Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original
copy available ‘or filming. Features of this copy which
may be bibliographically unique, which may alter any

L'tnstitut a microfilmé le meilteur exemplaire qu’il
lui a été possibie de sa procurer. Les détails de cet
exemplaire Qui sont peut-8tre uniques du point de vue

bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier une image
reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une modification

of the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming, are

checked below. dans la méthode normale de filmage sont indiqués
ci-dessous.
Coloured covers/ ‘ | Coloured pages/
Couverture de couleur | Pages de couleur
l | Covers damaged/ Pages damaged/
Couverture endommagée Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or iaminated/
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Cover title missing/
Le titre de couverture manque

l | Coloured maps/ l | Pages detached/
| Cartes géographiques an couleur | Pages détachées
l:' Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black)/ / Showthrough/
| Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire) Transparence

Quality of print varies/
Qualité inégale de I'impression

Coloured plates and/or illustrations/
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Continuous p:gination/
Pagination continue

l Bound with other material/
| Relié xyec d’autres documents

Includes index(es)/
Comprend un (des) index

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin/
La reliure serrée peut causer de 'ombre nu de la
distorsion le long de la marge intérieure Title on header taken from:/
Le titre de ’en-téte provient:
E’ Blank leaves added during restoration may appear
| within the text. Whenever possible, these have
been omitted from filming/
Il se peut que certaines pagos blanches ajoutées
lors d’une restauration apparaissent dans le texte, Caption of issue/
mais, lorsque cela était possible. ces pages n'ont Titre de départ de la livraison
pas été filmées.

Title page of issue/
Page de titre de la livraison

Masthead/
Générique (périodiques) de la livraison

Additional comments:/
Commentaires supplémentaires:

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/
Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessnus.

10X 14X 18X 2Xx 26X 30x

12X 16X 2% 24X 28X 32x



/s S B ,-~.
s F
S aem e

B P @w:wmaa-wm%w&w@ wﬂf@
Vol 2, No. 6. PRICE ONE SHILLING.,

&%:@'

BB
1

-

Hahfax Monthly
MA GAZIN E'i

NOVEMBER 1831

SRS

% 0
SRR

Y

S

%
Ol

:éé{w,i +,

b

o
CONTE\ITS.

The Reposm" thn'e, .-
&Frﬂ;meht U ‘,7 oy
Soptifsfry " Slg

‘Biography of Wx!s:m t!m Omxtholo'r\st - - - 249
Farewell - - - e e w259
The Balls of St M'u'v - e e e e 260
Lodgmvs in the Strand =~ = S e el e 262 0

Chanceuor Bmugham A tory Sketc}a

- Chaoge of Scene in Weﬂzghludi L ‘
» Durtmnuth, No, 8 = - e a e - 298
" Gorrespondence = e e e .. 982
FI‘OSC - - - . [ - - - 286
Monthly Record I S I |

, é% m."q":,{&ifiﬁ%@ﬁ; '?%-“'3@71

" HALIFAX, N. 5,

L YRINYED BY.2. 6. CURRABEL

, umwﬂﬁ%ﬁ#mwwwwawﬁmmaaww@m@ww

| 'gswwwwwmamwww@wmn_‘ £



Monthly Advertiser.

NOVEMBER, 1831.

P —— ~

'To Literary Persons.
—ecjoe—

Berievine that there is a sufficiency of literary
talent in Haliiax, for the discussion of all ordinary
topics, I take the liberty of proposing a subject for
some such philanthrophic person.

The conduct of the poorer classes of boys in Ha-
lifax on Sabbath days, has heen noticed with much
pain by several persons. If atract be written, ad-
dressed to parents and children on this subject, and
if it be left at the Halifax Monthly Magazine Of-
fice, the writer of this will undertake to get it print-
ed and circulated at his own cost.

It may be said, that. communications in the
Newspapers would answer the purpose in a more
ready and cheap manner; but many of those to
whom I allude have no opportunity of perusing
newspapers, and if they had. the articles intended
for their use would be probably passed by without
reading.

Hoping that some capable person will pursue the
suggestion which I have here given, I. subscribe
myself, A. B

J. W. LORRY,
Tailor and Habit Maker, from London.

Thankful for past favours received from his friends both in town
and country, takes this opportunity to let ti:em know, that he has
commenced business again in Argile street, one door south of the
Rev. Archdeacon Willis’, west side of St. Paul's Church, where
all orders in bis line will be thankfull: received and punctually
attended to. (%~ Naval und Military uniforms, and all kinds
of lace and ornamenting work made a3 usual, in the neatest and
most fashionable manner.
Halifax, November 1, 1831.




MATTHEW WALLS,

RESPECTFULLY iatimates bis intention of giving Lessons to
the ladies and gentlemen of Halifax, on the

IRESH HARP,

His terma are moderate-—and from the long practice he has had
on that instrument, he feels assured that his method of teaching
wil! give ample satisfaction to his pupils.

He will attend at the houses of his patrons regularly three times
a week, on such hours as they may severally appoint.  Appli-
cations left at his residence, in the house of Mr. W. Hesson, Up-
per Water-street, will meet with prompt attentiou.

*.* Mr. W. will be ready to attend public and private Eveniog

Parties during the winter. October.
FREDERICK FREDERICKSOWN,
CONFECTIONER,

BEGS leave to inform his friends and the public, that he has
lately taken the shop, No. 15, Granville-street, nearly opposite
Dr. M‘Cara’s ; where he keeps on hand various articles of Con-
fectionery. -

Lozenges of all kinds, Cocoa Nuts, Almonds,

Fruits, &c. wholesale and retail.

He will in a short time, keep an extensive assortment of Pastry,
and other articles, usually kept in his line, except liquors.

From the experience he has bad, both in Halifax and the Unit-
ed States, he is enabled to supply his friends with confectionery
prepared in a superior manper. .

W‘Parﬁeg (pubhc or privatc) curPlied' at the 9horlest nohqe.

October, 1833. .

SMITHERS and STUDLEY,
Decorative - and General Painters.
RespecTruLLy inform the inhabitants of Halifax ard its vicini-
ty, that they have commenced business in the above line, in all
its branches at

No. 67, Barrington-Street, opposite the residence
of the Chief Justice,

where orders will be received and exect ‘1 with neatness and
digpatch. July, 1831.

PAINTING, GLAZING, &c.

Andrew B. Jennings,

BEGS leave to inform his Friends and the Public in general-
that he has commenced the above business in all its branches,
and hcpes by strict attention and assiduity, to merit a share of
public patronage.

All orders strictly attended to, and executed with neatness and
despatch.

07 Shop opposite that of William Chapplain’s, in the rear of
the Acadian schooi. Sept. 1831.




Just Published,

And for Sale 2* the Acadian Recorder Office,
THE NOVA-SCOTIA CALENDAR, FOR

183%2.

Persons wishing to be supplied, will please forward their orders
s early as possible, Nov. 1831.

A. L. FLOHR, Tailor,
NO. 89, BARRINGTON.STRELY,

Rerurns his sincere thanks to his friends, and the public in
general, for their liberal support, since in business, and hopes, by
assiduity and attention, to merit a continuance of the same. He
also informs them, that he has constantly on hand

Black, blue and other fashionable coloured

Cloths and Cassimeres
which he will make up in the most fashionable manner, on mo-
derate terms. November 1.

JOHN FOX,
Hard and Soft Bread Baker,

Becs leave to tender his best thanks to those who have here-
tofore favoured him with their custom ; and hopes, by punctuali-
iy and attention, te merit a continuance of public patronage.

(<7~ Flour baked into Biscult for the use of shipping, and other
orders in his line attended to, at the shortest nntice, and on rea-
sonable terms, at his Bakery, in Barrington-street, a few docrs
north of the ilalifax Grammar Scheol. May.

GEORGE HAMILTON, Tailor,
GRraTeruL for past favors, respectfully informs the public that
he has received by the late arrivals a supply of .
Fine and Superfine Cloths and Cassimeres,
which he will make up in the most fashionable manner, for cash
or short credit. November

TO BE PUBLISHED,

As soon as a sufficient number of Subscribers can be obtained, The
¢ Witch of the Westcot,’> a Tale of Nova-

Scotia, and other Poems,
BY ANDREW SHIELS,
The work will contain 226 pages, octavo, in a fine new type,
and oa good paper, the price to Subscribers 7s. 6d.
(7~ Subscriptions will be received at the book Styres of Mr,
C. H. Belcher, and Mr. MacKinlay, and at this office: Feb.




EDWARD HEFFERAN,

Chair Maker,

RETURNS his sincere thanks to his friends, and the public at
large, for the liberal support he has received since his commence-
ment in business, and begs leave to inform them that he still car-
ries on the above business, in all its branches, at his Shop in
Duke-street, next door to Mr. M*Dougall’s.

All orders in his line will be executed in the neatest and most
fashionable style.

0%~ High and low Rocking Chairs, Children’s Chairs, &c. &c.

EDUCATION.

GEORGE THOMSON’S
English and Commercial Academy, upper side

the Parade,

IS now open for the instruction of youth of both sexes, in the
most useful branches of Education, and on an entire new plan,
derived from experience and study, as well as from information
received lately from some of the first Teachers of England and
Scotland, regarding the different systems of Education; with these
and the experience of nine years’ teaching in this town, he ear-
nestly hopes to merita continuation of the public favor.

¢z~ His Evening School will be opened about the beginning of
October; early application and attendance, are necessary and best, |
particularly for adults, or those whose previous education has not
been attended to.

September 1831.

H. Hamuilton,

Cabinet Maker, &c.

RETURNS thanks for past favours, and res-
pectfully informs his friends and the )ublic, that
he has lately removed to the shop in Greuville-
street, .

Two doors morth of the Chocolate

Manufactory ;
where he contlinues to execute orders in the above husiness, os
moderate terms ; and hopes by strict attention, tc merit a share
of public patronage. ‘
(< Venetian Blinds neatly made.—Funerals carefully con-
ducted. . November.

slefels
.
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THE REPOSING VILLAGE.

[Four THE u. . m.]

Tur twilight, as a pilgrim grey, has long since passed by, and
the summer night, like a dark complexion beauty, placidly exhi-
bits its bold majestic features : unaccompanied by frown or passion
gust,it has glided on to maturity, with a spirit’s noiseless step. The
unsofiened lines of a scene in the south of [reland lies before me,
and full willing to be delayed, 1 pause in my midnight walk, (o
hold spiritual communion with the objects around. Not much re-
finement is visible, but the want of minute attention to ornament
or order, seems to make the little enclosures, the gardens, and the
cottages more picturesque. To the left—above many dark mas-
ses which denote where the vales lie, and above the dim out-
lines of many hills—the master-height of Tory hill rises its cone
into the grey arch : to the right, the broad Suir passes along with
its eternal murmurings, the white cottages on its opposite bank are
delicately visible in the moonlight, while on an eminence of its
near shore, stands the ruined, but still baughty, pile of Granagh
Castle. ’

Dark and huge, it is an imposing remnant of other days ; and
stands like a true knight, disdaining to give place although all its
fellows have long since Dbitten the dust. From the ruined case-
menis of its huge square castle, spirits seem to peer forth in this
uncertain light ; and on its watch towers, unearthly sentincls—to
my imagination—Iloiter amid the ivy and sweet wall-flowers. Ia
many asmall lower craney the swallows and sparrows, rest all
silently ; their beds are downy soft, as once were those of the fair
dwellers of the castle; they are the only living things which the
old walls now defend, and here, in the granite chioks, they may
bid even the soft-crawling weasel defiance. Where are the days

fled in which warriors clad in armour eheltered themselves be-
¥YoL. u. 2F
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neath the bristling ramparts ; when the srrows flew thickly from
the loog dark loop holes ; when the heavy rocks were preciita-
ted from the towers on the invaders below ; and when the tender
babe and its mother,and the fair trembling maiden, cowered in the
stony heart of the old building, listing breathlessly to the warlike
tempest without ? Where are these days gone, ere the wild weed
grew in yooder court yard, or the ivy matted on the barbican, or
the yellow flowers fringed the cold architrave >—The busy fancy
calls up the times of loug-departed chivalry; and gazing dimly on
yonderdark mass, nor colour, nor life, nor spirit-stirring sounds
are wanted to my perceptions.—But other features of the sgene
attract me-—more mild, and less fallacious than the chaotic mezas
of the crumbling towers.

Here a small bridge, spans, with unostentatious arch, a straam,
which comes brawling down to meet the more placid river. An
apt simile, and a moral, may be drawn from the contrasted waters :
strength, beauty, and majesty is muiely unobtrusive, while the
shallow and puerile forces itself into notice : during the light the
stream was scarcely minded on the panorama of nature, but now,
in the darkness, it seems eloquent and of much importance. It
reminds one of genious and mediocrity ; of absolute and contin-
gent goodness.  The banks of the stream are scarcely visible in
the pale light, although they often form faverite resting places for
those who go angling ** up the brook.” Every sound bat its own
is now hushed, nothing but its continued tricklings disturb the sur-
rounding repose.  All day the ducks gatibled and sported in its Jit-
tle bath, washing their exquisite plumes, swimming and diviog
with infinite grace and gaiety. The young Paddies and Shelahs of
the village, too, were noisy on its margin, skimming flat grey stones
along the surface, mimicking the angler with worsted fishing lines
and crooked pin-hooks ; and sailing boats alsc, for in this bright
mooun-beam I descry the deck-shaped sticks, with paper sails’;
lying safely on the pebbly beach, waiting the return of the prat-
tliog ship-builders, at to-morrow’s sunny noon. The little embryo
tars are now in maternal arms, dreaming of future play ; happy
and beautiful in their ianocence, as beatified creatures. Heave:
guard their slumbers ! and it seems to do g0 ; the meridian moon
looks from the centre of her blue arch, on the humble roofs of the
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hailet, as a guardian spirit would gaze on the lowly objects of
its care.

Sweet scene—the village without its voice or motion, lies be-,
fore me, as if some consumate artist had spread an exquisite mi-
micry on his canvass.  But how totally would the artist fuil in
tinting that slowly drifting cloud, that moon walking in brightness,
and the distant twinkling stars, which shrink back into the modest
grey, instead of vising with the greater glory of their queen.

Along the village etreet, marks of the previous day’s life are
visible. The cart which retarned from town too late to be put
away, siill lies at the stable door ; the last load of hay is on the
car, waiting for the morning, to be thrown into the neighbouring
barn ; the cage of the thrush remains suspended at the casement,
forgotten by some young ploughboy who was toe weary last even-
ing to mind his sweet-singing pet; or neglected by some little milk
maid, who had to steal quietly to bed, having tarried too long,loi-
tering ** up the road,” with the squire’s cow boy. And, behold
the little gardens, what beauteous, ulmost unearthly repose, seems
in their fragrant labyrinths! 1Ican discover the g - dy poppy,
the wild briar rose, nnd the tall hollyhock, dim but lovely in the
pale moonhight - Lke vestals bowing at their midnight devotions,
beneath the richly tinted oriel of some lofty cathedral. The bee-
hive occupies the shellerad nook, the buzz of its community is
hushed ; all rest, until the early beams shall produce happy
sounds from the straw-built dome, as'it once did from the mystic
statue of Memnon ; and calling the little inmates te delightful toil,
distribute them over the flowery meads, beautiful examplers toa
higher creativn.  But amid this repose, anticipation of .norning’s
life and light only offends the picture ; the quivering lines of silver
on the river, the chimerical beauties of the cloud heape, the mur-
murs of the river, the voice of the breeze in the white thorn
hedge, the distant bark of the watch dog, are the colours and
sounds which agree hest with this solemn hour.

