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Montihly Advertiser.

p————— SorS———
2 MARCH, 1832,

MATTIHEW WALLS,

RESPECTFULLY intimates his intention of giving Lescons te
the ladies and gentlemen of Hakilax, on the

rRrsi HARP.

His terms are moderate—-and from the long practice he has Y):l
en Lhat instrument, he feels assured that his method ol tesching
will give ample satisfaction to his pupils. )

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

*% Mr. W will be ready to attend public and private Fvening
Pacues during the winter. Qctober.

EDWARD HEFFERAN,

Chair Maker,

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

Aijlorders in his line will be executed in the neatest and mos$
fashiouable style. .

(<7 High and low Rocking Chairs, Children’s Chairs, &c. &c.

PAINTING, GLAZING, &c.
Andrew B. Jeanings,

BAGS leave to inform his Friends and the Public in general,
that he has commencad the above business in all its branches,
and hopes by strict adention and assiduity, to merit a share of

ublic patronage.

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

07 Shop opposite that of William Cbapplain’s, in the rear of
the Acadiau school. Sept. 1831.



H. Hamilten,

Cabinet Maker, &c.

RETURNS thaoks for past favours,and rés.
pectfully informs his friends and the public, that
he has lately removed to the shop in Graaville-
street,

Two doors north of the Chocolate

] Manufactory ;
where he continues to execute orders in the ahove business, os
moderate terms ; and hopes by strict attention, to merit a share
of public patrona ge.

{< Venetian Blinds ncatly made.—Funerals carefully con-
ducted. November.

e ket
1. W. LORRY,

Tailor and Habit Maker, .-om Londen.

T hankful for past favours reczived from his friends both in towa
and country, takes this opportunity to let them know, that he has
commenceil business again in Argile street, one door south of the
Rev. Archdeacon Wiliis’, west side of St. Paul's Church, where
all orders in his line will be thankfully received and punctually
attended to. {7 Naval and Military uniforms, and all kinds
of lace and ornamenting work made as wsual, in the neatest and
most fashionable manner.
Halifax, November 1, 1831.

1

: JOHN FOX,
Hard and Soft Bread Baker,

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

{7 Flour baked into Biscuit for the use of shipping, aud othe:
orders in his line attended to, at the shortest notice, and on rea
sorable terms, ¢t his Bakery, in Barrington-street, a few dook
worth of the Halifax Grammar School.



JUST PUBLISHED,
And for Bale at the Halifux Monihly Magazine Office, and at the
Statioary Stores of Messes. C 1. Beleher and
A. & W, M Kinlay :

A Pamplilet,

ENTITLED
«“ Ar Essay on the Mischiecveus Tendency of
Imprisoning for Debt, and in other Civil Cuses.
Second Ldition, with an Appendix much en-
’ i

larged.-—60 pages, neatduodeci:no. Price s

o] l toRuiad ]

Feb. 1632,

J. Ef. Bictzler,

PUNTER AND GLIZIER,

Respectfully informs his fricnds aid the public, that he has
eommenced business m the above line, at the shop (formerly oc-
cupied by his brother in taw the fate Mr. James \Walsh.) o Mr.
Foreman's yard, opposite the Long Whail.

All orders eotrusted to his care will Le punctually attended ta,
and execated in a neat and workmanlike munner.

(&~ Paper Hanging, &c, &c. 6 Feb. 183<.

EDUCATION.

GEORGE THOMSON’S

English and Commercial Academy, upper side
the Parade,

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

(&~ His Evening School will be opencd about the beginning of
October; early application and attendance, are necessary and best,
particularly for adults, or those whose previous education has pot
been attended to. September, 1831




John G. Lceson,

Hard and soft Bread Baker,

Resper H’u!ly informs bis fiiends and the public, that he carries
ea the Baling Business i npper Water street opposite the Ten
swarchonse ; he also returns his grateful acknow) lgmentd for the
encourncement already extended to him, and wn#eud‘eavour by
strict atlention and punctuality, to merit a continuance of pubiic
favons§

He would also intimate to owners and mastess of vessels that
flouc can be baked into Bi-cuit, at his bakery, at the shortest uo-
t:ce, and on the most moderate terms.  Every order in his line
will Ue thanktully received. Jaauary, 1832.

FREDERICK FREDERICKSON,
CONFECTIONER,

BEGS leave to inform his fiiends and the public, that he has
Iately ta%ien the shop, No. 15, Granwille-street, nearly opposite
De. M-Cara’s; where he keeps oa hand vatious aiticles of Con-
fectionery.

Lozenges of all kinds, Cocoa Nuts, Alincnds,
Fruits, &c. wholesale and retail.

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

From the experience he has had, both in Halifax and the Ui
ed States, he is enabled to supply his friends with confectionery
prepared in a superior manner.

g Parties (public or private) supplicd at the shortest notica.

October, 1331.

CSMITHERS and STUDLEY,
Decorotize and General Painters.
Resrocrvvery inform the inhabitants of Halifax and its vicin-
ty, that they have commenced busipess in the above line, in al
i3 branches at
No. 67, Barrington-Street, opposite the resideace

of the Chief Justice,
where orders will be received and execnted with neatness ané
diipatch. July, 1831
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OUR COUNTRY.

UntiL very recently, it has been the common, and almost una-
voidable custom of our orators, and our writers generally, to speak
in thé most extravagant terms of eulogy, in relation to our
Country. They represent her as beyond—-infinitely beyond,
all the nations of the great globe—marked out for a higher and
holier aud more enduaring existence—a nation set apart and sanc-
tiied, like another Israel—under the peculiar guardianship of the
Great God. As if, indeed the very elements of our political and
moral institutions were imperishahle—as if the fair tree of Liber-
ty which the blood of the Revolution watered and nourished,
were indeed a thing of immortality, so that neither the knawing
of the worm at its root, nor the visiting of the thunder in its bran-
ches, could wither its green vigour, or smite its luxuriant foli-
age with the yellowness of decay. As if the same causes, which
have, in the silence and apathy of luxary, or in the thunder of
battle, destroyed other nations, withering their strength slowly,
and, for a time, almost imperceptibly, or crushing them at once,
and overturning as by the shock of an earthquake, the pillars of
their defence and the monuménts of their glory—might not here-
afler work the overthrow of all that is great and glorious in our
own country—her institations o’ government, of morality, of re-
liginn, and of benevolence.

Of late, however, a new face of orators and writers have risen
up—men who are directly the reverse of those who have gone
before them. They have looked upoa the mutations and changes
of earthly empire—they have seen throngh the shadowy dimness
of history-~the history of long gone’years--the rising and the go-
ing down of pations ; and from thence have drawn a lesson of
rolemn warning for ourselves and children. Prophet-like they
have spoken that warning in the ears of the people——with a zeal
and conviction of truth, like those of him who shouted from the
walls ofthe doomed cily of the Jew, day after day, even unto the
dreadful fulfilment of hie prophecy--Wo—wo—to Jerusalem !

