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THE CITY MAGAZINE:

Prooted to the Enterests of

YOUNG MEN ENGAGED IN

%L, 1,}

OUR

Man is a progressive being. Ifwe
trace him ffom the dawn of his exis-
tence down to the present niomnent, the
recording page of history will furnish us
with sufficient pioofsot his actual stare
at thattime; of his posinon since, and
our own chservation and experience
of the world, wil! lead us to contem-
plate his present situation.  Although
soine of the ancients culuvated preny
successfully, and avained great profi-
cieney both in learning, and a know-
ledge of many of the arts and sciences,
nevertheless, it is preuy geperally ad-
mitted, that were our ancestors to be
called from their 1ombs, to “iew the
gicantic strides which the world is
making onward to a pertect state of
civilization and enlightenment, they
would actually lock upon the existent
scene as totally incredible.

The proud position which Kurope
and America at preseut hold, when
consideredd in relation 10 what they
were only half a centuiy ago, will
form, indeed, 1o the thinking observer,
a striking contrast, and will not fail to
make him retlect upon the inexhaus-
tible treasures of Nature, and their
intimate connection with the faculties
of Man.

It is becoming evident that the time
israpidly approaching, when more and
mare respect will be paid to Man's
highes nature. and he will gradually
cease to be looked upan, as the mere
manual slave.  Let us not be toison~
derstood.  We do not mean to deapisg
wither manual or the comp de;
scriptions of labour.  No! © can~
sider thems a blescing. and as such we
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only wish to see them blended, and
falling into a beaotiful harmony, with
the intellcctual poftion of Man's
being.

That such a spirit of progress has
been for eometitne abroad in the Mo-
ther country, will appear o be pre-
eminently the case, when we look at
the fruit of its workinas, in the many,
and valuable Instiutions. with which
her citics are studded ; and when we
view some of their nohlest structures
reared side by siu. * ' e Halls of
Commerce.

That Canada, and more particnlar-
ly this City, has felt the bemgnant ef-
teets of such an wnfluence, is evinced
from ihe growing desire among our
yourg twen. engaged in comirercial
pursuiig, to better their imelleciual and
soci, ! _ondition ; our primary object
w il therefore be toadvocate an abbre-
viation of business hours.

We would have our voung men
remeinber, that great achievements
are generally nncharacienstic in their
outset.  And the destiuy which over-
hung the success of inany of vur most
distipguishied men hasnot unfy - jent-
iy been hinged upon the most trivial
circumstance.

Our greatest moral force agitations,
which were based upes broad priuci-
ples, have been haiched in the minds
;:S bt one oz twn;g&ige:i 55“f‘5 ; Ianfi

ave-net vupfreguently bad in their
youthfulcatesz balt inagspiciou s8ymp-
toms of their plimeats svccess. Al
though & cloud of uncertainty would
seem to hinag over our early cndea-
vours; stilt we wayld fain hope that
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such momentary gloom only exists te
reveal a following brightness.

We would earhestly imptess upon
our young men, the necessity of com-
bination. For they must know that
* union is strength,” and organization
the keystoue of success. Withouttheir
vigorbus and energetic support, how-
ever sanguine we ourselves may be
in the cause, we cannot hope alone to
win the triumph. Our pages will al-
ways be available for the purpose of
stating their grievances; and it will
be onr constant study to put such for-
ward in the truest aspect : thereby
arresting public atteniion. We are
aware that much apathy exists in
every quarter which ought to be the
most interested. Whether from a
customary carelessness, a total ab-
sence of hope, or a tenacity of the po-
sition they hold in relation to that of
their employers, we will not deter-
mine; but we know that very many
of the Clerks themselves bave betray-
ed such lethargic symptoms. Now
such ought not to be the case. We
trust that such a stain is not of the
deepest dye, and will very speedily
be washed out. They know the be-
pefits of intellectual improvement, as
our Lecture-rooms can testify, during
the late temporary respite from busi-
ness, that many of them have had the
gratification of enjoying. 1Inour view
there seems to be but one opinion re-
garding the value 1o be placed on men-
tal culture ; so we think there ought
to be but ane opinion as to the neces-
sity of entering into arrangements, of
a relormatory character, in bringing
about an abbreviation of business
hours.

T'here are many of our young men,
who loudly deprecate the present sys-
tem, still suffer io silence. It may
be from the want of-confidence in
their own capabilisieafor agitation,—
or perhaps frony. unassuiming \diffi-
dence-—or probubli

“iack of 4 pro-
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our pages, through which you can sue
for a redress of your wrongs.

Much indeed will depend upon your
support ag rdgards our existence and
mission. We hold it to be your duty
to assist us in our humble endeavours
to sweep away all obstacles, and pre-
pare the public mind for a coming
change. .

Althougl. such shall form a leading
feature of “The City Magazines”
still it will be our constant endeavour
to stimulate our young mea to the ac-
quirement of knowledge, by placing
before them reading of an instructive
character, without which, and goin
ou as matters are at preseat, they neeg
never expect to fill, with credit, that
position in the mereantile world which
many of them in a few years, will in
the course of nature be called upon to
occupy.

“'Tug Ciry MacaziNe " will have
novelty as one of its claims for pub-
lic support, as well as that of tka
young men. For we are not aware
of any publication which will have
the direct interests of such a growing
and influential portion of the commu-
nity s0 much at heart. That such a
work is very much wanted in this
city, will be evident when we occa-
sionally set forth the existent state of
things—1he grievances which our
Clerks lie under—and the contemptu-
ous and degrading manner. in which,
from force of custom, many of them
are obliged to toil for their subsistence.
And, more especially, when the Press
of our city have for their aim some-
thing so foreign to ours.

Our appearance will indeed be most
opportune, as the period is fast ap-
proaching when the late bour system
wili rage in all its power. It is then
the hectic flush will speedily appear
on the cheeks of our young men, who
have experienced some litile repose
during the less severe confinement of

. the winter season; and the hand of dis-

case, we anticipate, will be far from

‘idle. Onour part no exertion shall be

gpared to spread the adoptivn of im-
‘proving mensures, and all we requirs
1 the co~operation of those we iutend
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THE EARLY CLOSING MOVEMENT,

There are many parties who no
doubt view the present movemen. with
suspicion, and look upon it with au air
of contempt; and who, because it does
not affect themselves, will notsirain a
nerve in order that others may reap
the benefit. ‘“Every man mind his
own business,” is an adage the truth
of which, inits proper meaning, we do
not mean to dispute. But neverthe-
less we hold it to be the duty of every
respectable member of society, to do
as much good us he possibly can; and.
he who exerteth himself the most ia
bettering the condition of those around
him—is the best man: and he will
experience that felicitous feeling of
inward catisfaction, which his more
selfish neighbour never enjoys.

The spreading of knowledge, of ¢iv-
ilization, and general eslightenment,
together with an improved physiologi-.
cal condition, are 2 few of the happ
results, which will be viewed wit}\:
pleasure by those philaathropic minds
who interest themselves in the cause.

It will be their felicitous contempla-
tion to view with delight, the rapidl
improving condition of many of their
fellow-creatyres. And is such a feel-
ing no. a sutficient stimulant for exer-
tion? Yes! many a movement much
less pregnant with good has been taken
under the fostering care of the highest
copsideration, tended, and brought to a
state of maturity. .

This moyement in Britain however,
has been zided and supported. by par-
ties at vnce the most eminent, and in-
fluential. And such benevolent exam-
ples, we would at once bold up to those
among us who may be actuated by a
similar spirit; and, to those who are
not—as it may be the means of stimu-
lating them t0.exertion.

Lord John Ryssell himself has oe-,

cypied the chair at a meeting in Exa.
etor Hall, for .the purpose of bringe,..

ing abuut a decreuse in the extent of
business hoyrs. s B

Sir Robert Peel acd Lord Breugham,
it will be secn from the fuilowing. exs-

tract, were expected « be present gt

the Anniversary of the Manchester
Early Closing Assnciation. There are
also other names high in the literature
of their country ; who alihough it was
out of their power to grace such a
meeting with their presence, neverthe-
less heartily concur and sympathize
in all its objects.

Indeed the liighest dignitaries of the
Church, seem to be vieing with the
highest functiongries of the State, in
lending their meed of approbation, to
such a commendable aud praise-wor-
thy object. Such are some of the
names identified with the progress of
such a glorious cause. Men, some of
whom we may say have the affairs of
the Empire in their hands, and not-
withstanding can find sufficient time
to countenance such a meeting with
their presence. .Such exemplary con-
duct cannat fail to shew that thoge em-
inent individuals know the benefits ac-
cruing, and the good emanating, from
such asource. They dp not seem to
be actuated by that spirit of superiority,
which persons of g less dignified sta-
tion too frequently assume. The true
spirit of philanthiopy seemsto breaths
through their breasts. And their souls
seem to be fired with that scriptural
uuth; Do to thy neighbou: as thon
would 10 thyself.

Connected as many noble names
have been with this movement from
its infuacy ; they have not failed to ex~
cite a spirit of emulation every where
at home, We most earnestly trust
that it may extend its influence to this
City, where it may be the means of
siirring up our leading men .to lend
their aid ip carrying out such a desira-

ble object. :
The fol_lowin;gﬁ }bq extraét towhich
- <y e R 9% S . .
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-4 We L ba.able to give
hs dollowingintelligetica which issued
frimi, the Barly: Closing Association
; ning 28 Rob't. Peel
;ﬁ'mvpiam.ﬂEmly Closs
Assodiation Meiree.” The .cama.
eadg to gnnounce, that they bave
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deputed Mr. Charles Nash, the Sec-
retary of the Liondon association, to
wait upon the Right Hon. Liord Broug-
ham, and they yet entertain cunfident
hopes of his Lordship’s presence ou

MAGAZINE.

the occasion ; and the following letter
was received hy the secretary yester-
day morning from the Right Hon.
Sir Robert Peel, Bart,, M.P.;—

¢ WuitenALL, Garpens, February 27,

Siry—1 feel exceedingly gratified by
forthcoming Anniversaty of the Early

our flaitering invitation to attend the
losing Society on the 4th of March,

aod it will affurd me much pleasure to give any service to your objects which
my presence will promote, provided my engagements will permit my absence
from London on that day. ¥ am much obliged by the kind offer which you
make for my agcommodation duriag my temporary stay in Manchester, but

have arranged with a friend resident in

the neighborbood.

I have the honor to be, Sir,

J. P. Goop, Esq.

The committee are able to rely
upon the attendance of muost of the
guests announced, with the following
exceptions: The Right Hon. Thomas
B. Macaulay, M. P., and the Hon.
William Cowper, M.P. The Secre-
tary has informed us that both these
gentlemen have written to him in
very earnest terms, expressive of their
regret that circumstances which they
could not foresee,connected with their
official engagements in the Govern-
ment, oblize them to relinquish all
hopes of being present on this inter-
esting occasion. The Right Hon.
Thomas B. Macauly, after expressing
at some length, in the most pleasing
terms, his sympathy with the objects
of the society, concluded by saying,
‘Liet me beg of you to convey my
thaoks to the commitiee for the man-
ner in which they have invited me,
and my deep regret that it will be out
of my power to be present on this ac-
casion.’” ltis feared, too, that the con-
unued indisposition of Mr. Daniel
O'Connell, M. P., will deprive the
committee of his support and pre-
sence. The secretary of the com-
mittee received a letter, on Thursda
morning from Mr,Theinas Noon Tal-
ford, from whidh. i extracttHé fol-.
lowing: *1 must piibounmer'the pains:
ful 1ask of assuﬁi}giy{i:&i.;iiaz:;gg' t
tendance in Meannhestor oo thaty
impracticalle, unleskatthe sa
most urgent aud-ibperativg ds

-

Your obedient servant,
ROBERT PEEL.

Jtmust be a source of great disap-
pointment to the commitiee to lose
the support of such an advocate as
Mr. Serjeant Talford, vat the whole
tennor of his letter, which isfar too
long for insertion here, is so gratifying
as almost to compensate for his ab-
sence. In addition to this, we learn
that on Thursday morning a letter was
received unexpectedly from Mr. J.
Lewis Ricardo, M. P., stating his re-
gret that his appoiatment to the com-
mitte to investigate the navigation Jaws
will prevent his attendance in Man-
chester on the approachjug anniver-
sary. Yesterday morning, however,
we were happy to hear that the secre-
tary had received a letter fiom the
Right Hon. Thomas Milner Gibson,
who s the chairman of that committee,
in which the right hon. gentlemznp sta-
ted, that if any circumstance should
occur to prevent the cormnmittee sitting
on that day he should have very great
pleasure in attending; so that there is
hope of both these gentlemen yet being
present. However, without these, the
names already announced are suffi-
cient to make the spproaching reunion
one of extraordinary attractiveness.——
The names of his Grace tlie' Lovd
Archbishop of Dublin; the Right Hon.
Lord Alired Paget, M. P.; the Right
- Bon. Fox Maule, M. P.; General Sir
Dg Liacy Evans, Bart., M. B.; Mr.
3021&3?%&3, *1.P.; Dr. D. B. Reid

s Y g gty
VIR 5

z‘d&&g:@:’%’lau: E‘ S- A. H Ml‘. Doug"

PN

R L

e B Ber it ¢ o

e



THE CITY

las Jerrold, Mr. John Saunders, aud
Mr. W. M, Thackray, form an array
of talent and eloquence seldom 10 be
found at onge on the same platform.—
This is a movement which we are sure
has the hearty wishes of every friend
of progress and enlightenment.”