But a rumbling noise like a distant earthquake approaches!
itis only a car which rattles along the rocky road, its owner, no
doabt, belated by waiting for the price of his bonaveens and pota-
tees at the market, or by having staid too long at the Harp and
Shamrock—half-way house. The latter is the most probable,for?
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as the car approaches,” an Irish ditty sung with all the mellowness
and moisture of the ale house, dissipates the former monetonous
sobriety of sound. It is wild and rough but pleasing, and the
strain is femiliar to my ear; it represents an outlaw under the win-
dow of his mistre;s, complaining of the unhappiness of his 1o, and
requesting shelter from the rigoursaf a tempestuous night.  The
air has all the melting tenderness, the wild reckless energy, and
the wailing pathos, for which many Irish melodies are remarka-
ble. Asthe song waxes louder, it seems to attract some watcher
ig the village ; a taper is lighted, and gleaming from the small
lattice, contrasts its yellow ray with the pure beam of heaven,
a door opens, and the boy who comes out to put up the horse,
yawas loudly enough to be heard above the song and the rattling
of the car. It tells me that the villagers are already *“ outof their
first sleep,” and reminds me of my owa long delay, of my yet dis-

tant home, and of the cold bachelor’s bed which there awaits my
moraing’s slumbers.

A FRAGMENT--wriTTEN 1In 1828.

[ror THE H. WM. u.]

Qr all who leave for aye their native land,

‘To szek their bread amid a stranger band,

None keener {eel the want of home’s sweet smile,

Than the sad sons of Erin’s luckless isle.

Land of my fathers ! when shall peace return 2

Thy sons domestic bliss and guiet learn ?

When shall the land of song and dance be free,

And thy lov'd valleys echo liberty ?

When shall a liberal, generous spirit breathe

©O'er ihe 1airland of Shamrock and the heath?

To attest thy virtues and their country’s worth,

When shall a well train’d peasantry come forth ?
Behold the children of yon neighbouring isle,

Where peace and plenty crown the labourer’s toil ;

‘They, early train’d in virtue's paths to tread,

Are taught religion as they toil for bread !

Around their borders Free 'om’s flag’s unfurld;

Nor will they yield her bl. :ings to the world.

Becured to them the privilege of choice,

No bigot dares lift up his trrant voice:

Blest Albion ! Jand of mountain and of song,

Fler may those blessings to thy soil belong :

Fhat wheresoc’er thy scns may widely roam,

Oer the® green earth’ they <till may value home,
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Tho’ stranger lands may grect thy wanderers brave,
And stranger hanas may lay them in the grave,
Still let the honours of thewr parcut iand,
A proud, unyiclding loyalty command.
Those sacred precents taught them in their youth,
From the pure page of uncorrupted truth ;
Shall teach them how to walk as did their sires,
And I-ary them all that virtue it inspires:
Thus may they spread abroad theiwr country s fame,
And lead the untaught mind to bless its name.
Look round at nations of more favour’d climes,
Low sunk by ignorance tothe dregs of crimes,
And say can any with thy cliffs compare,
Land of the fearless brave, and smiling fair?
Not even Gaul, that land of pomp and case,
¢ Pleas'd with herself, whom all the world can please.’
Awhile behold her struggling to be free,
Then sink, ignobly, shorn of liberty;
Crouch'd at cach tyrant’s feet, nor dare ccmplain,
Or ifa Louis—or Napoleon reign.

And tho® Acadia’s wilds be bleak and cold,
Nor tempt the sordud wretch whose gain is gold;
Still, this the land that freedom deigns to bless,
Unknown to want, and stranger to distress
Her sons can boast of hearts and hands to give,
To share with all the blessings they receive.
Here may the strangers from whatever clime,
All who have fult the cruel change of time ;
Find in each face the ready welcome smile,
To sooth the ir griefs and half beguile their toil.
But chicfthose wanderers from yon sea-girt lapd,
Shall find a greeting from cach honest hand:
With joy we'll listen to their harps’ wild strain,
No more to cross the ever boisterous main.
Here shall they rest, fram all oppression free,
And share our homely joys and liberty !
These ficlds acknowledge no hard-hearted lord,
‘To hurl the houscless forth at hisaward ;
Conscience unshackled, here asserts her sway,
Egqually free—~who rule, and who obey.
T'hus while wz proudly hail our parent earth,
‘We prize the land that gave our fathers birth. H.

SOPHISTRY.

[For TnE H. M. m.]

SoprisTRY is a principle by which ihe mind pursues a system
of false argument ; it is the reverse of right reason and common
sense, and gets currency by a mimickry of those better qualities.
It takes a part of several propositions, mixes them up, confounds,
and forms a patch work of that, which should appear in dietinst
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and peifect chains.  Right reason is a smonth fake reflecting
justly the surrounding landscape—sophistry is the lake into whichk
a rock has been thrawn, its surfuce is broken and the picture is
Tidhcuously or horribly distorted : Yet the sophist, silent respect-
ing the confusion of surfuce, will demonstrate that the water and
Jandscape are the same,and that the reflected picture must be beau
tiful and true.  Right reason is sterling coin, sophistry is forged
money, which pnsses current between sharpers and fools, but
is despised and detested by the wise merchant.  Sophistry
disorders the mind—as far as it is successful— by rendering it un-
able to judge in questions of right and wrong, by depraving its
taste, and rendering its vision dim and oblique.

Sophistry often appears in the management of domestic affairs,
and the housewife becomes a waster and a harpy all for the good
of her family. In controversial writings and discourses the plague
is very frequently visible, and the parties at issue instead of en-
deavouring to draw Truth from the well, hide her in a multi-
tude of unmeaning words, and rise a dust, blinding to all, that she
may perish in the coritusion.  We might trace the workings
of the pest in all the movements of the huraan mind, but let us at-
tend here toa few practical illustrations of the malady.

A certain nation has a government of King Lords, and Com-
mons—the latter professes to be the representative of the people
of the country,and as such, an assembly which can act in all cases
as if the people of the country were all present. By the decay of
some places, and the growth of others, and the accumulation of
wealth by individuals, this House of Commons becomes the actual
representative and corrupt tool, of a handful of the aristocracy,in-
stead of being the organ of the whole country. Common sense
would call this ridiculously false ; morality would call it
criminal and corrupt ; but sophistry roars out thatitis christian and
constitutional ; that smooth lies are better than rugged truth ; that
poison i3 wholesome because antidotes prevent it from altogether
killing the man ; that peculation is just and right because the de-
frauded get back the parings of the spoil ; that a carriage whose
crazy wheels have not altogether stopt moving,works well,and can-
not be improved ; she callsblack white and white black, and de-~
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clares that all who are radical enough to see things as they are, and
to call them by their right names,are pestilent tellows and sowers of’
sedition.—Aunother nation has a tyrant which it hates, sitting on
;tsthrome, destroyingits wholesome energies and resources. Com-
mon sease would cry outon the absurdity,and declare—-with much
simplicity——that governments were ordained, and only ordained,
for the good of the governed, and that they who held the contrary
doctrine, blusphemed God and insulted man.  Sophistry smiles
through a shower of hlood,at such sentiments, and mumbling about
hereditary claims, divine right, cause of monarchies, order, and
aotiguity, prosecutes the wholesale fraud and violence with a most
saiotly complacency.—The arbitrary director of an empire’s
armies, reduces by cunning and by the sword the resources of a
weaker country, abolishes tts institutions,and pzrtitions its territory
in shares, as banditti do their booty. In process of time,
the enslaved people rise against the wrong, and demand the resti-
tution of their rights and privileges. The tyrant pours his bands
on the indignant country, and proceeds to retain by rapine and
murder, the prey which he won by such horrible means. Com-
mon sense would start aghast at such open unprovoked crime, and
wauld look, full of expectation, for the rising of all other people to
check the monster, or for the destroying angel of a superior pow-
er to protect the injured by an omnipotent sword.  But sophistry,
her bair ciotted with gore, and ber hands filled with stolen tren-
sure, also looks to heaven! and talks of rebels, of brave follow«
ers, of the Lord of Hosts fighting for the conservators, and of the
heaven sent victories which await the arms of the invading mon-
arch.—We have seen enough of this serpent, Sophistry, to enable
us to judge of its character, and to enable us to account for the
patience with which men endure intolerable inflictions—the rep-
tile is cruel and cold blooded, and blinds its victims previous to
their destraction : but let us take one more instance of her
address and impudence.—One body of men living in a warmer
climate than another, became dark coloured, credulous aud in-
active. Their pale npeighbours, in a bad age of the world,
fomented wars among the dark people, tock advantage of
their intestine commotions, and carried thousands of them
away by force, as they would decr from the mountain
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tops, ot fishes from the depths of the sea. The sable
captives were made wretched slaves to the more powerful whites,
their rights as men were completely trampled on, family and do-
mestic ties were disregarded, and in the Egyptian bondage, the
black men, their wives and little ones, experienced all the unfeel-
ing policy with which brute beusts are visited.  In after years, a
race of white men arose, who blushed at the degradation of their
common nature, and feared the wrath of heaven on account of
the ahomination ; by unwearied and god-like efforts they stop the
progress of the infernal traffic, anit endeavour to break the chains
of those already in captivity. Common serse would exclaim ¢ well
done’ at such exertions, and would deem that no open advacates
could be found for thie sin, in an enlightened century.  Sophistry,
with uncommon assurance, affects to be indignant at the idterpo-
gition, blinks the question of the ariginal roblery altogether, pre-
tends friendship for the writhing slave, and says, that he is better
undzr his chains than without them, that he is unfit for liberty,
and that, at all eveata, his master should be paid his value by the
philanthrophists. Thus, making the fruits of the wrong a reason
for its continuance, and instead of allowing that the robber shonld
refund and pay interest, demandi. ¢ remuneration for the Joss of
the long used stolen treasure! She gcites scripture in  support
of fraud and violence, and rests on the law while she breaks every
precept of right and justice. We will here leave the harpy, and
endeavour to prevent the subtlety of her poison affecting our own
hearts, in any question of private or public import.

That we may be enabled to Jetect her insinuating contortions,
when we look on the great political chart of the world, let us be-
hold matters as they are, not as they appear to be; ghze on them
ar if for a first time to judge of their nature, and not with all the
cobwebs of our habils Llinding our perception.  Let us examine
communilies as we would individuals, accordirg to an eternal rule
of equity ; arule which we will get to assist us if we only honest-
by look for it—it is inscribed on nature, is revealed by the Deity
in His written will, and lies—too often inertly--in every rational

bosom. ‘A Lover or Trers.
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Wirson was a weaver—a Paisley weaver—an useful occupa-
tional and a pleasant place, for which we entertain great regard.
He was likewise a pedlar—and the hero of many ac Excursion,
But the plains aud braes of Renfrewshire were not to him pro-
lific——aond ia prime of lile, after many difficulties and disappoint-
ments, be purchased with his ** sair-won penny-fee’ a passage to
America. We say after many difliculties and disappointments,
some of which he owed to his own imprudence, for it was not till
the ruling passion of his genius found food ever fresh und fair in
Craithology, that bis moral and intellectual cliaracter settled down
into firm formation. In a Journal which he kept of an excursion
made in 178D along the east coast of Scotland with his miscella-
neous pack an his shoulders,

¢t A vagrant merchant, bent beneath his load,” )
and a prospectus of a volume of poems in his pocket, we find
these sentences. | have this day, | believe measured the
height of an hundred stairs, and explored the recesses of twice
that number of miserable habitations ; and what have I gained by
it ?—only two shillings of worldly pelf! but an invaluable treasure
of observation. ln this elegant dome, wrapt up in glittering silks,
and stretched on the downy sofa, recline the fair daughters of
wealth and indolence—the ample mirror, flowery {loor, and mag-
nificent couch, their surrounding aitendants ; while, suspended in
his wiry habitation above, the shrill-piped canary warbles to en-
chanting echoes. Within the confines of that sickly hovel, hung
round with squadrons of his brotherartists, the pale-faced weaver
plies the resounding lay, or launches the melancholy murmuriog
shuttle. Lifting this simple latch, and stooping for entrance to
the miserable hut, there sits poverty and ever-moaning disease,
clothed in dunghill rags, and ever shivering over the fireless
chimney. Ascending this stair, the voice of joy bursts on my ear,
—the bridegroom and bride, surrounded by their jocuud com-
panions, circle the sparkling glass and hamorous joke, or join in
the raptures of the noisy dance—the speakiog fiddle breaking
through the general uproar in sudden iatervals, while the sound-
ing floor groans beneath its unruly load. Leaving these happy
mortals, and ushering into this silent mansion, a more solemn—a
strikiog object presents itselt to my view. The windows, the
furniture, and every thing that could lend one cheerful thought,
are hung ia solemn white ; and there, stretched pale and lifeless,
lies the awful corpse ; while a few weeping (riends sit, black
and solitary, near the breathless clay. la this other place, the
fearless sons of Bacchus extend their brazen throats, in shouts
like bursting thunder, to t*~ praise of their gorgeous chief. Open-
ing this door, the lonely ..tron explores, for consolation, her
Bible : and, in this house, the wife brawls, the children shriek,
and the poor husband bids me depart, lest his termagant's fury
VoL, 1. G
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- should vent itself on me. In short, such an inconceivable variety
daily occnrs to my observation in real life, that would, were they
moralized npon, convey more maxims of wisdom, and give a
juster knowledge of mankind, than whole volumes of Lives and
Adventures, that perhaps never had a being, except in the prolific
brains of their fantastic authors.”

The writer of an excellent memoir of Wilson in Constable’s
Miscellany justly observes, * that this, it must be acknowledged,
is a somewhat prolix and overstrained summing up of his observa-
tions : but it proves Wilson to have been, at the early age of twenty
three, a man of great penetration, and strong native sense ; and
shews that his mental culture had been much greater than might
have been expected from his limited opportunities.”  Atasubse-
quent period, he retraced his steps, taking with him copies of his
poems to distribute among subscribers, and endeavour to promote
a more extensive circulation. Of this excursion also he has given
an account in his journal, from whickit appears that his success
was far from encouraging. Among amusing incidents, sketches of
character, occasional sound and intelligeat remarks upon the man-
ners and prospects of the common classes of society into which he
found his way, there are not a few severe expressions indicative
of deep disappointment, and some that merely bespeak the keen-
er pangs of wounded pride founded on conscious merit.