These remarks have been elicited by a pamphlet now before
us—an address delivered at Waterviile, (Me.) by John Neal. It
partakes. in no small degree, of the wild imaginations—the ex-
nberant fancies—the magnificent cbscurity, not to the author, nor

to those intimateiy acquainted with his language and marner—
Vol. m. 3G



431 Our Country.

but to the generality of his readers, the plain, uneducated, mat-
ter-of-fact people—which characterize with a never-failing in-
dividuality, the productions of his pen. But it contains truths—
naked,. all important truths, in relation to our Couatry, which
should be remembered and pondered over by all. It is better to
look steadily at the danger while it yet lies like a sullen cloud in
the distance, than to veil our eyes until the earth is quaking to
the stroke of its thunder-bolts, und the red pathway of ita hight-
ning is visible above us.

We have selected a beauliful and eloquent passage from the
commencement of the address as a specimen of the author’s
power of language and accurate conception of truth :

«“Call up the soothsayer and astrologer of our day—in other
words the accomplished and prepared statesman--and let him
cast the horoscope of an earthly power, as it should be cast,
with histories and map and statistical tables before bim, and he
may prophesy with as much safety concerning its final overthrew
and the cases and consequences thereof—though neither he nor
the angels above, may be able to foresee the day or the hour—as
if a chart of the future were outspread upon the sky, showing the
lighted pathway of every shipwrecked empire, und of every mis-
sing star, from the day of their unheeded birth on the shore of the
firmament or the desert, in the heart of the wilderness or among
the isles of the sea—-forward thro’ all their magnificent changes
and terrible phenomena, till having touched they paused, and
dweit for a single moment upon their meridian, they pass away,
and disappear forever in the sepulchre of lost worlds— forever
and ever—with the crowns and sceptres-—the Caliphs and the
Pharoahs--Assyrias and the Babylons of the past.

“Believe as we may, or pretend, or TRy to believe as we may,
each in favor of himself or of his country, acknowledge the grea
universal truth-by our language, but denying it by our behaviour,
it is a fact—let it be remembered as a fact of stupendous import
~—it i3 a Facr, that Nations, like men, are mortal ; that every step
they take whether upward or downward, whether forward or
backward, is but another step toward the burial-place of Ninerah
and of Tyre, of Carthage and of Rome—and why not of Poland,
of Spain, orof Turkey 7 And it is equally true that with nations,
as with men there is no returning to youth or to innocence—no
going BACk to the age of unvisited health and strength, of unwea
ried efforts, orof unsullied virtue—no second birth to unimpeach-
able character—to unquestionable snpremacy, however there
may be o a period of comparative health and strength, of com-
parative enterprize or virtue--of comparative ascendency. With
patiops as with individuals, character once gone, is gone forever
—the fountains of life, the sources of health and strength and
virtue, once defiled, are defiled, forever. With nations as with
men, too, what are called restoratives, are at the very best, but
paliatives. The most that can be done,—all that can be done
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The first paper i3, perhaps, the best in the book. Itis a ce-
lection from the ¢ Pugsley Papers,” and is as worthy of attention
—perhaps, for either; isto siay the approach of immediate
death—to turn aside a few of the commoner arrows with which
the whole atmosphere is burning ; to purify with a fire that of
itsell destroyeth ; to put off the evil duy, not for ever and ever,but
for a few miserable months, for years, or ages. Above all, it were
good for us-~ay, and for the very best and wisestof our carth, to
bear in mind forever, by night and by day, and all their lives long,
that the downward step of nations, as of men, is always when
least expected ; always in their greatest prosperity, following the
moment of their areatest health and strength, *as the thunderbolt
pursues the fli b,” with no interval ; no pause ; no time for
prayer or preparation.

+'Behold how the cities and wealth of Asia have faded away
from the eastern sky, like a vision of turrets and hattlements cr
like the bright colors of a picture crowded with life and beauty,
over which the breath of centuries hath passed. And so with
Africa. And so with Europe.  And why may it not be so here-
after with America? Who shall say? Are we to read the stars
for ourselves—~Would you leave the decision to America, or to
the children——or to the sages of America ? As well may you in-
tervogate the golden dust of Babylon, the sepulchre of kings and
princes ; or the unapproachable hiding place of Palmyra, that im-
perial spectre of the desert; that architectural phantom of the sol.
itnde ; or Carthage, or Tyre; or push aside the pyramids and
call up the Pharaohs of old ; one by one

< With Dlasts of unscen trumpets, long and loud,

Swelled by the breath of whirlwinds:—
and ask what Tuey thought of the future, in the fulness of their
strength, or what their people thought; or their sages; when
the roar of the great world broke upon their solitude, with the
uninterrupted heave and swell of (he far ocean. Were THEY
afraid of the future ! Did their astrologers or soothsayers trem-
ble when THEY read the stars ? Did their philosopkers, their law
givers, or their statesmen, ever foretell or foresee the overthrow
that has made the country of each a proverb, the power of each a
by word ; the Lirth place of nations, the nursery of empires, a de-
sert.  Orif they had forseen the issue that we see; if they had
interpreted the stars aright, and prophesied truly ; would they
have been believed? Would they have been listened to ; would
they not rather have been pitied, or scoffed at, or peradventure
put to death for the outrage upon their magnificent destiny 7"’

After thus pointing out to our view the examples of departed
nations, who remained quiet and secure until the Spoiler came
upon them ; he applies his remarks more immediately to the pre-
sent situation of this country ; alluding to the danger of luxury,
and stating boldly, but perhaps justly, that in point of moral en-
ergy, we are weaker than we were at the time of the Revolati-
on; that our day of chivalry and vittue has gone by ! that thete
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are dangers in our own country,—-signs of dissealion between the
North und the South,—and the Eust und the West,—the striving
and the bitterness of’ party,—that religious intolerence exists a-
mong us, an intoierence heavy and evil--and that priesthood pre-
- dominant and powerful is cherished among us—that our lawyers,
¢ the uNANNOINTED rulers of the land,”’ hold the two offices of law-
makers and luw expounders,—~that our luws are not American
Jaws, but those of England,~—and last but aot least, that our poli-
tics are full of corruption, and our newspapera the boml slaves of
party, instead of the sentinels of Liberty.  We cannot forbear to
gnote the author’s lunguage here,

**}3 it nothing,that of our ten or twelve hundred newspapers,none
thrive, unless they are willing to incorporate themselves, body
sad soul with the doings of a party,—~that in consequence thereol,
instead of being what they should be,-~the watchmen of our bor-
ders,~the incorruptible and sleepless guardiuns of our liberly —
they are almost all the wretched acccmplices ot our worst ene-
wies, Lhe miserable and sneaking subordinales of axy Boosy,
—they care not whom, so they are well paid. Instead of sound-
ing an alarm at the approach of the destroyer, they are occupy-
ing our attention with sham fights in another quarter. They are
watch dogs that sleep when they are most needed, or bark just
Joud enoush to drown the entry of the house-breuker.”—,/Vew
Englend Weekly Revicw, ‘

THE COMIC ANNUAL, FOR 1832.
By Thoinas Hood.