Manchester, one of the first com-
mercial cities in the world, seems to
be the seat of much good; and in re-
ference 10 which Lord Morpeth in his
late address, at the Athzneum Soi-
reé, eloquently adverted :

1 rejoice that in Manchester, be-
yond all dispute the first city in the
ancient or the modern world for manu-
facturing enterprise and mechanical
skill, you have not been content with
that display of wealth which may
jostle in your streets, or. be piled in your
warehoyses ; you have not thought it
sufficient tu raise factoriestier upon tier,
or magazines_ that will accommodate
the traffic of the world, but you have
thought it your business, tos, to build
and set apart a home and a baunt
for innqcent epjoyment, for useful in-
struction, for gracefyl accomplish-
ments, for lofty thought—a shrine of
Pallas atheow, in_a Christian laad.
(Loud aulausa.? Long may it be the
resort, where all that are engaged and
engrossed in the business aor labour
of this unparajleled hive of industry,
may find repose for their flagging
spirits, a neutral groynd for their mani-
fold differences, invigorating fuod for
their reason, and an impulse onwards
and upwards to all the best and high-
es, tendencies, of:] our nature. (Ap-
plause.) J am glad to perceive, that
while the benefits of your institution
are not confined to any condition, to
any class, to apy denomination, so
a_isq_lhey are ot exclusively appro-
priated even to one sex. (Laughter
and cheers.), "The wholesale effects
of your institutivn have not been con-
fingd 1o its. own walls, and its own
operations. While 1t_has walked its
own rounds, it bas alsq been sugges-,
tive of many kindred processes; ar;
froim,

if T may borrow an illustration .
one of the dis?uteg proklems of g@,e’;d

upper sky, inits career of light ang,
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progress it has thrown off from itself
separate hodies, which hardea iato
distinct masses. and glow with inde-
peadent lustre.  (Great applause.)
Or I may ask you, whether it is not
very much owiog 0 the impulse of
ideas thrown out ard acted vpon here,
at your lecture rooms, in your school
gathenings, and iu the more earnest
fiictico of your discussions; that, to
select an instance, the public parks,
which add so much both to the ma-
terial and the woral beauty of this
greatcity; the public baths and wash-
houses, which are calculated to have
deeper effects than on the mere shin
and linen; and all the attention which
bas beeu bestowed on sanitary regula-
tions—do not in a great degree owe
their rise? (Applause.) Can you fook
to other sources for the foundation of

our industrial schools—for the weekiy

alf holiday in your warehouses—or
for the early closing of your shops?
(Applause ) * * * iel me for a
little tinse now tyrn from the institution
to yourselves—to you whq are its
members, you who constitute it, yau
who are uts lifa and essence. Oue of
the orators, by whose eloquence here-
tofore you have been delighted, when
addressing the youth of Manchester,
told them with emnphasis to aspire.—
Far be it from me to tell them other-
wise. All wha feel within themselves
tue sacred flame, who are strung to
the high endeaveour, who are girded
for the immortal race, [ would address
in the same terms. It is by patient
inquiry, by diligent study, by hymble-
minded searching afier truth, thau al}
real knowledge is to be wooed and
won—(applause)—equally apart from
that shallow presumption which sets
up its own speculations and sophistries
in the plage of conscious reason and a
disciplined faith ; and from that blind
bigotry, which: bearg down argument,
decjdes against proof, and condemns’
withgut a heaging.”

“We need ot remark that all our
principle Cilies at home have their
Socjeties, thie whole of which seem to
8 working clfectpally, each striving
to bring aboutthe greatest reform, and
".3,;:‘?,‘:‘1-5%‘{;% 5,8, Spitit of unanimity.
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amongst the employers. The feeling
has even penetrated to the denizens of
the North, and Aberdeen has lately
been the field of agitation ; and we are
glad fo observe that they scem to have
set ahout it in right earnest.

Several influential gentlemen called
a meeting nad prevailed upon the Pro-
vost to preside; the whole of the clergy
were invited and took a great interest
in the proceedings—resolutions were
carried to the effect that every minis-
ter should be called upon to bring the

question from the pulpit before their
congregations. Itis indeed gratifying

to think that so much interest is being.

awakened in favour of this movemeant.

Man's carcer is but short in this
world, and he fails to realize the 1rue
dignity of his calling, if he is not al-
lowed a reasonable tune, to discharge
his social duties, to cultivate those feel-
ings and that intellect which havesuch
an cnnobling influence upon his gen-
eral character.

> ER

JEETCHES

OF CHARACTER,—N° 1.

THE MISER,

The true raiser is he who has not
only no enjoyment of his money, but
who finds and feels money to be a
source of pain; who feels in every
payment a pang which penetrates his
inmost soul; whose money quits his
purse as reluctantly as a three prong-
ed tooth parts fromn its bony and ago-
nized socket; who is always medita-
tin§ some plan of saving expense,
and is as constantly thwarted in his
schemes; whois really miserable be-
cause he has not the courage to be
what the world calls a miser; who
endeavours to be generous but has not
the heart to be really so; who at the
sight of a beggar sickens with a sad-
ness, miscalled sympathy, and pites
his own pocket more than his neigh-
bour's poverty ; who bnys every thing
as cheaply as he can, and then, after
all, has the pleasure of cursing his
stars that he has paid sixpence more
than was absolutely necessary.

Your genuiue miser has ofien a

Wl coat to bis back, and may even

well in a waterproof house ; but he
has haggled with his tailor till he has
lost his temper, and he fidgets his ve-
ry life out v see the gloss departing
from the broad cloth; and when he
pays his rent, he writhes like a baby,
with a blister on its |

thought that another houiSg in tlie same’
street is let for five pounds™a year less"

than his. He is a gréaf bargdin hun-'

ck, at the,.

ter, and, 0" course, is often bit; he
buys adveriised wine, and sme ks his
lips over Cape. He has not the spirit
to spend money, nor tha courage 1o
hoard it.

He will buy, but it is all trash that
he buys. He will be charitable in his
way, but it is in a little way ; and he
praises the ¢ MendicitySociety.” He
cannot bear to be cheated of a farthing,
30 he says, but he means that he never
parts with a farthing but with relue-
tance. He has no notion of buying
golden opinions. He has some little
regard, however, to opinion, and wish-
es 1o have it without buying; if, how-
ever, it must be bought, he will en-
deavour to buy it as cheaply as possi-
ble.

He has an eye to quantity, not qual-
ity. He hasan abhorrence of all pub-
lic amusements which aré not acces-
sible without payment; and if ever
driven by a strong impulse of curiesity
to visit a theatre, ho will spend a
whole day in hunting after a free ad-

mission, and if; after all, he must pa{

for admittance, he will bave as muc

as he can for his money, and sit to the

last dregs of a drowsy farge, lhougb he
is as weary as a horse, as sick as a
dog, and as sleepy as a cat.
‘AWbhatever he.has bought and paid
for, he will use and consuine, however
much agaiost the grain. If be has
out a stupid novel from the circulating

ISR e o e 55 o
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library, he wiil read it throughout ; if
he has paid a fare in an omnibus, he
witl ride in it as far as it will cany
him; if he has taken lodgings at a
watering-place, he will stay to the last
moment, let the weather be as bleak
as Decercber; if he has subscribed .0

MAGAMZINE. [

a cold bath, he will have his quantum
of dips at the risk of his life ; if ke be
a member of a ciub, lie will read every
newspaper; and if he sees and hates
himself in this portrait, he will pernse
it to the end because he has a right
to do so.

s P At

A SCOTTISH

There is nothing perhaps so pleas-
ing to a placid and tranyuil mind as
to enter a_quiet and aumble countr
church. Devoid of ornament, desti-
tute of affectation, we feel ourselves
more in the house of God, and conse-
quently nearer to his presence than
when in grander and more pretending
temples. Those whom we see there
are examples of piety ; and also, pat-
tenrs of inte _rity 2nd affection while the
minister i¢ seldom other than a man of
strict probity; and that example to his
parish which every preacher of the
gospel ought to be. ll7fle ascends the
pulpit not to bewilder them with the
thunder of his eloquence—but to set
forth in a plain diction, the plain truths
of the gospel;—he courts no admira-
tion ; he addresses poor as well as rich,
and adapts his language so that all
may comprehend him: he humbly
pleads for all as their representative to
Heaven, and piety and humility mark
his prayers. .

The precentor tco, is a sober and
good-natured shoemaker during week-
days: he puts on a better coat for
Sundays, and astonishes even his cus-
tomers by the few mistakes he makes
in the psalms, or weekly notices.

But pause a little—we are entering
theold Churh-yard. Picture to your-
self the scene. Before you stands a
small but neat building with & taper
spire. The ground around is smallin
extent—but still sufficiently large;
and a few of the smarter tombstones
rearing their heads, first strike your
attention.

It is a fine morning—the bell has
Just begun—and erc the cungregation

SCENE.

all assemble let us stroll amongst the
stoaes.

The sexton is busied with a new
grave :—-'tis for a young girl—one who
when alive was adored by the suffer-
ing—for she loved them, and attended
to their wants.

The old man passes the back of his
rough hand across his tear-filled eyes,
and is ready to exclaim * Poor girl !—
we must weep for thee—thou wast a
fresh flower plucked in the bloom of
youthand beauty.” There are many
graves without a mark to tell or record
the name or deeds of those that lie
within. Untouched by ambition they
were born—have lived—and as peaca-
bly died in their native village. Poor,
but honest—sometimes unhappy—but
ever uncontaminated by vice. A most
imposing stone aitracts your gaze.
There lies the lord of the place! A
gorgeous stone and now half oblitera-
ted culogium mark the distinction;
and yet, perhaps, compare his life with
that of the meanest around bim in
death, and the pallid marble would
blush!

Bat it is now time to enter the edi-
fice. Amid the golemn silence, the
pulpit door is closed upon the minister
who cast a happy, placid look upon
his flock. The psalm is read; and
Nature's God is worshipped. * *
Now breaks Jehovah’s praise along
the aisle, and voices send their echo-
ings to the throne. * * All is
again hushed: and the solemn prayer
commences. * * * i

Sweet, sweet scene, may peaceful
blessings ever fall upon thy blooming
turf, and keep thec as thou art !



FAREWELL TO MY HOME.
(Written on leaving England in 1846)

Farewell. thou loved country; forsaken I wander
To seek, in a far disiant climeé, a new-home
But the dear native hills that now fade ffom me, yonder,
Shall still be remembered wherever I roam.
‘When afar T have travell’d beyond the wide ocean,
And some new scene of pleasure and beauty 1 find,
‘Midst the joy of my bosom some tender emotion,
Will bring to my view the dear scenes left behind.

Tho’ beauteous this spot, I shall ecry—*I remember
A fairer, a (ar dearer prospect of bliss;
Oh! the darkest, the gloomiest night of December,
At Home, was more dear than a May-day in this.”
If I pledge me the cup to the friends [’ve deserted,
Those friends are not near me to pledge me again;
Or lonely in solitude sigh broken-hearted,
No soothing of friendship will soften my pain.

Perchance at some long distant period returning,
Again I may visit my dear native shore,

‘When fond hearts no more for their lost one are burning,
And come but to hear those dear friends are no more.

I shall traverse the spot where in boy-hood I gambol'd,
Deserted those spots by the friends that I loved,

I shail wander again o'er the graves where I rambled
When young with the girl of my heart I have roved.

Dark grows the night and no more my strain’d eyes view
The land I adore, the loved land of my birth,
Oh! land of my fathers how dearly I prize you,
Thou fairest—thou happiest spot upon earth.
Lost to thy blisses remembrance shall bring me
The days of enjoymen: I've known on thy shore,
And tho' rude be my fortune, where’er it may fing me,
Tl turn to the shripe I shall ever adore.
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When the fetterless heart roams in freedom,—tho’ bright
Are the hopes which shed o'er it their halcyon light,
They pass ;—but where 16ve its bright signet has set,
*Tis a glow of heart’s sunshine we never forget.

Then sorrows may come, woe's dire ocean may, roll,
One thought still exists though alone in the soul;

As the deluge which laid the wild mountain rack bare,
Still left the « weet olive in peacéfulness theré.

Eyes may tell the fond tale, but the lip best imparts
The fecling of transport that glows in our hearts;
But lips, like the grape, it must still be confessed,
Tho' beauteous'alone. are the sweeter when prest.

M. B.
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Oh! the breast’s heaving rapture eclipses the eye,
‘When the language of love, breaks forth in a sigh;
Like the image of Memnon the fond bosom glows,
‘Which burst jorth in music when morning arose.

Love wakes with the kiss, and expires with the sigh,

As morns wake with gleams, and with evening winds die;
Another morn rises as bright to our view,

But no other love wakes the bosom anew.

There lics the regret, time can never efface,

Which shadowing, adds to each beauty its grace

In the heart, like proud domes that have yeilded to time,

You may trace mid the ruins what once was sublime. R. * L.

>

The following piece was forwarded  the production which we cannot but
to us by some kind friend; and to admire; and were the author to study
make the contents of our magazine as  a little more the attainment of har-
diversified as possible we without hes-  raony of expression we have no doubt
itation have inserted it. There is a  he would soon become popular.
rich satirical fluency perceptible in Ep.C. M.

THE AMATEUR POET.

The verdancy of youthful character is great,
But never more so, than when in poetic state;—
The cranium, juvenile, is oft an empty shell—
Still, in such haunts genius may dwell,
And taking there its high abode
Send forth'its * Poem,” “Song,” or “Ode.”

