without being se-
dured into desiring a monument for himself, nay, stipu-
lating that it should be finished off hand, ~nd sent home
without delay.

When I came up io the party, I found the customer<
had but just commenced their bargain ;—

‘I wanta tomb-stone,’ said the elder of the two.

Fo: man or woman, sir,” asked the master, with Luce-
demonian brevity, and Parisian quickness.

‘For a worthy gentleman who as rather advanced
in life betore he left it

‘Have the goodness to step this way then; the men
above forty are to the right. Bachelor, or husband
sit ¥

‘Ouar Jate friend was a marrried man.

‘Vasily well: John, be realdy to show the zrticles for
the married men abore forty.

“We wish a stone that shall express the virtues of
the deccased : his children greatly regret his loss.

‘Ah! that’s quite another thing ; you ought to have
mentioned at first that he was the father of a famly:
John, the gentlemen wish 1o see the futhers of fami-
lies abore forty—they’re on the other side, vou know,
close to the friends in need .

The mourners proceeded with the attendant towards
another wing of the extensive building, when 1 took
advantage of the opportunity, thus afforded me, by ad-
dressing the master. First [ compiimented him on his
powers of classification, which 1 considered as unsur-
passed by those of Linnweus himself. ‘Sir,Ifind, the ar-
rangemecatconvenient, wasthe modest reply of the hewer
<" stove. ‘Time and trouble are saved to all parties.

FRENCH TOMDB-STONEZ WAREROU3E.

People by this meansare always prepared for death, as
one may «av,~and I avoid getting into scrapes with
the iving.  Formerly, sir, nothing could be more pre-
carious or puzzling than the trade of @ maker of monu-
ments. It was as bad as portrait-paitting : no satisfy-
ing the first demands of grief without exceeding the de-
cisins of reflection, I have scen an epitaph in gold
letters ordered with tears in the eyes ; and, when the
bill has been preseated, the inheriting sorrower has in-
sisted that they were commanded 1n blacs, as most sui’-
able fur mourning. luseriptions 1o the memory of fath-
ful wives and atlectionate husbands  have been given
to me, where epithet has vied wih epithet, and excla-
mation with exclamation, 1o “make a phrase of sorrow,”
and, sir, would you believe it, alter the chisel had done
its duty, ¥ have had the charge disputed on the ground
that the eulogium was extravagant and inapplicable !
Swrely we conld never have said so, have been doom-
ed to hear, wken the instrucuons have been entered,
right to a letter, inmy warchouse book of inconsolables.
In short. sir. grief is prodigal ; but reflection caleulates,
I thought 1t be<t, therefore, us customers increased, and
we had the prospect of an epidemic, to prepare a stock
of ready-made articles at ready-money prices ; so that
a gentlewnan might, if he pleased, be waited upon with
bz monument some days before his death, or, at all
events. hus hewrs be fixed at once, and no opportunity be
feft for after-repenting.

1 could not help ~xpressing mv admiration of a plan
founded on such an exquisite knowledge of human na-
ture, and apparently executed with an ability and indus-
try worthy ol th. cxcellence of the original idea. At
the sawe time, I expressed some doubt whether the va-
riety of the demand could be fully met by anticipation,
and inquired whether they were not, after all, often ob-
hged tv make to order ?

‘Seldom, sir, seldom : not but that we are exposed to
caprice and eccentricity sometimes. 3o great, howe-
ver, 15 the extent and assortment of our stock, that cne
piece or other in it seldom fads to give satisfaction.
‘The only persons, we may say, whom we have found
at all troubleseme. are the heirs of insolvents and for-
eigners. 1t is true, we have 1aken the precaution to en-
grave virtues suited to all the professions and classes of
society ; we have them too at all prices, and of every
material, from marble to plaster.  Good husbands may
he had here from a gninea upwards. and friends to the
poor at a still lower rate.  Faithjul wives, being a
large department, go with us very cheap.

Qur poctry is paid for by the line; but notes of admi-
ration are charged separateiv. It you will take the trou-
ble o walk round with me, Ishall be happy to show
you our philuntrophist in marble, and widows in free-
stone. We have alsoa handsome assortment of pokits-
cians ip wood, Of philosophers, it must be confessed,
that we are at present rather out ; for the lead has been
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used lately for bullets: but you will see several physi-

ctans in the block, and a number of men of ietters com- ,

plete, except the heads.

I readily availed wmyself of this invitaticn ; and, as
we proceeded, my interesting conductor lett me nothing
to desire in the way of explanation, while [ was Joat in
astonishment at the infinite sagacity which directed
this great establishment,

‘I observe,’ said I, that all the tablets in this division
are particularly profuse of moral qualities and relizous
impressions, They are desigued Jor the clewgy, 1 sup-
po<e.’

‘No, sir, for the actors and actresses: these gre the
only people we now have, tha.set much store by a char-
acter for morahty and reiinion: they demand, however,
a great deal i this way, and we are aliost bhged to
be too full for a hmlsome distribution of the hines, in
order to <ati~fy their ambition ts be exemplary.

‘I have lost,” eontinned hiey “taush good menial and
caputal worlimanship, by the political changes.  Zevi-
ons of honour are now a druz; and senaturs vseless,
Many a magnificient slab. connected with tie mpenal
~egi ne, 1 have hren obliged to sell at the price of zran-
ite, for building the foundations of statues to the Boar-

. 1
bons ; and the same police-odizer, that has commanded

their preparation, has brought me the order for their des-
tructicn.  What vexes we most, however, s, that we
are oblized to bear the dinage when the selfishness of
individuals speculates on gain. How many family
monuments, executed to order, have been left on our
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blishment, wien their choice was pointed out to hum,
complimented them very much o their good taste.
They could not have selected anything, he said, of a
prestier melancholy, ot of a purer marble : the price svas
only five hundred franes, and as there was at present
noanseription on ity they might have anything they
pleased ergraved, for which, however affectionate, he
cwold charge moderately by the fetter. The gentie-
wmen seemed <tartled by the price: they, however, pro-
josed an mseripion, and inquired how much ‘the best
of parents—tenderest of husdands would come to ?
M.N nade s ealenlation: on heanng its amount
tiey sectmcd more appalled than before.and one of them
factantly raid—"Suppose then, we were 1o leave the
best of paronts ont ofour lamented triend's monument 7
It would come ch:aper then : and, i truth, perhaps
the less we say of s condurt aza father, the better;
‘Twas just thinkine. replied the other, “hat propriety
as well as economy seemed to require ys to drop the
allusion to his conjugal Iife: it was not in the domestic
circle that our deplored relative (and here the speak-
er's voree faultered ) displayed wost brilbanvy the ma,
ny virtues and amable qualitics by which Ins charae-
ter was unquestionably adorned.’
‘The result of the discussion [ did not wait to hear:
finding that the dealer in memorials was bikely to be
occupred for some tme with these sincer> mouuners, [
| made an appomment with Lim (or another day ; and,
when L saw him again, I leamned, on enquiry, that the
two gentlemen had goue away withou! ordering any

hands, because relations have suddenly found st incon- ! monument at all.

venient to claim the titles and aclievements which T T T T
they had givenin with pnde How many altcmuonai
have we been obliged to make at our own eprnse, 19 A goon novel is a very great treat, a' d ranks high
save the article from being rejected altogether! Such among the productions of human wit, nor does the pri-
of the bishops as have been provident enough to order | wary and direct effect of it appear to us to be pecessa-
n‘wmonals of their virtue and P'e;}'. before-h:.md, h;u:c' rily dangerous to the morals of any reader ; but the ten-
given us a great deal of trouble in this way: ‘\"P°l‘~'f’" S i dency of the indiscrimmate reading of novels, or even of
f;haplam has 0-\P°‘f‘°d us to convert hum, for nothing, ' ine frequent reading of good ones, must he to encourage
into the almoner of' Louis X VI, and the preceptor to ;. g winds, and especially in the tender minds of
the King of Rome would have us metamorphose him, young women, the baneful habit of imaginary indulg-
on the same terms, into confessor to her Royal High-! ence; and such suffer years tc slide away n a dreamby
ness the Duchess of Berri.  As to lhe' sentiments, they , state of half-animativn as 10 all the useful purposes of
give us much less trouble than the titles : loyalty and  ypeir station. It1s this which makes novels more dan-
devotion stand as befure,‘ 1is ?“IY becessary to substi *gerous to females, than to our owe sex; almost every
tute the word loyal for imperial, and this, you know, 4 hasof necessity that collision with mankind, that
is with us the affair ofa moment.  Courage and fidelity « jisrychanceand interference of real business, and world-
are sull apropos ; we must only be careful to interpolate ly interests, which may serse to rouse him perforse

NGVEL READING.

the Bourbons in some principle part of the inscription.
effacethe eag - and engrave a hly or two in their pla-
ces. All this people expect us to perform as a matter of
course ; but—?

Le Sieur M. N. was interrupted in his complaint by
suddenly meeting with his two customers, who were in
fact seeking him. They had scen 2 monument of
which they much approved : aad the head of the es'a-

from his dream, and disenchant him from the web of
romauce, in which he has entangled himself; but &
1 young woinan, living at home, with no property to man-
lage, no interest to cultivate, ao family to provide for,
| no contentions at the bar, or in the senate, no bargains

on the Change, no intrigues in the country ; nothing, in
s short, that she cannot in some measure transform and
i'nccommoda(e to her own ideal world, lives as it werg
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spell:bound, a stranger to her real duties, wasting her
energies and her sympathies on imaginary sufferings
and unattainable and undesitable combination of quali-
ties; her first suitor she conjures into a repulsive and
detestable wretch, to whom sae is to be sacrificed for
money, or she arrays him with all the splendours and
glories of the favoured knights of romance: In either
case, she stores up much unhappiness for hersell, and
her family ; she rejects a worthy and an honest heart,
<or she wakes a married woman to ‘butcher’s bills and
brewing,’ to plaguy servants, to imagined neglects; in
short, to the ups and downs, the clouds and sunshine, of
a married life, which, for our lasting good, are so Civer-
sified, and from which solid happiness may be extracted
by a well-regulated spirit with reasonable expectations ;
but which js so unlike the paradise of a girl’s imagina-
tion, that the houri, who comes therefrom, is 2 creature
aafit to breathe, and hardly able to live in the cloudy at-
mosphere. What too is more imjportant, and more to
be deplored, is, that she comes to her new sitzation, jg-
norant of its duties, and but celdly disposed to the per-
formance of them ; they ave too humble and unostenta-
tious, and they require too isglorious and unscen sacri-
fices for hier to take delight inthem. Real life is, as it
were, a cheat and a fraud upoa her; the lesson of dis-
appointment may be too hard for 2 mind enfecbled as
her’s, and there is a danger that she should, instead of
unravelling the dreams of her youth, and submitting
cheerfully to the change, coldly wrap herself up in her-
self, become soured in her temper, and retire irom all
her social duties and affections to the seducing drams
that load the shelves of her closet.

A FATHEL S ADVICE TO IS SON.

Tho most important thing at setting out in life is
to make a just estimate ef our own worth and talents.
1f we suffer vanity ard self-conceit to overrate our
estimate, we render ourselves ridiculous in the eves
of others ; andif want of due ambition make usun -
derrate ourselves, we lessen in proportion our real
value, for few people will raic us above our own es-
timate. By a due cstimate of your own value in
your intercourse with mankind, you will cqually
avoid meanly cringing to those you suppose zbove
you, and domincering over those below you, cach of
which equally speaks a little or unculuvated mind.

A certain degree of respect is ducto persons of
peculiar merit, or who fill elevated stations, but ci-
vility is due to every oncin life, whose base conduct
basnotforfeited it.  An casy, kind, and pleasing ad-
dress, without sacrifice of diguity, is among the most
vaiuable acquirements, and is within Je reach of ev-
ery person. It is 2 kind of current comn, ‘that will
pass universally even among savages, and will gain

ou friends with those who canpot understand your
anguage.

Remember that time and exertions are the only
true sourco from whicki to gain property, therefore
never sacrifice the onc, nor neglect the other.

E
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In all your business transactions, the reputation of
prudence and perfect honesty will give what control
you need of every man’s purse; and the easiest way
to obtain that reputation is to deserve it. )

'You have doubtless had, and.will still have many
offers of friendship; but never suffer yourself to con-
sider any person your friend but whose character
will make his friendship valuable. Never displease
your friend by any apparent wantof confidence ; but
never let it be in his power to injure you, should he
prove perfidious.

In torming your plans of business, listen with at-
tention to the advice of others, especially those.of ex-
perience, and weigh every circumstance deliberate-
ly in forming your opinions, always reserving to
yourseif the right of being governed by your oun
opinion, whatever itmay be; and when you have
seitled upon your plan, pursue it in spite of every
thing, but impossibility, or the discovery that it is
morally wrong. )

Should you meet, as you doubtless will, with dis-
asters in the pursuits of life, never suffer your mind
to be depressed, nor give way to a2 moment’s despon-
dency.—Cheerfulness and courage arc as necessary
to the mind as food is to the bogy; and remember,
under all circumstarces, that to despair forms no part
of the duty you owe to yourself and to the world.

Lorr Erskixt was distinguished through life, for
indgpendence of principle, for his integrity, and for
his'scrupulous adherence to truth. e once ex-
plained the rule of his conduet, which ought to be
generally known and adopted. Tt ought 0 be deep-
Iy engraven on every heart. He said—*It was the
first command and counsel of my youth, always to
do what my censcience told me to be a duty, and to
leave the consequences to God. 1 shall carry
with me the memory, and Itrust the practice of this
paternal lesson to the grave. I have hitherto follow-
cd it, and have no reason to complain that my obedi-
ence to it has been even a temperal sacrifice. I
have found it on the contrary, the road to prosperity

and wealth, and I shall. point it out as such to my
children.”

The wisest plan of economy, with respect to ovy
pleasures, is not merely compatible with a strict ob-
servance of the rules of morality, but is, in a-great
measure comprehended in these rules; and there-
fore the happiness, as well as the perfection of our
nature, consists of doing our duty with as little soli-
citude alout the event, as is consistent with the
weakness of humanity.

He whose ruling principle of action is a sense of
duty, conducts himsclfin the business of life with
boldness, consistency, and dignity, and finds kimself
rewarded by that happiness, which so often eludes
the pursuit of those who exert’ every faculty of the
ming -p order to atiain it.

The man who aims exclusively at his 6wn wel-
fare will be sure to.miss his object ; as beauty can’
not see itself except by reflection, so happiness is to

be caught only by rehound.
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LUCID INTERVAL OF A MAD PRISONFR.
Mabp! exclaims the reader.  Oh no, surely not ! Will'
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My Mother died when I was sixteen, I shall never
—no, not even in madness, forget my mother’s death.

I was with her tothe last. I alone—for my father was
away then—and she kissed me with her Jast kiss, and
smiled upon me with her last sweet smile, and blessed
me with her farewell words. I remember I'had been a
wild boy ; I had given her many moments of pain and
heart-ache, and she often feared that my irrepressible
levity and impetuous folly would in the end be my ruin.
A fear of this sort secmcd to pervade her spirit before,
on holy wings, it took its far flight to God; for just be-
fore she died, she said, with her mild quiet voice and
lovk, ‘Dearest Fred—do—do be steady when I am
zone 5 and I promised it fervently. ‘I will, mother, T
will indeed!” See, see, how memory makes me weep!

My father came home. Ie grieved a little, but his
sorrow was shallow and unenduring ; and it soon fled
after my mother was carried to her grave. Iknow not
even ifit lasted out the mourning svit. Butif my fa-
ther scon jforgot the dead, he did not neglect theliving :

you tell me, that when the worst and dreariest calamity
that in grief can visit virtue, or, in retribution, sin—has
fallen upon a fellow being ; when the bosom is fevered,
and the heart burns, and a storm is howling in the cav-
erns of the brain, deserted as they are by reason, and
shut out from ligiit ;—when love’s blessed spirit is lost
in frenzy, and memory makes way for despair;—when
all man’s intellects lay prostrate, and all his affections
are banished, all his hopes undone ; can the law, hold-
ing a tyrant power over one who acknowledges no dic-
tates, and is irresponsible as a child, follow up an aw-
ful divine visitation, with the hollow mockery of human
‘vengeance, and take the madman from his fit asylum,
10 close upon him the portals of a jail!

What the law can do it is no part of our vocation to
establish ; but what it Zas done we are free to tell, and
we answer the guestion which we imagined for our
reader, with the assertion, that it has many times com- . : !
miited the insaue to prison for the crime of debt. he saw e keeping the promise I made to my dying

% s s ® mother—%o be steady after she was gone.’ 1had ex-

A few days since it was my lot to read the funeral . changed tie saleons and theatres fur study, and given
service over the body of ¥rederic Storr.  IIe was bu- L up dissipation for my bocks. Ile beganat once to in-
ried in some greund attached to a small chapel in the | teresthimselfin my pursuits, and set himseif, well com-
vules of the King’s Bench, within which he had resided ; Petent to the iask, to complete my education. The
twelve years. A few hired mourzers saw him coni- ,c!:unnel into which he turned it, blasted the better fecl-
mitted to the tomb,.and one woman, who wept very ;inssz and Llighted the fiowers of my heart, and made
bitterly, but who I atterwards ascertained was not con- ¢ what you see ine now. Ilhad become steady with
nected with him by any positive tie of kindred. He,agood:motive: alas! he taught me how to remain so
had travelled friendless from the living grave of his pris- | With a bad purpose.
on to the darker, but scarce drearier dwelling below the | My father was a sordid wan; but his selfishness de-
earth! 1had known him for some years previous to his , died to him the power of enduring those privations by
death—he was mad, save at occasivnal lucid intervals, | Which he could have sown in carly life, the seeds of a
when memory seemed to return withsense, andhe could | fortune that might have swelled into the Leriathan
converse with presence and rationality of mind. | wealthola Daring ora Rothschild, and he now sought
Strangely too, at those moments he could recall and |0 Tevive tae lost opportunity in his son. e went
talk of the tormenting visions of his insanity and none {cunningly to work, and filled my mind with a cursed
was then more aware that he had been mad.  He could jlearning 5 he awoke in me a bad ambition by teaching
go back 100, to the carly events of his life, and often {Me the knowledge of the power of gold. Poverty he
narrate the incidents that had breught him into jail. !made me.fear, and wealth worship. e alchemysed

I happened one morning in my ramble round the ! MY affections and turned the currentof my heart.  The
rules of the prison, to meet Storr coming through the tlove of man changed inio the love of Mammon; all
little gate before his dwelling, and by his salutation I “bright dreams varizhed, cnly thase which money scem-
perceived that he had an interval of sense—one of those ; ©d 10 ild. The charms, the glorious beauties of exter-
heautiful cpisodes of light and reason that for a time 3““1 nature, lost 2ll loveliness in my sight, allg became
restore order in the brain. I spent the whole of that {as nothing before the glittering aitractions of a bank, or

. . - . . o S5 hp 3 3
dey with him, endeavouring to amuse his mind, while (@ Vision of the interior ofan Iron chest.  To accurny-

itretained its empire, with rapid and changeful conver- | 1t¢ became a passion With me, and the spirit of usury
sation, for of itself it seemed to revert, through the pow-, M ’d?l_‘“ my heart. o my father was gratified, and
er of memory, to the stormy ‘Past,’ of Storr’s unhappy “he rejoiced to sceme a miser and a Mammon-lover, at
life. Towards evening, Storr’s uneasiness upon this | the age of uwenty-one.

point increased, and at last I was obliged to allow him Before he died, I had madea profession ofthat which
10 unburthen himselfof the history, which he was fond | he had taught me to adore. e saw me engaged in
of narrating, of wi.at had fallen out’in the dark page of partnership with a Bill-broker, equally famous for his

his destiny. The story is here presented to the reader extortionate discounts, and his impenectrability of heart ;
as from the lips of itsmelancholy hero! and when I stood before my father’s bed side in the

* * * hour of death, he left me and the world, saving—‘Fred:

Q
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my boy, God bless you, I am going now, but Pm glad
to leave you in the way of making your fortune.