« Berren late than péver,’” says the old proverb : but, * bet-
ter late than earlier,” say we ; for we would not have this rare
work come in the great aud gaudy crowd of Annuals, as though
it were a common member of the family. When Joha Kemble
played Coriolanus, he did not enter upon the stage u-.til all the
mob had drawn aside ; and you were at once strucl with the
grand contrast between the hero and the herd!

The present volume of the * Comic Annual” is richer in fun
and good-humoured excellent satire than any of its predecessors.
{t will lzvy a large Jax upon the broad grins of his Mujesty’s
laughing subjects. Miss Sheridan’s * Comic Offering,” and Mr.
Harrison’s ** Humowist,” are sadly exposed by the arrival of
this real Simon Pure, [tis quite clear that Hood will bear no
rival near his throne ; and will not sauction the two faces which
have endeavoured to exist under his name. ‘The fun, the spirit,
the variety, are inexhaustible : and the lhife of the third volume
satistied us, that the ** Comic Annual” will not die until it is full
of yeari.
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as the * Garrick Papers,” or any other papers wha'ever. It
consists of letters from the members of the Pugsley family, giv-
iog an nccount of a manzion and farm in Lincolnshire, which thad
heen left to Mr. Pugsley, of Baclican, and to swhich the family
have reticed. The foilowing inimitable letters will speak for
themselves : —

« From Muster Richard Pugsley, to Muster Robert Regers, at

Nwmber 132, Barbican.

« Dear Bob,—Iluzza !—Here 1 am in Liocolnshire.” It's good
bye to Wellingtons and Cessacks, Ladies’ double channels Gen-
tlemen's stout calf, and ditto ditte. They've all been sol} off
under prime cost, and the old Shoe Mart is disposed of, good-
will and f(ixtures, for ever andesver. Father bas been made a
rich Squire of by will, and we've got a house and flields, and
trees of our own. Such a gacden, Bob!—It beats White Con-
duit .

*Now, Bob, I'll te!l you what Lwant. I want you to come
down here lor the holidays. Dou’t be afraid.  Ask your Sister
to ask your Mother to ask your Father to let you cume. [{'s on-
ly ninely mile. If you're out of pocket money, you can wallk,
and beg a lift now aud then, or swing by the dickeys. Futcn
cordroys, and don't care for ¢ cut behind.' ‘I'he two prentices,
George and Will, are here to be mude farmers of, and brother
Nick is took home from schoc' to help in argriculture.  We like
farming very much, it's capital fun. Us four bave got a gun, aund
go out shooling ; it's a famous goad nu, and sure to go off if" you
don’t full cock it. Tigeris to be our shooting dog as soon as he
has lefl off killinz the sheep. 1le’s a real savage, and worries
cats beautiful. Before Father comes down, we mean to bait our
bull with bim.

 There’s plenty of New Rivers about, and we're going a fi:h-
ing as scon as: we have mended our top joint. We've killed one
of our sheep on the sly to get gentles. We've a pony too, to ride
upon when we caun catch him, but he’s locse in the paddock, and
has neither mane nor tail to signify to lay hold 6f. lsn’t it prime,
Bob ? You must come. If your Mother won’t give your Father
leave to allow you,—run away. Rcmember, you tuin up Gos-
well Street to go to Lincoloshire, and ask for Middlefen Hall.
‘There’s a pond full of fregs, but we won't pelt them till you
coine, but let it be before Sunday, as there's our own oschard to
rob, and the fruit’s to be gathered on Monday.

“ 1" you like sucking raw egas, we know where the hens lay,
and mother don’t ; and I'm bouud there’s lots of bird's nests. Do
come, Bob, and I'll show you the wasp's nest, and everything
that can mauke you comfortable. [ dure say you could bLorrow
your father’s volunteer musket of him without his kuowing of it ;
but be sure any how to bring the rumrod, as we have mislaid ours
Ly firing it off.  Don’t forget some bird lime, Bob—and some fish
'hooks—und some different sorts of shot—and some gut and some
gunpowder—and a geatle-box, and seme flinte, —some Mayflies,—
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and a powder horn,—and a landing net and a dog-whistle—and
some porcupine quills, and a bullet mould--and a trolling-winch,
and a shot-belt and atin can. You pay for em, Bob, and I'’ll owe
it you.

* Your old friend and schoolfellow, Ricnarp Pucsiey.

* * * »* * *

* From Miss Dorothy Pugsley to Miss Jemima Moggridge, at Gre-

gory House Establishment for Young Ladies, Mile End.

¢ My Deur Miss Jemima,—-Providence having been pleased to
remove my domestic duties from Barbican to Lincolnshire, I trust
I shall have strergth of constitution to fulfil them as becomes my
new allotted line of life.  As we are not ser:t into this world to be
idle, and Anastasia has declined housewifery, I bave undertaken
the Dairy, and the Brewery, and the Baking, and the Poultry, the
Pigs and the Pastry,—-and though 1 feel fatigued at first, use re-
conciles 1o labours and trials, more severe than 1 at present enjoy.
Altho’ things may not turn out to wish at present, yet all well-di-
rected efforts are sure to meet reward in the end, and altho’ 1
have chumped and churned two days running, and it’s nothing vet
hut curds and whey, I should be wrong to despair of eating butter
of my own making before 1 die. Considering the adulteration
commitied by every article in Londun, I was never happier in
any prospect, than of drinking my own milk, fattening my own
calves, and laying my own eggs. We cackle so much I am sure
we new-lay some where, tho’ I cannot find out our nests ; and |
am looking eyery duy to have chickens, as one pepper-and salt
coloured hen has been sitting these two months. When a poor
igooraont bird sets me such an example of patience, how can 1 re-
pine at the hardest demestic drudgery? Mother and 1 have
worked like horses to be sure, ever since we came to the estate ;
but if we die in it, we know it's for the gcod of the fumily, and to
agreeably surprise my Father who is still in town winding up his
books, For my own part, if it was right to look at things so sel-
fishly, Ishould sy 1 never wasso happy in my life; though {
own | have cried more since coming here than] ever remember
before. you will confess my crosses and losses have been unusual
trials, when Ltell you, out of all my makings, and bakings, and
brewings, and preservings, there has been nothing either eatable
or drinkable ; and what is more painful to an affectionate mind,
—have half poisoned the whole family w' " home-made ketchup
of toad-stools, by mistake fur mushrooms. When I reflect that
they are preserved, | ought not lo gricve about my damsons and
bullasses, done by Mrs. Maria Dover’s receipt.