It was our fate onc of this kind to know—
‘Whose brain did with poetic fancies glow,
And on whose saffron face wild poesy shone.—
He did not trust to Byron-tic alone,
But cultivated visage scntimental—
In opposition to command parental.

He penn’d a poem which no man dar’d publish,
And some were bold enough to style it  rubbish !”
The which but show’d their want of taste and sense,
And to our * Author” was not fitting recompense-
For aiming at a chance for fame;
Or even an ephemeral name.

‘When last this genius great our eyes did greet,
He said, * I am engaged upon a * Sonnet’ sweet,”
And ever as his short and wiry locks he scrateh’'d,
Some bright idea be'd no doubt just hatch’d—
Which 10 the paper he did quick commit,
As if from him wo soon ‘twould flii.
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Who is there that th.s brief account peruses,
Knows not some weak one who thus courts the muses—
‘Who talks of ‘¢ loves ' and ‘“doves,” with * hearts,” and ‘‘darts,”
And whom vile critic oft severely smarts—
. Who for his love of ** A7t Poetique,”
Is oft destroy’d by somne fell critique? R.

S

YOUNG CANADA.

¢ Behold it in conceited circles sail,

Strutting and dancing, and now planted stiff,
In all its pomps of pageantry, as if

It felt the ¢ eyes of Europe’ on its tail.”

Young England attracted the atten-
tion of mankind by endeavouring to
clog the wheels of the Free Trade
Chariot, and hanging like flakes of
mud upon thespokes.  Young Ircland
contrived 10 mahe its presence felt, by
fastening like a gad-fly on the flanks
of slumbering RepPeaL, unul fairly
whisked off by the ever active subser-
viency of **the tail.” Young Canada
has been less fortunate. It has lacked
opportunity for & jump-up-behind rep-
utation. Were there a great man
amongst us, it might possibly excite
some notice by putfing its smoke in his
face; but the eyes of the world do not
happen to turn this way, and no puff
of itself can achieve the desiderated
notoriety.

Will any one say, however, that
because Young Canada has estaped
the observation of the bigstaring world,
it does not exist?  Our deliberate sus-
picion is, that it is a growing and for-
midable party. Within the last ten
years, it has trebled the number of vur

astry shops.  "Two-thirdsof the Soda

Vater mauvufactur..! [, this quarter
arefor behoof of Young Canada. Our
metropulitan Notre Dame-Street is its
favorite lounging placc; a hat angled
on one side, whitc kids, siraps, a cigar,
and riding switch are a few of its dis-
tinguishing marks: the cxpression of
its countenance is peering, oystery,
nonchalante, and bamboozled. Young
Canada has considerable pride of ne-

Hoop’s “Peacocks.”

ther understanding, and often submit$
voluntarily to the revived torture o
‘“the boot.” In a spirit of martyrdom»
indeed, it beats Yonng Ireland hollow.
‘Who does not rememberits heroic rush
into “‘stocks?” O*Brien’s famous de~
scent into the Commons’ ** cellar,” was
but a child’s freak in comparison.—
Showy and idle asit is, its perseve-
rance is yet almost without parallel.
Oh! brave Young Canada! How often
have we seen it mounted like a mar-
quis on a dog-cart, or riding a beggar’s
journey on the back of sonie hireling
charger? Of course, it is enthusiastic
in its admiration of the fair sex. Con-
fidentially it can tell where the bar-
maids are prettiest, and young ladies
most susceptible. Tt owes its tailor
unnumbered conquests, besides a good
many suits of apparel. T'wo or three
dancing parties a week are a common
allowunce fur Young Canada. When
several couples have risen to form a
quadrille, Young Canad. clears the
room with a circle waltz. Young
Canada engages partners for ninc dan-
ces in advance. In the course of a
season, it breaks a thousand merry
thoughts, and it flatters itself a good
many hearts into the bargain. The
sugary mottoes, in bad English, or
worse French, unrolled by Young
Canada in its time, would, if collected,
form a theatrical snow-storm, that, if
showered down without stint, would
straightway deluge the pit. A hun-
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dred different damsels are in nightly
expectation that Young Carada will
“pop the question.” Its words, idly
spoken, lingerin a hundred memories;
felicities thoughtlessly pictured by its
simpering tongue, hover round a hun-
dred pillows—a hundred fancies thus
stimulated are visited in dreamns with
glimpsesof mirror’d saloons, and costly
equipages, and untold grandeur alimost
too great for happiness. Alas! vain
hope !—look farther maidens, and try
if out of the reek of tavern-clubs, you
can fashion such golden visions!

In sober truth Young Canada is too
poor to marry; but this, as Beau
Tibbs would say, **is a secret.” How
it lives, even in unencumbered celi-
bacy is a miracle. A church mouse
as fat as a Bishop would be a less un-
accountable phenomenon. Rumour
sets it down as addicted to whist, and
billiards, and as having suffered tre-
meandously in the fall of the ** Cross-
over Junctions;” but we are not aware
that McCoukey or Alexander has dis-
posed of one jelly the less!

Oh most valiant Young Canada !
In its person we find as litlle change
as its creditors find in its pockets.—

MAGAZINE. 1

‘What a sublime spectacle is this supe-
riority to ditficulties! How happy the
goose that can gobble up its focd with
its head all the while under water!
‘While Old Canada plods wari'y and
often wearily on in the workshop or
countinghouse, Young Canada makes
a sudden dash at fortune, and win or
lose, the result appears to be the same.
Come hurricane, come carthquake,
come thunder,—still does Young Can-
ada live, and eat, and walk, and talk;
and stick its glassin one eye and stare
young ladies out of countenance; and
monopolize the whole breadth of the
pavement; and envelope the passers-
by inits cigar smoke ; and causestrug-
gling men to envy, and grave men to
wonder at, the secret ingenuity which
thus contrives to keep up appear

ances !

{ZThe preceding witty article
has been cleverly adapted to Canada
by a gentlevan high in the Canadian
literary world. In its new dress we
hope it will prove very acceptable—
both from its humour and correctness
of illustration.

Ep. C. M.

> (e

MY FIRST PLAY.,— AN IMMAGINATIVE SKETCH,.

¢ It shall not be so much longer,”
muttered I, as, with nervous haste, I
buttoned to the top my almest thread
bare coat. * I shall soon be able to
procure another,” was the thought
that supported me ; at the same mo-
ment I felt instinctively for my own
copy of my muanuscript play which
was safely placed therein. I hurried
down from my three-pair back lodg-
ings, and soon stood on the pavement
surveying the clouds. It was a cold
November evening : a most inauspi-
cious time to produce a new piece, for
all the good-natured fashionables are
out of town, and nothing but surly crit-
ics, reporters to newspapers, and play-
going lawyers in it.

¢ This night is big with fate!” es-
caped my lips, while with a hasty

step I proceeded to the Theatre—
there to witness the first praduction of
my new piay. Trembling with hope
and fear I found myself, in a few
minutes, at the entrance of the build-
ing; and my anxious heart leaped
within me as I endecavoured quietly
to seat myself in an upper box, where
I could hide myself as much as pos-
sible from the eye of the public; for
I imagined every eye in the theatre
turned towards me, and every time
I saw one individual whisper to ano-
ther, I thought it must be to point ms
out as the author of the new piece.—
I regarded every musician in the or-
chestra with anxious eyes, and at
every pause of the music I fancied I
saw the curtain drawing up. * How
different,” thought 1 1o myself, **is
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my situation, to that of an author who
has, by some happy first hit sccured
popularity—whose name almost en-
sures the success of his play, or, even
if it be bad. his friends are certain, by
their boisterous though unjust ap-
plause, to save it from the reception it
would merit ; while, I unknown, and
without interest, must trust to the
good taste and liberality of the au-
dience for my success.

At length the moment came when
my fate was 1o be decided. The mu-
sic had ceased. The fatal bell bad
rung. All was for a moment quiet.
I sat in breathless expectation, feel-
ing those sensations of ansicty and
suspense which an author alone can
feel.

The two or three first scenes pass-
ed off wlerably well. I watched the
countenances of those around me;
some I thought expressed that they
were disappointedly looking for some-
thing betier.

The applause was sparing : it gra-
dually diminished; even although
the actors did their duty. Soon a
buzz of disapprobation ran through
the entire audience; and a person
next me, ashed his neighbour if he
¢ did not wonder how the manager
could bring such stuff'upun the stage,”

MAGAZINE.

and judge of my feelings when the
same good-natured friend remarked
regarding one of my best jokes, on
the originality of which T plumed my-
self,—** Our author seemsto have bor-
rowed largely from Joe Miller; I
have not heard a joke or pun in the
whole affair that has not been stale
years ago.” My outraged feelings
almost prompted me to personal cas-
tigation!

At length the stifled anger of the
audience burst forth ; and the * gods™
belched forth their thunder! Hisses,
groans and horribly discordant cries of
“Offt off”” where heard in every
direction ; and to sum up my misery
the manager stept forth, eyeing me
with a look which almost petrified me,
and promised that the offensive pla
shonld not be repeated. Half mad,
rushed qut of the box, and whilst pass-
ing through the crowd, I heard two
flat vulgar looking tradesmen discus-
sing the merits of my unfortunate
play. One of them said, « Well, it
may be bad taste, but I don't think
that ere play somuch a miss; I likes
it.”

I could scarcely resist the impulse
of rushing furth and shahing him by
the haud.  In the words of Otway :

« ] could have hugged the greasy rogues

They pleased me !

1 once more found myself at my
gloomy lodgings ; now rendered dou-
bly so from the disasters of the even-

ing; and I sat sadly musing on
Food’s lines :

¢ The world is with me, and its many cares,

Its woes—its wants—the anxious hopes and fears
That wait on all terrestrial affairs—

The shades of former and of future years—
Foreboding fancies and prophetic tears,

Quelling a spirt that was once elate.

Heavens! what a wilderness the world appears !”

This was the fate of my first at-
tempt, when with litde interest and
less money, I took my production to
the manager. But, now having ac-
quired something of a name, and also
having some interest—which is every
thing to an author——1 have several

times met with decided success ;—al-

though, I can assure my * City Ma-

gazine” readers, many of my produe-~

tions which have been eminently sue-

cessful were (at least, in my opinion,)

very inferior to ** My first Play.”
O
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In our opening remarks we state our determination of placing matter of the
most instructive and interesting character before our readers; and in fulfil-
ment of our promise we submit, (in particular) with every hope of approba-
tion, the following article, from the pen of an able friend to the cause of im-

provement.

THE PROGRESS OF THE

¢ This nineteenth century was called
the age of progress before its claims
to that appellation had asccumulated
to their present extent; before ever?r
town in the kingdom was lighted with
gas, before the most ex peditious rate of
travelling had esceeded ten or a dozen
miles an hour, before it was found
practicable to cross the Atlantic regu-
lorly in fourteen days, and when steam
voyages to America were deemed chi-
merical, before the application of the
arts in manufactures bad set to the
power-loom its wholesale work ; before
observation of the heavenly bodies had
made us acquainted withseveral mem-
bers of eur solar system: before geo-
logy had unfolded the records of the
earth’s past ages; before it was found
practicable to multiply literary wu.ks
in such a manner as to bring our great
authors within the reachof the mass of
the people in the cheapest form ; before
engraving had multiplied pictorial re-
presentations, so that they were sent
out by scores of thousands instead of by
hundreds, and that at a twentieth part
of their former price ; before the know-
ledge of the human mind had been
rendered so popular as phrenology—
whether it be true or false in all its de-
1ails—has now rendered metaphysical
pheromena; before the art of ratioci-
naticn had been rendered so syste-
matic, powerful, and lucid, as it has
by the work of John Mill, whose
¢« Liogic ™ has done in the present age
what Bacon did in his for the advance-
ment of learning; before all this, the
appellation of the age of progress was
rightfully applied to the present cen-
tury; and now with all these means
so accumulated, when we are so much
in advance, it cannot but be admitted
that itis a description which essentially
belongs to our time. The application
of science to the useful arts, is that by

Ep. C. M.