Wilson, on the breaking out of the flamnes of the French Revo-
lution, like many other ardent spirits, thought they were fires
kindled by a light from heaven. He associated himself with the
Friends of the People—most of whom soon proved themselves
to be the Enemies of the Human Race. His biographer in Con-
stable’s Miscellany—unlike one or two others elsewhere—saw
Wilson's conduct; in all things connected with ¢ this passage in his
life,” in its true light. 'That gentleman does not calumniate the
respectahle townsmen of the misguided Poet—and a Poét he was
—tor bringing him tolegal punishment for an unprincipled act
(an atlempt to extort money for the suppression of satire, or rather
gross and false abuse of private character,)which he committed,
at a time when his moral sense—in after time firm, clear, and pure
—ivas weakened, disturbed, and darkened by dangerous dreams
and delusions, which his own reason soon afterwards dispelled.
« His conduct bas given umbrage to those in bower, and he was
marked as a dangerous character. In this condition, foiled in his
efforts to acquire a poet’s name ; depressed by poverty ; hated by
those who bad smarted beneath his lash ; and suspected on account
of his politics ; it i3 not to be wondered at, that Wilson listened
willingly to the flottering accounts regarding America, and spee-
dily resolved to seek that ‘abode of Utopian excellence,” His de!
terminaticn was high-heated and heroic, for the means were so
which enabled him to carry it into execution. * When he finally
determined on emigration, he was not possessed of funds sufficient
to pay his passage. In order to surmount that obstacle, he adopt-
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ed a plan of extreme diligence at his loom, and rigid personal
economy ; by which mean: he amassed the necessary sum. After
living for a perioa of four months, at the rate of one shilling per
week,he paid farewell visits to several of his most intimate friends,
retraced some of his old favourite haunts, and bidding adieu to his
native land, set out on foot for Port-Patrick,”’--thence sailed to
Bellast, aud then embarked on board an American ship bound to
Newcastle, in the State of Delaware, where he arrived on the
"14th of July, 1794, ¢ with no specific object, without a single
letter of introduction, and with- only a few shillings in his poc-
ket.” He had then just completed his twenty-eighth year.

For eight years, Wilson struggled on—now a copperplate-prin-
ter—now a weaver—now a pedlar—now a land-measurer--now
a schoolmaster—and now of a composite occupation and nondes-
cript. Buthe was never idle in mind nor body--always held
fast his integrity ; and having some reason to think angrily——
though we doubt not, lovingly—of Scotland—-hepersisted reso-
lutely, if not in thinking,in speaking and writing highly ofAmeri-
can life and character—also of * every kind of peaches, apples,
walnuts, and wild grapes, not enclosed by high walls, nor guarded
by trapsand mastitfs.” He adds. ¢ When 1 see them sit down to
atable, loaded with roasted and boiled, fruits of different kinds, and
plenty of good cider, and this only the common fare of the common
people, 1 think of my poor coun.rymen, and cannot help feeling
sosrowtul at the contrast.” These and other lamentations of his
over the wretchedness of ¢ cauld kail in Aberdeen and custocks
in Strathbogie,” have too much in them of bile and spleen ; nor
does it appear that, with all his extraordinory talants, at the end
of eight years, he was better offi—or so well—in the New World
as he would probably have been, with equally proper and prudent
conduct, in the old. Philadelphia was not a kinder mother to
him than Paisley had been—and in'the land of liberty it appears
that he bad led the life ofa slave. Man does not live by bread
alone—and certainly not by peaches, apples, walnuts, and wild
grapes—with plenty of good cider. There were enjoyments par-
taken of by the poor all over Scotland, during those eight years,
which few or none knew better how to appreciate thar this high-
ly-gifted man, utterly unknown to the people of America ; nor, in
the nature of things, could they have had cxistence. But Wilson
in spite of his vainly-cherished dissatisfaction with the state of
things in his native country, loved it tenderly, and tenderly did
he love the friends there whom he never expected again to see ;
for his heart, though it was not addicted to outward overflowings,
was full of the holiest feelings and affections, and it was deep. 1ts
depth sometimes seems sullen—but the time was near when it was
to be revisited with sunshine, and to murmur music. In a letter
to his father from Milestown, Philadelphia, August, 1798, he
shews every disposition that best becomes a man. 1 should be
very happy, dear parents, to hear from you, and how my brother
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and sisters are. 1hope David will be a good lad, and toke his
father's advice in every difficolty.  1f he does, I can tell him he
will never repent it ; it he does not, he may regret it bitterly with
tears. ‘'This is the advice of a brother, with whom be has not yet
had time to be much acquainted, but who loves him sincerely. |
should wish, also, that he would endeavour to improve himself in
some useful parts of learning, to read books of information and
taste, without which a man, in any country, is but a cluid-pole ; but,
beyond every thing else, let him cherish the deepest gratitude to
God, and affectionate respect for §'s parents. | have thought it
my duty, David, to recommend these amiable virtues to ycu, be-
cause | am vour brother, and very probably I may never see you.
1n the experience 1 have had among mankiod, I can assure you
that such conduct will secure you many friends, and support you
under your misfortunes ; for, if youlive, you must meet with them
—they are the lot of life,”

During his residence at Milestown, it appears that he perform-
ed a journey onfoot, in twenty-eight days, of nearly eight bun-
dred miles, into the state of New York, for the purpose of visiting
and assisting a faiily of relatives from Scotland.

In the year 1802, he became a teacher in a seminary in the
towoship of Kingsep, near Gray’s Ferry, on the river Schuylkill,
a few miles from Philadelphia. Here he became acqueninted with
that excellent man and naturalist, William Bartram, and with Law-
son the engraver, from whom he took leseons in drawing, and who
afterwards greatly improved his delineations of his darling birds.
Here, too, he became acquainted with the books ¢a Natural His-
tory of Edwards and Catesby ; nor do. we believe that up to that
time had he any koowledge of ornithological science. His poems,
written bafore he left Scotland, do not, as far as we remember,
discover any unusually strong symptoms of a passion for plumage ;
and probably he kaew no more about the *¢ Birds of Scotland,”
than what he had gathered from involuntary notices in his delight,
when taking his eveoing walks on the Braes of Balwhidder, or
among the woods of Crookstone, or when trudging with his pack
among solitary places, where the linnet sang from the broom or
brier thickets. It is true that he took a fowling-piece with himto
America, and his very first act, as Mr. Hetherington says, on his
arrival there, was shooting a red-headed woodpecker, on bis way
from Newcastle to Philadelphia. During an excursion, too, in
the autumn of 1792, as a pedlar, through a considerable part ofthe
state of N :w Jersey, he kept a Journal, in which there are notices
ofthe principal natural productions, and sketches of the indige-
nous quadrupeds and birds. gHis passion for ornithoiogy, soon as
fairly awakened, rose up 1®c a slumbering fire blown on by a
strong wind ; and,in 1802, when cheered and encouraged by Bart-
ram, Lawson, and othere, he began no doubt to indulge in day-
. dreams, which were soon nobly realized. At th.s period he ap-

peared spbject (o deep despondency and depression ; for his mind
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was constantly working and brooding over dim and indefinite plans
and systems for the future.  * Coming events cast their shadows
before,” and he was wrestling with doubt, fear, and hope, and a
strange host of phantoms, indicating to him the paths of his des-
tined vocation. .

Writing to a friend in Paisley, in June 1£03, he says, ¢ Close
application to the duties of my profession, which I have followed
since 1795, hasdeeply injured my constitution ; the more so, that
my rambling disposition was the worst calculated of any one’s in
the world for the austere regularity of a teacher’s life. 1 have
had many pursuits since I left Scotland—mathematics, the Ger-
man language, music, drawing, and I am now about making a col-
lection of all our finest birds.” And in a letter to Bartram, written
tbout this time, he says finely, ¢* | sometimes smile to think, that
while others are immersed in deepschemes of speculation and -g-
grandizement, in buildiug towns and purchasing plantations, 1 am
entranced in contemplation over the plumage of a lark, or gazing
like a despairing lover, on the lineaments of an owl. While others
are hoarding up their bags of money, without the power of enjoy-
ing it, I am collecting, without injuring my conscience,or wounding
my peace of mind, those bLeavutiful specimens of Nature’s works
thatare for ever pleasing. 1have had live crows, hawks and owls ;
opossums, squirrels, snakes, lizards, &c. &c., so that my room has
sometimes reminded me of Noah’s ark ; but Noah had a wife in
one corner of it, and in this particular our parallel does not altoge-
thertally. Ireccive everysubject ofnatural history that is brought
to me ; and, thoughtthey do not march inte my ark from all quar-
ters, as they did into that of our great ancestor, yet ! find means,
by the distribution of a few fivepenny bits, to make them find the
way fast enough. A boy, not long ago, brought me a large basket-
ful of crows. I expect hisaext load will be bull frogs, if 1 don’t
soon issue orders to the contrary. One ofmy boys caught a mouse
in school, a few days ago, and directly marched up to e with his
prisoner. 1 set about drawing it that same evening; and all the
while the pantings ofits little heart shewed it to be in the most
extreme agonies of fear. I had intended to kill it, in order to fix
itin the claws ofa stuffed owl ; but, happening to spill a few drops
of water near where it was tied, it lapped it up with such eager-
nes, and looked in my face with such an eye ofsupplicatirg terror,
as perfectly overcame me. I immediately uetied it, and restored
itto life and liberty. The zgonies of a prisoner at the stake,
while the fire aninstruments of torment are preparing, could not
be more severe $ar the sufferings of that poor méfise ; and, in-
significant as the object was, 1 felt at that moment the sweet sensa-
tions that mercy leaves on the mind when she triumphs over cru-
elty.” .
lyn 1804, accompanied by two friends, Wilson set ont on a pedes-
trian journey to the Falls of Niagara ; and having dropped them,
(not the Falls,) after an absence of fifty-nine days, he returned



254 1)[0gmphy of HWilson the Omithblog'itt.

home, having with gun and baggage traversed nearly 1300 miles
—to use his own words—** through trackless snows, and uninha-
bited forests—over stupendous mountains, and down dangerous
rivers—passing over us great a variety of men and medes of living,
as the same extent of country can exhibit in any part of North
America, ‘Though in this tour I have had every disadvantage of
deep roads and rough weather—hurried marches and many other
inconvenices to encounter,—yet so far am I from being satistied
with what I have seen, ordiscouraged by thie fatigues which every
traveller must subnit to, that I feel more eager than ever to com-
meunce some more extensive expedition, where scenes and sube
Jjects, entirely new and generally unknown, might reward my cu-
riosity ; and where perhaps, my humble acquisitions might add
something to the stores of knowledge. For all the hazavds and
privations incident to such an undertaking, 1 feel confident in my
own spivit and resolution.  With no family to enchain my affec-
tions ; no ties but those of friendship ; with the most ardent love to
my adopted country ; with a constitution which hardens amidst
fatigues ; and with a dispaosition sociable and open, which can find
itself at home by an Indian fire in the depth of the woods, as well
as in the best apartment of the civilized; for these, and some
other reasons that invite me away, 1 am determined tob ecome a
traveller. But I am miserably deficient in many acquirements ab-
solutely necessary for such a character. Botany, mineralogy, and
drawing, I most ardently wish to be instructed in. Canl yet make
any progress in botany, sufficient to enable me to be useful ? and
what would be the most proper way to prodeed? I have many
leisure moments that should be devoted to this pursuit, provided
I could have hopes of succeeding, Your opinion on this subject
will confer an additional ohligation on your affectionate friend.”

In the spring of 1805, he had made many drawings of the birds
to be found in Pennsylvania, and endeavoured to acquire the art
of etching under the instractions of Mr. Lawson, but with no very
distinguished success. He had planned his great work, ** Ameri-
can Oraithology ;” and was anxious that Mr. Lawson should en-
gage in it as a joint concern ; but on his declining to do so, Wilson
declared with solemn emphasis, his unalterable resolution to pro-
ceed alone in the undertaking, if it should cost him his life. I
shall at least leave a small beacon to point out where I perished.”
He now became Editor of an edition of Rees’s New Cyclopzdia,
published by Mr. Bradford, bookseller in Philflelphia, and re-
linquished thegJife of a schoolmaster. He profReded with vast
energy in his great work—his fame had alread¥ waxed great—
and now Wilson must have enjoyed happiness. In 1807, he made
" a pedestrian excursion through part of Pennsylvania, collecting
new specimens, and procuring additional information. And in
September 1803, the first volume of the Ameri®an Ornithology
made its appearance. *

# When,” quoth his American biographer, ¢ the superb volume
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was presented to the public, their delight was equalled only by
their astonishment, that America, as yet in its infancy, should pro-
duce an original work in science, which could vie in its essen-
tials with the proudest productions of a similar pature of the Eu-
ropean world.” All that is very fine.  But it appears that to a
letter written by Wilson in 1806, about his proposed work, and
other schemes, to Jefferson, the President, no unswer was re-
turped ; and in giving existence to this great work, Wilsonsays,
I bave expended al! 1 have been saving since my arrival in
America. Whether I shall be able to realize a fortune by this
publication, or receive first costs, or suffer the sncri‘ﬁcle of my litile
all, is doubtful.” He speaks with pride, inaletter to his father,
¢ of the favourable reception he met with among mauy of the first
characters in the United States ;" but we cannot see on what
ground his American biographer chuckles over the notion that
his country, ¢ yet i its infancy,” produced a work which struck
the Transatlantic public and republic with equal delight and as-
tonishment. Wilson, a Scotch weaver and packman, produced
the said work—America produced but the birds—and for having
done so we give her all due credit. But we must not forget that
Paisley, not Philadelphia, produced Wilson.

The first volume of the Ornithology having been produced by
hook and crook, we leave you to judge whether by Wilson or by
America, pray did the New World with a maternal eye regard
her offspring ? Did sh It to behold the bantling, suckle it at
her own breast, or : nurse as bounteous as Cybele ? We
are sorry tosay thaifhe i) she could in an honest underhand
way to commit infaflicide. ®he adopted starvation, cold, and
neglect, asthe means of murder—but the vigorousoffspring of the
heart and brain of a Paisley@eaver outlived the withering t@at-
ment—and as it is@nly in infapcy that such creatures ever die——#
is now immortal. In Sept, $808;, Wilson journeyed eastward——
and during winter he visited the southern states, exhibiting his
book, and trying to procure subscribers. He was almost every
where discountenanced, or sneered at, or frowned upon ; but not

“ Chill Penury repress'd his noble rage,

Nor froze the geni rrent of his soul.”
The man who had lived so long his native town on a shilling
a-week, that he might raise the means of emigrating to America
when without any specific purpose at all, was not likely to faint
or fail now that&e knew he was on the path of glory., ¢ What-
everbe the resift of these matters,” said he, * I #88 not sit down
with folded hands, whilst any thing can be done to c®¥ry my point,
since God helpg them who help themselves.” He more than sus-
pected that he *“ had been. mistaken in publishing a book too good
for the country.” But though we connot but smile at the silly
boast of Wilson's American biographer, we have no wish to blame
America for her bebaviour to her adopted citizen. It deserves
neither praise nor blame. It was natural, and perhaps inevitable
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behaviour, in such a personage as she who still rejoices in the
strong name—~United States.  She had something else to do—we
need not be more explicit—than todelighti n Oruithology. It
must have appeared to her very absurd,all this bustle about birds.
I am fixing correspondents,” saith Wilson, ** in every corner
of these northern regions, like so many pickets and outposts ; so
that scarcely a wren or it shall be able to pass along from York
to Canada but [ shall get intelligence of it.” The man must have
seemed crazy ; and then, dollars were dollars.  Literary patron-
age depends entirely on the state of the currency. But let it de-
pend on what it may, Europeis as bad as America, and worse, in
her neglect of genius—and no country in Europe so bad as Eogland,
She hus given stonesto a greater number of men who asked for
bread, than any other corn-growing country extant—and yet, with
Bloomfield’s death at her door but yesterday, she blusters about
Scotland’s usage of Burns, who bas been dead halfa century.
That poor Scotland should strave her poets to death, is more her
misfortune than her sin.  For of a country ** where half-starv’d
spiders feed on half starv’d flies,”” where nothing edible in the
shape of animal food is to be found, but sheep’s heads singed in
smithies, who but a big blustering Englishman, with his paunch
with fat capon lined, and bacon, and all manner of grease, would
abuse the Noblemen and Gentlemen for having allowed the Devil
to run away with an Exciseman ?
Wilson, walking with his book und
the proudest of men in New York, "Prgiissors of Columbia
college “‘expressed much esteem for erforfance.” What could
they do more? At Hartford, the lublishe‘ «of a newspaper
 expressed the highest admiration OK;”—-—was not that puts? Wil-
s '&ack’d them, and eat the karneld®, but says gvith a sly simpli-
*, « this is a species of currencg that will%either purchase -
fated nor pay the printer ; but, neve¥theless, it is gratifying to the
vanity of an author, when nothing better can be got.” Having
gone as far east as Portland, in Maine, where he had an opportuni-
ty of seeing and conversing with people from the remotest bouu-
daries of the United States, anilfived much information from

, was justly one of

them with regard to the birds thifequent those northern regions,
he directed from Portland his across the country, *‘ among
dreary savage glens, and mountains covered with pines and hem-
Jocksamid vihose black and half-burnt trunks, #d the everlast-
ing rocks and stones, this country ¢ grinned ho%}y’ 7—-1ill 150
miles brough (i to Dartmoth College, New Ha#pshire, on the
Vermont linef#Bere * he paid his addresses to the Bithers of Liter-
ature, and met with a kind and obliging reception. %Dr Wheeloch,
the President, made him eat at his table ; and the Professors vied
with each other to oblige him”—as all Professors ought to do
toward all good men and ornithologists. In Anrapolis he passed
his Bogk throngh both houses of the “legislature ; where, quoth
he, * the wise men of Maryland stared and gaped, ffom bench to
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bench ; but never having beard of such a thing as 120 dollars for
a book ; the ayes for subscribing were none ; and so it was unan-
imously determined in the negative.”