* Among other things we came into a beautifal closet of old
China, which I am shocked to say, is all destroyed by my preser-
ving. The hullusses and damsons fomented, and blew up a great
Jar with a violent shock that smashed all the tea and coffee cups,
and left nothing but the handles hanging in rows on the tenter-
hooks. But to a resigned spirit there'’s always some comfort in
calamities, and if the preserves work and foment so, there’s some
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hope that my beer will, as it has been a month next Monday in
the mash tub. As for the loss of the elder wine, candour compels
me to say that it was my own fault for letting the poor blind little
animals crawl ioto the copper : but expericuce dictates next year
not to boil the berries and kiltens at the same-time. * * *

« The children, | am happy to say, are ail well, ouly baby i a
little fractious, we think from Grace setting him down in the net-
tles, and he was short-coated last week. Grace is poorly with a
cold, and Anastasia has got a sore throat, {rom sitting up {ruitless-
ly in the orchard to hear the nightingale; Perbaps there may not
be any in the Fens. 1seem to have a trifling ague and rheuma-
tism myself, but it may be only a stiffness from so much churning,
and the great family wash-up of every thing we had directly we
came down, for the sake of grass-bleaching on the lawn. With
these exceptions, we are all in perfeet health and happiness, and
unite in love, with ** Dear Miss Jemima’s aflectionate fiiend,

Dororuy Prescey.”
« From Mrs. Pugsley to Mrs. Rodgers.

« Madam,—Although warmth has made a cooloess, and our
having words has caused a silence-—yet as mere writing is not
being on speaking terms, and disconsolate parents in the case, I
waive venting of animosities till a more agreeable moment. Hav
ing persused the afflicted adverticement in TheTtnes,with interes-
ting description of person, and ineffectual dragging of New Riv-
er—beg leave to say that Master Robert is safe and well—hav-
ing arrived hiere on Sunday night last, with almost not a shoe to
his foot, and no coat at all, as was supposed to be with the ap-
probation of parents. 1t appears, that, not supposing the distance
between the fimilies extended to him, he walked the whole way
down on the footing of a friend, to visit my son Richard, but
hearing the newspapers read, quitted suddenly, the same day with
the gypsies, and we hav'nt an idea what i3 become of him-
Trusting this statement will relieve of all anxiety, remain, Madam,

““Your humble Servant.
“ BeLinpa PuGsLey.”
Ecxtract of a letter from Pugsley senior,

* Between ourselves, the ohjects of unceasing endeavours, uni-
ted with uncompromising integrity, have been assailed with so
much deterioration, as makes me humbly desirous of abridging
sufferings, by resuming business as a Shoe Maker at the old esta-
blished House. If Clack and Son, therefore, have not already
|taken possession and respectlully informed the vicinity, will
thankfully pay reasonable compensation for loss of time and ex-
pense incurred by the bargain being off. In case parties agree,
I beg you will authorize Mr. Robins (o have the honour tv dispose
of the whole Lincoloshire concern, tho’ the knocaing down of
Middlefen Hall will be a severe blow on Mrs. P. and family.
‘Deprecating the deceitful stimulus of advertising arts, interest
commands to mention,—desirable freehold estate and eligible in-
vestmeunt--and sole reason for disposal, the proprietor going to
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the continent. [xample suggest likewise, a good country for
hunting for fox-honnds—and a prospect too extensive to put in a
newspaper. Circumstances being rendered awkward by the un-
toward event of the running away of the cattle, &c. it will be
hest to say--¢ The stock to be taken as it stands ;’--and an additi-
onal favour will he politel conferred, and the same thankfully
acknowledged, if the auctioneer will be so kind as bring the next
market town ten miles nearer, and carry the coach and the wag-
gon once a day past the door.  Earnestly requesting early atien-
tion to the above, and with sentiments of, &c.
¢ R. PuasLry, Sex.

«P. S. Richard is just come to hand dripping and half dead
out of the Nene, and the two apprentices all bunt drowned each
otber in saving him. Ilence occurs to add, fishing opportunities,
among the desirable items.”

STANZAS.
From Moore’s “ Sacred Songs, Duets, and Trios”

TrEe turf shall be my fragrant shrine,
My temple, Lord! that arch of thine,
My censer’s breath the mountain airs,
And silent thoughts my only prayers.

" My choir shall be the moonlight waves,
‘When murmuring homeward to their caves,
Or, when the stillness of the sea,

Even more thau music, breathes of Thee!

I’ll seek, by day, some glade unknown,
All light end sileace like thy throne!
And the pale stars shall be, at night,
The only cyes that watch my rite.

Thy Heaven, on which ’tis bliss to look,
Shall be my pure and shining book,
Where 1 shall read, in words of Hame,
-The glories of thy wond’rous name.

I’ll read thy anger in the rack

That clouds awhile the day-beam’s track;
Thy mercy in the azure huc

Of sunny brightness, breaking through!

There’s nothing bright, above, below,
From flowers that bloom to stars that glow,
But in jts light my soul can see

Some feature of thy Deity?

There’s nothing dark, below, above,
But in its gloom I trace thy love,
And meckly wait that moment, when,
Thy touch shall turn 2l bright again!
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POEM. BY THE AUTHOR OF THE CORN-LAW RHIYMES.

Tue * New Monthly Magazine’ was the first journal that at-
tracted the attention of the Public to the genius of the Poem, cal-
led - Cora-Law Rbymes.” The example thus set, was soon fol-
lowed, and other periodicals, to which the Poem had been sent
long before, but in so uninviting a type and shape that, in all pro-
bability, curiosity stopped ot the outside—struck with the singu-
lar strength and beauty of th- extracts we gave—took up the po-
em, hitherto neglected, and, to their honour be it said, were no
less lavish, viz. no less juet in their eacomiums than ourselves.
We have now the pleasure of presenting our readers with another
poem by the same author.  We are sure that those characterjs-
tics that stamped the * Corn-Law Rhymes,” will be equally re-
cognized in the verses we subjoin—the same nerve, vigour, and
originality on the one bhand--the same roughness and obscurity on
the other. We think two or three lines, especially that contain-
ing thz curious objurgation * cat but not vuiture,”” a8 bad as lines
can well be.  We think the description of Napoleon, as fine as
any thing in the language. We are sure that every man of a pure
and genuine knowledge of critics will unite with us in hailing the
rise of a Poct of so great promise, from the lower ranks of life
aod the heart of a manafacturi~g town—and in (rusting that pow-
cers of so high anorder will be exerted in a flight more lofty and
sustained, than those in which they have, as yet, toyed with their
own strength.—New Monthly Magazine.