NINETEENTH CENTURY.

which the pages of the future histo-
rians of these times will be long char-
acterized, This cannot be without its
results—this has not been without iis
results, upon the great mass of society ;
although, we grant, not in proportion
with the powerof such agencies. The
light of science by no means finds its
way so easi!y to the cottage, as to the
palace—the influences of discovery
are often lung in extending themselves
over the broad surfuce of society—long
in penetrating the depths of some of
its ravines; the lightisoften gleaming
on the mountain top, while the vales
below are shaded in mists and dark-
ness; still, if we take the broad and
striking features now characterizing
the great mass of the people, and com-
pare them with what they were a few
generations back, we cannot but per-
ceive that there is a difference—and
a most important one—a difference
which associates itself, not with the ex-
ertions of benevolence in high stations,
not with the grant of charity put forth
by one class for the aid of another, not
with the efforts of legislation to raise
the condition of those whose well-being
should be the object of legislation ; but
which connects itself distinctly, and
exclusively, with the progress of sci-
ence, and which should lead us to re-
gard science as one of those great
means by which the life of man isren-
dered more glad, more productive of
henefit to himself, and of good to oth-
ers, than it has hitherto been in this
world of ours. Let us now look at
this question without regard tothe tem-
porary differences which exist between
the extremes of grandeur and wretch-
edness—Tlet us look at the distinction
between the general state of society as
it now is, and as it was—Ilet us review
the amount of existence as exhibited
in the more comfortable among the
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working classes, and in the middle
classes, and we cannot but see that it
is a great advance on the state of soci-
ety, some gencrations back, when
there were no distinctions but of lorus
and vassals; whentrade wasonly yet
struggling to gain its proper position;
and when the abodes of even thuse
who had the most command of the
good things of this world, presented a
most glaring contrast to the comforts
and conveniences they now possess.
Look to the time when the flours of
mansions, halls and palaces, were
strewn with rushes; when windows
were such luxuries thatthey were only
put up when the lord visited his castle,
and taken down, and carefully packed
away when he departed; when the
loan of a book was accompanied with
a pecuniary bond for its safe keeping
and punctual restoration; and think, if’
such were the condition of the great,
what must have been the state of the
lowly, in the absence of thosu holding
intermediate stations between the
abyss of wretchedness and the sumn-
mit of grandeur. Think on the ante-
liorations that have been effccted since
those days, and which are mainly 1o
be ascribed to the progress science has
made in its application to the useful
arts. Cottages have been improved—
wretched as are the mud huts in which
some of our peasantry are unhappily
condemned to dwell—still we have
now a class of buildings in the country
such as our ancestors knew not of.—
Attention is now paid to the sanatory
condition of towns, although yet imn-
perfectly; still the subject is making
progress, and the way is being paved
for more efficient arrangements. In
such public arrangements as tend to
the general safety and convenience of
society--such as the application of gas
lighting 1o large towus—all classes, the
lowest, as well as the highest, are par-
ticipators.  The increascd facilities of
locomotion have given to the working
classes the power of secking for em-
ployment, as well as for enjoyment,
at a comparatively easy rate. These
facilities are cvery day muliplying;
and, in addition to these, w hatever re-
lates to the preservation of health, and
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the preservation oflife, the advances of
medical science bring to bear upon one
class of socicty as well as upon another.
It is better to go into an hospital wheie
one in 250 die, than, as formerly,
where one in thirty falls a sacrifice.
The ravages of the small-pox have
been stayed by vaccination. Plague
and pestilence, the results of unwhole-
some dwellings, have ceased to visit
us; and there has been a wnarked ad-
vance in the means and appliances of
prolonging life and of reudering it
agreeable. Nor is this true with re-
spect unly to the physical conditivn of
the people, but it applies also to their
intellectual and mworal advancement.
Mind has been excited, hnowledae has
been brought within the reach of mil-
lions, and not in vain. There has
been shown a readiness to receive it.
However daring, as it might seem,
the multiplication of buohs, the eager-
ness of intellect for acquisition has
kept pace with it.  The cry has still
been, * Give, give!" and although
the powers employed in auswering
this demand would have secmed mi-
raculous i our ancestors, the expan-
sion of the human mind, and the aug-
mentation of its desire for knowledge,
have arisen with the opportunity for
gratification.  Still the cry has been
for more ; showing the inherent ten-
dency of our nature to advance ; and
that while the developsment of sci-
ence has been most rapid, it is only
in harmony with the tendency of man
to rise in intellect; and that if we
carry vur speculations into the future,
when the world shall be filled with
knowledge, when scicnce shall be the
playmate of children, and when man
shall be able to draw from the earth
and the material elements their full
tribute to his esistence and enjoyment
—still there is nothing in all these con-
ceptions of an Utopia which seems
out of the power of human nature, in
due course, to realize and perpetuate
to its own advantage. The tendency
to intellectual advancement is one o
moral good, also. The smallest effort
in physical science, tiie merest me-
chanical adaptation of theory to prac-
tice, bears its moral fruit. I\uowicdge

R
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cannot be the companion of the gross
vices, the sordid and brutalizing ex-
citement, which belungs to a condition
of ignorance. They will not inhabit
under the same roof. They cannot be
compressed into the same unity of
being. The habits of the people, in
this respect, have improved as much
as their physical condition. Temper-
ance socielies, in the earnestness of
their zeal, and with an exaggeration
not unnatural, perhaps, may speak of
the prevalence of the habit of intoxica-
tion—but who that has had the oppor-
tunity of personal observation for a
long time past in the same locality
will not bear witness to improved so-
briety and decorum of manners having
made among the people advances cor-
responding with the spread of litera-
ture and science? And to the fact,
that while the world has been improv-
ing its machinery, man also has been
amending his ways? In fact, the one
is the result of the other; for the facili-
ties which bring hcme comforts and
conveniences to the general body of
the people, tend also to make them
better and more moral beings; to
bring their intcllects into play; to
make them mote thoughtful persons;
to lay the foundations of charity and
gooduess; and to make them feel hu-
manity to be better, more dignified,
than at first they imaged. You ma

send abroad missionaries, and their
preaching may have its effect ; but lay
down railways, introduce steam-en-
gines, cheapen food, muliply the
means of improvement, raise socie-
ties, and iustitutions, and athenzums,

spread the light of knowledge abroad ;°

do this, and you issue forth a more
powerful mission than any which con-
sists in merely expounding doctrines
and delivering exhortations. Every
addition to the comfort of the people 18
a preacher, which admonishes them to
raise themselves to the proper condi-
tion of humanity. Animproved loom
is to them as good as a pastoral visitor;
a steam-engine bearing them along
with new thoughts, new ideas, to new
advantages, to a new and improved
condition, is to them as good as a
bishop or an archbishop guiding them
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on, if not to the Heaven above us, to
at least & comparative Heaven that
may be realized here below. And
science does this for the great mnass of
the people, not by charitable commu-
nication from one class of pecople to
another. They have well earned
their share, the people, in this great
patrimony.

The poorer classes have furnished
their full contributions to the general
advance of society. They have not
been idle lookers on. 'Who have been
the discoverers—who the inventors—-
who the improvers? You find them
not in the leisure classes, but among
men of industry, of toil, and of ener-
gies. Your Stones and your Simons;
these have been the movers and the
improvers in mathematical science.
Your Arkwrights and your Watts,
your men of mechanical genius; these
men were not bred in the lap of ease
and indolence, but following humble
occupations to earn their own exis-
tence. And so it is always; the poor
have always been the promoters and
advancers of science. So is it also
with the fine arts. Your Opies and
your Chantreys came from the peo-
ple’sranks. These, and such as these,
have contributed well to the advance
of that science, which in turn has con-
tributed to their good; and not only
theirs, but the good of all. The peo-
ple then have earned their right and
title to share amply in all and every-
thing that science can effect and work
out for the general advantage of the
human race. Besides, it is the inevi-
table tendency of science, of itself,
and not by voluntary exertion—not by
legal contribution—to work for hu-
manity at large. When we speak of
it beaming forth like the light of hea-
ven—of its working regularly and
surely like the ebb and flow of the
tides, we use metaphors; but such
figurative expressions have truth, and
they depict the advance everywhere
taking place by the intercourse of mind
with mind—thought passing frem onc
to another—and taking root and ger-
minating in particular intellects, as if
selecting the soil best fitted for its re-
ception, spreading abroad daily, more
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and more widely, and giving and ex-
panding with increasing rapidity.—
And this isindependent of all external
agency, for it is the tendency of truth
and knowledge to increase and multi-
ly, and bear fruit abundantly.—
hen fairly known and left to itself,
what is there that science will not do
to raise man to that condition when he
shall really be the lord of the earth,
and making the material elements his
servants, compel them to minister to
him the rich harvest of their powers
and usefulness? Why is it that thisis
not now the case more proportionally,
as to the advance of science? Why
is it that the claim of the great body
of the people to share in the advanta-
ges which science has in its power to
bestow are not more universally re-
cognized? Why is it, the tendency of
science, being universal, that we find
80 much exclusiveness and restrictive-
ness in its results? This is the pro-
blem, the solution of which we shall
attempt in the present article. One
obstacle—it seems almost a truism—is
ignqrance, and the habits engendered
by ignorance. Philosophers talk of
the vis inertiee, or the indisposition to
move. The habits of the ignorant are
adverse to the adoption of improve-
ment, not only because such persons
are unacquainted with the particular
art or science to which the improve-
ment is referable, but on account of the
general indisposition or indifference to
iroprovement which ignorance produ-
ces. Take two persons equally unac-
quainted with any particular science
in which an alteraticn or improvement
is suggested, and the one of these per-
sons who has general coltivation of
mind, although not bearing upon this
particular science; will be far more
ready to admit the change than the
oth:r, who, we will suppose, to be in
that state of general ignorance which
is unhappily the lot of so many. You
cannot drive such people out of their
way; you cannot make theun: see and
feel the advantage of a ditferent me-
thod to tkat they have been mechani-
cally accustomed to. We knew a
person who had a stove, the principle
of which was that 8 stream of air
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should pass through it, requiring the
fire to be kindled at the top, but he
never could get his servants to light
the fire in it except at the bottom.—
When wheelbarrows were first intro-
duced into the West Indies, the ne-
groes put them on their heads and car-
ried them bodily, load, wheels and all.
Soit is ever with the utterly uninstruc-
ted. They will not be put out of
their way ; they cannot see the advan-
tage of change. But let light into
their minds—raise them a little out of
the mire of ignorance—-give them
some taste and perception of what im-
provement and advancemext are, and
then they become disposed to adopt
them with facility, even if not bearing
directly upon their daily occupation:
they have then a faith in improve-
ment: they feel that the world is in a
state of advancement, and they are
willing to coincide in the movement.
‘What is wanting to give full effect 1o
the improvements of science is a more
general education—not that narrow
exclusive instruction some time ago
contemplated by certain philosophers
for the benefit of the working classes,
namely, an education solely ceufined
to their particular vocations; and an
education from which a working man
would be often glad w escape 0 real-
ize the claims of novelty and amuse-
ment—but sound general education—
education that should *create a soul
beneath the ribs of death”—blow into
a flame the spark within, and irradiate
thought in the minds of millions—
thought which once censcious of its
,own power, will of itself go onward
and expand indefinitely. Yes, educa-
tion is what is wanted,—education,
broughr within the reach of all, and
accompanied with nc ‘legrading and
perverling circumstances—education
with a prospect of' indefinite accumu-
lation of knowledge— education whose
powers put forth with zeal and ear-
nestness shall daily increase this store
—education untainted with the desire
of class to predominate over class, and
to make instruction itself an instru-
ment for working out its own purposes
—education not limited in kind or de-
gree, but secking toaccommodate itself
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to the intellect of individuals, and ena-
ble the world to reap the benefit cach
is best fitted to bestow; cducation ex-
tending beyond the range of mere cat-
echisms, and the ordinary routine of
Sunday instruction, and embracing
the whole scope of science —education
really adapted to the nature of man in
a free country—education in a free
country being one of the rights of
man—this is the great necessity, this
the means by which science muy be
made to yield its fruit more richly and
more generally, and show itself a tree
of life indeed, whose very leaves are
for the healing of the nations.
Another class of obstacles to the
amount of Lenefit actually derived
from the advance of'science 1s the state
of the law as to machinery. Our
systein in this country seems to us
wholly wrong and absurd as respects
useful discoveries. Indeed, discover-
ies prove sometimes to be great plagues
instead of blessings to their authors;
they are often restricted in a smal
circle, when they are capable of bene-
fiting the whole mass of society ; and
the principles upon which they are
remunerated and treated are such as
to apply to them most awkwardly. We
allude to the patentlaw. What is the
fate of a man who serves his country
by useful discovery ? What happened
to Arkwright and Watt? for years
and years their lives were embittered
and embarassed by the operation of
the Jaw which ought to have been
their protection aud reward. There
were continual infringements of their
rights. 'Workmen were bribed to be-
tray their secrets, and their reputation
was injured by imperfect machinery
being ptitin operation; then they had to
expend thousands of pounds in legal
proceedings, although, surely, the
lawyers had nothing to do with their
useful inventions. Thus the law ope-
rates in harassing an inventor: and
if benefit should arise from his inven-
tions, it ofien happens that such bene-
fit is enjoyed by his successors and
not by himself. And all this we
take to be a monstrous wrong and a
gross nuisance, as well as a serious
obstacle to the wlvantages derivable
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from discoveriesin science. Thus four-
teen years of patent, or even the ex-
tension of it somelimnes obtained, is
often not sufficient time for their dis-
coveries to come into general use.
They bave no time to experiment be-
forchand. Au illustration may be
found in the battle of the Gauges now
guing on; the relative merits of the
two systems should bave been ascer-
tained before, instead of putting the
railways of the couniry in a state of
confusion by their competition.  We
would say, let every discovery of
this kind—every application of the
truths of science to the arts of life, be
the propert{(of society, and not of the
inventor. emuuerate the inventor
if you please. There are exceptions,
but it generally happens that he is
not a man of business—but a man
whose genius lies in putting together
various combinations of machinery,
and discovering their resulis. That
is his taste, and that he will go on do-
ing, remunerated or not; and ten to
one, if he cndeavours to briug the
mwost useful invention to bear upon
hisown profits, he fails in the attempt,
and beecomes a beacon of warning to
others, rather than a benefit to him-
self.  And so it was with Richards,
the inventor of the powerloomm—when
the idea of his machine first occurred
to his mind he had no knowledge of
the existing inventions which were
then used to produce the same kind of
manufacture—he had never even seen
a common loom ; and when he first
mentioned the idea withwhich he was
possessed, the manufacturers laughed
at him—but he said an automaton had
been made to play chess, and surely
it could not be more difficult to pro-
duce a machine suited for this kind of
work—he was still laughed at, but
nevertheless he persevered, and com-
pleted his power loom, and so paved
the way to a long series of after im-
proveweats. But these are not your
men of business; the department is
totally distinct; and when you bring
these inventions into practical opera-
tion, you want men of quite another
kind—then you must call in your
Hudsons, your railway kings—uen,
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who though necessary for the purpose
of carrying out improvements, and
extending their benefits to the world,
are not the men to make improve-
ments in steam engines—to facilitate
mechanical operations—these are not
the men who improve your roads,
and invent carriages the most conve-
nient, and the most pleasant to travel
in—these are a wilely different class,
and the two should not be confounded
together: they will take care of their
own remuneration, but society should,
for its own sake, take care of the in-
ventor, that he falls vot into the hands
of the scheming monopolist—that he,
being the friend of suciety, be reward-
ed by society, leaving the world to
make the most and best of that which
he by his skill and preseverance has
accomplished.  Mr. Brotherion the
other day at Manchester, speaking of
the remuneration for destruction, said,
that we have paid to the Duke of
Wellington 500,0001. for shooting our
customers, surely the world might
afford to give somethiog to those who
gain for us the means of supplying
our customers. It may be said that
in so doing you would give the bene-
fit of the invention—not only to your
own country but to the world—not
cnly to society who pays for it, but to
those who do not. And why not?
There is no prudence in avoiding all
generosity—nor is the procedure so
generous as it may at first sight ap-
pear; you cannot help the progress
of science—you cannot altogether
monopolise good, mnor is it desirable
that you should.  You hud laws ex-
isting up to a recent period to prevent
the exportation of machinery—why
were they repealed? Because they
were found to be absolutely valueless
for their object. If a machine could
not go out entire, it went out piece-
meal, one part by one vessel, and ano-
ther by another ; out it would go ; and
at the very time your prohiditory law
was most restrictive in its operation,
machines framed in Birmingham and
Manchester were to be found in full
work all over Europe ; and not only
English machiuves, but Englishmento
manage them : thus while we wete
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adhering toouy restrictive system here,
English machines, managed by Eng-
lish superintendents, were to be found
in every maaafactory from Liyous to
Warsaw. All over Europe, then,
they were—and there they are now~—
Englishinen abroad cowipeting with
Eunglishmen at home, in consequence
of that restrictive law which endea-
vors to alienate humanity ino anta-
gonist interests, instead of, by uniting
all together, making cach serve him-
self as well as bis neighbour.
Another obstacle to the progress of
science in its influence upon the con-
dition of the many, is to be found in
the laws which renders co-operation
more difficult and hazardous than in
the absence of that faw it would be (o
those who have not ample recources
1o co-operate with; in the defects of
the existing law, in regard to the res-
ponsibility of agents for small sums
cutrusted to them, by seveaal contri-
butors, uniil they accumulate into one
large sum, to be used for the general
benefit of all who may have contri-
buted ; the various forms of registra-
tion that have to be complied with,
and the inapplicability of these ensur-
ing that security which is asked and
required, and which if it existed,
would be eminently useful to the work-
ing classes. Heie is an interposition,
and an unfricndly one, in the absence
of a sufficient degree of security in
legislation, by which the blessings of
science to those, by whom they are
most needed, are unnaturally and un-
wisely restricted. We say in our
publications addressed to the labour-
ing classes—beware of over stocking
the market with toil, which is your
stock in trade, take yourselves out of
the labour market for awhile, become
capitalizets, though it be to the small-
cst extent, and take your share in the
profits of capital, as well as the wages
of labour, we tell you this, and you
find when you proceed to take our
advice, and put our theory into prac-
ljce, that you cannot be secured—
that the path is beset with difficulties,