The first sacrifice I made at the altar of money was
by.a marriage, for its love alone, to a thoughtless and
senseless girl, who had no other positive attractions than_
a pretty face and a heavy purse, the first of which was
generally confronted with a mirror, while of the latter
I took especial care myself. The fortune procured me
some pleasure ; but the only moment of real happiness
I ever enjoyed with my wife was, when, at theend of
the first year of our union, I made the discovery that
she was not likely to encumber me with the expense of
children.

1 devoted myself to my business, which T told you
was that of bill-broker, with intensc diligence ; but oh!
I look back upon it with more intense disgust. All the’
elements of the earthquake, that hassinee shattered my
heart and overturned my brain, were moulded in its
cursed crucible, in which I sought my gold. Upon the
seca of life it foundered me, and I am now tossed there
a wrelched wreck. By the God of Heaven it was a fear-
ful trade. Tell me not of the soldier on the plains,
nor the doctor at thebed of suffering, of torwre, or of
death : the scenes of the battle and the plague are a
feather in the balance of misery, when weighed against
these which I have seen and caust—-ycs, I, the relent-
less agent of other’s sorrows, bartered for usury and be-
got in guilt.

‘We had connected ourselves in a short time with a
host of attorneys, Jews, bailifls, money-lenders, and all
the offscums of our trade. Docs a man fall from his
horse, he goes 1o the surgeon to have blcod let,—and
so did we~—leeches in another sense—bleed the hun-

-dreds, who having fallen in circumstances came to us
for temporary relief. 'The tide scemed at first to flow
from their purses, but ofien did it eventually prove to
be the blood of the hearts ! All our connexions had to
live. This wasthe great secret of the misery which we
caused. It was our husiness to discount bills with
enormous usury, under a certainty that they would not
be paid when due, although we were sure of it soon af-
ter,—but we never wailed. The bits of paper were
passed over to the lawyers with whom we were linked,
aund each took his turn, with a dishonored bil, to arrest
the unfortunates, who had their names .-ttached, either
as drawers, acceptors, or in the way of indorsement ;
for to increase cost we invariably issued writs against
themall. Then theJew bailiffs were broughtinto play,
and they made money either by arresting th» parties, or
by taking fees not to arrest. Thus it was an organized
system of plunder, of which we were the polluted
source. The tide of accommodation rolled onward
from our house, but its streams were pregnant with
poison, and brought heart-burnings to all who drank.
As our connection increased, we held in every prison
in London, victims whein we had arrested, and nota
few in the jails of county towns ; and yet not one in-
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stance can I recollect that the persons whom e kept
in durance deserved imprisonment, for they would have
paid us if we had not sent them thither, and we were
the swindlers, upon system, by whom they had been
decoyed, in 2 moment of need, iaio the debis which we
now sought to punish them for owing. Injustice, cus-
tom, and the desire of wealth, had effectually closed the
avenues of sympathy in our hearts, and our feelings
were petrified, or we could not have lived under the or-
deals of touching narrative, tear-waking eloquence, and
affecting appeal, which we had daily to undergo. God!
—in that brief period what a life was mine. Day after
day did I enter my counting-bouse to find on my desk
letters that should have warmed an icicle-to pity, and
melted an avalanche into a torrent of henevolence and
human mercy for my kind! Here was a iale from a
lone woinan,. that her house was desolated by my execu-
tion, that her husband was in prison at my suit. There
lay a letter from a young victim just taken to aspung-
ing-house, the first step on his extravagant path to
jail, where, by our means, his heart was to be harden-
cd, and his morals made corrupt.  Now 1 read the state-
ment ofa father, that his wife must dic, his business be

neglected, his children starve, if I %kept him within
stone w«ll:. P-rsonal mlercusaons, too, poured in up-
on me. A mother from the Bench, a wife from the
Ileet, a daughter from Whitecross street, a sister from
the Maishalsex or Horsemonger lane, would come be-
fore me in quick succession, sometimes wmocking their
own hearts, by assuming the smile by which they hop-
ed to charm ; but ofiener with tears, entreaties. and de
luding hopes, soliciting the liberty of those they loved.
Strange that I could be socoldiy callous as to have left
them unrelieved, bowed down by their oppression, for
a purpose—in which humznity was forgotien for gold
—so worldly as an enquiry into the validity of a new
bill! Since then I have wept burning tears for cvery
shiiling that 1 gained by usury, and raved out curses
upon my own head, in madness for every prayer of af-
fection that my brutality refused to grant.

“Soon, soon, soon followed retribution ; it rushed up-
on me fiercely like @ Niagarean torrent; it gave no
warning, it brought no compassion, it left no hope j—it
burned my heart, stone as it was, toa cinder; raven-
ously as a vulture it fed upon my spirit, and set a deal,
of darkness upon my brain. The curse of the ruined,
embodied in the form -of fiends, danced around me in
my vision ; they put my soul in fury, they encircled
me with torments in fever, and from my dreams their
howling Woke me raving mad ! Mad I have been !—
mad I must be !'—mad T am P

‘No, no, no? said I fearful ofa relapse, from the ris.
ing energy of themaniac, and at once I soight to changc
the theme of talk ; but he was not to be diverted.

‘No,’ said he as he resumed, with a manner calmed by
my cffort to distract him from his story 5 ‘no, I have
told youso far, and while I can I'will tell you all. We
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went on with our damnable game of usury, and as we
made money we increased our speculations 10 a large
extent. At last we had out an immense number of
bills.indorsed with our own names, of which however
we were pretty confident as to the respectability of
most of the acceptors. About the time they became
due, T had occasion to leave town fora week. During
my absence the day of payment came, and nearly all
the acceptors disappointed us with excuses. In this
dilemma my partner gave immediate orders for the
working of all the engines of the law, and in the inter-
val drew in all our capital, pulled upon all our resour-
ces, and borrowed every where that we: had credit to

enable him to gather in these heavy outstanding res-
ponsibilities. When he had succeeded, and was pre-
pared to meet the bills—startled at the enormous amount
of money, which he had collected in his hands—a new
idea scized him: judge of it3 brilliancy and whether
it was profitable or not, when 1 tell you that with my
return was developed the discovory that my money (I
give it precedence for having loved it best) and my
wife were gone off together with my partner, who had
left me all the heavy bills to take up as Icould. I was
totally ruined, and never did a man tnore deserve to be
so.

On the Gay of my arrival I was arrested by one of
the very lawyers who had lived by our firm (how ma-
ny of us have cherished the serpent by which we have
been stung) taken by a bailiff; who I had a hundred
times employed to take others, to a sponging house, and
thence by Zabeas to jail.

‘From that time I became a haunted man—haunated
by the living not the dead. Shadows weuld not have
scared me, but realities were appalling. 1was tossed
from prison to prison, just as my difficulties withdrew
from me or gathered around me, and like the wandering
Hebrew, I had no resting-place away from the misery
which ! bad made. Now it was that my own scarlet
crimes first flashed upon me with their conscience-
goading and accumulated horrors.  'WasI in the Fleet
prison? There I encountered men whom I had thrust
hefore me into the den ; their tale of ruin was told to
nie in mockery of my own ; I saw the gentleman who
had once called on me in ‘fine attire,’ pinched with
penury and robed in rags. 'I learned that the wife who
had once reached my house, but not my heart, with
her appeal for mercy, was dead; the children whom
she had brought with her to rouse pity with their teavs,
were now crying within my hearing, not for their fa-
ther’s liberty, that had been long hopeless, but for bread.
Do I leave the Fleet, and (again arrested) find myself
a prisoner in ' Whitecross-street 2—the young profligate
who isblaspheming by my side was accounted virtu-
ous until plunged into a sphere of dissolute companion-
ship by me; and yonder drunkard, recling on with his
potof ale, was both 2 sober and an honest man till I
impaled him in a prison, where sobriety was scoffed at,
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and honesty despised. J was the perpetual inmate of
Jails, and there I was perpetually tormented with the
presence of my victims. To whatever cell I might re-
tire the cries of the orphan rang in my ears ; the tears
of the widow fell upon my heart. Conscience cartied
me over houses that I had desolated, and faney led me
to graves that 1had filled. This—this the triumph of
remorse was cruel ; but when I turned from the dread
convictions of my own thoughts, and went again among
my fellow prisoners, it was agony, to endure the pres-
ence ofthose whom I had wronged.

‘At last, after a term of suffering in the other prisons
1 got removed to the King’s Beneh, and there 1 hoped I
had no vietims—1 was wrong; yetall the first day I
saw no one whom I knew, and then

‘The sirong delusion gained me more and more,’
but the events of night dispelled it. i

‘About cleven o'clock, the hour fixed by law for the
retirement of the prisoners, an alarm of serious illness
was raised, and an expression of general indignation
pervaded the debtotsas to the cause. A woman, they
said, was dying of want in one of the rooms on the
ground iloor on the poor side of the prison, and a number
of persons had gathered round the door of the apart-
ment in which the sufferer lay, I followed, mechanical-
ly with the rest, and saw what they saw. Little could
they feel what I felt.

“T'he crowd, as soon as they had satisfied their curi-
osity, dispersed in groupsto talk over the poor woman’s
fate. DBat I—I could not leave—an impulse which I
could not resist, a chain v-hich I could not sever, bound
me to the cold stoneon v aich I'stood ; I could not pass
from the door of that room, although I yet only knepw
that a poor woman bad laid down to die, and I had seen
nothing but a curtainless bed and a barren chamber, as
they had been dimly revealed by the light of a small
lamp to all who had gathered without. But after all
had gone my heart remained a beating listener to the
voice that made itself keard in its most secret cells—a
whisper of destiny that mysteriously connected my fate
with Rers,.hers the miserable tenant of the desolate
room ; aspell of mingled terror and excitement was up-
on me aund around me, and I felt that I must go within
10 see her die.

In another moment the doctor of the prison entered,
and 1 stole after him into theroom. There was adeep
shadow of the vauited roof in one corner, and in its
darkness [stood to listenand to gaze. The physician
had intended to order the patient’s removal to the prison
infirmary, but he saw that it was too late. On her low
bedstead she lay dreaming away her spirit, in her last
carthly sleep ; the next would bethesleep of death. A
woman, who from pity had sat up with her, would have
awakened her to the doctor’s presence, but he would
not haveit. ‘Let her be,? said he, ‘it will soon be uver.

‘By her lay her 'young children, one on either side
awake, watchfu), silent, their eyes filled with tears,and
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fived upon the poor parent who was soon to leave them
alonein the world. As she turned her face to the wall
we could not sce her, but in her dreams she murmured
of her want and woe. My heart beat so loudly as al-
most to make an echo; itstartled al} within. The doc-
tor turned towards me, and would have spoken, but
again the dreamer murmured, and I heard my ownnanie
upon her lips. Gently she spoke it, and in sleep, but to
1me itwas as God’s ananouncement of eternity in rolling
thunder. Ifelt it as the unravelment of fate; the right
hand of retribution was stretched out o seize me—iny
hour of punishment was come. I tottered towards the
bed to satisly my sight (at that moment [ would have
given: my life that my ears had played me false) ; the
woman, as if desiiny had determined she should cons
front e in deat, turned towards e, her features flash-
cd upon wmy eyes and blinded them, a mist was before
me, Istood as a man in & dark fog—cne gasp, one cold
shiver, and the rest was chaos.

‘I saw no more of the patient. Soon after I had been
carried insensible from her chamber she died, died of
grief and starvation—ANOTHER OF MY VICTIMS.

‘She had been left a widow with her two fatherless
boys, and out of kindxess for her husband’s memory
she had put her name to a bill afier kis death toaccom-
modate one of his former friends. Upon that bill two
years before, I had arresied and throws herinto prison 3
there she lived friendless and penniless. Often kad
she sent her eldest boy to appeal 10 me¢, With the touch-
ing cloquence of childhood, for his mother’s liberty ;
but no, I had no deity but gold ; andercy had no rest-
ing-placein my heart. 1let her starve—1I let her dic!
Oh, God! Hers was the final triumph.

‘Never till Isaw her face in her dying hour, did I
know that she was the sane fair and kind creature
+whom as a boy I had wooed and loved' before my mo-
ther’s death 3 whom as a monster I had deserted after
my father had changed my worsliip and altered my
faith, and despoiled my heart of purity of early passion,
to place there Mammon’s altar and Moloel’s priest.

‘T awoke with the brain fever which overtook me, a
wild raving madman, but not so mad as toorget that I
wasa murderer too. The vision of that woman and
her children was ever before my heart and eyes, and
not less was [ haunted by my other victims. Aloud I
counted over the courses of those whom I had wrong-
ed and ruined.. I shrieked forth imprecations upon my
own head for heaxts that I had blighted and homes that
1 had despoiled. The wife, the widow and the orphan,
the husband, the father and the friend were revenged
upon me with the terrible vengeance of my‘own voice.
They bound my limbs and chained my body, but they
could not prevent me from cursing myself, from crying
aloud in the hell-pains of my spirit, from raving with the
agony of my remorse. Aund now who dares say that I
am not-a murderer when the fiends of darkness are
pointing at me, and my victims are besetting me with
theirgries 7 Look, look, look !—yonder where the sun
has cleared away the cloudy mist ; there they come to
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torment me ; see how the children weep ; hark how the
mothers wail in thé storm. There is a hand pointing
at me through the tempest, and look, my name 1s writ~

ten in tears and blood upon the sky !
* * * *

1 could not now stay the wild ravings of the maniac,
for with the conclusion of his story, and the memories
which it had called up, his lucid interval had ceased.

A4 Clergyman.

VILLAGE CIIORISTERS.

A pigin astring is a troublesome articie to mancge,
two pigs in a string arc more troublesome still, to a
degree, perhaps, in proportion to the squares of their
distances—a ram in a halter is also proverbiz! for ob-
stinacy—mules are celebrated for their pertinacity, and
donkeys for their stupidity ; but all the pigs,-rams,
mules and asses in the world put together, would be
wore easily managed than a company of singers in o
villnge church. About four miles from Loppington
there is a village calied Snatcham. The living is but
small, and the rector resides and performs his duty
without the aid of a curate. You cannot imagine a
milder and more gentle creature than this excelient
c}ergj.'mnn. He is quite a picture, either for pen or
pencil.  He is not more than five feet {our inches in
height, somewhat stout, but not very robust ; he is near-
ly seventy years of age—perhaps quite by this time 5
his hair, what little is left of it, is as white as silver:
his face is free from all wrinkles either of care or age 5
his voice is slender, but musical with weakness. The
practical principle of his demeanour has always been—
any thing for a quiet life. e would not speak a harsh
word, or think an unkind thought 10 or of any human
being ;.but he is now and then tempted to think that
when the Aposile Paul recommended the Christians to
live peaceably with all men, he put in the saving clause
4{ possible,’ with particular reference to village choris-
ters. Spatcham choir is said to be the best in thatcoun-
ty; such, at least is the opinion of the choristers them-
selves ; and he must be a bold man who should say to-
the contrary. They are no. doubt very sincere when
they say that they never heard any better than them-
selves ; for, to judge [fom their singing, one would not
imagine thatthey had ever heard any oneelse.. Snatch-”
am church does not boast an organ, and it-is well it
does not, forif it did the whole choir would insist upon
playing on it all at once; but instead of an organ it has-
a hand of music, which has been graduaily increasing
for someyears past. It commenced, about thirty-five:
years ago, with a pitch-pipe, which was presently su~
perseded by aflute. 1t was soon found, however, that
the duleet notes of a single flute were quite lost amid
the chaos of sounds produced by the vocal efforts of the
choir, so asecond flute was added by way of reinforce-
ment; but all the flutes in the world would be no match
for the double bass voice of Martin Grubb the Snatch~
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'am butchery under whose burly weight aud hurly-bur-
1y notes the whole music- gallcry trembled and shook.
To give pungency to the instrumental department,

« therefore, 2 hautboy was added ; but the vocalists felt
it a point of honor to outseream the instruments, and
the miseellancous voice of James Gripe, the miller’s
son, who sang tenor, treble, or counter,. just as it hap-
pened, Was put into requisition for extra duty to match
the hautboy. James Gripe could sing very loud; but
the louder he sang, the more you heard that kind of
a noise that it produced by singing througha comnb. It
used to be said of kim that he sang asif he had studi-
cd music, in 2 mill during & high wind. To the two
{lutes and the hautboy were added two clarioneis, be-
cause two of Gripe’s younger brothers were growing
up, and had a fancy for music.  Young Grubb, the son
of the buicher, began soon to exhibit musical talents,
and accompaniced his father at home on the violoneelio
which instrument, with the leave of the rector, was ad-
ded to thechureh band in avery short time,—a timeico
short, T believe, for the perfection of the p ztouu'm"e.