BYRON AND NAPOLEON; OR, THEY MET IN HEAVEN.
T.

Trroven realms of ice my jouraey lay, beneath
The wafture of two pinions black and vast,
That'shook o’er boundless snows the dust of death,
While over head, thick, starless Midnight cast
Gloom on sad forms, that ever onward pass’d.
But whither passed they ? Oh, Eternity,
Thou answerest not ! Yet etill thy sable wings,
Silently, silently, how silently !
Are sweeping worlds away, with all their Kings!—
And still | wander’d with forgotten things,
In pilgrimage with Death, an age-long day,
A year of anxions ages-—so methought—
Till rose a living world in morning grey,
And light seeqn’d born of darkness—-light, which brought
Before my soul the coasts of land remote.
< Hail, holy light, offspring of heav'n, first-born,
Or of the eternal, co-eternal beam '™

VoL, 1. 3"
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Through worlds of darkness led, and travel-worn,
Again 1 felt thy glowing, brightening gleam,
Again 1 greeted thine ethereal stream,

And bless'd the fountain whence thy glories flow.

1,

1 wuked not then, methought, but wander’d slow,
Where dwell the great, whom death hath free'd from pain.
Trembling, [ gazed on Hamden’s thoughtful brow,
While Stafford smiled upon me i disdain,
And turn’d away from Hutchison and Vane.
There, some whom crimipals disdain’d ; and all
Who, battling for the right, had nobly died ;
And some whom justest men deem’d criminal,
Wond'ring, | saw ! the flatter’d, the belied!
Aad Muir, and Saville, walking side by side !
They wept—ev’n Strafford melted, when I told
Of Britain’s woes—-of toil that earn’d not bread,
And hands that found not work ; but Fairfax scowl’d,
While Cromwell laugh’d, and Russell’s cheek grew red,
When, pale, 1 spake of satraps breadtax-fed.
Lo! as I ceas’d, from earth a Stranger came,
With hurried step—-a presence heavenly fair !
Yet grief, and anger, pride, contempt, and shame,
Were strangely mingled in his troubled stare !
Aud thus he spoke, with timid, haughty air,
To Russell, Fairfax, in tones low but sweet :
¢ [ too am noble. England’s magnates rank
Me with themselves ; and when, beneath their {eet
Fate’s low-bora despot, hope-deserted, sank—
When torrid noon bis sweat of horror drank—
I join’d his name for ever with my own !

Hr.

Himithen to answer, one who sate alone,
Like @ maim’d lion, mateless in his lair,
Rose from his savage couch of barren stone,
His Kingly features wither'd by despair,
And heart-worn till the tortur’d nerve was bare.
With looks that seem'd to scorn ev'n scorn of less
Than demigods, the JArmy-Scatterer came ;
n awful shadow of the mightiness
That once was his; the gloom, but not the flame
Of waning storms, when winds and seas grow tame.
The stranger, shrinking from the warrior’s eye,
On his own hands his beauteous visage bow’d,
Sobbing ; but soon he raig’d it mournfully,
And met th’ accusing look, and on the crowd
Smil’d, while the stern accuser spake aloud.
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1v.

¢ Yet, Lordling*—though ¢ but yesterday a King,
Throneless, | died,’—yet nations sobb’d my knell !

And still Ulive, and reign, no nameless thing!

1 fell, ’tis true—1 failed ; and thou canst tell
That any wretch alive may say I fell.

Of werth convicted, and the glorious sin
That wreck’d the angels, now 1 owe and pay,

To wealth and power’s pretended Jacobin,

Scorn for thy glory, laughter for the lay
That won the flatteries of an abject day.

When Meanness taught her helots to be proud,
Because the breaker of their bonds was gone ;

Didst thou, toe, join, magnanimous and loud,

The yell of millions o’er the prostrate one ?
What cat eut-mew’d the Cat of Halicon ?

Yes, thou didst seothe my sorrows with an ode,
When stunn’d I lay beneath Destruction’s wing,

And realms embattled o'er their congueror rode.
Yes, when a world combined with fate to fling
A cruel sunshine on each vulgar King ;

When fall’n, deserted, blasted, and alone,

Silent he press’d his bed of burning stene,

What caitiff aim’d at greatness in despair,
Th’ immortal shaft that pierc’d Prometheus there ?

Cat, and not vulture! couldst not thou refrain,

The laureate vile of viler things to he ?

When ¢ Timour’s Captive’s’ cage was rock and main, _
What was < proud Austria’s mournful flower’ to thee,
Thou soulless torturer of Captivity ?

And what to thee, mean Homager of Thrones,

The sleepless pang that stuog him till he died ?

Tortur’d, he perish’d—but who heard bis groans ?
Chain’d through the soul, the ¢ thraneless homicide,’
Mantled his agony in stoic pride.

While souls guilt-clofted watch'd, with other’s eyes,
And from afar, with other’s feet, repair’d

To count, and weigh, and quaff his agonies—

Like Phidian marble he endur’d, and dared
The Universe to shake what Fate had spared.

How fare the lands he lov'd, and fought to save ?
Ch, Hun and Goth! your new born hope is gone!!

Thou, ltaly, art glory’s spacions gr
Through which the stream of my renown flows on,

* Ifit be ohjected to these lines that the great bard is dead, so, I an-
=wer, is also the great warrior ; and he who has honest and \‘lse(ul.(houghu
o express of either, or both of them, should do his duty Briton-like.
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Like thine Euphrates, ruin'd Babylon !
What gain’d my gaolers by my weongs uud full ?
Laws, prais’d in bell--not Draco’s lnws, but woree ;
A mournful page, which history writes in gall ;
A table without food—an empty purse :
A name, become abyword and a curse,
O’er cvery sea, to warn all nations, borne !’
v, .
Was it the briglitening glenm of beavenly morn,
Bencath the shadow of his godlike brow 7
Or, did a tear of grief, and rage, and scorn,
Down his sad cheek of pride and trouble, low ?
He felt upon his cheek th’ indignant glow,
But shed no tear, note’en a burning tear.
The fire of sarrew in his bosom pent,
He gaz'd on Milton, with un eye severe,
On trangui! Pymm a look of sternness bent,
Then, smiling on the humbled stranger, went
‘To laugh with Cesar tasking Hannibal.