and while philosophers admonish that

the way they would direct you is
strewed with thorns—the law inter-
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feres at every step they take, and
they get nothing but exortations for
their good.

Another obstacle to the progress of
science is the interference—the bane-
ful interference—of legislation and of
taxation with the freedoma of inter-
change of whatever can be produced
by the inhabitants of diflercut coun-
tries.  We will not now enlarge upon
this subject; because taxation is in
the list of Liectures announced for the
present month.  But every interfer-
ence of this kind, every impost upon
articles which it is convenient for any
man to possess, wheresoever made, is
aun 1aterposition between him and the
social bencfits of science.  He is not
to have what be requires, because
produced by another country and ano-
ther race. What can be more ab-
surd?  And though there may be
some factitious advantage to some
particular class. depend upon it, that,
in the long run, their share of the dis-
advantage will be more than com-
mensurate to the good they obtain
from the especial monopoly. Pass-
ing by this, there is also a serious ob-
stacle to the progress and application
of science in our superstitions, Su-
rerstition and science never were on
geod terms from the beginning of the
world ; there is between them a mor-
tal antipathy which must one day end
in the destruction of one or the other
—and science is not the most likely
of the two to be defeated in the strug-
gle. Bat superstition is an obstacle
which has always been thrown in the
way of the very simplest operations
of science.  Notwithstanding the
loathsone ravages of the sinall-pox,
we well remember the time when a
strong feeling prevailed in the coun-
try, not ouly against vaccination, but
against the previous amelioration of
inoculation. It was called a tempt-
ingof Providence—it was said to be an
impious terference with the laws of
Heaven—something unnatural. ~ So,
also, when the first census was taken,
many people were unwilling to give
any account of the nutber of persons
residing in their houses, because they
said it was opposed to Seripture to
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number the people ; aud that, to do
so, would be to bring down a plague
and acurse upon the country.  Again,
what is the shutting up of our muse-
ums and zoological gardens on Sun-
days but superstiion? If, as a na-
tion, we recognise the progress of in-
telligence in the world—if, as we pro-
fess, we believe that there is wisdom
in the movements of the stars of Hea-
ven, and in the bringing forth of the
fruits of the earth, it cannot be im-
pious—it cannot be other than a grate-
ful offering to that universal intelli-
gence which includes all nature and
all art—that particular intelligence
should be cultivated by a general
knowledge of its works, that the mind
of man should expand and improve,
by secing and knowing what nature
has produced, and what human art
has achieved--and that, by his know-
ledg®, it should be imbued with that
spirit of wisdom and goodness which
pervades all things. The cultivation
of whatever enlarges, purifies, and
exalts our intelligence, is a sanctifica-
tion and not a deseeration. But those
who find advantages—those who re-
tain power by keeping the human
mind in leading-strings, by acting on
its timidy and exciting its apprehien-
sions—those whose highest objects of
ambition is dominion over the con-
sciences of their fellow-creatures—
they, like black magicians, raise up
their hideous phantoms to guard their
enchanted ground, and call forth foul
shapes to fill the mind of man with
doubts and fears, in order that it may
not venture to pierce through that cir-
cle of ignorance in which they would
confine it, and ascend upwards to its
own appropriate sphere of knowledge.
Now, science seldom takes a decided
step in advance, but there is a clamor
made as though there were danger in
it 1o the souls of men. Whythe cler-
gy of Hampshire, we know, petition-
ed against railways, because the rus-
tics hept away from church to see the
trains pass by ; and, without doubt, it
was a more striking sight to them than
any they Leheld in the church. In
their minds, it was, perhaps, a lesson
more important than what they learn-
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ed there, And what a clamour was
raised about a work which was pub-
lished a year or two ago, called, *the
Vestiges of Creation;” what denun-
ciationsof impiety men hurled against
the author about materialism—w hat
endeavours were made to heap oblo-
quy against him, because what he
had advanced in bis book, was thought
to endanger certain theological doc-
trines. Positions laid down in that
work which had previously been re-
cognized as the results of scicnce, and
were concurred in by all who had
made geology their study, such as
the gradual formation of the world, as
proved by its various strata, and by
fossil remains; facts which had long
been accepted by the scientific world—
the moment they were found connec-
ted with obnoxious inferences, were
attacted, disputed, and made the sub-
ject of the grossest wiisrepresentutdn,
in order to uphold the views und inter-
ests of a particular class. We do pot
mean to say that the author may not
have been wrong in some cascs—but
the course taken by his oppuuents
was like that of a bullying counsel, w ho
endeavours to throw discredit upon a
witness, and influence the mind of
the jury against him, for the purpuse
of obtaining a verdict against cvi-
dence, which he knows, in his con-
cience, is in justice fatal to his client's
cause. Freedomn of speculation in
-theory is the natural ally of the ad-
vance of useful discoveries in human
science, and it becomes us to cherish
carcfully the onc if we regard die
vu.ct.

To this list of obstacles we must
add that of mauners and habits, aris-
ing in svme way frum national pre-
judices and peculiarities, the influence
of which has also been powerful, as
offering a scrious prevention to the
further application of scienuce as appli-
ed to the useful arts. IHow many
attempts at social co-operation have
failed because people could not ac-
commodate their tempers to each
other, and change their habirs.—be-
cause nurtured in the orthodex creed
that every man’s house is his castle,
they preferred to live isolated in a pig-
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stye, rather than in a palace in corm-
mon? But there is something that
leads the mind in spite of these pre-
judices to the pereeption that society
affords the best secunity for solitude,
and that though the studies of different
persous may be incapable of union,
they find in suciety the best stimulus
for study, and that by union they ob-
tain the necessary facilities for the ad-
vancementof knowledge. Muchofthe
evil arising from habits and prejudices
has yet to be overcome,—much of it
must give way to the light of reflec-
tion, and the progress of thought, be-
fore, in external circumstances, we can
reap the full amount of benefit which,
without any ulteration in the law, and
without auy further improvement in
science, the advance which science
has already attained is by co-opera-
tion alone calculated to confer on
society. Thearistocracy have shown
a much heener perception of the ad-
vantages of this co-operation than
have thosc classes Ly whom they are
most needed.  In the clubs of the
rich we sce the praciicat advantages
of combination. We sce this combi-
nation in refcrence to those whose
more ample circumstances, and better
condition in the world, mahe it not
4 necessary, put an enjuyment; we
sce it prevail more with this class of
persons than with those in whose well
being it would enter,—whose com-
fertsit would increase,—and whose
condition,—and the conditivn of whose
famities it would in every particular
raise,—in their dwcllings,—their bed-
ding,—their food,—their means of lit-
crary improvement and social plea-
sures,—throughwut all these it would
run, and render them more observant
to the improvement of their present
condition, and bring them nearer to
that elevated standard of physical and
moral enjoyment in which we say all
men should exist.

Such are the chief obstacles to the
developement of that tendeacy which
science has to raise mankind.  DMere-
ly to sum up and enumerate them,
and 1o show that they exist, is toin-
dicate how they are to be grappied
with,—how in our own minds, as
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well as in the exertions by which we
endeavour to influence cither the state
of legislation, or thie opinions of society,
our eucouragewent to such eflors,
and our encourazement generally, as
1o the improvement of science in rais-
ing the coudition of our fellow-crea-
tures, is the knowledge that, although
all science is the friend of mankind,
the existance of humanity itsclf is the
result of the great laws of nature,--
and that the laws which produce hu-
manity must in, proportion as they are
known, be found in wuccordance with
it, and subserviént 1o its well being.
"Vhey are the results of the same sys-
tem, and are to be traced 1o the same
source. Our being, and that of the world
we inhabit, all spring from the same
preat or.gin,—there is an essential
boud of union between us; and to
know more of the power and princi-
ples of elementary existence,~—to
kunow more of the combination of dif-
ferent scostances and powers, is to
know more of what will place human
nature in its rightful and just position.
Scicnce is the friend of man,—its
honours muy be monopolised by a
class,—may be bestowed convention-
ally by a system of instruction that
cmbraces not the broad interests of
general intelligence ; its benefits may
be restricted by artificial exertions,
and be rendered a monopoly for the
bendfit of the few rather than of the
many,—ignorance may raise its ban-
ners against the applicatiou of science
in vays that would eminently serve
the toiling and suffering classes,—su-
perstition may interpose  with its
ghostly terrors, and, launching forth
its thunderbolts, say, thus far shalt
thou come and no further,——and leg-
islation by the mode of rewarding and
encouraging mental enterprise, may
limit the extent to which any man
muy serve his country and manhind,
by creating difticulties that prevent

Thinking leads man to knowJedge.

MAGAZINE., 21

the combination of numbers for the
full enjoyment of what can be done
for them by the disseminationof know-
ledge. But under all these disadvanta-
ges, inspite of all things, science shows
itself the friend of man,—the history of
its advance is the history of human
progress,—it sheds a light on the past,
and by doing sv, in some measure il-
lamines the coming future,~—it is in
harmony with the being and well-
being of all the inhabitants of this
world of vurs : and in proportion as it
mahes known to us the great princi-
ples and influences that prevade crea-
ton, it makes us at one wiuh crea-
tion, and the recipients of its goods
and of its blessings. Science is the
friend of man- -raising and dignifying
mian, and qualifying more and more
for the full possession of his rights, the
exercise of his powers, and the ac-
complishment of whatever is good and
great in this world; and of all that its
various means and appliances are
capable of rendering. In the discov-
cries of astronomical science, last year
has been rendered illustrious by the
preceptivn of a new planct—they have
called it Astra:a. .May it rise on the
world as a star of JusTicE.—may it
be the herald of a time when discov-
eries stretching to the remotest re-
gions, are brought home to the minds
and busums of the toiling multitudes.
There is no advance in theories the
most profound—in speculations the
most abstruse, but must reverburate
with a thrill throughout the whole
frame-wurk of sucicty, operating for
its beaefit and advantage.  So that as
discoveries progress, humanity is exal-
ted, and made a more glurious thing in
the world, and in that proportion tv
every individual of the great multi-
tude will then redound a great and
accunsulating sum of guud—of present
cajoyment, and of future and glad ex-
pectancy. W.J. F.

N T S

He may see and hear, and read and

learn, whatever he pleases, and as much as he pleases; he will never know
any thing of it, except that whicli he has thought over, that which by thinking

he has made the pruperty of bis miud.
that man, by thinking only, becomes truly man.
thought from man, and what remains.