Through North Carolina Wilson pureued cheerily his unaccom-
panied sray, and found multitudes of Birds that never wiater in
Penasylvania. He speaks with astern and sullea delight—as well
he might—of its immense solitary pine savannahs—through
which the road winds among stagnant ponds, swarming with alli-
gators—dark, sluggish creeks, of the colour of brandy, over
which are thrown high wooden bridges without railings, and so
crazed and rotten as not only to alarm one's horse, but also the
rider, and to make it a matter of thanksgiving to both when they
get fairly over, without going through ; enormous cypress
swamps, which, to a stranger, have a striking, desolate, and
ruinous appearance. He desires tha friend to whom he is writing
to picture to himsell a forest of prodigious trees, rising thick as
they can grow from a vast, flat, and impenetrable morass, cover-
ed for ten feet from the ground with reeds. The leafless limbs
of the cypresses are covered with an extraordinary kind of moss
from two to ten feet long, in such quantities, that fifty men might
conceal themselves in one tree. Nothing, he says, struck him
with such surprise, as the prospect of several thousand acres of
such timber, loaded, as it were, with many million tons of tow
waving in the wind. Through .solitary pine savannahs and cy-
press swarmps, the enthusiastic Ornithologist thus journeyed on,
sometimes thirty miles without seeing a hut or a human being ;
but on one occasion he found himself all at once in not only civi-
lized, but elegant society. ¢ The company consisted of 237 car-
rion crowns Svuitut atratus), five or six dogs, and mysel, though I
only kept order, and left the eating part eotirely to others. |
sat go near the dead Lorse, that my feet touched his ; and yet, at
one time, [ counted 39 vultures on and within him, so that hardly
an ioch of his flesh could be seen for them.”

In January, 1810, was published his second volume, and Wil-
son immediately set out for Pittsburg, on his route to New Or-’
leans. From Pittsburg he descended the Ohio by himselfin a
skiff—his stock of previsions consisting of some biscuit and cheese,
and a bottle of cordial—his gun, trunk, and greatcoat, occupied
one end of the boat—he had a small tin to bale her, and to take
his beverage from the stream. « I launched into the stream, and
soon winded away among the hills that everywere enclose this no-
ble river. The weather was warm and serene, and the river
like a mirror, except where floating masses of ice spotted its sur-
face, and which required some care to steer clear of; but these,
to my surprise, in Jess than a day's eailing totally disappeared.
Far trom being concerned at my new situation, | felt my heart ex-
pand with joy at the novelties which surrounded me; 1 listenad
with pleasure to the whistling of the red bird on the banks as‘I

passed, and contemplated the forest scenery, ag it receded, with
VoL, i 2 H
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increasing delight. The smoke of the numerous sugar camps ri-
sing lazily among the mouatains, gave great effect to the varying
landscape ; and the grotesque log cabins that here and there
opened from the woods, were diminished into mere doghouses by
the sublimity of the impending mountains. if you suppose to
yourselt two parallel rauges of forest-covered hills, whose irregu-
lar summits are seldom more than three or four miles apart, wind-
ing through an immense extent of country, and enclosing a river
half a mile wide, which alternately washes the steep declivity on
one side, and leaves a rich, forest-clad bottom on the other. of a
mile or so in breadth, you will have a pretty correct idea of the
appearance of the Ohio. The banks of these rich flats are from
twenty 1o sixty and eighty feet high ; and even these last were
within a few feet of bLeing overflowed in December, 1808. 1
now stripped with alacrity to my new avoecation. The current
went about two and a half miles an hour, and | added about three
and a half miles more to the boat’s way with my oars.

“ I rowed twenty edd miles the first spell, and found 1 should
be able to stand it perfectly well. About an hour after night, I put
up at & miserable cabin, fifty-two miles from Pittsburg, where I
siept on what 1 supposed (o be corn stalks, or something worse ;
s0, preferring the smooth bosom of the Ohio to this brush heap,
T got up long before Jay. and, being under no apprehension of
Josing my way, Iagain pushed out into the stream. The land-
scape on each side lay in one mass of shade ; but the grandeur of
the projecting headlands and vanishing points, or lines, was charm-
ingly reflected in the smooth glassy surface below. I could only
discover when 1 was passing a clearing by the crowing of cocks,
and now and then, in more solitary places, the big-horned ow’.
made a most hideous hollowing, that echoed among the mountains.
In this lonesome manner, with full leisure for observation andr:-
flection, exposed to hardships all day, and hard berths all nigat,
to storms of rain, hail, and snow-—for it froze severely almost
every night—1 persevered, from the 21th of February te Sunday
evening, March 17, when i moored my skiff safely in Bear Grass
Creck, at the rapids of the Obio,after a voyage of seven hundred
and twenty miles. My hands cuffered the most ; and it will be <ome
weeks yet before they recover their former feeling and tlexibili-
ty. 1t would be the task of a month to detail all the particulars
of my numerous excursions in every direction from the river.”
‘This is but a short specimen of this journal. Read the whole, if
vou would know Wilson. ’

Pass we on to the year 1812, He was, in it, elected 2 member
of the American Philosophical Society ; and in 1813 he had com-
pieted the literary materials of the eighih volume of his work.
+ e now enjoyed.” Mr Hetherington says well, ¢ the satisfacti-
on of knowing that his labours had not been vain, and that the va-
lue of his work was generally appreciated ; for although emana-
ting from a republican country, there was at this period not a
crowned head ip Tarepe who had not become a subscriber to the
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American Ornithology.” But the end of his career was at hand.
His constitution had been shook and undermined by much bodily
fatizue and many mental anxieties. His genius bad * o’er-in-
formed its tenement of clay.” The dysentery—which had at-
tacked him on his skiff-voyage down the Ohio, and which he had
then vanquished by a wild-strawberry diet, at the advice of a wild
Indian physician—returned to the charge—and under the assault,
Alexander Wilson, the Paisley Poet, and American Ounithologist
having ¢ given the world assurance of a man”—laid down his
head and died—on the 23d of August, 1813, in the 48th year of
his age.

Such is a slight sketch indeed of the life of this extraordinary
and highly-gilted man—Wilson, the American Ornithologist, as
he is, and will continue to be called, par eminence.

** To-morrow for fresh fields and pastures new,”

was the inspiring feeling with which, on all journeys, he lay
down every night in the wilderness. For ¢ fieldsgand pastures”
though they too abound in the New World—substitute swamps
and forests. He was a man of genius—+and Nature and Scotland
had given him ao undaunted heart. 'The Birdery of North Ame-
rica, it may be said, belonged to him who first in their native
haunts devoted his prime of life to the study of all their kinds, and
who died for Ornithology’s sake.”—Blackwood’s Magezine.

FAREWELL. By a Sovpier’s Cuirp.
[FOR THE n. 1. 2.]

Musz it be so? must I depart

From thee and thine, lov’d Scotia’s shore ?
The breathings of a grateful heart
° Will linger here—tho® they be poor.
Ye kindly friends whom [ must leave,

Long will your cherished memory dwell
Within this bosom, tho’ it heave

With sighs, while breathing forth farewell !

Earewell, cach lovely scene, the gales—
Ere this be read—will bear us far,
From Scotia’s verdant hills and vales,
In mother Britain’s wood-wall car.
Yet long we linger o'cr that flood,
Nor wish to go, nor dare to stay,
But we must part with mountaia,wcod,
And thou belov’d Chicbucto Bay!

Fareweil ye happy summer bowers,
1a garden aod in fragrant grove,
Where days have sped as they were hours,
Midst {riends whom all that know must love.
And Nova Scotia’s winter sports
lalso leave with fond regret ;
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Yhere very season has resorts
And charms § never can forget.

The patrons of my mase ! kind men
Shall 1 pass by nor bid adieu?—
Oh ! uo—and thou who guid’st my pew,
Grant that their patrons be not few
Aid thou their honest hearts, and still
T'hieir cfforts to thy cause increase;
To show to uli that ts thy will
Fhat ull should gain cternal peace !

Tain would | humbly ask thy aid
Still on their pages to appear;
But—to thy will | bow my head,
‘'ho’ mov'd from what | hold so dear.
With gratitude my heart doth swell
Kind patrons of my muse !—farcweli !
SARAIL,

THE BELLS OF ST. MARY’S.

Those evening bells—those cvening bells !

Tuere is a delight which those only can appreciate who have
ieit it, in recalling to one’s mind when cast by fortune upona
strange soil and among strangers, the sights and sounds which were
familiar to one’s infunt days. It is pleasant too, though perhaps,
Like the praise of one’s own friend, rather obtusive, tosnatch those
memories from their restand give them to other ears,—to tinge
them with aninterest, and bid them live again. When we per-
ceive, Jikewise, that places and circumstances of real Leauty and
curiosity remain neglected and unknown for want of ¢ some tongue
to give their worthiness a voice,” there is a gratification to our hu-
man pride in the effort to procure them, even for a space,

A forted residence *gainst the tooth of time
And razure of oblivion.

The city of Limerick, though surrounded by some very tolcra-
ble demesnes, is sadly deficient in one respect, uotan unimportant
one in any large town. There is no public walk of any
consequence immediately adjoining it.  The canal which Jeads to
Dublin is Heak, from its want of irees ; unhealthy, from the low
marshy champaign which lies on either side its banks. 'This,
however, for want of something botter, was for a  considerable
time the fashionatle promenade, until the formation of the Mili-
tary Walk on the western side ; to which the beauties of Lim-
erick—have given among themselzes, the witty appellation of the
puth o promotion.

But at the head of this canal, where it divides itself into two
branches, which, gradually widening and throwing off their
artifictal appearance, from a glittering circlet around a small is-
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sand whichis covered with water shrubs—on this spot,[ have
delightedly reposed in many a sweet sunset,—when [ loved to
seek aglinpse ol inspiration in such scenes—to imitate Moore’s
voetry—and throw rhymes together, about the rills and ills-
streams and beams, and even and heaven, and fancy 1 was a genj-
us '—*T'is gone—"tis gone ! as old Capulet says.

But let us recall it for a moment. Have the complaisance to
indelge me in a day-dream, and fancy if you can, that you sit be-
side me on the bank. We are beyond the hearing of the turmoil
and bustle of the town—** the city’s voice itself is soft—like so-
litude’s”’—~and there is a hush around us that is delightful—the
beautiful repose of the evening. The sun, thatbuta few mi-
nutes since rushed down the west with the speed of the wander-
ing star, pauses cre he shall set upon the very verge of the hori-
zon, and smiles upon his own handiwork—the creation of his
fostering fervour.—Hark ! one sound alone reaches us here ; and
how grapnd and solemn and karmonious in its mqnotony! These
are the great bells ot St, Mary’s. Their deep toned vibrations
undulate so as to produce a sensible eflect on the air around us.
The peculiar fineness of the sound has been often remarked ; but
there is an old story connected with their history, which when-
ever I hear them ring out over the silent city, gives a something
more than harmony to the peal. 1Ishall merely say, that what ¢
am about to relate istold as a real occurrence, and 1 consider it so
touchingly poetical in itself,—-that 1shall not dare to supply a
fictitious name and ficlitious circumstances where I have been
wnahle to procure the actual ones.

They were originally brought from Italy ; they had been
manufactured by a young pative (whose name the tradition has
not preserved,) and finished after the toil of many years, and he
prided himselt upon his work. They were consequently pur-
chased by the prior ofa neighboring convent ; and with the pro-
fits of this sale, the Young ltalian procured alittle villa, where he

ad the pleasure of hearing the tolling of his bells from the con-
vent clilf and of growing oldin the bosom of domestic happiness,
This however was not to continue. In some of those broils,
whether civil or foreign, which are the undying worm in the
peace ot a tallen land, the good Italian was a sufferer amongst
many. e lo-t his all; and, after the passing of the storm, found
himself prescrved alone amid the wreck of fortune, friends, fam-
ily, and hoeme.  The convent in which the bells, the chefs-’decu-
vre of hisskill, were hung, was razed to the earth, and these
last carried away intc another land.  The unfortunate owner,
haunted by Lis memories, and deserted by his hepes, became a
wanderer over Earope. His hair grew gray, and his heart
withered, before he again found a home or a friend. In this
desclation of spirit, he formeda resolution of seeking the place
to which thosc treasures of his memory had been finally borne.
He sailed for Ireland——proceeded up the Shanuon ; the vessel
anchiored futhe Peol.ncar Limerick, and hehired asmall boat
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for the purpose of landing. The city was now before him ; and
he beheld St. Mary's steeple, lifiing its turretted head above the
smoke and mist of the Old Town. He sat in the stern and looked
fondly toward it. It was an evening ¢o calm and beautiful, as to
remind him of hisown native haven in the sweetest time of the
year—-the death of the spring. The broad stream appeared like
one smooth mirror, and the little vessel glided through it with
almost a noiscless expedition. On a sudden, amid the gereral
stillness, the bels tolled from the Cathedral-~the rowers rested
on their oars, and the vessel went forward with the impulse it
had received. The old Italian looked towards the city, crossed
hisarms on his breast, and lay back in hisseat; home, happiness,
early recollections, friends, family—all were in the- sound, and
weat with it to his heart. When the rowers locked rouad, they
beheld him with his face still turned toward the Cathedral, but his
eyes were closed, and when they landed—they found him cold !