SALMON FISHING.
From Noctes Ambrosiani.  Blackwood's Magazine.

North. By the by, James, who won the salmon medal this
geason on the Tweed ?

Shepherd. Wha, think ye, could it be, yoo coof, but masel’ !
I beat them a’ by twa stape wechl. Oh, Mr North, but it wou'd
hae done your heart gude to hae dauner‘d alang the banks wi’ me
on the 25th, and seen the slauchter. At the third thraw the
snoot 0’ a famous fish sookit in ma flee—and for some seconds
kepit steadfast in a sorto’ eddy that gaed sullenly swirlin® at the
tuil o’ yon pocl--1 needga name’t—for the river had risen just t»
the proper pint, and was black as ink, accept when noo and then
the sun struggled out frae atween the clud-chinks, and then the
water wag purple as heathermoss, in the season o’ blae-berries.
But that verra instant the flee began to bite him on the tongue,
for by ajerk o’ the wrist 1 had slichtly gi'en him the butt—ard
sunbeam never swifter sbot frae Heaven, than shot that saumon.
beam doon,intil and oot o’ the pool below, and alang the sauch-
shallows or you come to Juniper Bank. Clap—clap--clap—at
the same instant played a couple o’ cushats frae an aik aboon my
head, at the purr o’ the pirn, that let oot, in a twinkling, a hun-
ner yards o’ Mr. Phin’s best, strang aneuch to paud a bill ora
rhinoceros, :

North.  Incomparable tackle !

Shepherd.  Far, far awa’ doon the flood, see till him, sir—-see
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till him—loup~loup~--loupin’ intil the air, describin’® in the spray
the rinnin’ rainbows! Scarcely cauld | believe, ot sic a distance,
that he was the same fish.  He seemed a ganmon divertin® him-
selly without ony connexion in this warld wi’ the Shepherd.  Bat
we were linked thegither, sir, by the inveesible gut o’ decliny—
and I chasteesed him in his pastime wi' the rod o' affliction.
Wiadin' up--windin np, fuster than ever ye grunded coffee—1
keepit clasin’ in upon him, tll the whulehone wae amaist perpen-
dicular outowre him, as he stapped totake breath in a decp plom.
You sec the gavage had gootten sulky. und you micht nsweel e
rugged at a rock. lloo Il leuch t Easin® the line cver so little,
till it just muved slichtly like gossatmer in a breath o' wun’--1
half persuaded him that he bad gotien off ; but na, Ba, ma man,
ye ken 'ftle about the Kirby-beuds, gin ye think the pascok’s
hatl and the tiney hae slipped frae your jaws ! Snuxin® up the
stream he goes, hither and thither, but still keepin® weel inthe
middle—and noo strecht and steddy as u Lridegroom ridin’ to the
kirk.

North.  An original image.

Shepherd. Say rather application ! Maist majestic, fir, you'll
alloo, is that flicht 0° a fish,when the Jine cuts the surface withont
commotion, and you micht imagiue that he was salin’ unscen be-
Jow in the style o’ an eagle abont to fauld ik wings on the cliff.

North, Tuk tent, Jomes. Be wary, or he will escape.

Shepherd. - Never fear, sir.  He'll no pit me aff my gunard by
keepin® the croon o' the causy in that gate. I ken what he's
cttlin® at—and it's naething mair nor less nor yon island, ‘Thinks
he to himsell, wi’ his tail, *'gin I gel abrist o’ the broom, i
roun’ the rocks, doon the rapids, and break the Shepherd.”
Aud nae sooner thocht than done—but bauld in my cork-jacket—

North. That’s a new appurtenance to your person, James ;
I thought you had always angled in bladders.

Shepherd. Sae 1 used—but last season they fell down to my
heels, and had nearly droon’d me—sae | trust noo to my body-
guard.

North. 1 prefer the air life preserver.

Shepherd. . 1f it bursts you’re gone. Bauld in my cork jacket
took till the soomin’, haudin® the rod abune my head—

North. Like Casar his Commentaries.

Shepherd.  And geitin® footin’ on fhe bit island—there’s no a
shrub on’t, you ken, aboon the waistband o’ my breeks—! was
justin time to let him easy owre the Fa’, and Heaven safe us !
he turned up. as he played wallop, a side like a house! He fand
noo that he was in the hauns o’ his maister, and began to lose
heart ; for naethin’ cows the better part o’ man, brute, fule, or
fish, like a sense of inferiority. Sometimes in a large pairty it
suddenly strikes me dumb—

North. But never in the Snuggery, James--ncver in the
Sanctum—
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Shepherd.  Na—na--na--never I’ the Sanggery, never i’ the
Sanctum, my dear auld man! For there we're a’ brithers, and
keep bletherin' withouten ony sense o' propricty—l ax  pac-
don—a’ inferivity—bein’ 2" on a level, und that lichtsome,
like the parallel roads in Glenroy, when the sunshine pours upon
them frae the tap o’ Benevis.

North.  But we forget the fish.

Shepherd. No me. ['ll remember him on my denthbed. In
body the sume, he was enlirely anither fish in sowle. Me had
st hig lite on the hazard o” adie, and it had turned up blanks.
1 began first to pity—-—and then to despise him—for frae a fish o'
his appearance, [ expeckit that nae act o’ his life wou’d hae sae
graced him as the closin’ ane—and 1 was pairtly wai and pairtly
wratlfu’ to see him dce soft ! Yet, to do him justice, it's no im-
possible but that he may hae druv his snool again a stane, and got
dnzed—and we u* ken by experience that there's naething mair
likly to cawm courage than a brainin’ knock on the head. His
argan o’tocality had gotten a clour, for helost 2* judgment atween
wat and dry, and came floatin’y belly upmost, in amang the bii
enail-bucky-shells on the san® arcond my feet, and lay there as
ifhe had beengutted on the kitchen dresser—an enormous fish.

North. A saumph.

Shepherd.  No sic a sumph as he looked like—and that yon'l}
think when you hear tell o’ the luve o’ the adventurer. Bein
rather out o' wun, I sits doon on a stane, and was wipin’ ma’
brons vi’ ma een fixed upon the prey, when a on a sudden, as if
he had been galveneezed, he stotted up intil the lift, and wi’ ae
squash played plunge into the pool, and, awa’ doon the eddics
like a porpus. 1 thocht I sou’d hae gane mad, Heaven for-
give me—and [ fear I swore like a trooper. Loupin’ wi’ a spang
frae the stane, [ missed ma feet, and gaed head owre heels jintil
the water—while amang the rushin’ o’ the clement 1 heard roars
o’ lauchter as if frae the kelpe himecl), but what afterwards turn-
ed outto be guffaws frae your frien’s Boyd and Juniper Bank,wha
had been wutnessin’ the drama frae commencement to catastro-
rhe.