Is it then saying too much, if we say
Take away the power of



ADVENTURES IN SEARCH OF EXCITEMENT.

Suddenly, joyously, one brilliant mor-
uing, | stepped into the full possession of
one of the largest estates in Lngland.  In
vigorous health, with high spirits, and an
imagination full of earth’s finest pictures,
and brightest colours, I paced the lawn be-
fore my mansion, gazed on my possessions,
and thus apostrophized Mamnmon, “Mon-
ey! great wonder-working power! Shame
fall on the littley envious souls that would
breathe a word to thy dishonour! Thou
art the maker of men! What should I be
without thee? An earth-clod tied down
to this spot, or like yon poor pcasants,
creeping about awhile on the brown soil
and then sinking into it. Money ! thou
givest me wings. Thou art the greatest
qf the poets, and where would be our
painting, sculpture, and architecture with-
out thee? Thou openest fur me the
springs of inspiration. Thou makest all
nations to serve my purpose. Rome,
Greece, Naples, Egypt, India, all lay their
stores before me at thy command. Ah!
Tittle yellow idol,” said I, poising a sover-
eign on the tip of my finger, ““thou art
the infallible of this modern world; but to
show thy magic thou must be put in mo-
tion. T would not be numbered amongst
the stupid of thy votaries who lock thee
upin achest and so destroy thy power.
No: I will be thy spender, and thou shalt
carry me to the ohjects of my ambition.”
I felt that a great, a wondrous power was
put into my hands, and the only question
was how I could best unfuld the resources
of my wecalth so as to yicld me the
greatest possihle measure of enjoyment.

For a few weeks I found ample amuse-
ment on my own estate. I passed some
mornings in my mansion, gazing on the
portraits of my ancestors. Worthy men!

what treasures they had accumulated for
me! I pitied them when I thought of their
bones in the cold chancel of Parkby
Church I, too, must be there, some
day,” theught I; “but before 1 dic T will
tive, I will sce the world, 1 will unfold my
powers, I will sink into the tomb enriched
with the memories of a bright and many-
coloured career of life.” Then I turned
to exhaust the curiosities of the neigh-
bairhood, and discovered its in-door and
its open air beauties.  None of them held

my attention long. Stay, although I
knew it not then, there was ono destined
to recall me to Parkby after far wander-
ings in the wide werld. By the church
lived the old rector in a neat little parson-
age. He was a studious man, whose
world was a world of books. His only
daughter was a gentle creature whom [
cannot describe. After I had once seen
her, 1 felt her presence with me continu-
ally; but I was unconscidus of the true
nature and strength of the charm which
so often drew me to Parkby. If I had
seriously suspected myself of an attach-
ment to Hester, I should have laughed at
myself for such an eccentricity. No, no!
I had a liberal taste, I could admire many
styles of beauty, I liked the quict English
scenery abeut Parkby, though T was de-
termined to behold scenes more beautiful,
more wonderful; and I also liked to look
on the gentle face of Hester Morrison;
but there was nothing more serious in it.
No, no! i¢ was only one of the passing
develupments of universal taste for beauty.

After a few weeks, I had exhausted all
the charms of Parkby tad its neighbour-
heod. ‘‘Life is short and the world is
wide,” said I; so I bowed a respectful
adieu to the old family portraits, one mor-
ning, gave my favourite spaniel a farewell
patting, and told my coachman to drive
me to town. Of my ufe in London an
account may be gathered from many fash-
ionable fictiuns; so I will say nothing of
it here. 'With all its brilliancy, I felt it
was a common-place affair. I was only
an average hero among a crowd. T only
did what others did. The bcau monde
was not a world large enough for me.

I determined to cater the political
world: so I went down to Parkenton,
and, of course, was clected ; as Ideserved
to be for the money I lavished on the
place. I helped to push my friends into
office, and when that was done, conclu-
ded that 1 had discharged my daty to my
country. I found that the most brilliant
oration has only a notoricty of a few days,
and determined to find a wider sphese of
existence. So I came down to Parkby
again, just to collect my thoughts amid its
quiet scenes.  For some little time I hesi-
tated on the guestion, shall I choose the
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material or the intellectual world as my
domain? I answered in favour of both.
For some days I walked in my garden
and mused in my study, and a fow poems
were the result. I thought it would be
something to add the fame of a great poet
to my name; but I could not bear to
waste time, time that might carry me
through the most wondrous scenes of the
old world, upon the minute and tedious
elaboration of verses and counting of syl-
Iables. “No,” said I; “my whole life
shall be a poem. I will not tie myself
down to the exercise of merely two or
three of my faculties. I will not scribbie
only: I will livze. There is my poor
friend Morrison, beside the church yon-
der, what does he do. He uses his eyes
and his spectales on Greek type, and ex-
ercises his thumb and two fingers of his
right hand in penning his notes on Hero-
dotus, which he will be prepared to dedi-
cate to me when I shall be far away. Is
that living? No! I will not be a man of
the writing-desk,” I shut it up as I said
the words, “I will travel; Yes, I will
leave Beckford far bebind me. I will
travel on a wider scale, collect richer ob-
servations, and, at last, write a more
varied story of my pilgrimage. "W hether
my course is a short or a long one, it
shall be like that of a meteor, rapid, bril-
liant!” So I called my old steward and
arranged with him all my affairs, telling
him that T had determined to spend sev-
eral years in travel. The evening before
I left my mansion, I visited the old clergy-
man, wished him success in his literary
toil, and said farewell to Hester. I went
to Paris, the metropolis of the modern
world, and the source of all great move-
ments for the future, if Parisians are to bo
believed. ~The city was in a state of poli-
tical agitation when I arrived there, and
all my intended wanderings were very
near being postponed for ever by a pistol-
ballet, which whistled close to my left ear,
as I was leaning from the hotel-window
to mark the progress of an incipient
“emeute.” These Parisians are very
clever, that is the word, in politics, in
philosophy, in every thing. They under-
stand every thing very well, in their way.
The German sits poring over a philosophi-
cal problem for months. “ER bicn I says
the Frenchman, spatching up the book
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and hardly reading the stated question,
“it only means <o and so, that is it precise-
ment! The German resumes his book
after this impertinent interruption, and
begins to go through the problem again,
by no means satisfied with the light
thrown upon it by Mons. Bagatelle. So
it is in politics. Amid nll the Parisian
talk of great things for the future, the
mission of “la jeunc Fyance,” &-. &c. 1
scarcely heard a word of suber good sense
about the necessary means of securing an
improvement in the social condition of
men. I heard many vehement and cle-
ver invectives against old abuses, such
as “priestcraft,” ‘“monarchy,” indeed,
against every thing, and I afterwards
thought of these Parisian men of the
movement when I heard Professor Schel-
ling say something like this, “the alent
of these people consist so much in palling
things down, so utterly destitute are they
of a taste for dualding up, that if they had
gained their object and had removed all
abuses out of the world, it would be a
charity for some of their number to set up
new abuses, such as superstitions and
bad governrients, simply that the others
might have the pleasure of pulling them
down.”

I attended the lectures of the Electic
philosophers, and heard Victor Cousin
expleining Plato, which he did as easily
as a maid untwines a skein ot thread. It
was beautiful to hear how sweetly and
pleasantly he solved all the doubts of
Socrates. He found no more trouble with
the Hindoo schools of philosophy; he
simply walked through them, opened the
windows and let in the light. It struck
me that he gave his answer, sometimes,
before he had understood the question.
He made religion cqually intelligible by
a very simple process, depriving it of alt
strength and depth of meaning, and reduc-
ing it to a few ideas as he called them,
tthere is your religion, Gentlemen!” said
he. * As clear and as shallow as any
trout-stream ¥’ said 1.

But Paris is a very amusing place. [
shall not attempt to describe its lighter pe-
culiaritieés, because I believe they can only
be given in French, and by a Frenchman,
Its more scrious characteristics may be
summed up in a sentence: there are cer-
tain cphemeral, glittering, and showy
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facuities of the huiman mind ; and there are
other faculties cssentially deep, permanent
and Catholic; now in Paris, the furmer are
cultivated at the expensc of the latter.

I endured the glitter and glare of the
artificinl flower-garden of Puaris longer
than I should otherwise have dune, be-
cause I knew that I could, at any time,
find a relief by crossing the Rhine, and
living among the sobrietics of old Ger-
many. [ prepared myself for this change
by devoting some hours to the study of
German music, poctry, and even philoso-
phy. I had great fuith in the latter,
though it sometimes seemed to me * a pal-
pable obscure,” like Milton’s ** Chaos.”
I determined to experience the varietics of
the intcllectual, as well as of the material
world. So I tried to realize in my own
mind the doubts from which I was told
all philosuphy must arise. I attended to
the question of Kant, “ What proof have
we of any outward world?’ 1 did not
turn away with a rude laugh when I
heard another philesopher inquire ““if [
were dead, would not all the world be
dead ?” or, “do I actually behold the rain,
or is it only my imagination raining just
now?’ [ also listened with solemn re-
spect, when a practical philosopher told
me, if I wanted any thing, only to think of
it, and that would be as good as kavirg if.
This he called ¢ Wakrheit nur im Geiste.”
For instance, I wanted to see Palestine:
“Ha!” said he, “only think of it, there!
you have it in your mind, you can have
no more if you cross the Mediterranean.”
This hypothesis, if generally received,
would certainly discourage many of our
projected railways.

MAGAZINE.

“To cvery thing there is a reason,”
said I, and so, for a time, I will be a Ger-
man student. I furnished myself with the
requisite cap, moustache, meerschaum,
and other fuils, and joined the Burschen-
sdeft. Among other droll amusements,
we had a sclect company of young men,
in which I was cnrolled as a member,
who attempted to carry oat an idea which
we had found in Goethe’s tale of ““Wil-
hetm Meister.” Our diversion was in
telling fortunes; and, by means of certain
machinery, giving oracular resy. onses, of-
ten as vague as those of Delphi, to ques-
tions from minds wishing to pry into the
future. We had a room fitted up suitably
for this solemn purpose, with black hang-
ings, illumined with mysterious words
and hieroglyphical signs. The answers
to the questions we proposed were given
in an awf{ul tone of voice {rom the lamp
of destiny which was burning behind a
sable curtain. The oracle was certainly
rather lucky on the night when I went to
have my fortune told. I was led blind-
folded into the room, and placed upon a
seat in front of the curtain. The choir
then sang a hymn to *‘ Destiny,” (in ra-
ther a pagan style) in imitation of the
Greek chorus.  Then one of the ministers
of the oracle came from the adylum and
stood beside me, asking me what question.
I wished to propose to the oracle. These
questions he put into a solemn German
style, and then addressed them to the in-
terpreter fur the time being, who stood by
the lamp behind the curtain. In reply to
some of my questions, the following ora-
cles were delivered :—

** SEEK NOT IN OUTWARD SPACE WHAT RESTS WITHIN THE HEART.”

“ONE 1s BETTER THAN THE MILLION.”

“IT 1S VAIN TO LOOK FORWARD FOR THAT WHICH WE ARE LEAVING BEHIND US.”

I cannot tell why, but, as I listened to
this last oracle, my thoughts turncd back to

Parkby and Hester Morrison. Another
answer was from Goethe:—

“LIFE 18 ALL, IF LOVE LIES WITHIN IT.”

To conclude the process, the choir
summed up the meaning of the oracle, in
a few verses of good solemn exhortation
addressed to me. Qf course, the whole
affair had been got up, afler due consulta-
tion and quizzing; butas I had made no

confessions, I consider that the oracle had
rather a lucky night in my case.

As I devoted to it only the attention of
an amateur, I should hardly presume to
pronounce a judgment on German philo-
sophy ; but I remember it suggested these
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thoughts to me. Whethet the want of
enterprize “d action drives men to scek

' employment in theories, or whether the

. love of theory and meditation atsorbs the
; energy that should be given te practical
: life, I cannot determine; but i1 Germany
. thinking seems to take the place of acting.
Fruths that should be deep-scated motives
of action are made the matters of specula-
tion and discussion. This is like laying
bare the roots of trees to the light.  What
fruit will trees so managed bear? Itseems
to me that there should be a due proportion
preserved between the development of
our thoughts and our actions; for if our
ideas run very far in advance of ous prac-
tice they become mere dreams, idle and
uninfluential. However, I left Germany
with a warm esteem for many of the good
qualities of its people. 1f they are slow
of action, it is better than acting foolishly.
Their worship of literature and the arts is
better than the worship of mammon.
Itravelled from Berlin to Vienna. The
Viennesé are well known as good-hu-
moured and rather childish, pleased with
the amusernents of their Prater, and ready
to forget all political questions and griev-
ances when they hear Strauss's band
strike up alively waltz. Some have called
this capital “the Capua of souls.” Yet
here I found quite 2 cynical philosopher,
Count Lebensmude. 1 cannot tell what
bound me to his company, for it did not
contribute to my cheerfulness. His wit
and humour were like momentary metcors
in a black night. He chose to look upon
the world as a faded, worn-out old play,
and found in all the occupations of men
but repetitions of inanities. He had the
countenance of an Italian, rather than of
a German, with long raven-black hair, a
sallow complexion, and melancholy but
sometimes sparkling eyes. Here are a
few of his definitions and observations:—
“Poetry!” said he, “you like poetry!
Is there not a great sameness i it? A
few dreams abont love decorated with sim-
iles from violets, roses, and moonshine.
I exhausted all the interest of such things
before I was out of my teens.” * Music!
’txs.quite worn out. Where can you find
& piquant melody or a new arrangement
of chords? Beethoven is trying to
make something new of it; but I cannot
think he will.” * So you have heard their
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philosophy at Berlin. Take a hundred
words, long ones, not one of them under-
stood, turn them about, place them this
way, then that way, arrange them posi-
tively, then knock them to pieces and
arrange them negatively, come to a con-
clusion by doubting, and that is a system
of philosophy

‘ There #s truth; for the mind strives
for it,” said I.