The rector, dear good man, never refused his leave

10 any thing, especially to what the singers askoed s they
migat have had leave 1o introduce 2 wazzxon and ecight
horses if they had asked; but stifl the recior did not
like it, and every time he was called upon to christen a
child for one of his parishivners, he trembled lest the
young one should have a tum for music, and introduce
irw the gailery some new musical abomination. 1t
was next dis-overed that only one bass to so mauy tre-
ble instrements was not fair play, so to the violoncello
vas added a bassoen, and to the bassoon a serpent.
VWhat next ?—nothing more at present; but il the
movement parly retzins its ascendency, triangles and
kettle drums may be expected. The present state of
Snatcham choir is as follows. In the first place there
is Martin Grubl, the butcher,a stout robust man of
ahout fifty years of age, having a round head and a red
face, with strong, straight, thick brownish gray hair
combed over his forchead, and reaching to his very eye-
brows. Ieis the oldest, the wealthiest and the most
influential man in the choir. e sings bass, andis
said to be the life and soul of the party, though there
are no great symptoms of life and soul in his face,
which is about as full of expression as a bullock’s liver.
Then there is young Martin Grubb, who is abitofl a
dandy, with black curling hair, and whiskers of the
same pattern, pale face, thin lips, long chin and a short
nose; his instrument is the violoncello. James Gripe
is the leader of the treble voic s, with occasional di-
gressions as above noticed. And, in addition to the
two younger Gripes, Absalom and Peter, who play the
clarionets, there are Onesiphorus Bang, a shoemaker,
who plays the first flute; Isaachar Crack, a rival shoe-
makes, who plays the second flute ; Cornelius Pipe,
the tobacco-pipe maker, who plays the bassoon ; Alex-
auder Rodolpho Crabbe, the baker,who plays the Laut-
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boy ; Gregory Plush the Tailor, who plays the serpent
together with divers others, men, boys, and girls, who
malke up the whole band.

The renowned choir has for a long timé considered
itsell the ne plus ultra of the musical profession, and
consequently equal to the performance of any musie
that was ever composed. The old fashioned psalm
tunes are therefore all banished from Snatcham chureh,
to the great grief of the worthy rector, whose own
voice is alwmost put out of ‘tune by hearing Sternhold
aud Hopkins sung to the wnes of Yovely nymph, as-
suage my anguish,’ and such-like Vauxhall and Sad-
dler’s Wells music. ‘The members of the choir too,
like othrer political bodies, have not much peace within
unless they war without. If any attack be made upon
their privileges they stick together like a swarm of bees;
But at other times they are almost always at logger-
heads one with another. Old Martin Grubb wields a
mecarions sceptre, for James Gripe is mightily tena-
cious of his rights, and resists, tooth and nail, the intro-
duction or too freqient use of those tunes which super-
abound with hass solos. Grubb and Gripe, by way-of
an stiempt at conpromising the matter, have latterly
beenin the habit of taking it by turns to choose the
tunes; and their alternate choice puts one very much
mnind of the fable of the fux and the stork, who invi-
ted one another to dinuer, the fox preparing a flat dish
of which thestork could notavail himself, and the stork
in return serving up dinner in a long necked bottle, 100
narrow to admit the Fox’s head. When James Gripe:
chooses the wue, he flourishes away in tenor and in tre-
ble solos, leaving the butcher as mute as a fish; but
when the choice devolves on Martin Grubb, he pays off
old scores by a selection of those compositions which
mest abound in bass solos. And in such eases it not
un{requently happens that Martin, in the delighted con-
sciousness ofa triumph over his tenor, treble and coun-
ter-tenor rival, growls and roars with such thundering
exultation, that the gallery quivers beneath him, while
his son saws away at his violoncello as though he
would cut it in half from very ecstacy. Cormelius Pipe
and Gregory Plush also spend as much breath as they
can spare, and perhaps more than they can spare con-
venicatly, in filling the vast cavitiesof their respective
serpent and bassoon.

All this disturbs and distresses the feelings of the
worthy pastor, who thinks it possible and feels it desi-
vable, that public devotion should be conducted with a
little Jess noise. It appears, indeed, and no doubt the
choristers one and all think so, that Snatcham Church
and Sternhold and Hopkins’s [psalms wereall inade to
show forth the marvellous talents of the Snatcham
choristers, They think that all the people who attend
there come merely for thenusic, and that the prayers
and the sermon have no other use or object than justto
afford the singers and other wusicians time to jtake’
breath, and to give them an opportunity of looking over
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and arranging their books for the next outbreak of mu-
sical noise.  So little attention do the Snatcham chor-
isters pay to any other part of the service than that in
which themselves are concerned. ‘f'hat dwring the
whole course of the prayers, and in all the serraon time,
they are whispering to one another, and conning over
their music books, sometimes alnost audibly buzzing
out some musical passage, whichseums to require elu-
cidation peradventure to some novice; and Master
Grubb the younger isso delighted with his violoncello,
that he keeps hugzing the musical monster with asmuch
fondness and grace as 2 bear hugzs its cubs, and every
now and then, inpleasing anticipation of soine coming
beauties, or in rapturous recollection of some by-gone
graces, he tickles the sonorous strings with his clumsy
fingers, bringing forth whispers of musica! cadenecs
loud enough to wake the drowsy and 10 distiih the ar-
tentive part of the congregation. And then the good
yeetor casts up to the musical gallery a look, not of re-
proof, but of expostulation, and thereupon Master Girubb
slips his hands down by his sides, and turns his eyes
up to the ceiling, as il wondering where the sound
could possibly come from. .

The supplicatory looks of the 1ausical baited cler-
gyman are on these occasions quite toucking and most
mutely eloquent: they seem to say— ‘Pray spare e a
little : suffer me to address my fiock. I do not inter-
rupt your music with my preaching; why should you
interrupt my preaching with your music ? My sermons
are not very long, why will you not hear them ouz? I
encroach not on your province, why will you encroach
on mine ? Let me, I pray von, finish my days on earth
as pastor of this flock, and do not aliogether fiddle me
out of the church.’ But the hearts of the ‘village musi-
cianers’are as hard as the nether millstone ; they have
no more bowels than a bassoon, no more brains thar a
kettle drum.

Another grievance is, that these Snatcham choristers
have a most intense and villainous provincialism ofut-
terance : it is bad enough in speaking, butin singing
they malic it ten timessvorse; forthey dilate, expand,
and exagdgerate their cacophouny till it becomes almost
ludicrous to those who are not accustomed toit. The
more excited they are, whether it be by joy or anger,
the more loudly they sing, the more broadly they blate
out their provincial intonatiens; and it is very seldom
indeed they ascend their gallery without some stimu-
lus or other of this natre. 1 they be all united to-
gether in the bonds of amity and good will; if Master
Grubb have suspended his jealousy of Gripe, and if
Gripe no longer look with envy and hatred upon Grubb;
ilsome new tune be in preparation wherewith to en-
rapture the parishioners ; if there be in the arrangement
tenors and trebles enough to satisfy the ambition of
Gripe, and bass enough to develope the marvellous
poyvers of Grubb,—there is a glorious outpouring of
sound and vociferation, which none but the well-discip-
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lined ears of the Snatcham parishioners can possibly
bear. The walls of Snaicham church must be much
stronger than those of Jericho, or they would have been
roared to rubbish ere this. But if the agreement of the
choir be the parent of noise, their disagreement is pro-
ductive ot much more.  More than once the Grubb-and
the Giripe factions have carried their animosity so far
as to start uwo difierent tunes at the same time. And
what can be donein such acase? Who is in the wrong?
1f the Girubb faction were to yield, they would beiray a
consciousness that they had not acted rightly in their
selection of a tune; and if the Gripe faction were (o
withdraw from the contest, or (o chime in with the
Grubbs, they would seem to show the white feather : so
they battle it out with all their might and main, and
each party must sing and play as foud as possible, in or-
der to drown the noise of theother. After church time
the Grubbds thresv ail the blame on the Gripes, and the
Cripes retort the blame on the Grubbs, and a man need
have the wisdom ot 2 dozen Solomons to judge between
them. So excited with passion, and pufling, and sing-
ing and playing, have the parties sometimes heen aficra
Jfiare-up ol this kind, that they have looked as tired as
two teams of horses just unharnessed from two oppo-
sition stage coaches ; nay, the very instruments then-
selves have appeared exhausted, and an active imagi-
nation might casily believe that the old big burly bas-
soon, standing in a lounging auitude in one corner of
the gallery, was panting for want of breath. Such ex-
ploits as these, howerver, do not frequently occur, and
itis well they do not ; when they do, a reconciliation
generally takes place soon after, and an apology is
made 1o the good pastor, more, perhaps from compas-
sion to his infirmities than out of respect to his office or
his years ; and his mild reply is generally to the fi.llow-
ing effect—‘Ah! well my good friends, I think anciher
time you will find it more easy to sing all one tune: I
marvel much that ye don’t put one another out by this
diversity of singing.

‘There is also another mode in which the parties man-
ifest their discrepancy of opinion, or discordancy of feel-
ing, and that is by the silence of half the choir. Now
one would think that such an event would be a Jjoy and
a reliefto the good man, who loves quiet ; and so itis
physically, but not morally: for though his ears reliev=
ed from one half of the ordinary masical infliciion, yet
he is mentally conscious that evil thoughts are cheris.h-
ed in tie breasts of' the silent ones, that they who sing
are 1ot praising God in their songs, and that they who
sing not are not praising him by their silence.

——f“Captain Parry invited me to an Esquimaux con-
cert, in which five Indies, and a gentleman performed.
Their tuncs were monotonous, butsung in good time ;
all the women had remarkably sweet voices. Tn return
for the songs the officers treated the natives with some
instrumental masic. The wife of Okotook appeared 1o
have a very accurate ear, and seemed much distressed
at beivg unable to sing in time to a large organ.”

* Lyow’s dictic Voyage,
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ON THE PATHETIC.

Laughter, whether long and ivwl, such as wo see
convalsing the ribs ofa country squire wihen iv-
tingone of theachievumenis vl kits youta, Ut . wut
and low like the giggle of'a youug maiuen v
does not know what else to do—ianghter of zdl suits
and kinds, except perhaps the hysierical, “betrays
the vacant mind.” But we goeven jarther than the
poet,and boldly advance our belief that langhter is
notonly a proof ¢f man’s intellectual empltiness, but
of his depravity. People of a serious turn raveiy
proceed beyond a smiie, and that more in sorrow
than in gladness. ITow absurd to hear a bishep i
the ecstasies of a guffaw { With whata just estimate
of the iniquity- of laughter has the seriousnessof a
judge past into a_ proverb! The hyena also is said
to langh, and the hyena isan. ?.mmal_ of the most un-
christian disposition. We might fairly cnough ar-
gue from this that he who resembles the hyena in
the attribute of lnughter would also bite like a_hyena
—likea hyena would despise the commandments,
and like a hyena would seldom go to church.  But
we wave the inference, though justified by many
similar arguments we have lately seen. .

It is our object on the present occasion io show
the infamous and contemptibie nature of liveliness
in all its branches. In conversation we cair pass
over without much reprobation the aitempts we see
so pertinaciously made to set the table in a roar, for
we uniformly perceive thata languid melancholy
succeeds all their efforts, and that vivacity long con-
tinned produces 2 deliciously sombre feeling which
is nearly akin to despair. In langhter such as t.lns,
the heart is sorrowful, and the soul is justly punish-
ed for the hypocritical hilaviousness of the counte-
nance. Ifthese, then, are our sentiments :1bout_
orsons who assume 1o themselves the repuiation of
Evelv alkers, with what unmitigable contempt and
hatred must we view the conduct of any hunan
beings— -if indeed the ereatures are really human—
who seriously meditaie jocularity in print, who set
forth their facetiousness in types, and aficctto be viut-
ty, quaint, humorous, or jocose with pcn‘and mit l—
The thing isalmost too horrible for belief; and yet
weare forcéd o confess that the state of aifuirsis
such as we have described it— that many Numbers
of this very Magazine contain stories which almost
force onc to laugh whether or no—and that there
scems a growing disrelish for those delicious tales
of sentiment and sorrow which were the sweetest
and purest delight of our younger days. But per-
haps we blame the authors of our ewn time unjust-
ly. Itisnot cvery ome who can weep overa dead
ass, though it scems casy forany oneto iaugh over
a living one. The science of the Pathetic bas
never hitherto “been studied as it ought.  is rules
havenever been defined. Aristotle, a person who

lived before periodical literature had reacked its pre- |

~ sent palmy state, and, therefore, had very few advan-
tages for forming hisiaste or judgment, Jaid dowa
certain tules touching the poetic—so also did a Ro-
man gentleman of the name of Horace; but the in-
feriority of their Jabors is proved from the negleet
into which their canons have fallen. TRoscommon
devoted his attention to “the subject of 'I'ranslation,
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and Pope gave directions on the art of Criticism, but
we are umacquainted with any treatise on the
art and nysiay of the Pathetic.  For many hun-
dred years ouratibidrs huve gone on ignorant of
the mcans by waich the greatest trimmnphs of the
tragic ait have been achieved, trusting to accident
tur the casling forth ot involuntary sighs, and uncon-
civtis ola power of creating sadness, which, we flat-
ter ourselves, will no longer be denied to writers of
the very huinblest capacity.—Alter the perusal of
this disquisition we will venture to say, that any
one of his Alujesty’s faithful subjects may “ope”
vhenever he pleases “the sacred source of sympa-
thetic tears.”  None after this will haveto accuse the
iterature of Kngland of being frivolous or amusing,
Sighs and groaes will resound from one eid of the
island 1o the other; and novels in three volumes,
and romances in five, and even auto-biographies in
ong, will be the most tear-moving tragedies imagin-
able. Afier the intense study of many years we
have reducedthe whole science ofthe pathetic into
certain rules, by a rigid adherence to which we
will guaraniee that any gentleman of moderatea-
bilities will beenabled after six lessons—payment
to be made in advance—:to dravy tears from the heart
of a stone!

Pathos is distinguished from DBathos by the dift
ference of its initial consonant.  Its object is to ex-
cite grief, sympathy, compassion, tenderness, or re-
gret. Another of its oljects isto present the author
s before the eye of his reader as 2 man of the most
tonder and susceptible feelings, a creature of the
most delicate senuments, and, ubove all things, mel-
ancholy and geatlemanlike.

Qur first rule therefore is—that the author shall,
as a preitminary step (cither in the preface or in the
very first chapter,) give the public a sort ofinsight
into his owa character and appearance. It adds

reaily tothe pleasure we derive from any work to
avean idea of theaathor. A chivalrous or her-
oic famentation, which would be pathetic from an au-
thor o Lwweaty-iive. six teet Ligh, swith dark flowing
ringlets, would be ridiculous coming from a little,
fusty old fetlow of fifiy-seven, with his natural red
locks replaced by alight brown wig. Now, though
nature is capricious in these matters, and sometimes
i lodzes a mighty soul ina very contemptible looking

hody, that is no reason why the author himself
! shonld be vestricted in his choice of appearance. In
¢ print —if not in reality—it is possible for all men
to be Apollos: andin pathetic composition it is high-
Iy necessary that the author either should have been
1a his youth, or remain at present—pre-eminently
handsome.  '['he second rule, therefore, we would
Jay down is—be handsome. The hero, vou will un-
dersiand, is generally considered an adumbration of
vourself, and you are aware that nobody cares a sin-
gle halfpenny for an ugly hero. If St Leon and
Cyril Thornton had been a couple of squab, Dutch-
built, fiz¢ nosed, wide-mouthed, common-looking in-
dividuals, who the deuce would beincerested in
ihe slightest degree by the pathos of their unseemly
scavs ? There is no pathos, we say again, in the most
appalling -misery which cqu befal an ill-favoured
“mixture of carth’s mould.”

Asit bas been agreed upon by all philosophers
that man is an imitative animal, and, according to,
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the proverb, is more easily led by example than pre-
cept, our third rule is, “Be melancholy yourself”
This is perhaps the most indispensable of all the ac-
cessories to the pathetic. Ifa fellow with a great
round laughing face begins telling a tale of woe, the
thing appears ridiculous at orice. You might as
well expect & book on cookery from the living skel-
eton. And here we haveagain an unspeakabie-ad-
vantage over Nature, insomuch as we have it in our
fower to paint ourselves in as sombre colors as we
ike. There should be no want on the asthor’s part
of the drops of sympathetic emotion, and you may
depend upon it, when readers see a man—and heve
it will be useful to describe yourself as a veteran of
a hundred fights—when the feader, we say, seesa
gallant officer continually crying, he will in time
suspect thatthere must be astonishing pathos in the
narrative, and in all probability will “weep with thec
tear for tear.

‘These regulations, it will be scen, referonly to
the author, and not to the subject or conduct of his
composition. What has been said, however, of the
personal requisites of the writer, applies with equal
force, in some styles of the pathetic, to the hero of
the story. There are certain classes'of melancholy
composition that require quiteanother species of hero
—such as the simple—the humble—or the natural.
In this style, the more gentle, unassuming and meek
you make your hero, or, still better, your heroine,
the greatest chance you have of success. 'I'bis,
however, istoo dangerous a style to venture on, as
you must trust to the workings of nature, ani not
to the dictates of art. 'With this, therefore, we shall
have nothing to do just now, fartherthunto say, that
Sterne's-Mariaand Le Fevre—Margaret Lindsay—
Paul and Virginia—and similar works, do not come
within our caXegory of the pathetic, aad scem as if
they had been written in direct contradiction o our
rules. One of the greatcriterions of the reality of
grief is its not waiting for the fittest places for its
display. True sorrow, we know, is irrepressible,
. and incapable ofbeing hid. It is therefore proper
to introduce the most distressing thoughts of inci-
dernits at all times and seasons. When your hero-
ine goes to a christening, let her sigh over the mis-
eries of life, and, in the gayest company you can
imagine, let her go into a corner of the dimly light-
ed hall—where every now and thenshe hears the
swell of joyous music from the dancing-room—and
there let her look out of the ivindow up to the star-
less sky and weep as much asshe can.  We have
known this have a very powerful cffect, and we can
answer for it, that not onc reader in ten will ever
think of asking the cause of her melancholy. Their
sympathies are awakened at once, and it scems a
sort of unfeeling impertinence tomake any enquiries
as'to the causes of a young lady’s tears.

But there is another almost certain proof of the
profundity of sorrow, and that is it's extravagance.
Peoplein despair always scratch their faces, and
pull handfuls of their hair up by the roots. This is
a known fact, as may be seen by observing the acti-
ons of Belvidera the next time you see the character
zepresented by a lady of stronger feelings than Miss
O'Niell. Your hero must, therefore, be most strictly
prohibited from showing the slightest regard to the
probable. Both in incident and behaviour, the more
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improbable you are the better. We see how little
cflectthe most appalling miseries produce the mo-
ment they are authenticated. As long as we our-
selves considered the history of the Black-hole of
Calcutta a fiction, we used to weep over it withthe
highest satisfaction ; but, when we discovered that it
wasan actual reality, weexperienced a sort of re-
vulsion of feeling on the subject, and lost all com-
misecration for the hundred or two who were stifled,
squegzed, and wampled to death.  This, we suspect
isan almost universal feeling, as we can prove from
the conduct of certain political philantrophists, who
seem very probably to exhaustall their powers of
sympathy upon cases of very problematical sufiering
atthe antipodes, and havenot hitherto, so far as we
have heard, subscribed a shilling of their ‘rints’ to re-
lieve the mukitudes who arestarving at their doors.
Tt will, therefore, be advisable, in addition to the
most exaggerated incidents, to place the scenes of
them a good way off.