! North. Ha! ha! ha! James' it must have been excessively
droll.

Shepherd. Risin’ to the surfice with a gullter, I shook ma
nicve at the ne'er-do-weels, and then doon the river atter the
sumph o’ a saumon, like a verra otter. Followin’ noo the sight and
noo the scent, 1 was na lang in comin’ up wi’ him—for he was s
deed a8 Dawvid—and lyin’ on his back, 1 protest, jue. like a man
restin’ Mimsel’ at the soomin’. 1 had forgotten the gaff—sol
fasten’d ma teeth intil the shonther o’ him—and like a Newfound-
lan’ savin® a chiel frae droonin’, 1 bare him to the shore, while, to
do Boyd and JTuniper justice, the lift rang wi’ acclamations.

North. What may have been his calibre ?

Shepherd.  On puttin® him intil the scales at nicht he just turn-
ed three stane trone.
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A HIGIILAND ANECTOTE.~BY SIRW. SCOTT, BART.
From the Keepsake, for 1832

Tie same course of reflection which led me to transmit toyou
the account of the death of an ancientborderer, induces me toadd
the particuluars of a single incident, uffording o point which seems
highly qualificd to be illustrated by the pencil. 1t was suggested
by the spitited engraving of the Gored Huntsman, which adorned
the first number of your work, and perhaps bears too close a re-
semblance to the cliuracter of that print to admut of your choosing
it as a subject for another.  Of this you are the only competent
judge.

‘The story is an ald, but not an ancicent one ; the actor and suf-
ferer was not a very aged mian, when | heard the anccdote in my
carly youth. Duncan, for so I shall cull him, fiad been engaged
in the affair of 1746, with others of his cluss, and was supposed
by many to have been an accomplice, if not the principle actor in
a certain tragic affair; which made much noise a good many years
after the rebellion. [am content with indicating this, in order to
give some idea of the 1an’s character, which was bold, fierce, and
enterprising. ‘Traces of this natural disposition still remained on
Duncan’s very good features, and in his keen grey eye. But the
limbs, like those of the nged borderer in my former tale, had be-
come unable to serve the purposes and obey the dictates of his
inclination. On the one side of his body he retaioed the propor-
tions and firmness of an active mountaineer ; on the other he was
adisabled cripple, scarcely able to limp along the streets. The
cause which reduced him to this stste of infirmity was singular.

Twenty years or more before | knew Duncan, he assisted his
brothers in forming a large grazing in the Higblands, comprehen-
ling an extensive range of mountain, and forest land, morass,
luke and precipice. 1t chanced that asheep or goat was missed
from the flocks, and Duncen, not satisfied with dispatching his
shepherds in one direction, went himse!f in quest of the fugitive
in another.

Inthe course of his researches, he was induced to ascend a
small and narrow path, leading to the top of a high precipice.
Dangerous as it was at first, the road became doubly g0 as he ad.
vanced. It was not much more than two feet broad, so rugged
and difficult, and at the same time so terrible, that it would have
been impracticable to any but the the light step and steady brain
of a Higlander. The precipice on the right rose like a wall, and
on the left sunk to a depth which it was giddy to look down upon:
\but Duncan passed cheerfully on, now whistling the Gathering of
his Clan, now taking heed to his footsteps, when the difficulties of
the path-required caution.

In this manner he had more than half ascended the precipice,
when in midway, and it might almost be said, in middle air, he en-
<ountered a buck of the red-deer species, runn'ng down the cliff
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by the same path in an opposite direction. If Duncan had had a
ganna recontre could have been more agreeable ; but us he had
not this advantage over the denizen of the wilderness, the meet-
ing was in the hizest degree unwelcome. Neither party had the
power of retreating, for the stag had oot room to turn himself in
the narrow path, and if Duncan had turned his back to go down,
he knew enough of the creature’s habits to be certain that he
would rash gpon him while engaged in the difliculty of the re
treat. They stood therefore pertectly still and laoked at each
other in mutual embarrassment for soine space.

At length the deer, which was of the largest size, began to low-
er his antlers, a3 they do when they are brought to bay, and are
preparing to rush upon hound and buntsman. Dauancan saw the
danger of a conflict to which he must probably come by the
worst, and as a last resource, srtetched himself on the little ledge
of rock,which he occupied, and thus awaited the resolution which
the deer should take, not muking the least motion, for fear of
alarming the wild and suspicious animal. They remainedin this
posture fur three or four hours, in the midst of a rock which
would have suited the pencil of Salvator, and which afforded
barely room enough for the man and the stag, opposed to each
otherin this extraordinary manner.

At length the buck seemed to take the resolution of passing o-
ver the obstacles which lay in his path, and with this purpoese ap-
proached towards Duncan very slowly, and with excessive caution.
When he came close to the Highlander, he stooped his head down
as if to examine him more closely, when the devil, or the untame-
able love of eport, peculiar to his country, began to overcome
Duncan’s fears. Seeing the animal proceed so gently,he totally for-
got not only the dangers of his position, but the nuptial compact
which might have been inferred from the circumstances of the si-
tuation. With one hand Duncan seized the deer’s horns whilst with
the other he drew his dirk. But io the same instant the buck boun-
ded over the precipice, carrying the Higlander along with him.
They went thus down upwards of a hundred feet, and were found
the next morning in the spot where they fell. Fortune, who does
not always regard retributive justice in her dispensations, ordered
that the deer should fall underneath and be killed upon the spot,
while Duncan escaped with his life, but with the fracture of a leg
an arm, and three ribs. In this state he was lying on the carcass
of the deer, and the injuries which he had received rendered
him for the remainder of his life the cripple 1 have described. I ne-
ver could approve of Duncan’s conduct towards the deer ina
moral point of view, (although, as the man in the play said, he was
my friend) but the temptation of a hart of grease, offering as it
were, his throat to the knife, would have subdued the virtie of
almost any deer-stalker. Whether the anecdote is worth record-
ing, or deserviag of illustration, remains for your consideration.
I have given you the story exactly as I recollect it.
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THE KNOWLEDGE OF THE WORLD IN MEN AND
BOOKS.