“Oh!” said Count Lebensmude.

“Yes; and there zs such a condition as
happiness for the heart Iongs for it. See
this flower: it turns towards the sun; and
yonder, see, shines the sun’

“Very good!” said the Count, with a
laugh, *then every thing you long for, of
course, is true. Oh, yes! there must be,
somewliere, an Egeria for you, or a Venus
Urania you would, perhaps, prefer.—
Come, let us play at billiards; pushing
these balls about will drive time away as
well as they do it at Berlin with philo-
sophical theories.”

‘With all the . ustrian Count’s professed
contempt for life and all its pleasures, he
scemed to prize my company, probably
because my more buoyant spirits and
hopeful views of the world afforded him
some temporary amusement. I was glad,
however, when I had gathered up my
resolution to leave Vienna; for the misan-
thropy of Lebensmude had become rather
tedions by daily repetitions of cynical
remarks. We were walking on the Pra-
ter when I mentioned to him the countries
through which I intended to travel,
“You will be disappointed,” said he. *I
have travelled. Poetsand historians have
made a noisc about these old countries
which are, in reality, very dull affairs.”

“Greece, Rome, is there nothing stir-
ring in their recollections ?” said I.

“They were as dull in their day as we
are,” said the Count; “the glory of the
past, and the glory of the future, are only
two rainbows thrown from the mind, one
upon the dark cloud behind us, and the
other upon the dark cloud before us.
Both melt away when we go to grasp
them.”

1 persisted in hoping for rich entertain-
ment on my travels. “ Well,” said the
Count, ¢ you will return to Vienna when
you have seen all these wonders. You
will be older then and more like mein

D
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your philosophy. If you find the place
where you can say honestly, ¢ here 1 could
spend all my days and bo happy.’ come
and tell me, and I will allow that I was
wrong.”

When I returned from Vienna in the
spring, I went to Dresden, where I had
formed an acquaintance with a scientific
and enterprising youmg man, named
Brenner. Half in jest, I had once pro-
posed to accompany him on a rapid tour
across Northern Russia. 'Wetalked over
the design until the jest became earnest.
We determined to carry out the sugges-
tion; so, after purchasing military cos-
tumes and making other preparations, we
went to Konigsberg, and thence to Peters-
burgh. After staying here awhile, we set
out on a rapid tour, intending to proceed
as far as Ustjug-Weliki.

A strange impression of human life,
surrounded with a monotony and desola-
tion of nature, that rapid tour across the
North of Russia has left upon my mind.
The dead level road, stretching away
lengue after league, between silent, biack
fir-forests, without the slightest change of
scenery ; the monotonous jingling of the
bells attached to our post-horses; the un-
varied nature of the vegetation spreading
over vast tracts of country; and the long,
unshaded dazzling sheen of the Russian
summer, making theeyes and the imagina-
tion long for shadows and dark nights;
all these features of our journey are fre-
quently recalled to my memory. The
people seem to be under the influence of
surrounding nature. We ubserved no
national sports. They had music, but
there was to my feelings an indescribable
tone of melancholy in alt their mclodies.
I remember being especially impressed
with this one night, when we were rowed
in an open boat down the Suchona river.
The banks and the water were lit up with
the blood-red flashes of the Aurora Bore-
alis, and our boatmen sang together, in
parts, wild melancholy strains accordant
in spirit with the surrounding scenery.
The religion of the people is as monoto-
nous as their other habits.  In one church
after another we saw the same crossings,
prostrations, kneeling and rising, and
heard the same dull chant of the Greck
litargy, * Gospedin Pomilui!” At Ky-
rillof we gazed upon the stiff; antiquated
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figures of old saints, painted by the nuns ;
and the old principal of the convent
showed us the cell of its founder, St.
Cyril, with the well from which he drew
his water, and the bowl out of which he
drank. We sometimes passed by lonely
burial-grounds where a fow wooden cros-
ses marked the little cells of everlasting
rest, and the fir-trees in the wind hummed
an cternal dirge. Yet in this desolate re-
gion I saw old men with gray hair, and
ruddy faces, who had lived here through
sixty dark winters and as many shadeless
sumwers, and seemed hale and contented,
if not happy. But utter forgetfulness
seems to be their highest pleasure. "When
the Russian peasant has carned enough
to afford the Inxury, he goes to the town
when all the church bells are ringing to
hail some saint's day; he solemnly attends
the ceremony of worship and goes through
all the required forms of kneeling, prostra-
tion, and making the sign of the cross;
this done, he hastens to the brandy-shop
(and somctimes the priest goes with him,)
there he wastes no time, bat pulls out his
money and buys as much corn-brandy as
he can afford. He does not toy with his
liquor, but swallows it down at once, and
in o few minutes falls senseless upon the
floor. The tavern-keeper takes his satis-
fied customer by the heels and draws him
out into the street there to lie till the next
morning. Frequently, as we entered a
tuwn after the celebration of a festival, we
saw a scorc of these brandy-drinkers lying
senscless on the side of the road. Lven
love in this country scems to have caught
some frost from the climate. We con-
tinued our tour as far as Ustjug-Weliki,
and here we found an amusing instance
of national taste. In the market-place
stood a long row of stout, honest-looking,
ruddy-cheeked peasant-girls, each with a
basket upon her arm. They had come up
the river to sell themselves! It was a
market of wives with their dowries in
their baskets! Tho young men of Ust-
juz-Weliki walked along the tempting
line of faces in a very apathetic way, and
sccmed quite as earnest in peeping into
the daskels as in looking on the faces of
«hese willing girls. T and my companion
made an appraisal of the charms thus free-
ly exhibited, and I think we noticed two
or three that might have served as excel-
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lont wives, had our circumstances allowed
of such a speculation. Positively, there
was something to me quite charming in
this plain business-like arrangement of
matimony, as contrasted with the same
thing dono in our fashionable circles in
such an indirect, round-about, and hypo-
critical style.

But to shut up my memories of our
Russian tour, gvhen the nights began to
gather blackness, and fircs could be seen
in the evening twinkling through the fir-
trees, we turned toward the west and tra-
velled homeward with all possible speed,
not without pity for those whom we had
Ieft to pass the winter in UstjugWeliki.

I had determined to spend the winter in
Italy : s0 I left my companion in Vienna,
where I had a little gossip with Count
Lebensmude. He lhughed, in his satirical
style, at my Russian adventures, and sug-
gested to me the north-west passage as a
very pretty amusement for another sum-
mer; but I'told him that my inspiting g8
nius now directed me toward the east,
‘the land of wonders, miracles and mys-
teries,” said I.

# And of consummate ennui,” said the
Count. I left him playing at billiards,
and set out on my journey to Venice. I
shall not give a long description of the
¢ Sea-Cybele,” which so many have tried
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to write down into common-place, though
it had as great an offect upon me as if I
had read nothing of Beckford’s prose, or
Lord Byron's verse about it. Its liquid
streets ; its marble structures, rising from
the water with a dream-like beauty; the
silence of evening upon one of its many
bridges, only interrupted now and then by
the'ery of the gondolier; the movement
and variety of life in St. Mark’s Place;
all remains, as an unfading picture, in my
memory. At Venice I saw Byron. I
question whether any circumstances could
have made him a happy man. In some
men the imaginatinn seems to be developed
at the expense of the heart. Our most
fruitful trees do not bear brilliant flowers:
some natures exhaust themselves in the
flowering season. F'rom Venice I went
to Naples, beautiful, sunny, gay, wicked
Naples, with its crowd of monks, beggars,
hawkers, idlers, sailors, and fishermen.
There lay the famous bay like a shect of
silver, and there was Vesuvius breathing
up into a serene sky acolumn of light
grey smoke, terminating in a something
too fine to be called smoke. As | landed,
amid a crowd of lazzaroni, sailors, and
pedlars, all bustling about for bread in
this land of beauty, I thought of Count
Lebensmude, and then of Goethe’s words
in the same circumstances:—

“What would the people do, bustling, buying and selling ?
‘They struggle for bread to rourish themselves and their children—
Traveller, whatever you think, you can do nothing better.”

The enjoyment of a few weeks in this
sunny and beautiful region repays one for
some ycars passed amid the mists and
rains of the north.

It was with regret that I severed my-
self frum the ncighbourhood of Naples to
pursue my journey toward Rome.

Rome rosc before me, grand and melan-
choly, once the centre of all natiuns, then
the head of the religious world, now a
splendid collection of so many incongrui-
ties of the human mind. Here stand old
heathen temples in ruins, and Christian
shrines that never would have arisen had
not the primal sinplicity of the new faith
been mingled with sumething, not a little,
of the old Roman pride. But 1 will not
stay to moralize. To understand Rome,

ancicut and modern, is not every man's
business.

I turned my steps next to visit a land
which presents to us antiquities in com-
parison with which Rome appears as a
mere modern innovation. I went to
Egypt, but whether must we go to shun
modesn irreverence? When I reached
the Pyramids, 1 found a German Countess
ascending the highest of them with the
assistance of a party of Arabs. T think
her npame was Hahn-Hahn. She has
written several novels. She quarrelled
bravely with her guides about the amount
of the “backshcest,” or fee, demanded;
and assured me that the greatest nuisance
in climbing the Pyramid was to be attend-
ed by such a set of extortionate fellows,
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From Egypt T went into Palestine:
but all that I saw here may be found in
the pagoes of many travellers. In this land
a Divine Tencher arose to teach a faith
that would make the world a universal
temple: that faith has been perverted, Lut,
as if to wake some atonement for the per-
version, men have made pilgrimages to the
fand, and have kissed the soil over which
that Teacher watked. I explored its
sandy vallies and yocky passes, bordered
with splintered and pinnacled crags. It
seems, indeed, a land bearing the prints of
supernatural earthquakes. [ visited sev-
eral convents, and heard the d1ll monoto-
nous chant of the monks. ‘Their life
seemed to be a dream; their redigion also
@ dream, In one convent I fuund the
monks busy in making & bargain about
some date-brandy within a few minutes
walk of the suromit of Mount Sinai. T
called on that strange, half-fanatical
woman, Lady Fester Stanhope, who
talked 'to me about her steeds destined to
bear the Messiah, of the planetary signs
of the times, and the invisible spirits with
which ber fantasy has peopled her solitary
abode.

After visiting all the sacred places of
Palestine, I returned to Cairo.

From Egypt I went to India. Here
nature indeed is great; but man seems to
lie prostrate under a monstrous pile of old
traditions. The mind of the Hindoo seems
to have exhausted itself, at a very early
period, in giving birth to a gigantic sys.
tem of mythology, and it has not vigour
enough to drive away into the shades the
creature of its own imagination. I saw
an old fakir who had been sitting in his
cell gazing, in a state of stupefaction, upon
a mountain for six weeks. This he es.
teemed as n great religious merit. I asked
him if he had gained any new ideas by the
process. Ohno! he had been far beyond
all such superficial things as ideas. 1 sup-
posed the simple fact to be that he ha den-
joyed a six werks’ fit of mesmerism. I
talked about these things to my pundi,
who was a Brahmin, and he gave me some
metaphysical{doctrine, from which I gath-
ered his belief, that the whole of human
existence was a miserable ‘‘vanity and
vexation of spirit ;” that never to bave
been born would have been man’s hjghest
happiness, and that, nextto it, is « state

.
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of profound apathy, as near as possible to
all that we can conceive of annihilation.
‘When 1 heard this I could not help irre-
verently exclaiming, “ humbug!” Yet, in
some of the books to which my pundit
introduced me I was surprised to find,
among the strangest, wildest, and most
uncouth mythological fantasies, some
gleams of doctrine bordering closely upon
a true religion and a profound philosophy.
Yet, these gleams always died away into
twilight, never brightoned up into clear
daylight. I remember reading in one
book, I think it was the “Bhagaved Gila,”
some true thoughts on the folly of seeking,
in change of places and circumstances,
that peace, which can only be found in a
due regulation of the mind; but when I
expected these thoughts to find issue in
sowme good practical application, teaching
us to realise our faith and practice, our
good principles, in all the circumstances
of life, I was disappointed ; instead of
dny-thing like that, I found the old ad-
vice of “ go to sleep :” was recommended
to care no more for the death of a friend
than that of a sparrow, and was told, that
murder may be commitied with the ute
most monckalance when circumstances
scem to require it. This was Hindoo
philosophy ! I closed my studies with
disappointment, and without a wish to
read all the adventures of myriades of
gods. Surely, if the Germans had colon-
ised Indin, they would have found em-
ployment until the end of the world in
endeavouring to comprehend and to re-
duce to a logical system the Hindoo my-
thology. The English scarcely notice it,
excepting in its political relations.