A slight recapitulation will be useful in impres-
sing these rules and regulationsonthereader’s mind
and we will afterwards illustrate them in a little tale
which shall exemplify the leading points of our sys-
tem,

Therc arctwo rules applicable almost equally to
the author and the hero, viz. be handsome-—and be
melancholy.

"T'he others, which apply more to the personages
and incidents of the story, are—avoid simplicity and
naturainess, if sucha word is allowable. Be lug-
ubiious in scason and out of season. Be as extrav-
agant as you can, both in the adventures you nar-
rate, and the conduct of the actors—place your scene
at a distance, vse high-flown words, or,as it is called,
indulge in fine writing; and his heart must indeed
be hardencd against the noblest feelings of our na-
ture who does not trembie with sympathetic enthu-
siasm over the miscries and the agonies of suffering
humanity. Who, for instance, will refuse his deep-
cst sighs to the following, which we have called The
Fatal Tears?

INTRODTGGTION.

A life spentin the din of battle, where the ceaseless
cannonade of flashing artillery reverberated from the
mountainous recesses, to which freedom, patriotism
and the Guerilla chicfiains of the south of Spain re-
tired {or a scason, like Anteus, to be reinvigorated
by the very efforts which wasmade to strangle them
like the hydra, on the hour of their birth, has left
me worn in person, indeed, with the r+arks of mil-
itary distinction on my brow and the breast of my
surtout, but fresh and vigorous in mind, and tender in
fecling, aswhen in the hours of my early boyhood,
my voung heart palpitated to the tale of suffering,
and my bright eyes lurnished a torrent oftears to
every tale of woe. Yes Iam thankful to heaven,
which leaves me as ready to weep as ever; and, oh!
is there a happiness left.to console us, like Pandora’s
box, which contained Hope, inestimable Hope, at
the bottom of it, greater or more delightful, or
worthier of a tender and manly spirit, than the pow-
er of bending the head under the weight of affliction
and soothing the wounded spirit with a briny flood 2
Often have I mourned over the miseries of war—
often wetmy bed with the excretions of the Jachry-
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matory duct, to think what misery existed in the, From the cradle,~through the sufferings of lon
world, and I iwithout a chance of being a spectator | clothes, short clothes, school, drill, battle and mﬁ
ofit. The tender-hearted reader will enter into my | vance through the territorics of a hostile foe,— vp
feelings —1 know that his manly eyes will be sui-Jto that hour when I'made myselfa cotpanion of
fused—methinks | hearthe so's of anguish ba.stmg ) the namelcss savage of the untniodden wilds, my life
from his hg\:oic bri‘:\st—.—:n“l’linhs 1':;&::31(: u-ackl.ing s had been but a suceession of melancholy adventures
drops co'using each other down his furrewad face ‘and tortarad feelings.  Inthat night of misery and
—and faney picturs O me lns handker dufuac- solnude, Treeallud every incident of my Labyheod,
chargad with its procious cargo, tilt, 1 ihe cyes of chiidhood, Loyliood, opening dawn of manticod, first
valgar coztemplation, it might seem to have been  Qush of military glorv, down to the last and darkest
sabm>:z2d for many aliagering hour beneath the | hour when on the serrated mountains of heroic Spain
salt billows of th= glorious and ever ressunding sea. | Lclasped to my Losom in an agony oftears the
Bles: by naiare with u face and persoa such as jew | youny, the bright, the beautiful—but of this no
m2n have the happiness toboast of—uwith cheelis [more. My eyes were red when on the morrow I
thatalternatively reddened and paled beneath the opened them toa sense of my situation. Dark piles
fluctoating influences oi'an artfully varied narrative 'of rock rose in unapproachable magnificence to hail
—2aad eyes that shota pierciny ray of sympathy and | with halo-covered summits the advent of the god of
condolence through the dariest clonds that envlop- jday. 1 never suw Sol look so pretty |

cd in their shady folds the sons and daughters of | Stooping down to lave my burning forehead in
misery and disiress—a forn clastic and gracofulin "the coaling waves of the sceret spring which well-
all its movemenis, and a wmind veplete with all the [ed its delicions way into the upper air through the
tenderness of the softest nature, yvet furaished with | constipated bowels of the dark and humid earth, I
all the thader and lightning of a ficree, a wild, a | was surprised deep within its placid waters to per-
fiery dispasition—I jook bael with regret tothe jeeive the veflection of'a human figure—another,
dayswhizh 1 wasted ia secking that bublle reputa- jand not 1ay own! In such a place, remote from the
tion even in the canapw’s momh.  Oh, tha:, lcould , hauatsof men.—at.such an hour, when the parting
reaall thoze days, alas! for ever vanished, and that "wing of carkness was still fringed with the first

N

thou, my cver adored—over lamented—aver beauti- smiies of the approzching god,—in such an attitude,

st
fal Anna Marin Matilda! hadst been lefi to iz by for 1 was stooping in nearly a state of pristine nu-
eavious fat2 to shave te laurals which withow thee | dity,—my surprise may be imagined on seeing the
flourish in vain on my cver gloomy brow; butalas ! | fizure ofatall and reverend-looking individual stand-
I wander an onteast from the gay haumts of men—a ! ing quictly with his arms folded across his breast,
sharer only in their griefs, and dot their joys—awast: i and a pipe of the very shortest dimensions protru-
ed, hopaless, pining, friendless, sad, distrest, sorrow- ded placidly from the right-hand corner of his
stricken, and miserable man! T'he HDllowing narra- linouth! 'I'he aromatic smell of the Virginian leaf
tive,the incidants of which ozcurred not many years | saluting my olfactory nerves at the same time, as-
ago, has been my oniy solace though many vears of | sured me by the evidence ofa second sense of the
sorrow oni despaiv. I 1t impars to one Lumanveality ofthe vision.—1 dried my brow with the
being theerstasy of grief whic’: it has bestowed upon [ sleeve of my innermost garment, and, on turning
myself, my pangs, my suflering§, my agonies, and !round, said to him— !
my misforiunes, will be amply and eachanungly | “Hail, fathert Lam happy to have encountered
repaid. sa respectable looking a gentleman in the heart of
this tremendous solitude.” .
THE PATAL TEARS.—4 TALTL 67 WOL. “Solitude ) replied the stranger, in a deep se-

In07° of thoz2 unhrageous valleys which strotch | pulehral tene; ¢ call it solitude ro longer; it is pop-
their prrennial weatehodoess fa lingering cxpaasz | ulous—crowded—-crus!:ed—squeezed with a re-
on tha saady shoras of tha vast Atlautic,—where [ dundance of pepulation.”
huge DHyeasts shakee thelr Lafy hosonrsoverthe bar- 1“0, stranger, your wordsare marvellous, Tell
ron and o dless wilderaess, iahabied oaly Ly i me, Ipray thee, where are the countless multitudes
the jugar, andti2 pamragnat. ond the tiger,—in lon- | you describe ¢
gitadd filty-soven, and latitade Dty twosomtheast|  ~Iere!” said the old man, taking the pipe from
By north it was oace my fortanets find sayself be- | his mouth, and pointing with the stalk of it to his
nighted, narecompanied and alone! [Jow .y so.l breast; “ay, here; in this withered heart are
loried ia the awifol majesty of thosa hitherto un- thoughts that would populate a universe with their
enatrat>d solitades? [ookeld dsva uponthe earth, | breathing creations—memories, hopes, feelings, ag-
bat, as it ws pizh-dul, I could see very litle of | onies, woes, disasters--all, all are here in their liv-
ta2 ooil uprr whish [tral; 03 castiag iy eyes up | ing, breathing, moving, speaking, walking, writhe
to the infinitade of spaze, nathizg met my aching ing hideousuess, horror, vitality and despair!”
vision butapall of thick, darl, inpenctrable gloom. | Father,” said 1, * let me takethee by the hand;
All around me objects were invisible. 1 therefore,at last i have found a spirit congenial with my own,
spread my cloak bzaaeath the branches of a wide- | Let us vetire to some grotto consecrated to the muse
spreading, blossam-covered raagaclia. and, afier a | of tendevest lamentation, and there let ns havea de-
sigh over the memories of the unhappiness of my | licious day of sobbing and sighing.”
youny diys Tlaid wme dowa to sleep, Oh, notto] “Agreed,” said the admirable ,0ld man,—and, ha-
sle2p! Nojthroaghomthe waches of that dreary and | ving wiped from our eyes the drops of sympathy,
porteatous wvight, my proud breast heaved beneath { we wandered deeper into the forest. ,
ihe appalling weight of agonizing recollections.! As 1 followed my mysterious guide, .I could not
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avoid taking more particular notice of his personal
appearance. He was tall, gigantically tall—up-
aards, f should say, of five feet seven.  Broad sh_onl-
ders, which scemed adapted to support the weight

of mightiest monarchies, suspending from them |

brawny arms, furnished at the cxtvemities with
hands of prodigious size; legs of extrainely muscu-
larappearance, which would have been cminently
handsome had it not been that the knves, through
some unaccountable sympathy with each other, had
accustomed themselves to the very closest proximi-
ty which is compatible with the power of progres-
sion; and all surmounted by u head whese thick
curling locks, now grizzled with the first suows of
time, hung in wild profusion over the collar of what
had at one time evidently been a coat, completed the
tout ensemble of a figure at once lordly and attract-
ive, at once homely and sublime!

Deeper and deeper did we advance into the sylvan
wilderness—higher and higher rose my expectation
of a “feast of tears.” I could guess, with the clear-
sighted certainty ofa sympathetic soul, that my com-
panion was no ordinary man; that his innerimost be-
ing had been harassed by the most intolerable of
woes; and that in silence, in solitude, and in sceret,
in the depths of caves, and the umbrageousness of
woods, he nursed the recollections of the severest
anguish, the bitterest distress.  Nor was I mistaken
in these expectations. The stranger suddenly pau-
sed and said—

“Here is the home which my miseries have left
me enter, and may such sorrowsas I have encoun-
tered never lay their weighty burdens on the wild
boundings of your young and gallant bosom.”

«Stranger!” I replied, “my eyes are surely blind-
ed with the streams of sympathy, for I sec not your
home.”

“INot see my home! Scest thou not this stong in-
dented with the pressure of my aching head? That
is my pillow. Seest thou not this mossy banl,
where the rank herbage has spread its wild luxuri-
ance? Thatismy couch.—Mark’st thou not those
Patagonian toad-stools stretching their vast longi-
tude to the morning sun? These are the furniture
of my chumber. This well—thou seest it—bubbling
in perpetual freshness from the bosom of the rock?
That, oh, stranger! is my cellar and my wash-hand
basin.”

“Simple furniture!” I exclaimed—*“admirable a-
partments! Here no intruding landlord interrupts
the continuity of your sorrows, by tendering his
weekly bill; no roofto requiré new slating; no fleor
to be repaired.  If thou, oh stranger, wilt allow me
I shall be happy to be your neighbor, and to estab-
lish myself in similar lodgings to these, uponthe
same melancholy and economical terms.”

“ Try itnot,” replied the stranger; “unless your
woe isequal in intensity to mine, your enjoyment in
such a scene as this would be temporary as the morn-
ing dew.”

“My woe," said I, “is pretty considerable,”

“But what is-your woe to mine ?"" Herethe vene-
rable recluse paused, and after groaning deeply three
times, proceeded in a more collected tone of voice—
“Your. woe, whatever it may be, is as dust weighed
against a mountain—as a gossamer, which weaves
its filmy web from bush to bush, placed in the oppo-
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site scale to the hugest whale that soothes the fever
of his blood by rubbing its prodigious back upon an
jceberg in the Polar Sea, when placed in cempeti-
tion with wine! What is the loss of friends, if death
Las taken them inthe crdinary way !—What even
tihe falschiood of 2 belovad cue, if for her fickleness
f you have not to blame yourself? What are thesc—-
hat fsuny thing compured 1o the uvu-

apl

what is afl-—wi Le
pronounceable und unfathomable distress wiach it
Las been mine fur wany a leng vear to endure?”?

“Iconfess,’ T replicd, “the superiority of your
wees ; but sufier we to enjoy the narative of your
distress, that 1 may refrcsh myself’ this sultry mor-
1ing with a torrent of tears,”

“Tears " exclaiined the old man, jumping many
feet into the air, for his activity was the most won-
derful I ever saw—"There {—there!—how darest
thou recall to the palpitating bossm the cause of alt
my misery ? but pardon me, young soldier, for, from
your noble bearing, I perceive you must have been
at Jeast a lieutenant, it not even a captain in the
gory field, Pardon me—yon know not what a
pang you have shotthrough my hearnt !’ :

e took from his pocketz handkerchief, whicl,
like many a matron reduced, alas! to poverty, Lore
evident marks of having seen better days; and ha-
ving spread it on his knees, as if to be ready when
he required it, e made preparations to commer.ce
his narrative.  With handicerchief in hand I sct
myself to listen and such an hour of sorrowing ex-
ultation, and exhilarating distress, it has rarely been
my-lot to enjoy, or suffer.

“My name is Gribble,” he began—*my christian
appellation, Timothy—my country, England—my
connty, Devon » '

#A countryman I T exclaimed—*I, too, was born
on Tamar's flowery banks.”

“From earliest youth of a melancholy and mu-
sing disposition, I shunned the usual enjoyments of
my years, and lived in a world of my own, which
was peopled with all that was beautiful and heroic,
delicious and divine. The library was my chief
delight—my study, romance—my enjoyment, sor-
row——to laugh was horror—paradise to weep! This
went on for many years. What was it to me that
people wondered at my manner of life! What
thoughmy father scowled onme, and wished me
to employ my talents in the hardware line, instead
of snivelling, as he basely calledit, over fictitiovs
woe ! He little knew the ardor of my soul. Rath-
er than be deprived of my rapturous power of tears
—rather, fav rather, would I have had the demand
for polkers, tongs, gridirons and sauce-pans entirély
to have ceased. Rather would I have had no cus-
tomer visit the paternal shop, than forego for one
hour the pleasure of indulging my feelings over
some narrative of distress! As time passed on, al-
though I could not conceal from myself that the
vain and frivolous, as well as the considerate and
solemn, disapproved of this manner of passing my
youth, I found that, for this preference of the miser-
able overand gladsome, I was not alone. No !l
the loveliest of her sex was as fond of the indul-
gence of her griefas I was; and such a congeniali--
ty of disposition drew so close between us the bonds
of admiration, that in the earliest flush of manhood,
e'er I had numbered three-and-thirty summers, I
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made lier, with many tears, an offer of my hand. It

was accepted.  FHow we wept!”

Here the old man paused, and blowing his nose
three or four times in a very carnest manner, as if
to bury some thrilling recollection, proceeded more
solemnly than before:

“Deborah was fair— O, exquisitely fair! but she

was short—O, uncommonly short! Nature had con-
densed into four feet five a massof beauty that would
have sufficed a giantess. Ninc-and-twenty years
had fully developed the loveliness of her mind as
well as her form, and both were perfect—O, quite
sol . )
“Fathers have flinty hearts. Her sire also was
in the hardware line. ~ Rivals in trade, our respect-
ive progenitors were also rivals in credulity. ‘Bor-
ry ! I said once day, inthe overflowing of my heart's
agonized afflictions—Borry,’ I said, ‘how I hate my
papa !” ‘

“+ too, oh my dearest Timothy, abominate and
detest the cold-blooded monster who calls himself
my father.’

“+Let us leave them,’ said I.

««With all my ardent heart’s most consenting ac-
quiescence,’ said she. Stranger! I was the happi-
estof men! But a presentiment ofthe horrors which
awaited me made even that delicious moment Le
only celebrated by our tears.

“Qur preparations ,were soon concluded. There
is a certain drawer in the counter of a professional
vender of the articles of ordinary commerce which
is called a till. The respective tills of our fathers
supplied all our wants. One large trunk, contain-
ing all our worldly goods, was forwarded to Ply-
mouth. A vessel was on the point of sailing, we
knew not whither, when we al:rived. ‘We embazk-
ed. For days, and weeks, and months, we floated
on the weltering deep, and were landed at last on
the Californian shores of the interior of Africa—
dread abode of Hottentots and lions—where the foot
of civilized man and cultivated woman had never
trod. How blest were Deborah and It Our trunk
was now nearly emptied; for to satisfy the cravings
of the commander of the vessel, we were forced to
part with almost every thing with which we had fil-
ledit. Buta few books of that chastened and de-
lightful class which draw forth sighs in every page,
two shirts and a cotton night-cap, wereall that re-
mained to us of our property.” We wandered into
the tremendous solitude of that undiscovered world,
and finding a place sheltered by trees and watered
by fountains, we resolved to make that the conclu-
sion of our pilgrimage, and there, in gentle converse
and sweet melancholy, to taste the luxury of woe!
‘We lived there for some years. Pardon me stran-
ger, if I pause a little, and recoverstrength to relate
to you the terrible catastrophe.”

.1 confess, when the old man thus addressed me,
that my heart thrilled with the most astonishing -

motions of sympathy and curiosity. He went on,
after an interval of about five minutes:
" «Qur furniture, as you may believe, was scanty.
My bed iwas, as it is now, the earth; but Borry's
def,icate health required, and very short dimensions
.admitted, of 2 more sheltered resting-place. The
trunk—oh horrid récollection!—she slept in the

trank which bad contained our clothes. One day
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when, overcome by the intense heat, she had laid
herselfto rest in this humble couch, she called to
me and said, ‘My heart, O Tim, is overcome with
hom’d apprehensions.  Ifeel a sort of all-overishe
ness.

“I threw myself on my knee beside the trunk and
looked down with a melancholy sort of pride on the
beautiful creature 1ying nestled at the bottom-of it.