Such are the associations which the ringing of St. Mary’s bells
bring to my recollection. 1 do not know how I can better conclude
this letter than with the little Melody, of which 1 have given the
line above. ltis a good specimen of the peculiar tingling melody
of the author’s poetry-—a quality in which he never has been
equalled in his own language, nor exceeded in any other ; al-
though, like a great many more of his productions, it has very
little merit besides—Why ! you can almost fancy you heur them
rioging !—

Those evening bells—those evening bells—
How many a tale their music tells !

Of youth and home and native clime,
When 1 last heard their soothing chime !

Those pleasant hours have passed away,
And many a heart that then was gay—
Within the tomb now darkly dwells,
Aund hears no more those evening bells.

And so *twill be when I am gone,

That tuneful peal will still ring on—
When other bards shall walk those delis,
And sing your praise~——sweet evening bells:

LODGINGS IN'THE STRAND.

Wiat a charming place this London is for high heads and fow
pockets.for a man whose pride and whose pence preserve an in-
verse ratio to each other! Talk of the declension of the drama,
the degeperacy of acting—it is all ** voxet praterea nihil”—there
are more livelihoods gained by histrionic representations at the
present day a London than there ever were. 1t is not necessa-
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ry for an actor of genius to confine his exertions within thewalls,
or to the boards ot this or that editice dedicated to scenic illusi-
ous ; it may not be polita for many te have their names exhibited
in rejation to their calling in a play-bill. that the world may re-
cognize them as disciples of ‘Thalia ot Melpomene; or nevar to
follaw their art, butin the sock or buskin, its tvpes and badges,
no ! be the world the greatstage on which their ** exits and their
entrances” are made, and let their ¢ little hour” be swelled to
the duration of a lile. There is then no manager, decked with a
little briet authority, to come between them and the public—no
partial critics to write down their merits—no caprictous audieuce
to coociliate ; no one sees the exertions they make, and there-
fore it isin no one’s power to interfere with them. How many dis-
like the society of an actor, merely because.he is an actor, al-
though probably a very amiable man! ¢ We wish,” say they,
* for no collision with such characters—they are very well in their
way—that is to hear and see ; but who would think of admitting,
a3 lntimaies, professed dissimulators, and therefore dangerous as-
sociates? Can we expect that there is one ingenuous settiment
remaining within those whose whele study is imitation, whose
highest ambition is to be transformed into fac-similes of others
Should this poor wight profess a warm and generous friendship
in real life, there are twenty to exclaim, * How natural—but re-
collect what an excellent Pierre or Antonio he makes !’ Should
he come as a sympathizer in misfortune—*¢ Capital ! lago to the
life 1 A lover—Romeo, [cilius, et hoe genus omne ;—in all, he on-
ly gains credit for playing a part, and his success is adequate to
what it would be ¢ in his proper sphere.’” How differeat is his
case who preserves all the paraphernalia of stage trickery withia
himself, who is obliged to no sensible helps, and can, on oceasion,
alene ¢ play many parts,”” or even press some of his audience
iato his dramatic corps, without their being privy to the capaci-
ty they Gil. Such is the actor of real merit, and in Londaon there
are many such.

I am onc of them—start not, reader, I am not goingto act upen
you, at least not to your disadvaatage, Lhope. 1 have an exten-
s<ive circle of acquaintances: a large connexion being a primary
requicite in all professions. but an indispensible one in mine. |§
have my broakinst acquaintances, my dinner acquaintances, and
ny! supper acquaintuncas; these compose my gailery, box, and
pit audience. ln the first class are young men in chambers and
lodgiags, literary persons, whase finances have not reached the
matrimonial degree ; and even, in the session, some members of
parliament, come to fown withoat their wives. The fadies are
seldom included in my matin speculaticns, howerer, they enter
largely into the next class ; that is composed of niathers, who fove
shopping and a cicisbeo,misses whose sway at heme exteads to an
invitation for dioner, brothers ditto, bon-vivants who need a boon
<companion, and authovs aspiring cnly to fame, delighted to secure
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an afier-dinner victim to their lucubrations; this is by far the most
numerous class, and, as is proper, is my staple resource, ‘The
third and Jast is more heterogenebus and ¥ndetermined ; being
made up, for the most part, of the other two, with a few strag-
glers, peculiarly its own—such as tavern friends, street acquain-
tances accidentally encountered, and three or four old maids, who,
by a supper, reward the exertions of a novel-rcader, when his
throat refuses to squeak forth a line more after five or six hours’
uninterrupted duty. This tiers etat completes the list.

But the reader, if he knows me, will say, “ how did you con- .
trive to get into so much, and’such good company ? You have
no means of returning all those breakfasts, dinners, and suppers 7’
"Trae, but there lies the eecret ;I bave lodgings in one of the best
houses in the Strand—witness my inviting ticket ; and who knows
that [ may not one day entertain. Loek at the mansion [ inhabit ;
the first oor of it lets for four guineas a week, and perkaps | am
the occupant. Is not my popularity accounted for? AMd to these
presumptive atfractions, the evident ones of exterior and manners ;
my outside is unobjectionable, thanks also to my *¢ creditable’ re-
sidence ; and, from_my conversation, it is very. evident that I am
neighbour to King Charles, who bestrides the ¢ high horse’ at
our end of ¢ the Strand,” and this, believe me, goes a great way.
In these facts simply, lies the mystery.

But the course of good fortune never did, for a continuance, run
smooth. A storm, sgn‘:e time ago, impended over me, that [ fore-
saw not in proper time to avert ;. although appearances, for one
entire fortnight loudly proclaimed it. These were attentions the
most marked from all my friends, who seemed simultaneously -
affected with a violent attachment to my person and society. A-
mong those of the first class, - I became, tout-a,coup, a °* clever
good-hearted fellow,” ¢ my worthy friend,” and ¢ the best crea-
. ture in the world.”” Half-a-dozen breakfasts a morning I usually

had on my hands, and had eggs beea chickens, Professor Malthus
might have ¢ grinned a ghastly smile’? of satisfaction,.to view the
Saturnean feats I was compelled to perform. But it was in the se-
cond class that 1 had the most overpowering tokens of affection
to encounter ; nothing could be done without ¢ dear Mr.——’s”
advice and co-operation.—** Mamma was so angry that Mr.~~-did
not dine with then?yesterday.”-— Emily, Faony, Jane, and Pol-
ly were at au désespoir last evening, not to have their favourite
Mr.———among them.”. ¢ Major Bottleblossom vented his spleen
upon the claret and Madeira, in the absénce of his friend Mr. : 2
In fact, so warm had the young ladies become in their attentions,
and so well-favoured did I appear in the sight of those in authori-
ty over them, that I began, for the first time to my life, to enter-
tain serious ‘notions of matrimony. It was evident that I had only
to throw the handkerchief to eecure my sultana among a hundred
-eager candidates for the distinction; there were the five Misses
Bottleblossoms, daughters of the gallant Major before mentioned ;
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the three Misses Slashemall, an eminent surgeon’s lovely brood ;
the pretty Fanoy Syllabub ; the four honourable Misses Rusta-
way ; the three extraordinary Misses Cockletip ; my literary
friend Mademoiselle Aubiforn, who Ed u«bout six months previ-
ous come
¢ O'er the deep waters of the dark blue sea,"

on a visit {0 my two singing fiiends, the clear-throated Misses
Huskison, Shall 1 forget the beautiful Sally Whimple ? when 1 do,
I must forget excellence of all kinds. These do uot form asixth
of my list, but they are the most prominent, as being most capable
of supporting the dignity of my ¢ lodgings in the Strand.” = And
now the diflicalty was to decide : the lust-mentioned was my fa-
vourite, but the five first had each some thousands of arguments
in her fasour more than any of the others ; they had obtained
¢ golden opinions’ from many persons, and, as a philosopher, I felt
bound to distinguish sterling mierit, even though it presented itself
under an unfavourable aspect. Three nights, on my return te my
lodgings, did I sit for four hours inwardly debating this knotty
question.  The compctition now lay exclusively between Angelica
Celestina Bottleblossom, the youngest of thé five-—for six years
aged five-and-twenty—-and the fuscinating Sally, scarcely seven-
teen. Oa the fourth night I had something else to think of.

“ Well girls,” said Major Bottleblossom, entering the breakfast-
room, where Mrs. B. and the five buds were assembled,with a
newspaper in his hand, * his Majesty has accepted the inviiation
to the civic dinner on the 9th.”

¢ Gracious me, has he ?” ejaculated Mrs. B., Miss Dorothea
Matilda, Miss Susanna Augusta, Miss Julia Ionoria, Miss Georgi-
ana Monimia, and Miss Aungelica Celestina, in abreath. ¢ How
delightful ©*? said Mrs, B. ¢ How charming!” followed Doro-
thea. ¢ How pleasant!” succeeded Susannab. * How gratify-
ing ! lisped Julia. ¢ lHow agreable ! sighed Georgianna.

‘ [ow fortunate we are,” exclaimed Angelica, *“in being ac-
quainted with Mr. , who ¢ has lodgings in the Strand "

How unfortunate was it for poor Mr.——, how unlucky for
him, that the King had consented to dine in the City ! 1 was now
beset on all sides ; not only the ihree classes co-operated in worry-
ing me to death, to obtain accomuiodation at my ** lodgings” for
themselves to view the show, but their relations’ and acquaintan-
ces’ sons and danghters, thrust their recognitions and familiarities
upon me by dozens—invariably followed by a request to ** let
them stand any where, just to have a peep at the procession.”
Large as my acquaintance necessarily was, 1 had no idea that I
possessed such an overwhelming assortment of friends ; they seem-
ed to start up at every corner of the street, and the cards left at
my * lodgings in the Strand,” were incalculable. Of those who
considered themselves entitled to precedence on this, to me me-
lancholy, occasion, the number was somewhat above two hundred ;
thQSe\ [ could not refuse. To each, individually, I was under obli-
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gations, and they ali expected a return now that, as they consider-
ed, | had it in my power to make one.

But what was the real state of the case ? My “lodgings in the
Strand” consisted of one miserable attic, ten feet by seven, illumi-
pated only (when 1 was not there myself)) by a single window, two
feet wide ; this latter fooked out on the parapet, which indeed
commanded a view of the Strand, but my share of which would
scircely accommodate ten persons, with all the ingenuity I could
use in their behall,  Add to this, that the fuvoured ten, when they
had succeeded in attaining their dizzy staticn, would find them-
selves in very unusual company—the friends of my next room
neighbour, one of Warren’s blacking-stirrers, who possessed simi-
lar advantages with me, and cousequently was entitled to half the
parapet. But, independent of this respectable collision, what was
1 to do with the remainder of the visitors that I calculated upon—
between three and four hundred persops? There were but 146
thrast into the Black Hole at Calcutta, and 123 of them perished in
a few hours ; how then should I cram more than double that num-
ber into the still small space of my attic apartment ?

Oh ! the days and nights I spent revolving my desperate situati-
on !—no courage had [ to explain to a single inividual the cause of
the utter prostration of mental and bodily energy I exhibited, and
which was becoming every day more apparent. I still moved a-
mong them, but my identity was scarcely discoverable ; my cheeks
grew lank and colourless, my eyes sunken and glazy. my figure
altenuated, and my dress comparatively neglected—I strove to
Yaagh, but the attempt was hysterical—1 listened to the joyful an-
ticipations of young and old, alt directed towards the gratifications
I was to afford them, I saw new dresses, shawls, caps, &c., arrive to
each of my female acquaintances, and I was told they were intend-
ed to grace my windows. The prudent portion of my intended vi-
sitors requested me not to put myself to any extraordinary trouble
for their reception ; ** a few cold fowls and some wine,” said they,
¢ laid in a back room, will be quite sufficient.”’~~** How delightful
a little dance would be after the show !”” whispered pretty Fanny
Sylabub, * if it was only to the piano; Idare say Mr. has
got one 7’ Oh 1? responded Angelica Celestina, ** I know he has,
for he told me he sometimes amuses himself, learning to play on
it.””  ‘Thus, another thorn was added by the thoughtless fair ones
to those which were already stinging me to death ; they detcrmi-
ned on having a dance, and I—cur non omnia ? assented. A mi-
racle, thought {, can only save me now!

The first week of the awful month I passed in a sort of desperate
resignation to the certain fate I saw gradually approaching. I
made no preparations.  All the under part of the house, I under-
stood, was to be thronged--no hope, therefore, remained in that
quaster ; and, although to bribe my next-neighbour for a loan of
his apartment I had every wish, alas ! my coffers held my inch-
nation in bondage. Sunday the 7th, dawned. ¢ Well,” said 1




Lodgings in the Strand. 267

to myself, «if Ican't shew fair play, let me exhibit a ¢ clear
stage,’ at all events ;” saying which I jumped from my sleepless
couch, and immediately liid about me with a vigour which asto-
nished myself. ¢ In the twinkling of a bed-post” I knocked four
of them from their perpendicular on the floor, and in a few mi-
nutes had thrust the whole sleeping paraphernalia from the room ;
then I seized hold of two crazy chairs, and excluded them like-
wise; a table shared the same fate, and in short,a complete vacuum
was in ha!fan hour obtained. ‘The window was now wrenched from
its moorings, and a strict survey made of the territory I could
command : this, as [ before stated, was certainly capable of ac-
commodating about ten persons, and these I determined should
be the Dottleblossoms and the Whimples, who would thus com-
plete the number.—Fate might dispose of the rest. All that
day I laboured intensely to render this eyrie tenable, and ihe en-
trance to it somewhat less hazardous. The apartmentitself, too,by
wheedling my gruff landlady, I got into some sort of receptionable
order, and, by two or three personal sarifices, I contrived to fur-
nish my table with a pair of tolerable looking decanters of wine,
and a cold roast goose. Altogether, towards evening, the thing did
not present a very bad appearance, and I contemplated it with
feelings much relieved. The subsequent day I determined to spend
entirely among my friends, that it might not appear that I was
obliged to be personally concerned in the arrangements for their
reception at my ‘“ lodgings in the Strand ;” besides that, [ might
afterwards throw much of the onus of the disappointment which
awaited them, on my landlady and her servents, who, of course.
were to take advantage of my absence, &-c. &c. Thatnight Ispe...
with the Bottleblossoms, and made desperate advances (o Angelica
Celestina. I thought her eyes betrayed a particular interest for
me, as they rested on my haggard countenance ; and I boldly as-
serted that love was consuming me, I hesitated not to assign it as
the cause of my altered appearance : this made no little impression
on her, and as, towards the close of our conference, her voice
assumed a tone of tenderness, testifying that love’s relative was
pleading my suit, I scarcely two or three times restrained myself
from making a frank avowal of my real circumstances, and throw-
ing myselt on her compassion and indulgence. 1 forbore, for the
present,but resolving to reconsider the step againstthe morrow, and
then act decisively one way or the other. At parting for the night,
the Major made me promise to breakfast with them in the morning.

Monday the 8th— T will pour my sorrows,” eaid 1, as | strol-
led towards the Major’s, ¢ into the gentle bosom of my Angelica ;
this day is the last of my reign, unless by some hold stroke I se-
cure a retreat from the ills that environ me ; with Angelica’s as-
sistance I may brave them all-—why should I hesitate 7—nothing
else now can save me.” DMusing thus, and thus determined to
make the awful confession, I entered the Major’s library : ¢ Good
morning, Mr, -—-, sad news fer us all,”” whispered he, laying
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down the newspaper he had been reading, ‘¢ the King won’t join
the procession to-morrow, after all.” | felt my heart literally
leap within me—1 seized the blessed journal in a trawsport of
delight—(1 shall cootinue to take that paper as long as | live !)
twas true! Oh! who would not envy me my feelings, if I could
describe them !--1 was emancipated from a hiving death.  Grum-
ble on, good citizens, I join you; but, pleased as your Eonglish-
man proverbially is with the privilege and enjoyment of grumbling,
few there are, | ween, who feel more satisfaction in the perform-
ance of this uational anthem than a certain * ladger in the Strand.”