If wisdom was to be found in the East,
I determined to discover it: so I embark-
ed again at Madras in a vessel bound to
Canton, China! a singulai land of old
women and children. Some have thought
that the final cause of the human race is
to give birth to genius. Here is a puzzle
for them in a nation of some three hun-
dred millions of people amusing them-
selves with carving wooden and ivory
toys, with ‘ feasts of lanterns,”’ sweet.
weats, fireworks, and chopsticks, and
never giving birth to one original thought.
T could only explain it by Goethe’s epi-
gram quoted at Naples. However, I have
‘no doubt there is as much quiet enjoy-
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ment in China in sipping tea, studying
the rules of Confutzee, worshipping the
emperor, and eating birdnests-soup, as in
any oountry under heaven. I shall not
detail tho adventures of my return to
Europe. I called at Vienna, where Count
Lebensmude laughed at me. 1 told him
that I did not despair of happineas: but
that I should return home and find some
work to do. On my wayto England I
was taken ill at Paris. I hastened across
the Channel; but-found my illness in-
creasing. How I arrived at Parkby I do
not remember; for the fever, which had
been neglected, bad gathered strength
and had attacked my head. I lay for
some days and nights in 2 state of deliri-
um, and, has I afterwards found, in the
house of the good clergyman, with Hester
Morrison watching over me.

In my dream, all the scenery of my
travels was strangely blended together.
1 was led through vast Hindoo temples,
where great black idols frowned upen
me—Chinese mandarins came to arrest
me for having said something irreverent
about the emperor—then ‘the ‘dancing
dervishes, whom I had seen at Constan-
tinople, came and whirled themselves
round and round, till my brain was giddy
with gazing on them—then long Romish
processions passed by, with crucifixes and
all the pageantry of the church—again, I
was in Germany, and-a little smoke-dried
professor was lecturing, in a most unin-
telligible style, about “ the soul of the
universe.”

Then an irterval of cdlmmess would
come, and all the fantastic imagery of my
vision. faded away, like a dissolving view,
into a gray twilight, and from the dusky
air there seemed to be moulded-the quiet
form of the old clergyman’s daughter at
Parkby. ‘But again, one of the fantastic
figures came forward—a great Turk with
a 'beard as long os his pipe—~I must be
bastinadoed, for I had ‘been ‘peeping into
a karem. 1 flud away to Ghina, but thre
the mandarins wore after me again. I
tried to flee from the country, but all the
ports were guarded to prevent my escape.
I was to be kepta prisoner at Pekin for
a thousand years. Horrible thought! it
startled me out of my dream.

“Then the tormenting spectresleft me.
Phe fair viston of theclergyman's daugh-

ter was left alone, and now thore was a
sense of reality attending it. I stretched
out my hand toward the figure—1 felt the
pressure of another hand, which ecemed
to act like a charm in restoring my bewil-
dered sonscs. I felt a wondrous change
passing over my whole system—the light
of sober reason seemed to be newly kind-
led in my brain—a mist was cleared away
from my eyes, and I saw, really and truly,
the figure of Eestor Morrison sitting
besido my bed. I spoke to her; she an~
swered me, and now I clearly understood
the nature of the want which I had carried
with me through all the scancs of forejgn
countries.

During my convalescene, I became a
philosopher. [ studied my own naturs
and reflected -on my experience until I
came to-theso conclusions : thatihe pro-
per employment of .man’s life 'is not in
mere gazing upon what has beén dong
in the world, but in werk; thattrue satis.
faction can .only be found.in.realising, tq
the greatest possible extent, the aspiray
tions of the mind within the limits ta
which our bodily existence must be con-
fined; and lastly and chiefly, that one
true love engaging the whole soul is bet-
-terthan a thousand superficial exitements,
I understood, now, the meaning of one of
the oracles uttered in our society of Ger-
-man students —** One is betler than the mil-
lion.”

Why should I lengthen my story 7. I
recovered. In a few months 1 married
Hester. 1 conocentered all my .interest
upon my estate, studied iits 'cultivatian,
repaired my mansion, Jaid out .gardens,
bought fine pictures, :collected a library,
established schools for the poor, and, ip
short made for myself a home in which I
am contented, because have found my
work and am doing-it. ‘I seefacesaround
mehappier-on account of my presenee.
Iendeavour not merely to.dream of abetter
world, but-to makle theworld better. I.can
see somcthing worth living .for in.contri-
buting my aid toward the conguest of in-
dustry, enterprise, and genius over all
'their opposing discouragements. Some
‘may complain thatthe intercst of human
life is oxhausted. I see-a new hterest
arising, and, in eomparison with'thework
"which- repnains 'to be done, all.that thas
been'hitherto:done  m.the wotld soews to
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me atrifie. To elevate human society ;
to give to the world works of benevolence
and beauty; tohelp genius in its aspira-
tions; to prepare a better and a higher
sphere of cxistence for those who will
follow us—in such objects I see an inte-
rest that will never fade.

Count Lebensmude came over to sce
me last autumn. “ Ha!” szid he, in his
satirical way, “you have a sort of Arcadia
here I suppose?”  “1 have found a place
where I am contented,” was my reply.

‘Why have I written these few notes of
my travels? Certainly not to find fault
with travelling as a means of amusement.
It may ever contribute towards a good
education. But it is only in doing our
proper work that we can find happiness;
and we who are endowed with wealth and
power have surely some work to do in the
world. “Our aristocracy is in danger,”
it is said. Then let us build up & new
and a permanent aristocracy, an order of
men devoting their power and their wealth
to great and noble works. Shall we, the
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leave poor poets and half-starved thinkers
to dream of philanthropic schemes in their
lonely studies, and sigh because they are
dreams, when we have the power to turn
theso visions of the brain into realities ?
Shall we leave all the work for the future
to be done by others, and content our-
selves with travelling over the Continent,
collecting a few pictures, or, perhaps,
breeding seme fat cattle? If we would
maintain our station, we must be superior
men, and help others to rise. Several
noblemen have lately become antiquari-
ans, and have been poring among the ruins
of old abbeys and castles. That is an
innocent amusement ; but 1 would propose
to them a nobler object. Let them become
members of the Society for the Future.
Let them study not only the developments
of art and industry in the past, but those
deveclopments of genius and art which the
present day requires; let them place them-
selves at the head of every movement for
human elevation and advancement; let
them achieve works proportioned to their
power and privileges, and thus assert and
defend their station as & true aristocracy.

most highly priviledged clase in the world, J. G
Rewiew of Books.
“Tre BarrLe oF Lire; o Love Storv. By Crarres Dickens.” R. & C.

CuaLMers, Grear St. JaMes-STrEET.

The liitle volume now before us, is, in our estimation, one of Mr. Dickens’
happiest efforts— the best of his many Christmas productions. “ The Christ-
mas Carol,” — the “ Chimes,” and the ** Cricket on the Hearth,” all possess,
more or less, <vidences of the hand that penned them ; and although the * Bat-
tle of Life” cannot boast of the assistance of goblin creations hke these, its pre-
decessors, it may, we think, with justice be looked upon as pre-emineatly above
them. The humour which characterises * The Pickwick Papers,”—the pathos
of * Barnaby Rudge,” and the satire of * Nicholas Nickelby,” and “ Martin
Chuzzlewit,” are all beautifully and interestingly blended ; thus tending to make
it one of the most popular of his petste effusions. In it we may almost be said
to have the concentrated essence of his pleasingly diversified powers. The
tale opens in the true “ Boz" style :—

**Once upon a time, it matters little when, and in stalwart England, it mat-
ters little where, a fierce batile was fought. It was fought upon a long sum-
mer day when the waving grass was green. Many a wild flower formed by
the Almighty Hand to be a perfumed goblet for the dew, felt its enamelled cup
filled high with blood that day, and shrinking dropped. Many an insect de-
riving its delicate color from harmless leaves and herbs, was stained anew that
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day by dying men, and marked its frightened way with an unnatural track.
The painted butterly icok vicod into the air upon the edges uf its wings. The
stream ran red. The trodden ground became a quagmire, whe...2, from sullen
pools collected in the prints of human feet and horses' hoofs, the ove prevailing
hue still lowered and glimmered at the sun.”

Reading on alittle fusther we are introduced to Messrs. Snitchey and Craggs,
the lawyers,— comical creations. Alfred Heathfield too, the hero of the tale,
an admirable depiction of youthful charactes. The scene where Dr. Jeddler
resigns the guardianship of Alfred is full of humour most rich.

«I haven't been, 1 hope, a very unjust steward in the execution of my trust,”
pursued the doctor; *‘but I am to be, at any rate, formally discharged, and
released, and what not, this morning; and here are our good friends Snitchey
and Craggs, with a bagful of papers, and accounts, and documents, for the
transfer of the balance of the trust fund to you (I wish it was a more difficult
one to dispose of, Alfred, but you must get to be a great man and make it so)
and other drolleries of that sort, which are to be signed, sealed, and delivered.”

“And duly witnessed, as by law required,” said Snitchey, pushing away,
his plate, and taking out the papers, which his partner proceeded to spread
upon the table; *and Self and Craggs having been co-trusteee with you Doc-
tor, in so far as the fund was concerned, we shall want your two servants w
attest the signatures—can you read, Mrs, Newcome?

«I a'n’t married, Mister,” said Clemency.

% Oh, Ibeg your pardon. I should think not,” chuckled Snitchey. castiog
his.eyes over her extraordinary figure. “You can read?”

¢« A little,” answered Clemency.

*The marriage service, night and morning, eh?” observed the lawyer,
Jjocosely.

“No,” said Clemency. ¢ Too hard. I only reads a thimble.”

“ Read a thimble !” ecohed Snitchey. * What are you talking about, young
woman 1"

Clemency nodded. ¢ And a nutmeg grater.”

“ Why this is a lunatic! a subject for the Lord High Chancellor!” said
Shitchey, staring at her.

¢ If possessed of any property,” stipulated Craggs.

Grace, however, interposing, explained that each of the articles in question
bore an engraved motto, and so formed the pocket library of Clemency New-
come, who was not much given to the study of books.

¢ Oh, that's it, is it, Miss Grace 1" said Snitchey. ¢ Yes, yes. Ha, ha, ha,
I thought our friend was an idiot. She looks uncormmenly like it,” he mutter-
ed, with a supercilious glance. * And what does the thimble say, Mrs. New-
come 7%’

« T a'm married, Mister,” observed Clemency.

¢ Well, Newcome. Will that do,” said the lawyer. ¢ What does the thim-
ble say, Newcome 7

How Clemency, before replying to this question, held one pocket open, and
looked down into its yawning depths for the thimble which wasn’t there,—and
how she then held an opposite pocket open, and seeming to descry it, like a
pearl of great price, at the bottom, cleared away such intervening obstacles as§
a handkerchief, an end of wax candle, a flushed apple, an orange, a lucky pen
ny, a cramp bone, a padlock, a pair « ['scissors in a sheath, more expressively
describable as promising young sheors, a handful or so of loose beads, scveral
balls of cotton, a needle-case, a cabinet .ollection of curl-papers, and a biscuit,
all of which articles she entrusted individually and severally to Britain to hold,
—1is of no consequence. Nor how, in her determination to grasp this pocket by
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the throat and keep it prisoner (for it had a tendency to swing and twist itself
round the nearest corner), she assumed, and calmly maintained, ao sttitude
apparently inconsistent with the human anatomy and the laws of gravity. It
is enough that at last she triumphantly produced the thimble on her finger, and
rattled the nutmeg-grater ; the literature of both those trinhets being obviously
in course of wearing out and wasting away, through excessive friction.

«T'hat's the thimble, is it, young woman ?7” said Mr. Snitchey, diverting
himself at her expense. ¢ And what does the thimble say 1’

It says,” replied Clemency, reading slowly round it as if it were a tower,
*‘ For-get and for-give."”

Snitchey and Craggs laughed heartily. ¢ So new !" said Snitchey. ¢ So
easy I said Craggs. * Such a knowledge of human nature in it,” said Snit-
chey. ** So applicable to the affairs of life,” said Craggs.

** And the nutmeg-grater 1" inquired the head of the Firm.

b “"The grater says,” returned Clemency, * Do as you—would—be-~done
y-

* ¢ Do, or you'll be done brown,’ you mean,” said Mr. Snitchey.

T don’t understand,” retorted Clemeuncy, shaking her head vaguely. 1T
a'nt no lawyer.”

“ T am afraid that if she was, Doctor,” said Mr. Snitchey, turning to him
suddenly, as if to anticipate any effect that might otherwise be consequent on
this retort, **she'd find it to be the golden rule of half her clients. They are
serious enough in that—whimsical as your world is—and lay the blame on vs
afterwards. We, in our profession, are little else than mirrors after all, Mr.
Alfred ; but we are generally consulted by angry and quarrelsome people, who
are not in their best looks : and it's rather hard to yuarrel with us if we reflect
%npleafant aspects, I thiok,” said Mr. Snitchey, * that I speak for Self and

ragg 1"

o5 ccidedly,” said Craggs.

“ And, so, if Mr. Britain will oblige us with a mouthful of ink,” said Mr.
Shitchey, returning to the paper, ¢ we'll sign, seal, and deliver as soon as pos-
sible, or the coach will be coming past before we know were w« are.”

Our limited space preeludes the possibility of our giving further illustrative
extracts ; but to all lovers of Mr. Dickens’ works (and who are not?) we
would merely say that * The Battle of Life,” merits their attention in a higher
degree than some of his larger and more elaborate productions.

We have received many new works from our Montreal publishers-—Messrs.
R. & €. Chalmers, Armour & Ramsay, and Lovell & Gibson, which confined
limits prevent us frem noticing in this numbcr  Amongst them we may enu-
merate—* The King's Highway,” by G. P. R. James. ¢ Livonian Tales,”—
“ The Mysteries of the Heaths,” from the French of I, Soulie. * The Inva-
lide,” by Spendler. ¢ Crighton,”” by W. Harrison Ainsworth. © The Srow
Drop,” &e. &e.
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