“*Borry,’ Isaid, ‘give not way to despair ; here
take again the sorrows of Werter, and refresh your-
self with once more perusing the most afflicting
parts of the story.” She did as she was desired—
she read aloud, and her tears proved how deéply she
entered into the dismal scene. But other thoughts
were in my heart; deeper, sadder, tenderer, than
any that were awakened by -the tale. I bent over
her as she read—-my tears were shed in torrents
—I marked notany thing but my own miserable
thoughts—my eyes were fixed on vacancy—her
voice still sounded in my ears.” By fits "twas inter-
rupted,—then the strugglings of irrepressible grief
—then inarticulate murmurs—then a total silence !
I recalled my wandering thoughts; I cleared my
eye of tears—I looked.” Horror of horrors! why
did Inot die that instant? There! atthe bottom of
that trunk, seen dimly through the liquid grave in
which she was enclosed, lay  Deborah—my life—
my love drowned ! drowned in her own tears and
mine! From that hour I wandered through the
world with the mark of Cain upon my brow—a
murderer! Stranger is it not a harrowing recollec-
tion? Ha! I see that your soul is melted. There!
feel my brow! I amnot mad—no—no—no—yes-—
yes—yes—ah !'—horrid—horrid 1 .

On saying this the mysterious stranger darted up
a tree with the rapidity ofthought,and in vain Itn-
ed to discover him. His narrative has never de-
parted from my mind. Remember thee ! ay, I'll re-
member thee while memory holds her seat in this
distracted brain,
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1 saw two clouds at morning,
Tinged with the rising sun,
And in the dawn they floated on
And mingled into.one:
X thought that morning cloud was hlest,
It moved so sweetly to the West.

I saw two summer currents
Flow softly to their meeting,
And join their course in silent force,
In peace each other greeting:
Calm was the scene; through banks of green,
While dimpling eddies played between.

Such be your gentle motion,
3Till life’s last pulse shall beat,
Like summer’s beam, and. summer's stream,
Flow on in joy to meet
A purer sky, where troubles cease,
A calmer sca, whereall is peace.
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THE TWO MAIDENS.

One came with:light and laughing air
And checks like opening hlossom;
Brigit gems were twined amid her hair,

And glittered on her bosom ;

And pearls and costly bracelets deck
Her.round white arms and lovely neck
Like summer sky with stars begirt,

The jewelled robe around her;
And dazzling as the noon-tide light,
The radiant zone that bound her;
And pride and joy werc in her eye,
And mortals bowed as she passed by.

Attother came: o’er her mild face
A pensive shade wasstealing
Yet there no grief of earth we trace,
But that deep holy feeling
Which mourns the heart should ever stiay
From the pure font of bliss away;
Around her brow a snow drop fair
The glossy tresses cluster:
No pearl nor ornament was there
Save the meck spirit’s lustre ;
*And faith and hop2 beamed from ber eye,
And angels bowed as she passed by.

.

MY TRIAL FOR MY OWN MURDER.

“Run for officers 3
Let him be apprehended with all speed
Far fear he *scape away ;5 lay hands on him,
‘We cannot be too sure—"tis wilful murder 1"

I verily believe ifany man could look into the Sybil-
line leaf of the fiiture and catch a glimpse of the vdri-
ous vicissitudes and misfortunes with which he must
struggle, he would turn sharply round, and seek the
nearest course short of suicide, to rid himsclf of those
trials which might shake his manhood ; and so, give up
all the sunshine of existence to avoid itsshowers. For-
tunately, however, man has not the privilege of fore-
knowledge, a faculty which few cou'd have the courage
torender serviceable, and which most would convertin-
to an engine of misery and affliction._

With what exquisite hcart-throbbmﬂs we look back-
‘wards upon the first twenty or thuty years of our exis-

- tence, and id refrospective enjoyment brood over those
haleyon days (for we all have bad our haleyon davs,)
when the heart was expanding with evernew emotions
omnipoteat and all-absorbing. I, indeed, liave enjoyed
many halcyon days, and often have I reviewed them
with increased delight. But I spoke of vicissitudes and
misfortunes at the commencamert of this paper, and
the general observation Ithen wmade as drawa from
me with reference to one misfortune of my life, perhaps.
one of the severest, certamly the fnost singular, that can
befal any man. I was doomed to suffer one over-
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whelming evil, which stands amidst the events of an
otherwise happy life, likea barren and dreary spot, sur-
rounded by the greenest verdure and the most fragrant
flowers.

“Ch! the uncerring hand of justice and reiviliution ¥?
says the moralist, when his mind 13 harrowad by hear
ing ‘he detail of ciime and  wickedoess, < The uner-
ring hand of justice and retribution,” says Le~good
man—“will sooner or Jater overizke the culprit:? —and,
in truth, it not unfrequently harpens that etime will
cry aloud from its hiding-place, with most miraculous
orzan.” 1 ama moralist, and oftentinies has my mind
been hiarrowed by the detail of erime and wickedness,
and I too, have often exciaimed, “ol! the unerring
hand of justize amd vetribution ’—but my cry has now
become—oh ! the erring hand of jusiice and reiribu-
tion 1?

Justice has indeed  been truly painted blind, and a

ery expressive portiait sie makes in that way. If not
reaily blind, justice is cerininly, in some cases, acar-
sighted or short-sighted, as some people call it and
this same blindness, or short-sightedness of justice,
very nearly piaced my unlortunate neck within the
grasp of the merciless legal halter. 1 cannot now cn-
dure the sight of a blind ;an or arope—they are both
images repulsive to my mind—cven a feld sown with
hem')-aeed smells like poison tome.

In what Janguaze shall [ attempt 10 explain (soas
to beintelligible to my readers, or such of them as have
been accustemed to live in quiet, at a respectiul dis-
tance from the reach of 10pes ard halters,) the nature

.of that charge by which the bungling and erring hand

of justice overtook me. The fucts are almost incredi-
ble Perhaps—but no: I'will puta truee toall sur-
mise : I was accused, imprisoned, prosecuted, and all
but condemned to tise gallows—but I am innocent, in
the face of the world, I solemaly protest, T am innocent
—for my own murder ——Yes gentle (and I nust, now
still gentler) reader, I, who am at this mouent telling
the painful story, have been actually accused, impris-
oned, and prosecuted, amd saw the halier swinging
over my head, with a retributory menace, for the crime
of my own murder.

A wanderer by nature, as we!l as by necessity, I had
for many years been abaent frum my native country,
seeking to gratily my love of variety, both in situnticn
and society, and to amass, by my own diligence, those
golden qualifications, without which a man stands but
a poor chance of heing looked upon ia the world, The.
first of these objects I accomnplished to my heart’s con-
tent; but as to the second, I fell far short of my hoges,
and returned very nearly as peor as I weyt; for, excepta
{ew kundred pounds, invested in merchandize, L setmy
foot on British ground, with about ffty dollars and a -
fewr Engiish coins, and these for safer custody, 1 carti=
ed in my pocket. ‘

Necessity had taught me economy, and therefore, in~

stead of indulging myself with the accommodaticn ofa
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stage coach, to make my way to the metropolis, I com-
wensed ray journey as an humble pedestrian.  Having
travelled in this way many miles, I stopped at anean
jon by the way side to refresh mysell, and was
507 seated amongst the motley group ofthe usual han-
gess-on at such places of resort. Finding that, about
two miles further on the road, I should arrive ata small
market town, where accommodation fo: the night, of a
much more conveaient nature, could be procured, I re-
solved, after having sufficiently rested myself, to make
my way thither to sech a place ofreposze,

On producing my purse to pay the demands of my
host, I took out casually two or three of my dotlars, and
Jaid them on the table, surroanded by the boors of the
village, who were attracted by the sight of coin <o un-
familiar to their eyes; and to satisfy their euriosity, 1
shewed them my store, and explained their history and
relative value. During the proceeding, a greedy-eyed,
ill-looking fellow, seemed to fix hiseyes on me and my
puisg, in away not the most pieasing to me.  Many
men are fond of having their purses examined and ad-
mired by others; but [ have lived long cnough in the
world] to helieve that no eyes are so fiiting to exdming
such an object as those of iis prsseson

1 soon took my departure, and proceeded leisurely
onwards to the place of my destinasion. The even-
inz began to closz 5 and onarriving ata dull part of the
rcad, overhung by high banks, covered with fuzze and
briers, 1 found myself, ia an inztauy, stanned by a blew,
administered by some one behind me, the effect cf
which scon disabled me from making any attempt o
pratect myselfagainst further viclence of my brutal as-
sailant. [ sank exhausted and senseless.

When I recovered my coasciousness, for I could
hardly deem myselfsensible, T discovered 1 was bleed-
ing eopious'y from my nose, and lying in a wat ditch
ha!f drowned, apparently in my own blood, which made
a geeat show, mingled with the water. A couatryman
was leaning over and humanely endeavouring to assist
me. 1feltin nearly a lifeless condition, althouzh no
actual fracture had szeeceded the blow; and while my
gaod Samaritan was deliberating what to do, I lay mo-
tionless, and, to his apprehension, certainly dead ; for

I heard him say he would go and find a doctor, but ke

could do no good. forall was over with me. For this
humane purpose he let me just as he found me.

It was then nearly dark, and Tresolved to rouse my-
self, and endeavour to pursue my walk for the short dis-
tance that remained.  With conshlerabie effort I roused
mysell frora my maddy resiing-place, and found my
clothes, which were none of the best, wet through, and
being scarcely worth the carriage [ thought it best is
leave them behind me, nnd soon cqaippe! myself in
azother suit, which I carried in wy knagsacs, 1 wash-
cd mysel as well as I ecould, and put the best face ou

the matter. I recollecied the ill-looking fellows, whe
had cast his amorous glances on my dollars, and sin-
gled him out as the perpetrator of the erime ; butl was
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rejoiced to find that hiscbvious intentions were defeats
ed, and I carried off my purse of dullars in triumph,
cangratulating myself heartily on my narrow eseape,

I pursued my walk to the market town, and soon ar-
rived at the ina. Thad searcely taken my seat, still
suftering from the biow I had received, before I over-
hewd an indistinet conversation amongst several men,
stationed at the other end of the room, aceompanied by
expressive looks, dirccted towards me.  Knowing my-
s2l"to ba a perfect stranger in the place, this did not
excite my swprise. The conversalion soon became
louder and more distinet, and, at length, Iheard a
stranzely exagzenated story of ny own wurder,  Itwas
confilently asserted that a straazer had bren robbed
and murdered a shost distance from the town, and that
he kad been found by a labourer in a diteh, with his
skuli fraciured, his brains scatiered about the road, and
bis pockets turned inside cut.  Ilistened to this mar-
vellous history with great amusenient, thinking how
easily a stzange story is made to pass current, grounded
an the slightest fuets,

ITaving waken some refreshmens, [ ordered my bed,
and baing aa eatire stranger, [ chos2 to pay lor both be-
fore 1 retired for the night, and again produced my
puse, containing my dollarsand other money., At this”
juncture an inqiisitive looking old mnan came up to me
and looited at my dollars, and then fizing his eyves on
my face, tirned round to his companions, and witha sig-
aificant gestuve, whisaered, “there’s blood on this
man’s face—he has got some dollars—where did he
come from —~who is he 2 "This excited a general sen-
sation. A pause ensued, and all seemed “at fault,” a3
thesportsmen say.  The inquisitive old man again ap-
proached we, and asked me in a sigaificant manner,
whetner he did not just now: sze some dollars in my
possession? I replied in the afiirmative, and pwduce;l
one o7 two. e wrred bluntly round to his compani-
ons, amd put his finger cunningly up to his nose. He
then renewed the attack, and asked me, where I had
procured them ? waether there were many to be met.
with in this country 2 and a variety of other questions,
ait of which I answered carelessly—not much pleased:
wita the old man®s impertinence.

e then, for the first time, observed aloud to me,
vith a look of serutiny, that I had some blood on.my
face. To this observation, Ireplied as coolly as I did
t» his qaestions, not choosing to gratify curiosity, and.
wishing 10 hear mare of my own murder.

A: this moment un addition was made to the eompa--
2y, by the azrival of a person who had been my good
Samaritan, who found and left me in the ditch. He
war fuil of his subject, and cane to r2late the i},
and partenlay®” nezount to his pot companions. He
sia‘ed atlenath where and how he found a stranze man
wa satlor’s clothes, with his skull fractured, and bis
pockets turned inside out, znlthat he left him quites
dead. He statad he went for assisiznes to the villazge
from whence I cawee, and on inquiring at the liule pyb-
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lic-house to learn whether I had been there, he deserib- | straight-forward manner, told his story—how he was

ed my person and dress, and discorered that I had rest-
ed and taken refreshment there, and, moreover, that I
had a great many dollars and English coin in my pos-
session. Having obtained assistance, he returned to
the spot where he left the murdered stranger ; but, in-
stead of finding him, he discovered, that, during his ab-
sence, the body had been stripped and removed, and, as
he believed, buried, and the clothes were lying scatter-
ed about on the brink of the ditch.

All this was highly amusing to me, and I resolved to
let the story roll on, like a snow-ball, increasing with
every step, without offering any explanation, until it
should have arrived at its climax;

Again I observed inquisitive looks cast on me, and
the words “dollars® and “blood” were again whispered
about. The old inquisitive man quietly Jeft the room,
and returned with an athletic, busy-looking man, ‘who
soon discovered himself to me as the constable of the
parish ; and, without further ceremony, the old man
gave me in charge to the constable, as being suspected
of the murder. The constable proceeded to search me,
and, on producing my purse with dollars, the man who
found the murdered stranger set up a shout, and charg-
ed the constable not to let me escape; and then fixing
his eyes on the blood on my face, said, he was sure I
was the murderer and robber, and he would tell all he
konew upon his bible oath. Inow found it was high
time to speak in my dcfence, lest the Joke. which Ihad
relished so much, should be carried too far ; but I learnt,
to my sorrow, that the joke had quite ceased, and that
no assertion or explanation of mine could serve me one
Jjot in proving my personal identity.

The consequence of all this, therefore, was a safe
lodgment for the night in the cage, in full sight of the
whippingpost, and the county gaol. Imagine my situation
ye who have been accustomed all your lives to be call-
ed honest men and women, and who have never known
any thing of the inside of the gaol, or other placeof du-
rance, except through Mrs. Fry and Caleb Williams.

In this horrible condition I passed the night, deprived
of my purse of dollars and other money, and with no
other prospect before me thaa being treated as a crimi-
nal ; yet I sometimes ventured to hope I should be en-
abled to explain the true state of the case, and excul-
pate myself before a reasonable and mtellngent magis-
trate.

The morning dawned upon me through the grates of
the cage, and my solitude was soon broken by the arri-
val of the constable, the inquisitive looking old man,
and my Samaritan friend. I was led outamidstan in-
furiated crowd, who were by no means sparing in their
execrations, and was conducted, aftex much peril, into
the presence of the Justice.

Asmy supposed crime was ofa glaring and prominent
nature, it was allowed to commence the business of the
day. My accuser was placed before me, and ina blunt,

passing along the road—how he found the stranger
with a fractured skull, lying dead and covered with
brains and blood—how he went for assistance, and, on
his rcturn, found the clothes scattered about, and the
body remosed. My own dollars, and my own blood on
my own face, were given incvidence agaiust me; the

story was made coinplete in all its parts, and the inves-
tigation ended in my committal to the county gaol to
take my trial at the next assizes, for the wilful murder
of a person unknown, and the constable and his compa-
nions were ordered to mnake diligent search for the body.
Shortly after my commitment, as if all circumstances
conspired against me, the people, afteran active search,
suceeeded in discovering the body of a strange person,
almost in a state of nadity, in a canal, which ran along
the back of the town, upon which the coronersatin due
form ; and thus, to the satisfaction of my persecutors,
a chain of evidence was made out sufficiently strong to
put me on my trial.

Lectthose good people who prc'lch so strongly in favour
of the comf'ortable feclings arising from conscious inno-
cenze, and build so much on inward fortitude, and who
joinin the declaratior. of the poet, that “whatever is, is
right”—let them place themselves for a moment in my
situdtion—let them feel the horrors of a man, charged
with his own murder, and unablz to convince his judg-
es that he is actually in existence. How obtuse are
the intellects of many worthy people, who, in the eager.
pursuit of truth, hug to their hearts any antic who may
chance to assume the garb of that rarely dxscovemd
personage !

Already I fancied in my gloomy reflection, that I
heard the jury declare me to be guilty, and in my
dreams I saw the judge puton the fatal black cap, and
begin to pass on me the awful sentence of the law.
Then 1 fancied I heard my last dying speech and con-
fession chaunted about the streets, to be sold for a half-
penny, and pasted on cottage walls, and children taughs
reading and the necessity of virtue from the same pa-
per. Then the horrors of an ignominious death—the
halier—the gallows—the populace—the murmurs of in-
dignation—the shouts of “monster,” “murderer,” &ec.
—all echoing around me in my imagination. These
were truly enough to drive mae from my senses, and to
render zue incapable of supporting myself till the hour
of trial. ’

Frommy childhood I had alwayvs accustomed myself
to look on the gloomy side of things, and in this, my
hour of distress, my brooding disposition was busier
than cver. X sometimes began to question whether
this was not all a dream, or whether I had not actually
been murdered, and whether my present sufferings
werenot part of my punishment for the sins committed
inmy lifetime. .

At length the assizes commenced, and in due course
I was placed before the court to take my trial. Never
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shall 1forget that moment. I was roused by it. My
own conviction of my personal identity was complete;
but would it avail me any thing ? The siorv on which
I had to depend was rothing in the face of the evidence
to he-adduced. 'Was such an improbable story to be
believed 2 Should I be allowed to sit up wmysell as the
murdered man, when the witness saw him lying dead,
and the body was aftcrwards- found 1 the canal? It
was contrary to common sense, and would, of cowmse,
be looked upon as the desperate attempt of u hardened
villain to balile the ends of justice. 1 Lad po friends
to speak to my character or condition~I{ was :zlovle—-
frieadless, aud the public clamour loud againstme, My
own dollurs were more elequent than the prosecuting
counsel,

Ay trial proceeded. Oh! how the opening speech
went (o my heart ! The audience shuddered as they
heard the glaring facts; aud oh ! what looks of horrer
and reproach were castatme ; prejudice, with her my-
riad ears, was gaping on, and "uh ing down the plausi-
ble sxory. The witnesses gave their evidence with
clearness and precision. The landlord of :he litle
public-house, were 1 first stopped, was called to prove
his baving seen the dollars in the possession of tie
murdered man when at his house. During all the pre-
vious proceedings, this man had never before looked at
me face to face; but when he wasconfrontad with me,
he gave an involuntary start, and seemed unable to ut-
ter a syllable. He-lixed his eyes intently on me, and
pointed to his own cheel, and stammered out, “Ho is
not guilty !—he is not guilty "—Hearing this excla-
mation, and seeing him point to his cheek I remember-
ed ] had a large scar on my own, from a sabre wound
I received years before 5 and when the witness had re-
gained his composure, he procceded 1o identify me as
the man who came to his house, in a sailor’s dress,
with a purse of dollars, on the evening of the supposed
murder, and asserted that I could be none other than
the supposed victim of brutal violence. DBut the body
found in the canal—had it a scar likemine on the check?
No—the witnesses who found it rememtered it had
not. Hope dawued on me warmly enough. I was
called on for my defence, and told my tale simply and
composedly, and my heart beat calmmly.