Regardless of the gloom that guickly orvzrspread the sensitive
Angelica Celestina’s fuir visage, reflected from halt a dozen oth-
ers round the breakfast table, 1 positively smiled-—in my sleeve ;
while I never ceased all day, nor indeed have [ yet ceased talking
loudly of ** provoking disappointment,’’~-*¢ great preparations,”
< jnsuflferable Sir Claudius”~-and ¢ unfeeling ministers,”” though
as far as these last are concerned, 1 cannot help thinking them, in
this particular instance, the wisest that ever took oflice; and out
of pure gratitude, and upon the principle that flowers were strew-
et by some unknown hand upon the tomb of Nero, I sied sever-
al very watery-like looking tears when they resigned.

By the by, as I understand his Majesty will honour the ¢¢ good
citizens,” although he has put it off, at least once, since the above
occurrence, whenever the happy day is positively sscertained, I
shall be delighted to give up the eligible apartment mentioned
above, in faveur of any lady or gentleman ambitious of obtaining
¢ Jodgings in the Strand.”

DIRGE.
By Christopher North, Esq.

¢ TrE moon was awaning,
The tempest was over ;
Fair was the maiden,
And fond was the lover;
But the snow was so deep,
That his heart it grew weary,
And he sunk down to sleep,
In the moorland so dreary.

¢ Soft was the bed

She had made for her lover,
White were the sheets,

Apd embroidered the cover ;
But his sheets are more white,

And his caropy graader,
And sounder he slecps

Where the hill-foxes wander,
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2 Alas, pretly muiden,

What sorcaws attend you :
{ zee you sit shivering,

With lizht at your window §
But lopg may you wait

Fre your arms hall enclose him.
For still, still he hLice,

With a wreath on his bosom !

¢ Jiow painful the task,

The sad tidings to tel} you!—
Aaorphan you were,

Ere this misery befel you;
And far ta yon wild,

Where the dead-tapers hover,
So cold, cotd and wan,

Lies the corpee of your lover !

CHANCELLOR BROUGHAM: A TORY SKETCH.

Nurth. t remember the last time I met poor Cananing, where he
and I have spent so many happy days together, on the Queen of
the Lakes, he spoke of Lord Pulmerston in terms of considerable
warmth. I think the expression was, * I{ | could only shake this
puppy’s luxurious habits, he might make a fair second-rater.”
George was always fond of nautical allusions. 1 shall never for-
get the bitterness with which, talking of Brougham on the same
occasion, he called hitm ¢ that d-~—-d four-decker of theirs.”

Tickler. How hittle did be think in those days that four-decker
should ever call himself Admiral !

North. Aye, or live to see o many of the old fleet following
her, with the tricolour at the mast-head !

North. I think you said you were present the night of the
Dissolution.

Tickler. 1 was, and Lord Mansfield, in his robes, thundering
aperto ore, while this precious Premier and his colleagues sat
quaking before him, preseated, to my mind, a spectacle than
which Quousque fundem could never have been more grand, impo-
sing, sublime. The triumph of sincerity over craft, of patriotism
over sel{-sceking, of pride over presumption, and, I will add, of
genius over charlatanerie, was never more complete. The hand
that drew Paul preaching at Athens might have found a study in
that scene.

Norh.  How did Brougham look ?

Tickicr.  As pale as denth, and as sulky as the devil, to be sure.
But we must not mix hiry up with the Shallows. Well, it did me
good to bear his voice again—tis at this hour the same that we re-
member—Auld Fdimbrae in every tome, as perfect as‘t Caller

baddies ""—But, my eye!he makes a rum-looking Lord Chan-
cellor!
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North.  Did ye forgather in private ?

Tickler. Several times—once at Lord Eldon’s, and another day
a regular jollification, at the BReefsteaks, besides sundry routs and
soirces of all sorts.  He was always delightful, quite the old man,
full of mirth, and good-humour, quizzing Reform and Useful
Knowledge., anil Jeremy and Lord Johnny, and all the rest of the
stufl of the day.

North.  Aye, aye.—I always said he would come to something.
It seems but yesterday that | was first introduced fo him at old
Davie Wiilison’s, when he was trotting about the printing-office,
with the first proof-sheets of the Edinburgh Review !

Tickler. Clever fellows had much reason to complain of the
old system, no question.

North. We shall see what he mukes of it—’tis a pretty mess ;
and if somehow or other he do not help us after all, [don’t very
well see how we are everto get out of it. lleaven only knows
what his real feelings and views may be.

Tickler. Aae— bat that he has either love, or respect for any
of his present accomplices, is what [ shall not be in a burry to be-
lieve. He always disliked and despised Lambton—and Grey,
down to the last hour of extremest unavoidable necessity, did eve-
ry thing he could to merit his abhorrence—he must have known
as well as 1, how the pokerly old impostor talked of his speech2s
in Yorkshire only this time twelvemonth—-but, indeed, the whole
affeir,first and last, was transparent.  Lord ¢ Silver Po” has been
his butt these twenty years. Goderich, Palmerston, Grant, and
Melbourne, were the old enemies of one who has téo much sense
to be of a forgiving disposition. Grahame is a blown bladder—
Althorpe a dult unredeemed—and 1 don’t suppose the scribe of
Don Carlos can be considered with very reverential feelings by
the reviewer of The Excursion.

North. He is playing, no doubt, his own game, and we shall
see how it turns up.

Tickler. For my part, if we were to choose a President, he
should have my vote sooner than any of the bunch.

North, Lord Hacry bas more brains, I admit,than all the
others put together. .

Tickler. And then he is the only one in the set that has none
of the stiff, idiotic trash of official dignity about him. I can toler-
ate any thing rather than that sort of gammon, for my part—but
’tis ope of the old vices of the Whigs—and perhups not the least
of them.

North. But how long, after all, will Brougham’s new style of.
Jobation be tolerated nmong these goednatured nobles of ours?
Surely, surely, the hlacking-man in the Commons is a mere flea-
bite to the effect of him in that china shop !

Tickler. No question of that—Plunkett did something to break
the ice ; but he has indeed introduced to their lordships® person-
al consideration, in the most ample manner, a scope and capaci-
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ty of rhetoric as unlike what they had ever been used to before, as
the Loundings of the bolero are to the skimmifications of the qua-
drille. The worst of it is, that atter all, necther talent nor pluck
of the very first order are requisite ta enable a man to make a
pretty fairish display in that hoe; if he can but once bring himself
to try it—and example is catching, and some day or other the joke
may really be taken up in earnest—and us my noble and ci-dezant
learned compotator on the woolsack may perhaps be aware, his
past life, and even some parts of his conduct and procedure in his
present high capacity, mnght be tarned to tolerable account, in
hands neither quite so nervous as his own, nor quite so nimble as
poor Canning’s,

North. 1 agree with you in entertaining a sincere admiration
for Brougham’s abilities ; and though 1 have never had much in-
tercourse with him in private life, can well understand your hav-
ing a sort of liking for him too, but somehow, * it does so happen,”
as Canning used to say,—it does o huppen. that 1 never think of
his history and position, without feeling a sort of cloud come over
my mind's eye. Depend upon it, that's not a man destined to end
smoothly. He can’t stop where he is, and whether he’s to soar
or to sink the deponent knoweth not.

Tickler. Castlereagh went mad, and died miserably—Canning
touched the verge of madness, and the cord snapt. He is tasking
both intellect and temper to a pitch far beyond either of them.

North. 1t were time he should reflect !

Tickler. Yes, truly. Here he is administering. at an hour's
aotice, the highest judicial office in the world, with just as much
knowledge of equity law as a very clever man may be expected to
have picked up insensibly, fortuitously, indistinctly, and in short
worthlessly, ot the proper business of a most difficult profession
toto calo different from his own.

North. As much, for example, as John Hope may know of li-
thotomy, or Dr Abercromby of Craig De Feudis.

Tickler. Even so, and this in the presence of a bar growngrey
at the feet of time-honoured John of Newcastle.

North. Why, when one reflects on the hundred and forty mil-
lions of property actually depending on the knowledge, judgment,
dilligence, and patience of the Chancellor of England, several
things that have happenedin our day are almost enough to make
a poor simple body start.

Tickler. Then there is the cockpit, where the decisions of all
the courts of Hindoo law, and Persian law, and Ciogalese, and
Malay, and Dutch, and Spanish law, and the old French law, and
Code Napoleon law, and the Danish law, established throughout
our Eastern empire, the Cape, the Mauritius, the Canadas, the
West Indian Islands, and Demerara, have to be overhauled.
Then there is the overhauling ot English, Irish, and Scotch ap-
peals in the Lords—the latter part, however, being ofall his busi-
ness what he is most up to.
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North.  Aye,and then we bave what few Chancellors, even of
those that had nut their own proper busiaess to learn, were ever
much used to dabble in—the actual tear and wear of party politics
—the streke-our of vitnperation—the near wheel of sarcasm—
the burden intolerabile of” Lolsteriug up his awn blockheads at all
fimes and sex-ous with one shoulder, while he has to shew the
other a cold one rather, with equal promttude and alacrity,when-
ever it is desirable to squabash their antagonists.

Tickler. 1 we add to this the severe duty of dining out and
giving dinzers to mnisters and diplomats 5 likewise, the imperious
necessity of being virible at every fevee, and drawing-room, and
at every dancing disjune, bally hep, rout, or wssembly given or
held by a great lord or Lady of the right side—mareover, of being
audible wt every mecung abeut tiie aboli-hment of chimbey-
sweeps, and the emancipation of Blacky, and the persecution of
Professor Pattison—necnon, the simplitication of common law, and
the rectification of equity pracedure—ncenon, the keeping of the
Chancery lunatics—necnon, the keeping of the conscience of
King William the Fourth—necnon, the newspapers—necnon, the
cditing of Paley’s Natural Theology in company with Charles
Bell—furthermore, the writing of Friendly Advice to the Peers in
pamphlets, and eke reviewing said pampllets inthe LEdinburgh ;
and finally, the buildiag of a back-jam to Brougham-tlall—to say
nothing ot receiving and bamming all the deputations of all the
congregations of confusion.mongers, and reading and 20swering all
the commuanications ot all the quacks that think they bhave hit up-
on inventions of momentous importance, whether in law or litera-
ture, or pneamatology, or geology, or astronomy, or ribbon-weav-
ing, or timbercleaving, or brass, er gas, or cadification, or church-
reformation—when oue takes all these concerns in at one com-
prehensive glance through space and :matter, I ik it must be
obvious to tha meanest capacity that Heary Lord Brougham and
Vaux, has a deuced deal more to do than ever bothered the brains
of the immorttal Walter Shandy. )

North  Suave mari magno turbantibus w®quora ventis,

E tuto alterius sevum spectare laborem.

1 don’t say that we are likely to look an quite ¢ tuto—Dbut at all
events we may hope to see the upshot.

Tickler. Some accursed blowup ?—some hideous irresistable,
irremedinlle smash 7—some fierce, horrid, simultaneous rush of a
ihousand inzulted, trampled principles aad practices, all bursting
with volcanic violence into a sudden rear ot ruinand destruction ?
—{ear, indignation, anger, batred, scorn, pride, contempt, terror,
all concentrated into one awful avenging Niagara 7——

North. Or what say you to something in the oppcsite way ?
The hot galloping pulse of diseased excitement suddesly, some-
how, subsides to a walk—a piece of clear cold ice is clupped by
some invisible hand upon the burning temples—the mist disperses
—the open serene light of day falls on the landscape—the crazy
beights—the fearful chasms~-the wide black abysses yawning
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here. there, and everywhere, are revealed in tbeir nakedness—
the bewildered somnambulist comes to himsef—be pauses, trem-
bles, and kneels——-

Tickler. "Tis all, perbaps, on the cards.

North. 1t is my fized opinion, ihat unless Brougham, in some
way or other, calls a halt, and Peel and he somebow or other
come together, no human power can avent a revolution from Old
Englaad. I don’t allude particularly to this Reform Bill—that’s
but one link in the chain—and by revolution 1 mean nothing short
of « complete upset, not merely of bishops, and lords, and kings,
but ot'all law, and all property acd all social order—a chaos of dirt
and blood--aye, and 2 more fearful one than even the French
have waded through, if, indeed, their wading can yet be talked of
as over.

Tickler. You look too gloomingly at every thing to-night. Pray,
take three grains of blue pill at bedtime, and a Seidlitz in the
morning. Do, that’s a good fellow.—Blackwood’s Magazine.

CHANGE OF SCENE IN THE HIGHLANDS.

Time and tide
Have washed away, like weeds upon the sands,
Crowds of the olden life’s memorials,
And mid the mountains you as well might seek
For the lone site of Fancy’s filmy dreams,
Towers have decay’d, and moulder’d from the cliffs,
Or their green age or grey has help'd to build
New dwellings sending up their household smoke
From treeless places once inhabited
But by the secret sylvans. On the moors
The pillar-stone rear’d to perpetuate
The fame of some great battle, or the power
Of storied necromancer in the wilds,
Among the wide change on the heather-bloum
By power more wondrous wrought than his, its name
Has lost, or fallen itself has disappeared ;
No broken fragment suffer’d to impede
The glancing ploughshare. All the ancient woods
Arc thinn'd, and let in floods of daylight now,
Then dark and dern as when the Druids lived.
Narrow'd is now the red-deer’s for~st-reign ;
The royal race of eagles is extinct ;
But other changes than on moor and cliff
Have tamed the aspect of the wilderness.
The simple system of primeval life,
Simple but stately, hath been broken down ;
‘The Claus are scatter’d, and the Chieftain’s power
Is dead, or dying—but '« name—though yet
It sometimes stirs the desert.  On the winds
The tall plumes wave no morc—the tartan gecen
With ficry streaks among the heather-bells

VoL. 1t 2K
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Change of Scene in the [lighlonds.

Now glows unfrequent—and the echoes mourn
The silence of the music that of old

Kept war-thoughts stern amid the calm of peace.
Yet to far battie-plains stil} Morven sends

Her heroes, and still gliltering in the sup,

Or blood-dimm'd, her dread line of bayonets
Marches with loud shouts straight te victory.

A soften’d radiance now floats o’er her giens;
No ra ¢ sight now upon her sea-arm lochs

The Sail oft vecring up the solitude ;

And from afar the noise of life is brought
‘Within the thuader of her cataracts;

These will flow on for ever ; and the crests,
Gold-tipt by rising and by setting suns,

Of her old mountains inaccessible,

Glance down their scorn for ever on the toils
That load with harvests new the humbler hills,
New shorn ofall their heather-bloom, and green
Or yellow as the gleam of Lowland field.