The Judge summed up the evidence to the jury, and
directed, asusual, that if there was any doubt, the pris-
oner should be entitled tothe henefit of it. The jury
obeyed the directicn of the Judge, and their verdict of
“Not Guitty” alone aftorded me the melancholy satis-
faction of relating sufferings not to be found amongst
the destinies of any other man in the world.

Somz ill-natured people, notwithstanding the verdicet,
still believed e to be guilty, but the majority called
me innocent ; and while the newspapers were zealous-
Iy arguing pro and con upon the question, Islipped my-
self off to Awmerica, where I in now living in tolerable
ease, and 00 one has ever since ventured to dispute the
Doint with we, whetherIam alive or dead. .

AND MIS CREYY.
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CAPTAIN ROSS AND HIS CREW.

“The look-out man gave notice of a sail in the ofﬁng.
No time was lost; the boats were launched and sig-
mals made by burning wet powder when, completing
our embarkation, we left our little harbour atsix o’clock,
Our progress was tedious, owing toalternate calms and
bght airs, blowing in every direction; yetwe made
way towazds the vessel, and had it remained calm
where she was, should scon have been alongside. Un-
luckily the breeze just then sprang up, and she made
all sail to the south-eastward ; by which means the
Loat that was foremost was soon left astere, while the
uther two were steering more tothe castward, with the
hopes of cutting herofl.  About ten o’clock we saw ano-
ther sai! to the northward, which appeared to be lying
to for her boats; thinking at one time, when she hove
1o, that she bad seen us.  That, however, proved not to
be the case, as sk soon bore up, under all sail. In no
long time it was apparent that she was fast leaving us;
and it was the most anxious moment that we had yet
expnricnced to find that we were near to no less than
two ships, either of which would have put an end to all
our fears and all our toils, and that we should probably
reach neither. It was necessary, however, to keep up
the courage of the men, by assuring them from time to
time, that we were coming up to her; when most for-
tunately it fell calm, and we really gained so fast, that
at eieven o’clock we all saw her heaveto with all sails
aback, and lower down a boat, which rowed down imn-
mediately towards our own. She was soon alongside,
when the mate in command addressed us by presuming:
that we bad met with some misfortune and lost our
ship. Thisbeing answered in the affirmative, Irequest-
ed to know the name of hiis vessel, and expressed our
wish tobe taken on board. I was answered that it was
“the Jsabella, of Hull, once commanded by Capain
Ross;* on which Istated that I was the identical man
in question, and my people the crew of the Fictory.
That the mate who commanded this boat was as much
astonished at this information as he appeared tobe, I do
aot doubt; while with the usual blunderheadedncss of
wen on such occasions, he assured me that Ihad been
dead two years. I easily convinced him, however, that
what ought to have been true, according to his estimate,
was a somewhat premature conclusion; as the bhear-
like form of the whole sct of us might have shown him,
had he taken time to consider, that we were certainly
uot whaling gentlemen, and that we carried tolerable
good evidence of our being “true men and not impos-
tors,? ou our backs, and in our starved znd unshaven
countenances. A hearty congratulation followed of
course, in the true seaman style, and attera few enqui-
ries, he added that the Jscbella was commanded by
Captain ITumphreys ; when he immediately went off
in his boat to communicate his information on hoard ;
repeating that we had long been given up as losi, not by
thew alone, but by all England. As we approached
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slowly after him, to his ship, he jumped up the side,
and in a minute the rigging was manned ; while we
were saluted with three cheers as we came within ca-
ble’s length, and were not long in getting on board of
my old vessel, where we were all received by Captain
Humphreys with a hearty seaman’s weleome.  'T'hough
wa had not been supported by our names and charac-
ters, we should notthe less have claimed from charity,

the attentions that we received, {or never was seen a
more miserable looking set of wretches; while, that we
were but a repulsive-looking people, none of us could
doubt. 1f] to be poor, wreichedly poor, as far as all our
present property was cencerned, was to have a claim
on charity, no one could well deserve it more ; but if
to look so as to frighten away the so-called charitable,

no beggar that wanders in Ireland could have omdonc
us in exciting the repugnance of those who have not
known what poverty can be. Unshaven since I know
not when, dirty, dressed iu the rags of wild beasts in-
stead of the tatters of civilization, and starved to the
very boucs, cur gaunt and grim lcok= when conirasted
with those of the well-dressed 2ud well-fed men around
us, made us all feel; 1 believe, for the first time, what
we really were, as well as what we seemed to otaere.
Poverty is witheut half its mark, unless to be contrast-
ed with wealth; and what we migin have known to
b2 true in the past days, we had forgoiten to think of]
till we were thus reminded of what we truiy were, o

THE PILOT, ON DEATAH.

nor did it fare much better with the rest. It was for
time to reconcile us to this sudden and violent clnnfroa
to break through what had hecome habit ; and to in-
ure us once more 1o the usaze of our former days.

Capt. Ross’s Secendd Veyage of Discorery .

THE PILOL,
BY TLOMAS HAYNES DAYLEDY.

Oh, Pilot! “tisa fearfu! night,
There’s danger on the deep,

I'll come and walk the deck with thee
I do not dare to sleep,

Go down! the zailor cried, zo down,
This is no place for thee;

Fear not! but trust in Providence,
Wherever thou may’st be.

Ab? pilot, dangers often met,
We all are apt to slight,

And theun hast known these raging warves
Dut 10 subdue their might.

It is not apathy Le eried,
That gives this strengih 1o me;

Fear not ! but trust in Providence,
Wherever thou mayst be.

On such a night the sea engulf*d
My father’s lifeless form;

well as we seemad to be.  But the ludicrous scen
took place of all other feelings; in such a crowd and :
such confusion, all serious thought, was imp'cssib!o,g
trhile the new buoyaney of our £piriis made vs abun-,
dantly willing to be amused by the scene which nosw
opened.  Every wman was hung d wasto b2 ﬂ.xl,!
all were ragred, and wese to b2 clothed, there was no
one to whem wasking was nct indispenss ‘u 2, NOi o
whom his baard did notdeprive ofali Baglish semblanc
Al every thing tco, wasio bedoneatenee; it was \\'xr:h
ing, dressing, shaving, eating all intermi .\g'c: uu..mll
" the matcerials of cach jumbled tagether; while in mc
midst of ail, there were Guestions to l~c asked and '
answered on ail sides; the adventvves of the Iictury,
our own ecscapas, the polities of Bagland, and the news
which was now four years old.  Rut all cubsided into
peace at last.  T'he sick were accemmodnied, tie sea-
men disposed of, and all was done for ail of us, which

e

iy an

i

wh ue

oy
H

My only brethér’s beat went down

In just so wiid a storm ;
And sueh, peshaps, may be wy fate,

But still I say 10 thee,
Fearuct ! but trust in Providence.
TWherever thou may st ke.

ON DEATH.

Y
The fear of death is common to all,—"T'here ne-
jVer wasa man of such hardibcod of nerve, Lut he has
ai one time or other shrunk from peril. Deathis a

“certain evil, (if!ifc ke a gocd) Philosephy may wel-

-
«w

come I, and passicn may disregard its appreach;
but cur instinet which is always true, first com-

mands us to fear.—1It is not so much the pain of dy-

care and Lindness conld perform.—Night at leagth ing, nov even the array of death, (though the Pompa
brought quict and cerious thoughts; and I trust these sorlis is sufficiently repelling)—but it is that tre-

was not one man amenz us who did not then express,
where it was due, bis gratitade for that interposition
which had raised us :1'1 fram a despair which none
could now forget, and had brought us from the very
boxdars of a not distant grave, 19 life, and friends, and !
civilization. Long accustomed, however, to a cold hed §
02 thehard snow, or the hare reck, few could sieep amid | g
the comfert of osr new acexmmodaions. 1w as my-
gelf compalle;] to leave the bad which had been kindiy
assigazd iy, and ialke my abode ina chaic for the night 5 |

ue

"mandous thought—that vast impenctrabla glcom—

, without depti, or breadth, or beund—1which no rea-

son can compass,,and no ivtellect pry into, that
larms us.  Qur favcey is ripe with wonders, and it
'f1ls vp the space between us and heaven.

For my part, I have I confess greatly feared
'Death.  Some persons aread annibilation. But to
sleep forever withouta dream—=what is it if you feel
itnot ? let me not be understood as wishing for this



ON DEATH.

I only say that it can-

state—this negation of being,
Itis adesert without

not generate the same fears.
Yife, or foar, or hope, shadowless, soundless.—There

is something very sad in the death of friends.—We
seem to provide for our own morntahty, and to make
up our miads to die—weare warned by sickuess—
fover and amne—and sleepless aights, and a hun-
dred dull firauties; but when our friends pass
away we lament them, as though we censidered
them imnortal.

It is wise—1 suppose it is wise that we should at

tach ourselves to things which are transient; else |
should say that 'tis a perilous trust when a man ties
his hopes toso fraila thing as a woman —7T hey are, |
so gentle, so afi»etionate, s0 true I SOTrow, SO untiy- ;
ed and untinng—~but the leat withers not soonuy,
the tropic lights fade not moie abruptiy into dark-
ness—-"They die, and are taken from us  and we
weep  and our friends tell us it is not wise to gricve, |
for all that s wmortal perisheth—they do nat know |
that we grieve the zmorehecause we grieve i var |
If our gricf could bring back the dead, n would be |
stormy and lowl-—we shonld disturb the sanny
quiet of day——we should startle the dull night trom
her repose, hat our kearts would not grieve as they ‘
grieve now, when hope is dead within us. {
The few frivnds of my youth are dead--save
I remember, evenasa grcy-hcadcd man remenbers,
clearly and more distinetly than the things of yesier-
day, that which happeued long ago —She was a
preity delicate girl, and very amiable, and Lb- canae
(yes it is very true, for Lremember the strong feel-
ings of that time)--caamaured of her--my love had
the fire of passion, but not the clay which drags it
downwards; it pactook of herown innocence; whe-
ther it was the divinity of beauty that stung me 1
Lnow not, bit my feclings were any thing but child-
ish.  She was the first object {save my mothev) tha
I ever attached mysell to. I had better have loved
a flower—a weed. Forwhen 1 knew her she hadthe
seeds ofdeath within her—consumption had caught
her: hissickly hand was upon ber, lik2 the canler
inthe rose, and drew out a periious unearthly bloom.
The hues and vigour of jife were 1ushing too quick-
ly through her cheeli--(yet how pale she was at
times)—She faded a month in an hosy—a year ina
month. and at last died in the stosmy autuma time,
when the breath of sammer had left her.  Whether
1 wept, or raved—or how it was, I know not. It
wasa cold day, and the rod and brown leaves were
plentiful on thetrees.  The sun was near his setting,
but the whole of the wide west was illuminated, and
threw a crimsen color oa the windows of the room

a8 Ientered, the rays shone thropgh a cloud of vine-
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stalks and changing leaves that hung over them,
and which dropped by scores an every summons of
the blast.  She was sitting in a large azm chair co-
vered with white, like a faded Flora—1 120k on her,
as it seems even now, in a paslor with fluwers and
some myrtles which no longer blossomed + I have
ever thought of her since ; through what a wastc of
years! The flowers that were around, looked ae fra-
gile as herself—summer companions.  But the wild
auvtumn was around her and them, and the winter
himself was coming—IHe came—almost before his
iime, cold and remorseless, and she shrank—and
withered—and died  The rose-budslivedon alittle
; but the crimson beauty of her cheeks was

faded lor OVeT—

longer

And in the visions »f romantie youth,
What ycars of endless bliss ace v et 10 low !
But mortal pleasure. what art thou in troth !
The Torrent’s smoothness ere it dash below.
There is something inexpressibly touching in an
agecdote which I have heard of an artist e was
an Anerican, and had gone to England (he and his

ryouny wife) to paint for fame and—a subsistence—

They werte strangers there, they had to fight against
prejadiceand poverty, bue their affection for cach
other solaced them under every privation, every
frown of fortuue,  They could think atleast “all the
way over” the great Atlantic; and therr fincy lit-
e cherished there, had leisure to be busy among
the friendsand scenes which they had left behind.

A gentleman, who had not scen them for some
tiaue, went one day tothe Artist's painting room, and
observing him pale and wory, inquired about his
health, and afterwards regarding his wife.  He an-
swered, only, “ske kas left me” and proceeded in a
hurried manner with his work—=She was dead—
and he was left alone totoil, and mourn.  The heart
m - hich he had hoarded all his secrets, all his
hopes, was cold; and fame itsell was but a shadow.
And so it s that all we Jove must wither,—that we
ourselves must wither and die away. 'Tisa trite
saying. yeta wholesome moral belongsto it.

Lo pass from this, to a scenc of a darker colour.
1le was a rich farmer in Wiltshice; he was
the father of two natural children (females) whom he
made do all the drudgery of his house. Ie was
a hard iandlord, a bad master, a libertine, though a
miser, a drunkard, a fighter at fairs and markets,
and, over his children he used a tyranny which nei-
ther tears nor laber could mitigate, But he was
stopped in his headlong course—a ferce pain came
upon him, a fire raged in his vitals—his strong
liebs, which no wrestler could twist, and no antago-
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nist lay prostrate, shrank before an unseen foe. Fe-
ver cncompassed him, and delirium; and in his
frightful dreams, he called aloud, be shricked, he
wept like a child, he prayed for help, for case—
for a little respite—It was all in vain; though used
to scenes of dcath, this was appalling, the roving of
the suflerer was beyond belief—1t wasthe noise of a
great animal, not of man.

Hiseye glared, and he swore perpetually, and said
that Satan was in wait for him, and pomted towards
a comner of the chaier;

when e made an eftor it

'1‘1'*«'1‘ And then i
would lisien, and ery, that he hieard the dall roll o/
drums, calling—-calung—-and L+ answerdd ang

shricked

was like the struggle of a

that “he wus comng’—and b came
Parce precor, p.ccar

Most of my friends have died calmly —oue wasted

away for wonths and months; and thourh death
came slonly, ha came
Mr-
which he died he tried to battle with the great King
to stand up against the coldaess and faintness which
seiced upon him:

too scon. I wos tald that

b

“wished ta live

but be died notwithstanding. and
though quictly—reluctantly.  Another filend (a fe-
male) died easdy aad in old age, surviving ier facul-
ties.

b

A third met death smuling

herbs. A fiith, the nearest of all, died gradually
and his children came about him, aid were sad, but!
he was resigned te all fortunes,
long—"heteafter.”

1 remember how T learnt to spell, and was sent ia
the servant’s hand to a lide day-school w fight my
way (amidst a score of other urchins) through the
petils of the alphabet, and afternwards how L was
busied with parable and Scripture history, (the one
ly food that nourished ey infant nund) 1 was much
roticed by a kindly and very amiable woman, and
1 still preserve the recollection of Miss §——"'s ten-
derness towards me. 1 had no ambition then; no
hatred, no uncharitableness. Ifthese demot:s have
possessed me since, they must have been cast down
upon me by the “malice of my stars.” I had no
organs for such things; yet now I can hate almost
as strongly as Ilove, and am as constant to my an-
tipathies as to my affections.

The progress from infancy to boyhood is imper-
ceptible, in that long dawn of the mird we take but
litile heed; the yearspass by us one by one. little
distinguishable from cach other.  But when the in-
tellectual sun of our life is risen, we take dne note of
joy and sorrow, our days grow populous with events;
¢nd through our nights, bright trains of thought

for he believed ina

On the very day on!

A fourth wasin-*
ried in Ialian carth among flowers and odorous !

ON DEATH

run, luminating the airy future, and dorzling the
days we live in.  We have e unalloyed fruition of
hope; and the best is, that thereahty is still to come.

Among otherthmgs I had almost forgot to mention
a gratefu] vegard for an old relation, a sort of great
runele who had always tieated me with kinduess; he
used to place e upon his knee in the winter eve-
nings, and tell me stories of foreign countries; of
Eastern and Western India; of Buffaloes and Ser-
pents; of the Crocadile and the tawn

hove e bonud d through

e

y Lion, and
the ungles | and what the

Jerhaunt wiih bis .dmust buran facuiry could do;
and how the Shark would feilow ships by a stranges
s, and how the Winle ceuld speut sut hys
Ceairacts of water, and hundreed other marvels
vy ear.
faled either in his hindness or hls

cviich Thaendd o wnh grom

tie never

stories, at least

towands
{

H

shoopand it and in s youth had donbled the
Cupe. and traversed the ndian Ucenn —-Buathe vas
Tloues A o de

K

Chiistnas

, Lewas aweather-beaten mnan, could

il

Lhad boon il when 1 last
)

ia

I

caw lum in the
yet Elde thot gkt the grave

il
wax 59 pear lemi—1 was supmonad bome one day,

1

Ctosweep and weaar twoarning ; and { wenttothe house

of Lis widow, where he lay—dead It haunted me
said that e {(what ke 2 was
’n tie dust?; that ke lay in the front drawing-roem.

mddcrgd and stopped, but 1 was assured he
lool\odjust as though he was asleep Lot uo man
beiieve such things — There is nothing so unlike
sleep, as denth. Fris a Poet's
gracious repose, a vital calm

iforvears  Thesenvant

Theoneisa
; the other a horrid
solemnity ; no more hke sleep, than a mask of plas.
ter, stifl, rigid, white—-beyond the whiteness of
shrouds or the paleness of stone—all parallels fail,
we strain at comparisons in vain—~I went up to sce
my old friend, there was a great silence all about,,
and the stone steps of the stair-case sent out unusuil
echoes.  The dooy was opened—slowly as though
we should disturb the corpse.

s Jie.

The windows were
closed, and there were long wax candles burning at
the head and the teet, and over all a white sheet was
carefully thrown. The length; the prodigious
length that the bedy seemed to occupy. at once star-
tled me, and I recoiled.  Enrthe servant procceded
and uncovered the lid of the coffin, alter an cffort I
looked, would to God 1 had never looked, he was
like stone, his mouth was bound up, and his eyclids
had been pressed down, and his nose was pinched as
though by famine—and my old friend was swathed
in fine linen, and pure crape was crimped about
him, as thoughto save him from the worm and the.
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aapping carth *Tias poor mockery of s humble !
atate ;—and yet perhapsicwas nieant kindly —Three |
days after this he was borne away in a hearse, and
Iletout my griefin tears.

I scarceiy know how it is, but the deaths of!
children seem to me always less premature than
those of older persons, not that they are i fact so,
but it is because they themselves, bave litle or no
rclation to maturity  Life scems a race which they |
have yet o run emniely .

1}

Tley have made no pro-
gress towards the gaol
further

They are born—unothivy

The Sprritof an Infunt to ks Mother

Mother, I've lain upon thy lulling breast,

1
v

'
!
!
i
i
i

And felt thy gentle breathung on vy brote;
My futtie frame st the carth at test,

But my voung puit hovers near taee pow. i
J cannolleas e wee, thorwh o o'y heaum

A beckoniag angel uols me fron absee ; I

(Sleep, mother, sleep, Prowath tuee in thy deeam ;)
Ol ! een for them I eannat leavs oy lave,

Thou who wouldst nrmur to tie ull Ferept
Into thy blameless besom, where I siept.

Dhere s my little cot—nn teaant row
Presses is pillow—=all is sull az death:
The nizithght gleams likewmoonbeams on her brow,
Her fips apart are rosy with her breath,
Moveless is that winte arm on whica P've laid,
Aund veil'd that bosoin where 1 used to rest,
See, see, a tear from the fair lid has stray™d,
Mother ! sweet mother! thy youne boy is blest j—
He lies no longer near thy beating heart.
But thouw and he will ne'er be far apuil}

But it secms hard when a man has toiled high up
the steep hill of knowledge, that he should be east,
downwards in a moment; that he who has worn the
day and wasted the night in gathening the gold of

ience, should be with all his weaiih of learniag,
u!l his accumulations, made bankrupt at once.
What becemes of all the riches of the sot), the piles
and pyramuds of precious thought which men heap
ogether ? Wiere is Shakespeare's imagination—
Bacon'slearning 2 Where is the sweet fancy of Sul-
ney, theairy spiritof Fletcher, and Milton's thought
severe? mcthinﬂ??ﬁrch things should not die and

. . % .'C s
dissipate when @ B8l can hve for centuries and a
brick of Bgypt will last three thousand years !1
am contert o belleve that the mind of man survives
(somewhere or other) his clay.

Death is the tyrant of the nnagination, Ins reion
is in solitude and darkness, in tembs and prisons,
over weak hearts, and scething brams  1le lives
without shape or sound, a phautom, inaccessible to
sight or touch, a ghastly and terrible AppRERRNSI-
ox

All that has been, and is, and isto come, must die,

£0d tho grave will possess all—already the temple
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of Death is stored with enormous treasures: but it
shall be filled, till its sides shall crack and moulder,
and its gaunt Kinyg, “Death the Skeleton,” shall wi-
ther like his prey.

M.

STANZAS,

Bt did thy virtuous bosom never feel,
Luose blivited Lopes which thougit could never
Lieal ?
Ind thy capacious wisdom neer explore
An unseen world, where faiae shall be no more ?
Wast thou coutent mind’s purest joys to hnow;
And 1 the silent grave, those joys forgo 2
The towernng heigits uf euson’s lore (0 try,
To piwne tane eagle fancy axd to die ?

D14 no siill voiee ¢'er watsper in thy breast,
‘That those fund aspirations to e blest,
That fevensh westlessuess. that wortal strife,
Were the sure earnest of hsmortal life,
Sceds of that flower tuat was again to bloom,
More brizht. wmore forr, aud Lve beyend the tomb ?
Unhappy ! fiom these truiiis thou turned'st away,
Nor build'st the moza wnat brings that glorous day.

I

ON TIME.

"The doctrive, that tume eaistsonly in remembrance
may serve to expiam some apparent mconsisiencies
m the language which we use respecuing our sense
of us passage. We hear persons complaining of
the slow passage oftime, when they have spent asin-
¢le nieht of unbroken wemisomeness, and wonder-
g how speedily hours filled with pleasure or en-
grossing occupations, have fiown, and vet we all
haow Low long any period sceins which has been
erowacd with events or feclings leavmg a strong
naprossion beliiud them.  Imtlunking on seasens of
ensut, we have nothing but a seuse of lengih, we
meresy temerber that we it the tedivm of exist-
ence, buttheress really no space in the imagination
filed up by the period  Mere time unpeopled
with diversified emotions, or circumstances, s but
onc idea, and that idea is nothing more than the re-
membrance of a listless stnsativn, Thne then is
only anation, unfelt in is pessage, a mere measure
given to the mind to its own past emotions A night
of dull pain and months of lingering weakness, are
in the reirospect nearly the samething.  When our
hzasds or our hearts are busy we know nothing of

ftime, it does not exist for us, but as soon as we pause

to meditate on that which 1s gone, we seem to have
lived long, because we leok Lack through along se-
ries of events, or feel them at once peering oncabove
the other, like ranges of distant hills.

Actions or feelings, not hours, mark all the back-
wsard course of our being.  Our sense of the near-
ness to us of any circumstance in our life is detei-
mined on the same principles, not by the revolu-

.



tion of the-seasons, but hy the relations which the
event beass in importance to all that hus happened to
ts since. 'I'e hun o ho has thought, or done, or sut
fered much. the level days ot his childhood seem at
an immeasarable distance, far uil'as the day of chiv-
alry or the hine of sosestns . ‘There are some re-
collections of sty vrerjondring vastness, that their
objects seem ever wear, ther size reduees all inter-
medtate events, o Lotan g, wird ey peer upon us
hke “a forhed 1o ntain, oo blue promontory,” which
being far off1s yo wi b THow dufleront from these

appears som. seonsicerable cecurranes of more ve- )
cent date, whick a fiosh of thought redeems for a .
moment fiom loue oiinvion, which 1s seen amidst '
the dim confusion of Lail forgotten things, hke a bt
tle rock Hizheed up by a chanze gleam of sunshine
afar offin the wig Lty warist 1s vuly because the
mind s formed fov ctorny that it feels the shortuees
of its carthly scrounn.

THE PRESENT, PAST AND FUTURE.

.. Bt

“The present! is but a drop from the sea

In the mighty depths of ctermty.

I love 1t not—it taheth vis birth

Too near the dull and common earth.

Its worn wath our wants, and steeped with our cares,
The dreariest asfect of hife it wears

Its griefs are so tresiy its wrongs are so near,

That its evils of gicut shape appear

The curse othe ~erpent, the sweat of the hrow,
Lie heavy oa all things surrounding us nuw.
Filled with iepining, and envy, and sinfe,

What 1s ihe present—tlhie actual of life ?

The actual ! itisasthe clay to the soul,

The workinz-day portion of life’s wondrous whole !
IHow much it needeth the Lot and the air

T'o breathe their own beirg, the beautiful there!
Like the soil that asks for the 1ain from the sky.
Aud thesoft west wind that zoes wanderiug Ly,
E'er the wonderful world within will arise,

And rcjoice in the smile of the <ummer’s coft eyes.
The present—the actual—were they gur all—

‘Too heavy our buslen, 100 hopeie:s o ¢ thrall,
Butheaven, tint spreadeth o'er all ats Blue cope,
Hath given us wemorr, hath given us hope !

And redeemeth the Jot which the present hath cast,
By the fame of the future. the dream ofthe past.
The future! aly, there hath the spirit its home,

In its distance is wntien the glerious 10 come.

The great ones of carth Lved but half fur their day ;
‘The grave wus thewr altar, the far-off thcir way.
Step by step hath the mind its high empire w'on;
We live in the sunslaae of what it hath done.”

No sophistry can avail in denying the power of
a good ora l{nd conscience. It is, indeed pecaliar-
ly modified in various nations and in individuals,
but it exisis every where, an internal physical law
in man, which should always be given its due
weiglt and regarded as a law of nature,

PRESENT, PAST AND FUTURE, ON PASSION.

ON PASSION.

Grave divines, areat statesmen, and deep philoso-
phers, are put out of their way by very little things s
nay, disereet, wo: 1y people, without avy p.etensions
but 10 goud nature and common sense, reavily surren-
der the harpiness «ftherr whole hves sconer than give
hich they have commntied them-

up an opmion W
as the mere turn of

sclves, though . hikielihood 1t w
a feathier, which s e they should taken the argument.

Is it that we de-pisc hitle things; that we are not
prepased for shetn; that they take usin our careless,
unzuarded momes t<, and teaze us out ot our ordinary
paticnce by their petty incessant, nscet warfare, buz-
2. about and suzing us like hnats 5 +0 that we can
udither get rd of wor grapple wads them, whereas we
colleerali our forutude and resolution to meet esvils of
greater magmivde 2 Orisitthatthereis a certainstream
of irritability that 1s coniinually fretiing upen the
witeels of iite, which finds sutlicient food to play with
w siraws and feathers, wiile great cbjeets are too
much for 1, citlier choke it up, or divert fis cause jnto
serious and thought!/ul interest ?

Occ is always more veaed at losing ngame by a
single card, than if one has never had a «lance of win-
ninz. The will here has a shight” imaginary obstacle
o surmount o attain its end, it should appear it had
only an «xceedingly trithing effort to make for this pur-
pose, that st was absolutely in its power (had ot known)
it was so casy : this haunts their minds and will not let
them rest, notwithstanding the absurdity of the reason-
ing.

The will ac.s in proporiion to its fancied power; now
in httle or indiflerent matterthere seems no reason why
it should not have its own wayg, and therefore a disap-
pointment veves it the more. - Jt giows angry accord-
ing to the innignificance of the occasion, aud frets it
self to death wbout an object, merely because from it
very futility there can be supposed to be no real
dificulty in the v.av of its attainment, nor any thing
more required for s purpose than a determination of
the vl The being brulked of this throws the mind
off its Lalanee—ond as nothing but an act of voluntary
power still seeins necessary to get rid of every impedi-
went, we indulze our viulcnce;?eand more, and
Licighten our impatieice by dc-greegk, <0a sort of frenzy.
The cbiect 15 tiie same as it was but we are no longer
aswe were. The blood i~ heated, the museles are
strainel, the feelings are wound up toa pitch of ago-
ny wiih the vain stife: The temrer is tried to the ut-
most it willbear,  "The more contempuible the object
or tl.e ulstruciions in the way o 1, the more are we
provoked at heiny hindercd by them: it lecks like
witcheraft: we fancy there is a spell upon us, so that
we are hampered by straws and entangled in cob-webs.
We believe that there is a fatality abcut our atfairs. It
is evidently done on purpose to plague us. A& Demcn
is at our clbow, to torment and defeat us in every thing,
even in the smatlest tkings. We sce him sitting and



WALK BY TRE SEA SIDE,

mocking us, and we rave and goash our teeth at him in |
return. 1tis prticulardy hard that we cannot suceeed .
in any one pant, however tafhing, that we sct our hearts '
on. We are the sport of imbeciliiy and michanee—!
We make ancther de-perate etfort. and {lv outate all
the extravaganee of nujHient rage ouce mose. Quran-
ger runs away with suc reason, beetuse s there 13 it-
tle to give it birth, there is notnnyg to cheek itor recal
us to our senses in the prospect of consequence~—we
take upand renl i peae, i meore Loys of humour, as
the gusts of wind take up and whul about chaft and
stubble. Passion p'ays the tyrant m a grand tragic-
come style, over the Lidiputioa ditfizulties and petty
disappoictments it has 1o encounter. aive, way o all
the fretfulness of geief and all the rbulenee ol osent-
ment, makes a fiss about gothivg, beeause thewe 15 no-
thing to make a fuss about—when an smpending cala-
mity, an irretrievable loss, would wstantly bring it 1
jts recollection and tzme it in i1 preqosterous eareer—
The truth is we pamper little griels ito great ones and
bear great ones as well a~ we can—1 e can afford 10,
dally and play tricks with e one, but tae others we
have enough to do with without any ofthe wantonness
and bombast of Passion.

A WALK BY THE SEA SIDE.

Qcean t T love toview thy dark blee face,
To hear the rippling o 1hy shelvy shore.
To me, thy form has greatness, grandeur, grace :
To me, there’s more than music in thy roar.
Though inland landscapes are not without their at-
tractions, yet they sink into insizmificance, when com-
pared with the everlasting ocean, as viewed from its
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hurl it with violence 1o the skies, it is then that we feel
in unison with the restless spirit of the hour, and. taking
our tone of action from the horror we behold, bend
with mute veverence befure the footstool olan avenge
ing deity.

Perhaps in the wholr range of eaternal nature, there
15 no scene that so wholly absorbs the soul as a walk
by the seashire.  The huundless magmibieence of the
Landseape, the wondesful extent of sight, the reced-
inz or approaching ides, look us, as « were, in the
face, and auddhiy pronounce thav they are glorious
seintillations of a lizht that burns from akove. Bvery
faculty of the soul may here find the most exquisite
erattication.  The lover of the witd and the sublune,
while he roams alonx the sea coast, when Nature, ko
a bashful beauty, cloties herself inthe vl of twi-
Lizhit, and hears the hollow sounding watess welcom-
g the approach of evening, and the wild fow] screara-

"inz around the surt-beaten crazs, mav be filled with

nausport even to satietv.  The admirer of the pictu-

! eesque and beautiful, may find objects of adoration in

every step that he adivances.—Ile may sce the uprais-
inz sun-beam steahng from the embrace of Theus,
and then mouniinT his chariot of the sky, the deep
blue ovean whispering as it were tse tale of lovers’
bliss. ‘The clear cloudless finmament, puse asthe ear-
liest simile of infant 1nnocence, feeding the beauty of
the landscape with its sunshine (—the whde sails of
the homeward-bovnd vessels moving mernly onward @
—the rchly tinted shells ghistening ugjon the sands,
and a thousand other vbjects of infinite grace, that may
eahaust even the language of adorativn and of rever-
ence.

Tlus subject 15 suzgested by the ramble that we have

shores. The apparent ahscoce of all houndary, xhe|at present chosen. Ifar reimoved from every haunt of
deep blue sky, which in the dimly defined distance ! inan, on the desolate shores of ocean, which is now
seems bending in reverence 10 the wave, strike on the | guning imperceptibly on cur home-returning steps,
min@with a sentiment of eternity, an expression of, make us fecl, deeply fecl. the silentawe of the moment.
holy grandeur, deep, \}rild, and $unc:xrth|y. Though E We are here alone, with noth:ng to interrupt the medi-
the creator has on all things stamped the plasue hand of ; 1ations of the hour, or break the tranquillity of the pros-
his Jivinuy, though by the dark ff)rcsls, the m ::n(ain; peet, but the sulien scream of the cormorant, as ho
glens, the roanng cataracts, he is seea, as 1l hie was | wheels his fhght among the beetling crags that tower
bodily present, yet it is over the boundless eapanse of to an awful distance above us. But hark ! a sound
ocean that he delizhts to throw the eapressionof ius ! comes pealing on our ear, [t is the voice of the evening

. - H g
benevolence aud his vengeance,  When in the creep-| breeze, as it wahes the slambenng music of the tides,
ing tranquility of wilight, we wander aloux iheshores,  and rouses the {ull chorus of celestiol harmony.  From

and see ata distauce the sun encanopizd in his pavilion
of clouds, throwing the hucs of glory over every ob-
ject that he unts.  Whea we see the waves reflecung.
back his last hnzering look of softness, and tl.en mur-
muring calmly to fthe coast, s if affaid 1o break the
stillness that reigns arcund, we are hushed 1a the
repose of gentleness, aad pa-taking in ourthoughts of
the silence we adore in nature, think of the deity on-*
Jy as the emblem of meckness and benevolence.  But,»
when the winds arehigh, and tie storm howls across
the occan—when blg.f,ts that ‘will be raging at all
hours,) lash the sea fato a white mass of foam, and

the darkencd lolis of the west the sea-fog is nising in
‘s majesty, anu hastens to spread the dull path of death
over the living lineaments of noture. At distance, on
the very verge of the horizon, where heaven embruces
earth, and ntingles with it the sweet influencings of his
spinst, the Needle rocks are discovered ; and whep the
foz accumelates on ine sierile sides, and conceals them
fiom the view, Woe 1o the adventurous mariner wheap-
proaches them with his hittle barque.—But while thus
enrapt in contempliation, the increasing shades of wwi-
light remind us that we are yet far from home ; the
last footsteps of departing day ace now hovering on the
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dark abyss of night—a moment longer, and they will
be no more seen, they will be numbered with the things
that once were, and when the unagmation is awake,
you shall hear the dying voice of the day that has just
gone by, and see its visionary form as jt shivers hke a
night-ghost on the dim shores of eternity.

AN ADMIRAL ON SHORE.

1 do not know any moment in which the two unde-

10 run away from, the quick prog: css of tune zud the in-
stability of human events, are brought betore us with o
more uncon:fortable consciousness than that of visiting

cwlhom, from L ~ds stochings
*iehtfal truisms which weare all so ready to admit and !

AN ADMNIRAL ON FfHORER

as never geraniums were trained belore, gave manifest
tokens of youthful gardening. None of the inhabitants
were visible, but it was evidently a place gay 1nd busy
with children, devoted to their sports and theirexercise:
As we neared :be maunsion, the sounds and sights of
school-keeping becamo more obvious, U'wo or three
manos were jinglmg in ditfferent rooms, a guitar tink-
hire, and a harp twanzmg ; a din ot cnldish voices,
pariy French, partly Knglish, issued from one end of
the house, and a foreign looking figure from the other,

s, s wprizht camnge,
and ti.e boy wito followed him carrying his ki I oset
down fur the doneing-mazter; whilst in an upstuir a-
pastmentwera 1wo or three, 1osy laughing faces, enjoy-
ivg the pleasures of disobedience 1n peeping out of win-

after a long absence, a house with whese former ahia- g ow, one of which faces disappeared the moment ig
bitants we had been on terms of mtimacy.  Fhe feeling teanght s.ght 0. the carriage, and was in another instant

is still more unpleasant when it comes 10 us unexpect--

cdly,and finds us unprepared, as bas happened to e
to-day.

A friend requested me this morning to accompany aer
to call on her Litle girl, whomn she had recently placed at
the Belvidere, z new and celebrated boarding-schooi—1
beg pardon !~establishment foryoung ladies, about ten
milesoff. We set out accordmgly, and, my frend be-
ing a sort of person in whose company one is zptto
think little of any thing but herself, had proceeded 0
the very gate of the Belvidere bejore 1 had at alirecol”
lected the road we were traveiling, when in one mo
mentary stop at the entrance of the lawn, I at once re-
cognized the large substantial mansion, surrounded by
magpificent oaks aad elms, whose shadow lay Vroad
and heavy on the grass in the bnight sun of August;
the copse-like shrubbery, which sunk with a pretty nat-
ural wildness to a dark clear pool, the e ha which part-
ed the pleasure-ground from the common, and the
beauuful ccuntry which lay hike a panorama beyend—
in « word, I knew at a glance, 1n spiie of the disguise
of its new appellation, the White flouse at {lannonby,
where ten years ago I had so often visited my good old
{riend Admiral Floyd.