Anrd bold hearts in broad bosoms still are there
Living and dying peacefuliy ; the huts

Abodes are still of high-soul’d poverty ;

And underneath their lintels Beauty stoops
Her silken-snooded head, when singing goes
The Maiden to her father at his work

Among the woods, or joins the ccanty line

Of barley-reapers on their narrow ridge

la some small field among the pastoral braes.
Still fragments dim of anclent Poetry

In melancholy music down the glens

Go floating ; and from shieling roof>d with boughs
Aund turf-wa:l'd, high up in some lonely place
‘Where flocks of sheep are nibbling the sweet grass
Of midsummer, and browsing on the plants

On the cliff-mosses a few goats ara seen

Among their kids, you hear sweet melodies
Attuned to some traditionary tale

By young wife sitting all alone, aware

From shadow on the mountain-horologe

Of the glad hour that brings her husband home,
Before the gloaming, from the far-off moor
‘Where the black cattle feed—there all alone
She sits and sings, except that on her knees
dleeps the sweet offspring of their faithful loves.

Blackwood's Magazine.
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DARTMOUTIIL. No. 2.

[ror THE H. ¥. u.]

“ We often seclg acquaintance with persons and things at a distance,
while richer materials remain at our very doors unknown.»

In former remarks concerning the pleasant village of Dart-
mouth, we noticed its situation, its history, and its appearance
from the opposite shore. Let us now devote an hour to wander-
ing about itself, and its precincts, see what it i3, and suppose what
it shall be.

The tide lies on the ferry slip limped and bright, as though it
were kissing a bank of fragrant turf; and Findley’s forty-passen-
ger boat, sits gracefully on the water, yet appears, along side the
Indian’s birch canoe, spacious cnough for a Boston packet. Let
us here remark, that the clearness of the waters of the harbour,
is not an ordivary excellence. Few, ifany, harbours, of the Old
World can at all boast of similar beauty ; and strangers are de-
lightfully surprised, when instead of the muddy tide—which desies
all speculation beyend the surface, or at best, shows a dim greeny
transparency to a depth of two or three inches—they behold a pel-
lucid flood, which exhibits the many coloured marine plants on its
bed, atthe very places where it supports the traffic of a populous
city. But the sonorous and appropriate conch has ceased sounding,
and the boat is out on the calm stream, bearing its very motley
frieght to the rural shore opposite. There sit the chief Engineer
and the Solicitor of the CanalCompany,and there a pair of coloured
lasses from the black settlements at Preston ; there is Shiels the
Poet with his plaid cloak laid beside him, holding rather cold con-
versation with one of his Lawrencetown neighbours, and there are
two grey headed negroes siring and mistering one another with
infinite politeness; here are a group of cigar loveing dandies
bent on a game of skitlles at Warren’s, and there some half dozen
sun-burnt and weather-beaten labourers repairing to the public
works; scattered amid the company, a teautiful sprinkling of
ladies appear, passing over to their residences, or only intent on
enjoying the benefits of a sail and a walk, while a nearly equal
quantity of less fine females, are returning home with sundry
household conveniences, purchased with the produce of their
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gardens which they conveyed to town early this morning; an
Indian and his squaw sit silently in the bow of the boat, ur only
return answers to the ferry men, who take advantage of the gentle
breeze by shipping their oars and resting their sinewy arms. But
we have so followed Pope’s maxim ‘¢ the proper study of man-
kind is man,” that we have gained the other side without giving
any save a half vacant glance at the surpassingly beautiful scenery
which the passage across presents.

We commence oitr walk from Findlay’s snug farm-house lock-
ing lon, and soon leave the cackling and quaching of its numer-
ous poultry behind. The landscape at once appears exceedingly
diversified and picturesque, it undulates into numerous small hills
and vales, and possesses finely contrasted charms of cultivated and
woaodland scenery.  This hald hill which rises to the right, has
not been long reclaimed from a wilderness state. A few years
ago, its sides and summit appeared cold and barren, and the
ground at its base was a stony swamp. Cultivaled fields now
sweep over its breezy top, and along its declivity. Three parts
down, a cottage stands delightfully situated in a little kitchen
garden,a verdant labyrinth of many-shaped leaves surround it, the
blossoms of the French-bean appear lovely amid the dark greens,
and the magoificent looking squashes and water melons ripen
luxuriantly on their banks; it seems the abode of humble plenty,
and its rich, sunny slopes should be the haunt of the summer-
loving bee. The late stony swamp, is formed into meadow, and
grove, and corn field; and altogetker, the scene is a pleasing
proof that persevering industry can make the wilderness blossom
as the rose, and can make the desert place to sing for joy.

Again admiring the wavy surface of the landscape we pass
along, and again pause as an opening to the left exhibits a lovely
situation for a cottage, or more proud building. * A rural gorge—
formed by a flat which meets the harbour, and a small emi-
nence at each side—is the situation alluded te. The rising
grouads are sufficient to enclose and to give a picturesque ba-
lance to the scene. The flai in the centre runs imperceptibly
into the tide; a slight ripple breaks on its pebbly strand, and the
bright <parkling waters, scem sheltered and secluded in a little
remantic cove.  Beyond, a noble scene is presented; the eye’
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nearly level with the harbour, runs out rejoicing over the glori-
ous surface,until lostin the distant watery horizon; and the shores
at each side are seen bosoming out in romantic capes intc the
deep, until the last dim ocutline meets the Atlantic solitude. On
this watery expanse, some vessels lie, appearing from this point
of view, as unearthly and as graceful us the small cloud which
specks the blue above; and more so, for the chrystal flood, its
boundaries and accompaniments, with the deep shades and stroog
lights of the picture, seem at present more beautifully intense
than any scenery of the clouds can be.

The next pause in our little tour, shall be on this soft-shaped
hill, the property of L. Hartshorne, Esq. And what a noble site
wight this be for a mansion! equal, doubtless, te any other in
America, particularly if its connection with one town, and its
proximity to another, be coasidered. 1If you look southward from
the summit of the hill, the magnificent ocean view, before men-
tioned, with many additional charms, preseuts itself. The many-
caped shores run out in exceeding beauty, and the Island rises in
the centre, a bulwark againstimpetous waves, and relieving the
eye, by romantically breaking the glittering monotony of the
great waters.  Looking westward, Halifax appears climbing its
hill, rendered picturesque by a haze which rests over it, by its
bold southern outline, by the citadel bill its fortifications and flag
stafls, and by the belt of masts which seem to guard its margin.
Northward, the town of Dartmouth is spread before you, and
beyond some of the wooden walls of old England are seen lying
at their sheltered anchorage. Eastward, is the undulating land-
scape, while the cove, the locks of the canal, andits junction with
the harbour, lie just below. When the advantages here alluded
to are imagined, and when the size which Dartmouth seems des-
tined to attain is anticipatec, then the value of this exquisite build-
ing site may be conjectured.

The new steamer lies in the cove beneath, and it is worth de-
scending the hill to examine our sccond Dartmouth-built steam
vessel.  She is a pretty looking schooner-rigged beat, of about
GO tons measurement, and about 20 horse power. Small enough
indeed, perhaps too small andtoo low a power, for any useful or
profitable employ, for which schooner rigging and steam, could be
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wanted. She has a handsome figure head, representing an Indian
Chief; on her deck arc several small apartments, a permanent
aweing shades her quarter deck, and shelters the he!msman’s post,
and below is a commodious cabin with numerous sleeping berths,
What is her destination ? Some sav, that she hus been built for the
purpose of running to Yarmcuth, so that her owners may draw a
bounty offered by the Legistature, for the first packet propelled
by steam, which shall ply between Halifax and that place ; it is
further said, that after  he has drawn the bounty, and is found
unlit for the proposed line, she is to be metamorphosed into a
second Halifax and Dartimcuth ferry steamer. But why isshe to
be found unfit for the proposed line ? Because, first, it is thought
that an engine of twenty horse power would be as nothieg against
a head wind, or on a lec shore. Sccondly, that her numerous
cottages on deck would retard her way, until they were carried
off with the first rough weather ;in which case, the remedy would
be worse than the disease.  Thirdly, that the Yankee trick of
perching a broad deck on a narrow hull, like a fish basket on the
head of its carrier, is evideatly unfit for encountering any rough
weather outside of a harbour; for imagine her running close
to a gale, and would not the swells to windward go near ripping
up the deck timbers, or pitching the incongruous heap over al-
together? Fourthly, the wheels have no recess formed for them,
where they might be in a great degrec sheltercd from the ac-
tion of the waves, but are placed clean on each side, as if they
should be acted on as the wheels of a water mill. It may be
said that she can run into a harbour in case of bad weather, al-
most any 5 miles of her route; very good, but why then introdace
steam, if the steamer will be less punctual, less expeditious, and
less safe, than a mere sailing vessel—except in calms? If the
legislaiure have not been more guarded in the Yarmouth offer
than they have been in the Dartmouth Ferry charter, the bounty
may be drawn,the project may be retarded by failure for 20 years
longer, and No. &, of the Halifax steam hoaxes may form matter
of regret, and ridicule, and irritation. It may be wondered how
any humbugs of the description alluded to, could pass our lower
house of the legislature, while so universally clever a manis in
it, as the learned member for Halifax. A man who, beside his
legal erudition, seems to know as much, if not more,about Canals,
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Bridges, and Steam Lngines, as these who make such waorks
their exclusive study,  But it should be recollected, that a’con-
fident clever smatterer, is often more reckless than the ignorant,
It should be also considered, that there is no character which so
delights a cunning projector, as one of those know-every-thing
professors; he has only to get a few bints and to be excited,
and on he goes like a locomotive machine,and the projector, need
only keep in the rear, picking up the seeds which his clever
principal scatters. If the project succecds at double the proper
cost-—well; if cost and all be forfeited, why the operator only
followed the orders of those who thought they knew better than
he did, therefore blame does not attach to him.

Sometimes both leader and follower become gleaners; then
indeed, rapid work is made of the concern.  But enough of steam
boats, let us get to our walk, first noting on our tablets, that, ** the
man who cannot, or will not, distinguish between superficial and
thorough knowledge of subjects, as fur as himself is conceran-
ed, is likely to be often deceived; self suflicient he does not
make use of the gaurds against evil which others would ; and
when duped, he is faughed at, and must be silent, for himselfap-
peared the champion of the deception.”

From the first or Dartmouth lake, the canal is intended to de-
scend to the harbour, in four falls, as it were;” the banks of the
canal on the level above and below those falls, will form admi-
rable promenades. From the lower level,you enjoy the busy shore
scene, and behold above you the various locks, with vessels as-
cending and descending ; from the upper level the eye looks
proudly dewn on the narrow watery maze, and on its boats and
lower promenades, and on tlie opposite city, and the beauteous
expanse of ocean ; while on the intermediate levels each ex-
treme issoftened, and the loiterer finds himself placedin a com-
manding station in the centre of a picturesque and extensive val-
ley, with lake-like reservoirs at either side, and the canal lines
above and below. We will dwell no longer on the promises held
forth by the present time, respecting the delightful and very pic-
turesque variety which art may be expected to produce between
the entrance cove and first lake ; enough already appears. to war-
rant many anlicipations which we have no room here to make ;
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and if the canal comes into prefitable existence, a short time wil}
suffice, to create the scenes of extreme interest, alludod to.

The increase of population which the canal work produced at
the Dartmot 1side of the harbour, has occasioned a new settle-
ment about a quarter of « mile from the water. This consists of
about forty huts and houses, raised for the greater part, by the
labourers cmployed at the canal; and catled by some Canal town,
and by other lrish town. [t gets the first name from the public
work which produced it, and the second, because the majority of
the persons who erected and own the little buildings are natives
of Ircland : emigrants, who have been driven by most unnatural
circumstances, from a lovely and belaved soil, to carn a scanty
pittance among any wilds or wildernesses which offer employ.
Irish town affords a curious specimen of the first steps of civiliza-
tionin a new country; the log houses and little enclosures are
very rude, the stumps of the trees which form them, stand all
around, and in small openings in the brash, garden scraps appear.
THe settlement, also, exhibits many-primitive features of irich
toral life ; on summer evenings the groupes reclining about the
doors, show their proper quota of flaxen-headed chubby-cheek-
ed youngsters, while from one or {wo tarcras of the village, the
scrapings of a fiddle, the squealings of a bag-pipe, and the shufl-
ling of feet, announce that the labours of the day were not seffi-
cient to bow the ever-elastic mind, or fo prevent a zest for the
evening's exercise and pleasure.  'The Irish pensantry have been
frequently compared to the French; certainly, they age in an
extreme degree fond of recreation and easily amused, compared
with their brother Istanders of Eogland or Scotlind. A hurley
match, a game at ball or bowls, throwing the sledge, leaping, or
a jig, are commonly resorted to, as amusements after the labours
of the week day, or the devotions of the Sabbath, The last
houses of Irish town, are within about a etone's throw of the
*t Church with the steeple,” and the first houses of Dartmouth
are within about a stone’s throw at the other side of the church,
20 that a junction may soon be formed, and Irish town become
a suburb of its older neighbour.

The town of Dartmouth has a loase scattered appearance, and
consists of about one hundred houscs, many of them of respecta-



f3artmouth. Nuv., 2. ast

ble dimensions : beside those, a number of hovses are in course of
erection, and considerable promise is exhibited of a rapidincrease
and improvemert, The water lots of Dartmouth are lessened in
value by the shelving nature of its shore ; the water is shoal in
most places a considerable diztance from the beach, which of
course renders it unfit as a harbour for vessels of large burden.
‘Chis summer, preparations were made to do mercantile business at
its north extremity. Several sealers unloaded there, and vats have
been crected for the purposc of making oil.  An extensive wharf
and timber dock have been bailt by Me. Stairs, a large West
India store is building by Messrs Tobins, and several other im-
provements appear along the base of the hill which encloses
Dartmouth in that direction.  Those buildings are delightfully si-
tuated, and the rising ground above them offers splendid sites for
cottages.  Halifux harbour is of a curved figure, of which Halifax
shore forms the irregular convex, and Dartmouth shore the con-
cave boundarics.  This may account {ur the different depths -of
water, and it also gives a reasen for the fine scenery at the point
mentioned.  This bill is the extremity of the concave line, and
by running into the harbour occasions » contraction of its waters,
and focms what is called ¢ the narrows ;- -a strait which connects
the harbour with Pedford Basin. Standing on the hill above the
improvemeuts alluded to, a magnificient bay appears before you ;
on your right hand is the town and shipping of Halifax, and the
several capes which end at Sambro, on the left, is the town of
Dartmouth, and some mosi rural and beautiful scenery which ter-
minates in the cape of the Eustern Battery ;—in front, the eye is
pleasingly relieved, and the bay gets exquisite symmetry, by the
fine position of George's Island, while a passage to the
glorious deep beyond, appears at cither side of it. We could
expatiate for an hour on the scencry at this point, and on what
use this hill would be turned to were it near an old country town
of eminence, but we must conclnde: First advising all lovers of
the picturesque who visit Dartmouth, to look at the hills in its
rear, from the water a little to the southward of Findlay’s ; they
appear boll picturesque and varied, and remind strongly of the
hills near Bath, in merry England ; also, to glance at the pretty
Vor. 11 2L
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alpine scenery which presents itself from the road leading to
Warren's Tavern ; and to cxamine the peerless and perfect cot-
tage sites alluded 1o in this paper. They may see as much more
as they have inclination or leisure for, but—if they sre indced
lovers of the picturesque—Izt not these points be unvisited.

CORRESPONDENCE.
To the Editor of the Hulifuxr Monthly Mugazine.
Sir,~Agrecably to Mr. [lowe’s remark, 1 tuke the liberty of
handing you a copy of the article alluded to in the Ngvascotian of
October 20.
¢¢ Never promise, what you do not intend to perform.™
It has often been remarked that in this place monthly publica-
tions seldom attain to maturity. Periodicals are brought forth, aad
are reared beyond creeping, to that age termed boyhoed, when
from several causes, only one of which we chall at this time notice,
they sicken and die, leaving the community void of all their antici-
pated good.

¢« Never promise what you do not intend to perform, and never
omit giving a reason for your non-performance,” are mazims that
are most incumbent oo editors. Now sir, I would not have any of
your readers suppose, for a moment, that the writer of this is one of
your whining scribblers whose senseless effusions have been made
light of] after a partial promise of appearence. He informs them,
he does not feel himsell” any other than what he subscribes him-
self, and from an humble desire to serve (if such it may be deem-
ed) his feltows, he is tempted to tuke up the pen. The present
very creditable, and in maoy cases truly instructive little work,
the Halifax Monthly Magazine, started with the intention of be-
ing entirely ariginal ; and I am happy to say, has in a great mea-
sure ¢ kept its first estate.”” ‘That it has not done so entirely is
owing, from what I can judge, to the following reasons :——first,
the apparent assurance of its editor in not requesting communica-
tions, held and still holds many back, only a few :eeing the princi-
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ple on which he acted, veatured in the cause :—second the in-
crease of subscribers and their whims made an addition to the
number of its pages, and the introduction of select pieces ;—and
third, the desire to make such selections as will ¢ suit purchas-
ers,” or the public, prevents in a great measure the regular inser-
tion of such original articles as are worthy of publication. Butsurely
such pieces as one month are worth a promise, are not unfit for
the next, or succeeding Nos. or at least a notice of the cause
why they are so. 1 am not friendly to regular notices, particular-
ly i the work, bat must say, 1 like occasionally to see the remark
on the cover, for this reason—it often happens before a number
is a month old, one or both covers are gone or defaced, and with
them the promise or refusal ; whereas when in the work, they
remain until bound, and on a reference to the volume your eye is
attracted and your curiosity naturally excited to see promised ar-
ticles, and if youare disappointed, it seems an annoyance which
you can not easily forget. If this cannot be termed une of the
causes why monthly publications do not long exist, it is at all
events, evident, thatit does not tend much to strengthen the
bouds of affection between writers and editors ; and to many wri-
ters in this place, who bave unforturately not very strong nerves,
and but a small stock of charity, such thiags tend to cast a damp
on any exertions they may have intended to put forth; (be it re-
membered I am speaking for others) nor are these the only per-
sons whose observation is attracted, does it not give the enemies
of the work (for it has them) a greater clue to stigmatize the ex-
ertions of the proprietors, and is it all likely they will lie dormant,
when an opportunity offers to open their malignant ports ? no sir,
their wills and eyes are ever on the alert. With this knowledge,
and a sincere desire to have this periodical “had in lasting remem-
brance’ as the best and most persevering ever commenced here,
I have been prompted to make these remarks as a friendly hint
to the person at its head, who is apparently too much engaged to
observe such seeming trifles.
Yours, with respect, A Constant Reaper.

Woe take the above remarks as they profess to be offered—
in good part. ** Never promise what you do not intend to per-
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form,” is « maxim which we assure ¢ A Constant Reader,”

we
have religiously attended to. We have infended to perform all
that we have promised, but sometimes a screw gets loose, and
the ability to do 1o i3 not present.

The Halifax Monthly Magazine started with the intention to
be entirely filled with original articles—as * A Conetant Reader”
says——but, alas ! the Editor was too confident of receiving sup-
port in divers ways—he reckoned on correspondents, who swould
contribute regularly to a native monthly miscellany, he reckoned
on readers who would prefer home manufacture to more specious
articles imported——and he was disappointed : writers were
offended because they were not singled out for flattery, or they
were careless of supporting an attempt of such humble preten-
sions ; some readers also sneered at every thing original because it
was original, and professed themselves ready to swallow any thing
that had the words ** Blackwood.,” * New Monthly Magazine,”
¢ Quarterly" or ** Edinburgh’ attached to it. With all the gasses
thus escaping fiom his too hastily inflated balloon, what remained
for the poor acronaut, but to fall as gracefully as he could?
he therefore rested from some of his thankless labours, drew on
the offered stores ot others, explained his conduct, and the publish-
er gave his subscribers an additional sheet without any additional
expense to them. We doubtthat ¢ A Constant Reader ” would
have done better himself ; and we hope that on second view of the
matter, he will be inclined to pardon unavoidable deviations from
plans,

We should be sorry that our neglect of making particular
application for literary contributions, should have kept back
any valuable correspondent. We uniformly requested help, but
deemed that a selection might be invidious and shackling. We
have offended some by rejecting articles sent voluntarily-~how
much more would we offend, were we beggars and choosers at
the one time. If we have made lee-ways by our tactics, we would
now make it up did we know the best method to do so : at all events
correspondents may rest assured, that future favours will be
received most gralefully, and attended to with ctrict punctuality ;
and will get ready precedence—-if deemed worthy--of all ¢¢ sclect-
ed articles.”
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« A Constant Reuder” compluins of unfullilled promises re-
specting communications on hand. e will find some of them
answered in this number, others were made too hastily on ac-
pearance rather than realities, and others remain unnoticed on
account of subsequent commusications from the authors of the
articles. As we have thas made a clear conscience by confess-

@, we hope to keep from future faults by being more careful,
and punctual, and explicit, in our intercourse with all contributors.

We are grateful to ¢ Constant Reader ” for his geod wishes,
and are satisfied that—as he says--our little miscellany has its
enemies. There is nothing humble enough or good cnough to es-
cape the malicious. The cedar of Lebanon is sneered at by some,
the daisy of the plain by others; and we had a worthy friend, who
in his disregard of delicacy and fine cssences, declared that :--a-
feotida was his fuvourite perfume, and acted up to his assertions,
So that it is no wonder if the little JI. M. Magazine should not
please all.  We know that it has, or had, one or two eremies at
least. And every literary attempt made in Nova Scotia for some
years to cowme, will tind enemies in those who caa do nothing but
quibble and growl, and who find a comfort for their own imbecility,
in depreciating the productionsof others,and in affecting a jurgon of
literary acumen which sowmnetimes passes fortrue taste.  We are
aware of defects in our infant publication—but weakness in an in-
fant should not occasion enmity—and we hope to be enabled as
experience and circumstances advance, to make our humble peri-
odical more worthy of Halifax, and more in accordance with our
own views of excellence.

We gratefully thank our friends, they are happily on the increase;
we ask fuir open play from cnemies ; and trust that many who

are yet neutral, will take the more amiable side, and lo~(er a work
to maturity which is devoted to the entertainment and nmprove-
ment of the community of Nova Scotia.
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FROST.—By Miss Gocwp.
From ¢ The Token,” for 1832.

TrE Frost looked forth, one still clear night,
And he said, ¢ Now I shall be out of sight
So through the valley and over the height,
In silence 1] take my way ;
I will not go like that blustering train,
The wind and the snow—the bail and the rain,
Who make so much bustle and noise in vain,
Bat I'll be as bLusy as they !

Then he went to the mountain and powdered its crest,
He climbed the trees, and their boughs he dressed
With diamonds and pearls, and over the breast

Of the quivering lake he spread
A coat of mail, that it need not fear
The dowaward point of many a spear,
That he hung ou its margin far and near,

Where a rock could rear its head.

He went to the windows of those who slept,

And over each pane hike a fairy crept,

Wherever he breathed, wherever he stepped,
By the light of the moon, were seen

Most beautitul things. There were flowers and trees,

There were bevies of birds, and swarms of bees—

There were citics, thrones, temples and towers ! and these
All pictured in silver sheen !

But he did one thing that was hardly fair ;
He went to the cupboard, and finding there,
That all had forgotten for him to prepare,
¢ Now, just to set them a thinking,
1’11 bite this basket of fruit,’ said he ;
¢ This bloated pitcher I'll burst in three !
And the glass of water they’ve left for me
Shall * tchick™ to tell them Pm drinking !»

MONTHLY RECORD.

ForereN.—Poland.—London, Sept. 27.  Accounts by way of
Paris, have brought the melancholy intelligence that Warsaw has
been taken,and (o a certain degree, sacked, by the Russians. The
news has created great excitement in France.

GReAT BriTain.

Brougham.—=The Lord Chancellor is rapidly enhancing
his already splendid character, by his indefatigable exertions in
the mazes of Chancery suits, and by his efforts to reform the
practices of the court.  All parties seem to concur in acknow-
ledging Henry Brovgham as the man of most ability and influence
in England.
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Coronation—King William the Fourth and Queen‘Adelaide the
First, were crowned on Sept. 8, in Westminister Abbey. The ce-
remony though unusually simple, was marked with an extraordi-
gary degree af ¢ the people’s love.”

London, Sept. 27.  The Reform Bill has passed the Commons
by a majority of 109, and has been read for a first time ia the
House of Lords.

His Grace the Archbishop of Dublin, the Most Rev. Doctor
William Magee, died at Redesdale Ilouse.

Unitep States.—Sept. 20.—JA Riot occurre: .i drovidenze,
Rhode lsland, by the populace and some sailors endeavouring to
demolish several houses of ill fame; the riot was not suppressed
until the intervention of an armed force, by which several per-
sons lost their lives.

Many exertions are making to abolish @mnprisonment for debt.

Philadelphio.— About 5000 buildings have becn erected in this
city during the lasttwo years.

Cammerce— Ezports and Imports for the year ending Sept. 30.
Imports nearly 71 million doilars, of which vpwards of 66 million
dollars were imported in American vessels, and near five million
in foreign. LExports, nexr 74 million of which near 594 million
were domestic, and 144 foreign articles. 967,227 tons of Ameri-
can shipping entered, and 971,760 cleared from the ports of the
United States.—131,900 tons of Eoreign shipping entered, and
133,136 cleared. Total United States registered tonnage up to
Dec. 1829—1,260,797.

CoroniaL.— Lower Canade.—The Provincial Parliament is
summoned to meet on the 15th of November.

Montreal.—Money raised by subscription to erect a monument
to the late Hon. J. Richardson, has been appropriated, to the
crection of a wing to the Moatreal Hospital,to be called the Rich-
ardson Wing. The corner stone of this building, intended as a me-
morial of a good man, was laid with Masonic honours on Sepi. 18.
Contributions to the work amount to £1994 18s. 7d.

Havtrax.—The Royal William, has been put to a severe trial,
in a gale of the 29th Sept. She rode it out in fine style, and has
fully established her character for first rate qualities.

Died, Oct. 8, after having been declining for the last two months,
the J" wwouvranre MicHaer Warrace.

P uce—The papers of October give many specimens of the
fruitfuloess of Nova Scotia, and of the influence of our fine fall
weather, they are as follow : 4 onions weighing 41bs 7 ozs.
Wheat raised on potatoe ground without manure, 68 1bs to the
bushel.  « radish weighing 331bs.  An apple weighing 183 ozs.
Kipe strav berries and raspberries in the last of October.  Im-
mecase Beets, heads of Indiaa Corn, &c.
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Lmwich.— A schooner rigeed steamer, about 60 tons burdengsand
20 horse power, was lauached from Mr. Lyle’s yard Dartmoutlr
on October 17.

Mechanic's Library.—An Institution of this title, has had a
spirited commencement this month.

Wese Inpine.—The Iurricanc which devastated Barbadoes on
the 10th August was felt at Martinique, Porto Rico, Hayti, Jamai-
ca, Cuba, Havana, and had reached the shores of the Gulf of
Mexico on the 17th; a distance from Barbadoes of 2000 statute
miles.

Newfouwdland, August 30.—Capt. T. Burnett, barque Nelson,
Whitby, was tried f'ox' a breach of the l’assen«rer law ; and was
fined £350, for taking more passenzers on board than the tonnage
of his vessel entitled him to do, and for clearing out the vassel
with an insufficiency of water and provision.

———— —

MirniacEs.—At fialifax. Oct. 8, Mr. A. S. Gore, to Miss Margaret
liolwell. 16, Mr. Nicholas Lefler, to Mrs. Apo Blackadar. 18, Mr. Ed-
ward Lawson, to Miss }sabella Best. 19, Capt. Asa Bears, to Miss
Haunah Potts.  Mr. James Grahan, to Miss Eleanor Crouch. Mr. Jere-
miah Conway, to Miss Susan Whebb, 29, Mr. J. V. Burket, to Miss
Catharine Daley. 80, Mr. Andrew B. Jennings, to Miss Margaret Doug-
Ias frvinz.—At l):\rlmoulh. Mr. Daniel Nicholson, to Miss Mary Gillere.
20, Mr. Robert Ficher, to Miss Alice Russel. At the Eastern Passage,
Sept. 25, Mr. Ldward Bowen, to Miss Mary Ann Shears. 28, Mr. Joseph
Bisset, 15 Mise Elizabeth Courad.-—At Cow Bay, Oct. 13. Mr. ~amuel
Creed, to Miss Sophia Major.— At Luncuburx, Sept. 19, Cipt. Martin
Lrn=l, to Miss Eieanor H. M‘Rae.—Windsor, Oct. 4, Capt. W. S. Moor-
sam, 524 Eizht Infantry to lsabella, cldest daufrhter of the Hon. Judgze
Wilkins. 3!. Mr. J. Hague, to Miss Lucinda Wilcox.—At Horton, Oct.
13, William Dewolf, Eeq. to Miss Sarah Millet.—At Chester, Oct. 23, Mr.
Chrorlius Loordley, to Miss Elizabeth Crandale.—At Wolfville, Oct. 31,
Mr. James Lesier Armstrong, to Irene Elizabeth, daughter of the Rev. T.
2. Harding.

Dratis. —At Halifax, Sept. 29, Mrs Charity Saunders, aged 26. Oct.
2, Mrs. Ann Cleveland, aged 43, 5, Mrs. Flizabeth Greeu, a"Pd Q0. 8,
Catharine Maser, aged 25. 14, Mr. Michael Howard, aged 0. 15. Mr
John Willaugiaby, aged 811, 18, Mrs. Barbara Fultz, 1"Nl 52. 24, Eliza-
heth Archibald, cldest daughter of his Majesty’s A'.torncy- General, aged
19, 27, Mr. Michael Tobin, son of the late Mr. Thomas Tohin. Mrs.
Catharine D. Brewer, aged 22, 31, Miss Elizabeth Stewart Hodges, aged
13.—~At Windsor, Sept. 29, Mrs. Mary Ann Caldwell.  Oct. 20, Mrs.
Mary Fielding, aged L. -~At Newport, Oct. I, Mre. * ary Ann, Stewart,
ared 36. ~-At Granville, Sept. 27, Capt. Moses Hall, aged 36. Oct. 7,
Miss Maria Troop, aged 22, On Teuro Road, Richard S. Redman, Esq.
azed6l.—AtL nerrool, N. S. Sept. 29, Mrs. Maraaret Dwnum, aved 24.
Zat Shelburne, Sept. 12, Mr. \lallhew n.w rm r, aged £3. "G Mrs.
Isabella Fraser, aged 86.--At Barbadocs, July 282, Mr, Edward W. Jones,
on his return to Ihlxﬁ\, aged 31,

Pnhtu by J S. ((".. NANIBE LL. ./Irrrr,lr .Strat oppositc the
south west corner of the Parade.