Theplace hal undergone other transmogrifications
besides its change of name; m particuiar, 1t had gain-
ed a few prettinesses and hald lost snich tidiness. A
rew rustic beuch, a green-house and a vetandab, may
be laid to the {ormer score; a torn book left littering on
the seat, a breken swing dangaling from the trees, a skip-
ping-rope on the grass, and a stsaw bonnet on a rose-
bush, to the laver ; besides which, the lawn wiich, un-
der the navul reign, had been kept alnost as smooth as
water, Was now in cotuplete negleet, the tuef in some
ylaces growing into grass,in others trodden quite bare

* by tiic continual movement of httie rapid feet; leaves
lay under the trees; weeds were on the gravel; and
dust upon the steps. And in two or three chosen spots,
small fary gardeas bad been cnibbed from the shrub-
berics, were seedy mignionette and languishing sweet
peas and myrtles over-watered, and geraniums, tramed

hanginz rouynd its moth.er’s neek in the hall. T could
not beip observinx to the zoverpess, whoalso met us
there. that it was quite shacking to think how often dis-
obedience answers umongst these little people.  If Miss
Fauly had not been peeving out of the window when
we drove vp to the door, she would have been at least
two nunuies iater mkisaing her dear mamma—a remnark
to which the hutle girl assented very heartily, and at
which her aceemphished preceptress tiied to jook grave.
Leaving Ennly with her mother, I sallied forth on
the lawn to reconnotre old scenes and recollect old
times. My first visit especially forced itself on my re-
membrance, 1o had been made, 1:ke this, under the sul-
wy Augustsun. We then lived wihin walking dis
tance, and L had Leen proceeding hither to call on our
new neighbours, Adimral and Mrs. Floyd, when a very
unaccountabie noise on the lawn induced me to pause
at the entrance ; a moment’s observation explained the
nature of the sounds.  ‘I'he adwiral was shooting wasps
with a pocket-pistol ; a most villanous amusemeny, ss
it seemed to me, Who am by nature and habit a hater of
such poppery, and indeed of all noises which are at once
sudden and unespected. My first unpule was to run
away, and [ had actuallv made some motions towards a
retreat, when, struck with the ludicrous nature of the
sport, and the {oily of being fnghtened at a sort of squib-
bery. winch even the unusual gapie (though the admi.
ral was a capital mariksman, and seldom failed to kneck
down hisinsect) did not seem to regard 5 I {aced ahout
mantully, and contenting mysel{ with putting my hands
to my cars 10 keep out the sound, remained at a very
safe distance to survey the seene. Throre w: So e
shade of the tail elms, state the veteran, a little old wi-
thered man, very like a pocket mstol himself, brown,
succinct, grave, aad fiery.  He wore an old-fashioneid
naval uniform of blue faced with white, which set off
s wahogany countenance, drawn into a thousand
deep wrmkies, so that his face was as full of lines as if 1t
had been taitooed, with the full force of contrast, At
his side stood a very tall, mascuoline, large-boned, mid -

dle-aged woman, something hxe a manin petticoats,



AN ADMIRAL ON SUORK

whose face, in spite of a quantity of rouge and 4 small
portion of mudest assurance, might sufl be called hand-
some, and could pever he mi~tahen for Lelongine (o o-
ther than an Insh womaen.,  There was atouch of tie
brogue in her very louk.  She, evidently his wit stood
by wmarking the covies, and enjoying, as it seeeed to
me, the smell of gunpowder, to whish she had the air
of being quite as well recustomed as the adimnal. A
younger lady was watching them at » nitle disianee,
appatently as junch amused as mysel] and fur Jess
frishiened s on heradeanema to meet e thepistol wos
petdown. end the admrad juned vs. Thisw s ey
i stintroducuion : we were acquainted v W anent:
and Leore the end of my visst Be had chown e all
wver Ins house, and told me the whole lustory o1 ki
Lie and adventures,

1o

")l,

Inthese there was nothing remarkable, exveepiing
the:e beln so eatirely of the sea. Some sixty five years
bolere, e had Cotseanto the wornid, m tie mddle of e
1

H

tp from Podemonth to Piymouth o Lbead Les

Latish ehanpely win'e e mober was i anvle
4

bavd’s flag-shin Gur he, 109, had beenan m!.’.‘:l‘.li),‘

when, rather berore e was expected, cur adininad was
born.  This debmfixed los de-tiny.
old hic wentto seq, and had remamed there ever sinee
il now, when anuniueiy promotion cent ha ashore.
and scemneld likely to keep i tucie. 1 veversawa
man ~o unafveietly displeased with his own utle,  1le
fusbade aoyone in lusown house from enihng hum by
it, and took as a sertof aftfront from strangurs,

Bewng, however. on hand, his first chject was to maks
Ins restdence as much like a man-ol-war as possible, or,
tather as mueh ke that beaw-ideal of a Labitation his
last frigate, the Murmaiden, in which he had Ly dufer-
ent prives made above sixty theusand pennds. By that
standard his calcuiauons were rezulated 5 all the {urne-
wure of the White House at Hannonby was adapted io
the propostions of His Majesty's slip the Mermuaiden,
"Ihe great drawing-room was fitted up exactly on the
model of her cabin, and the whole of that spacious and
commodious mansion made to resemble, 25 mach as
possible, that wondzsfully inconvenient abode, the m-
side of a ehip; every thing cramed into the smnllese
possible compass 3 space most unnecessanly economis-
ed, and contrivances devised for all those matters
which need no contriving at all. e victualled Gie
house as for an East-India voyage, served out the pro-
visions in rations, and swung the whole famidy io haw-
mocks.

1t will eacily be helieved that these ipnovations, ina
<taall village iy a midland county, where nigetecn-
twenticths of the inhabitants had never seen a piece of
water larger thau T aunonby great pond, oeeasioned no
smail commoiion. The poor admiral had his owp
toubles; at fsy every iiving thing about the place re-
belled—there was a general wutiny ; the very cacis
and hens whom he had crammed up i coops in the
poultry-vand, sereatned aleud for likerry 5 and the prgs,

{
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 ducks, and geese, equally prisoners, squeaked and gab-
, bled for water; theco s lowed intheir statt—the sheep
, bleated in their pens—the whole live stoek of Ilannown-
by wasin duranee,

The mo=t unmanageable of thece complainers were
of ceurse the cervants—eit™y the men, after alittle whiie
(e goton toladvy—sterpaess 2nd grog (the wind and
“sun of thr hhle) ranqueced them~his staunchest oppo-
cnents were ot tue oiher sex—the whole tribe of house-

maiig an ! kitchenmads abhoried lim toa woman, and
 plagued and thwarted Lim every hour of the day. He,
da i petreturna! theu averann with iuterest; tulk-
e boffomale stoprhe, . awhwardness and female diet,
and ihireriened to e vnognd ahonschold of the crew
of the Monnaiden, teat SLou'd shame all the twirlers of
mops il biand® bess of brooms in the country.—

Lispecia'ly, he o ed o vauat the abalities of a certain
Bl Jones, as the bast laundress, sempstress, cook, and
hotusemand m the navy; him he was Jeternuned to pro-
Yoo, o b v las refractory household in some ordery
& deate his presences and Ball,
fthe suramors of kis old commander, ar-
rived aceodingly,

Tlis Avatar, wiich Fal heen anticipated by the re-
i voited damsobs vath no saadl dsimay, tended coasider-
“ablv to mueliorate matters.  The dreadad major domo
wrned aut Lo be a smart voung sailog, of four or five-and-
twenty, with an arch smile, a brisht merry eye, and a
wost kn~weing nod, by poaseare tusensible to female
objurgation or indiferent o female charms.  The
women of the iouse, puriicularly the pre:ty ones, soon
pereeived theirpower; and as this Adgurable Crichton
of his Majesty’s ship the Mermaidea had, amongst s
other accemplishents, the address completely to gov-
; ern bus master, all was scon in the smosthest track pos-
I stbie.  Neitios, v iversal g mns though he were, was
PRIl Jones az all disdaintul of female assistance, or a-
{verse tothe theory of a division of fabour. Under bt

wise direction and disereet patronese, a peace was patch-
elupbeiween the adiniral and his rebellious handmaids.
Ageneral amaesty was practvimed, with the solitary ex-
ception of an old crone of'2 she-cook, who had, on some
occasion of culinary interrerence, turned her master out
ol fus own Litchen, and garnished Bill Jones's jacket
with an unseenmly rag yelept a dishelout.  She was dis-
muissed by mutual consents-and Sally the kitcheamaid,
a pretty black-cyed girl, promoted to the vacant post,
which she illed withs eminent ability.

Soothed, guided, and humoured by his trusty adher-
ent, and .nfluenced perhavs a little by the force of ex-
amyple and the effect of the land breeze, which he had
ucver breathed 50 iung befure, our worthy veteran soon
beaan to shew symptoms of a inan of this world. The
earthbecame, so to say, his native element.  He took to
gardening, to farming, for which Bill Jenes had also
a taste; set free lus prisoners in the basse-corr, to the
unatterable glonfication of croging of cockand hen,
cackling and gabbiing of goose aud turkey, aud enlarged

arolmaly, hewooi e

UnnC 0 et
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.hisown waHc from pacing backwardsand forwards in
the dmmg room, followed by his old shipmates, a New-
'foundland dog and a tame goat, into a stroll round his
owu grounds to the great delight of those faithiul at-
ggndms. He cven talked gf going pheasant shootieg,
hop,hlabunler and was only saved from followig
‘the fx,hgunds by accideatally taking up Peregrine
‘Pickle, which, by a kind of Sortes Virgilianw, opened
on the mischances of Liculenant Hatchway and Com-
odor{:"lrunmon. ina sxmllnr e\puhuon
< Afics this warmug, ‘whichhe considered as nothing
]ess'llmt providential, he relinquished any attemptat
mounting that formidable anumnal,a horse, but having
Jound his land legs, he was afoot all day long wn hus
fafm or his garden, setting people to rights inail quar-
térs, and keeping up the place with the same scrupu-
Tous nicety thuthe was wont to bestow on the planks
and rigging of his dear Mermaiden. Amongst the
coubtry people, he soon became popular.  They lked
the testy little gentfeman, who dispensed hus beer and
grog £o bountlfu”y, and lalked to them so freely. He
would® have his own way, to be sure, but then he paid
for it ; besides, he entered into their tastes ana amuse-
ments, pfomoted many games, revels, and other coun-
uy sporrs natromzed dancing-dogs and monkies, and
bespoke plays in barns. Above all, he had an cxceed-
ing.pardality to vagrants, strollers, gypseys and such
like persons; listencd to their tales witha delightful
siniplicity of beliel; pitied them; relieved them ;
fought their battles at the bench and the vestry, and
got into, two or three scrapes with constables ang mag-
isirates, by, -the activity of his protection. Oply one
counterfeit sauler, with a sham wooden-leg, he t;ound
out at a gusstion, and by wd of Bill Jones ducked i1n the
horse-pond for an impostor, till the unlucky wretch,
who was, as the waorthy seaman suspected, totally un-
used to thg walter, a thoroufrh land Jubber, was nearly
drowned : an adventure which turaed out the lucksest
of his life, he haring_carried his case to an attorney.
who forced the adm!ral to pay fifty pounds for the ex-
ploit. .
0,“1‘- good,veteran was equally popular amongst the
gentry of the neighbpurhood. His own hospitality
was iresistible; and his fiankness and simplicity, mix-
:d with a sort of petulant vivacity, combined to make
1im a most welcomne relief to the dulness of a country
linner party. He enjoyed society extremely, and ev-
'n had a spare bed erected for compaey ; moved therc-
nto by an accident which befel the fat Rec.or of Kin-
on, who having unfortupately consented 1o sleep at
Jannonby one wet night hiad alarmed the whole Louse,
ind nearly broken his own neck, hy a fall from ks
sammock. The admiral would have put up twenty
spare beds, if he could, have been sure of filling them
‘or besides his_natural sociability, he was, it must be
confessedy iu spite of his farming, and gardening,
and keepinga log:book, a good deal at a loss how
10 fill up his time. readipg was none of the
most extensive: Robingdp Crusoe, the Nayal Chron-

AN ADMIRAL Cy &3ORE.

icle, Sovthey’s admirsble Life of Nelson, and.Smol-
let’s Novels. foumed the greater part of -his.slibra-
ry ; and for other bouks hie cared lutle ; though be hi-
ked well enough to pure vser maps and chavts and {p
look at modern vovages, especially of writenby, landy-
menor ladies ; and lus remacis on those oceasions of
ten displayad a talent lor criucism, which under di¢
ferent cucumstances might Lavo npened into a very
considurable reviewer. L

Forthe 1¢s1, he was a most hind and cxctllent e
son. aithough a tinle resty and nota hule absolute angd
a capital di-ciphmarian, alihough addicted to the re
verse sins of mahing other prople tipsy, while he kept
himself sober, and of scadiag forth vaths in vollies,
whilst he suffered ngne othertoswear, Ife had besides
a few prejudices tucident to Jus condiion—loved his
country 10 the pomt of hatmgz all the rest of the world,
espeeially the French; and regarded his own professi-
on with a pride which made him intolerant of every o-
ther.  To the army he had anintense and growing ha-
tred, much augmented sinee victory upon victory had ¢
deprived bum of the comfurtable feeliugof scorn.  The
haule of Waterloo taurly posed bhim. “Tobe sure ta
have drubbad the French was «t fine thing—a very firio
thing—no denying that! but why ! but why not have
fought o 1t the quarrel by sea ?”

I made no mention of Mr. Flovd in cnumerating the
admiral’s donestic arran rements, because, sooth to say,
no nne could have less concern in them than that good.
ladv. She hal not been Mrs Floyd for fise-and-twen-
ty vears without thoroughly undeistaading her hus
band’s despotic humour, and her own hght and happy ™
temper enabled her to conform toit without the slight-
est apperance of reluctance or discontent.  She liked
tobe managed—it saved her trouble.  She turned out
10 be Irish, as I had suspected,  The admiral, who had'
reached the age of forty without betraying the slight-
est symptom of matrimony, had, during a sojourn int
Cork Harbour, fallen in Jove with her, then a buxzom’
widow, and marrted Ler in somethiig less than thiee’
wecks alier thewr acquaintanee began, chiefly moved to?
that uuexpected procecding by the frniness with which
she bore a salute to the Lord L:eutenant which threw
half the Jadies on board into by stercs.

Mrs. Floyd was indeed as gallant a woman as ever
stood fire.  Her first hushand had been an officer in the
armv, and she had followed the camp dunng two cam-
paigns, had been 1n one battle and several sklrmlshes .
and hal been taken and reraken with the carriaqes and
bagzaze without betraying the slizhiest symptoms of
fear. Her naval career did not shame her military re-
putaticn.  She lived chiefly un board, adopted sea phra-
ses and sea customs, ond but for the petticoat might
have passed fora sarlor hersclf.

And of all the sailors that cver lived, she was the
merriest, the most generous, the most unselfish ; tha
very kindest of that kindest race ! There was no gelling
away from her hearty hospitality, no escaping her § pro-
digality of presents. It was dangerous to praise or e-
ven to approve of any thiog belonging to herself in beg
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. “The rapid progress of Tanada witliin 'a fow years, in improvements™ of every kind—in agriculs’
ture, papulation, manufaciures, and commeree hus induced the publishers to maka every exertion to
Ph_éndt;r this periotlical, the most complete . and valuable work uf the kind ever published in thia
rovinee. o _ ‘
T the compilation of this worki, great caro will be taken to make it innocent, instructive and-elas
Jeating. It will contain seleations of the mnust illastrious Historical, Dramatic, Biographical, and-
FPuelic sabjects of Buropean ayd ‘A-uerican writers, which cannot fait of being acceprable to the rei-
“wei] aud Jitersry. S R T
$ersons swho are desirous of procuringithis interesting journu! for a family, are requestéd to make.
immediate application;-sa the firat Yumber Will ba issued the present month. NS
* Thie wark will be published-evety. mionth, each nnmber containing thirty-two largs octava pagea:
—making thetffe hundrel and ‘sighty-four pages of reading matter, in each volumre, A sitle ple
and index vill Be fuchished ot the dnd of the year, with a Fromispiece, representing two youshs

holding up a Mirror—with the followiug inscription.
o ~—<T0 hold, as "twere, the Micror up-to Nature ;
- e §lxéw'Vitluc her awn-femtare;-Scormher own {mage,
<.+ .*’And the: very age and body of the time,
S ¢ CL f/‘ox_’a\\'hngl pressure,—~Shakespeare. L

.

Ths publishers feel confilént irf asserting-that a more interesting collection csnnot be found'ify
ay similur pubilfeation:at tha presept-time.. ‘Those who are in pursuit of tlie ‘Urest rhetorical com«
yosition will find itin this.work.. The besuiies of Its selections will awaken thie dormeant frculfies.
af the readey, and throw & hale of the best feelings of his nature around him. C en o
From baginning 16 end itiivill-berepleta’.svith matter of peculiar interest, jddiciom]ynrmgéd,
. antleveyy praduction commuricated-in,a style-adapted to the subjects nor will the-infursastion it
. emabodies be so req%i,e,d e natdre he.td be ecceprable only. to a small class of readers-<hiShg:
- remarkable alike Tortis-vatieiy-and'gxtenty there will be much in it suited 10 the taste oféveryvdg«
aer; so-that allEéets; ranks, ages and botli scxesa.may be pleased, with the’ MIRRCR-OFLIJY
ES&WRE‘ T ey e ’ ‘,'J;
© " Having Tocated durselves permanently sl Prrsoort, we shall spare neither peins nor exerijom
1o take the Mirror useful ‘ahd dnterésting, and we look with confidence 10 an intelligent coma

- eunily for their countenance and supjiorte* .
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“af e i nujnher.; NooTHER '&gﬁg}.‘c‘qsmxo. Orders witheut payment will not#¥attentded toy
v, Ay subsdriberwhoiznot savighed:withitlic “MIRROR oF LITEBATURE” afier receiving the firss
“fwvy pumbeds: canaetirs’ tem sud is'money will b8 refundedy’

;- NUBi Wmy, person proctiring six subségers and forwseding the amount of the subscriptions
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b:wk 853 tUmPED_S&tzO,ﬂ.*: BN , . . :q' ol
1% AlbJettess to ghepublishere must be post paid.
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