RovarLty and its symhols were abolished in France. A show-
mun of wild beasts had (the pride of his flock) an immense Bengal
tiger, commonly called the Royal Tiger. What did our showmun
do ?7—\Why, he knew the world, and he changed the name of the
beast, from the Tigre Royalto the Tigre Nutional! Horace Wal-
pole was particularly charmed with this anccdote. for he knew
the world as well as the showman. It is exactly these little things
~-the happy tarn of a phrase—a well-timed pleasantry, that no
unobservant man ever thinks of, and that, while seeming humour,
are in reality wisdom. ‘There are changes in the veins of wit, as
in every thing else.  Sir William Temple tells us, that on the
return of Charles II. none were more out of fishion than the old
Earl of Norwich, who was esteemed the greatest wit of the time
of Charles the First. But it is clear that the Earl of Norwich
must have wanted knowledge of the world § he did not feel, as by
an instinct, like the showman, how to vary an epithet—he stuck
to the last to his tigre royal!

This knowledze of the world baffles our calcnlations—it does
not always rcquire experience. Some men tuke (o it intaitively ;
their first stepin life exhibits the same profound mastery over the
minds of their cotemporaries—the same subtle consideration—the
same felicitous address, as distinguish the close of their career.
Congreve had written his comedies at twenty-five ; the best anec-
dotes of the acutencss of Cyrus are those of his boyhaod.
Ishoutd like, above all things, a veracious account of the child-
hood of Talleyrand. What a world of shrewdness may he have
vented i’ trundling his hoop! Shakspeare has given us the mad-,
ness of Hamlet the youth, and of Lear the old man—but there is
afardeeper wisdom in the young man’s thoughts than those of the
old man. ‘

Minds early accustomed to solitude usually make the keenest
observers of the world, and chiefly for this reason~-when few
bjects are presented to our contemplation, we scize them—we
ruminate over them—-we think, again and again, upon all the fea-
tures they present to our examination ; and we thus master the
knowledge of the great book of Mankind as Eugene Aram master-
cd that of Learning, by studying five lines at a time, and ceasing
not from our labour till these are thoroughly acquired. A boy,
whose attention has not been distracted by a mnltiplicity of ob-
jects—whao, living greatly alone, is obliged thereforeto think, not
asa task, but as a diversion, emerges at last inlo the world—a shy
man, but a deep observer.  Accustomed to reflection, he is not
dazzled by novelty ; while it strikes his eye, it occupies his miud.
Heuce, if he sits down to describe whut he sees, he describes it
justly at once, and at first; and more vividly, perhaps, than he

You, 11, 31
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might in after-life, because it is newer (o bim. Perhaps, tco, tle
moral eye resembles the physical--by custom familiarizes itselt
with delusion, and inverts, mechanically, the objects presented to
it, till the deceit becomes more natural than Nature itself.

There are men who say they know the world, because they
know its vices. So does an officer at Bow-street, or the turnkey
at Newgate. This would be a claim to knowledge of the world,
if there were but rogues in it. But these are as bad judges of our
minds as a physician would be of our bodies, if he hud pever seen
any but those in a diseased state.  Such a man would fancy
health itself a disease. ~We generally fiud, indeed, that men are
governed by their weaknesses, rot their vicee, and those weak-
nesses are often the most amiable part obout them,  The wa-
vering Jaflier betrays his friend through a weakness, which a har-
dened criminal might equally have felt, and wkich, in that crimina}
might have been the origin of his guilt. It is the knowledge of
these weaknesses, as if by aglanc2, that serves a man better in the
understanding and conquest of his species, than a knowledge of the
vices to which they lead—it is better to seize the one cause than
ponder over the thousand effects. It is the former knowledge
which I chiefly call the knowledge of the world. It is this which
immortalised Moliere in the drama, and distinguishes Talleyrand,
in action.

It has been asked whether the same worldly wisdom which we
admire in a writer would, bad occasion brought him promiuently
fcrward, have made him equally successful in action ?  Certainly
not, as a necessary consequence. Swift was the most gensible
writer of his day, and one of the least sensible politicians, io the
selfish sense—~the only sense in which he knew it—of the word.
What knowledge of the world in ** Don Juan” and in Byron's
 Correspondence’’—what seeming want of that knowledge in the
great poet’s susceplibility to attack, on the one hand, and his wan-
ton trifling with his character on the other ? How is this. differ:
ence between the man and the writer to be accounted for?  Be-
cause, in the writer, the infirmities of constitution are either con-
cealed or decorated by genius—not so in the man_: fretfulness,
spleen, morbid sensitiveness, eternally spoil our plans in life—
but they often give an interest to our plans on paper. . Byron,
qudrrelling with the world, as Childe Harold, proves his genius;
but Byron quarrelling with thg world in his own person betrays
his folly! ‘Toshow wisdom in a book, it is but necessary that we
should posseds the theoretical wisdom ; but in life, it requires not
anly the theoretical wisdom, but the practical ability to act up to
it.  We may know exactly what we ought to do, but we may not
bave the fortitude to do it. ¢ Now,” says the shy man in
love, ¢ I ought to go und talk to my mistress—my rival is with
her—I ought to. make myself as agreeable as possible—I ought to
tirow that fellow in the shade by my bons mots and my compl:-
weatd.”’ Does he doso? No! he sits in a corner and scowls at
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the lady. Heis iothe miserable state deseribed by Persius. He
knows what is geod and canunot perform it. Yet this man, if an
aathor, from the very circumstance of feeling #0 bitterly that his
constitution is strooger than his reason, would have made his lover
in a hook all that be could not be himself in reality.”

There is a sort of wit peculiar to knowledge of the world,
and we usually find that writers, who are supposed to bave the
most exhibited that knowledge in their books, are also commonly
esteemed the wittiest authors of their country—Horace, Plautue,
Moliere, Le Sage, Voltaire, Cervuntes, Shakspeare, Fielding,
Swift ;* and this is, because the essence of the most refined spe-
cies of wit'is truth.  Even in the solemn and grave Tacitus, we
come perpetually to sudden turns—striking points of sententious
brilliuncy, which make us smile, from the depth itself of their im-
portance~~an aphorism is always on the borders of an epigram. -

Itis remarkable that there is scarcely any very popular author
of great imaginative power, io whose works we do not recogaise
that common sense which is knowledge of the world, and which
i3 8o generally supposed by the superficial to be in direct opposi-
tion {o the imaginative faculty. When an author does not possess
it eminently, he is never eminently popular, whatever be his fame.
Compare Scott and Shelley, the two most imaginative authors of
their time.  The one, in his wildest flights, never loses sight of
common sense--there is an affinity between him and his humblest
reader ; nay, the more discursive the flight, the closer that affini-
ty becomes. We are even more wrapt with the author when he
i3 with his spirits of the mountain and fell--with the mighty dead
at Melrose, than when he is leading us through the humours of a
guard room, or confiding to us the interview of lovers. But Shel-
ley disdains common sense. Of his ** Prince Athanase,” we have
no early comprehension—with his * Prometheus’’ we have no
human sympathies ; and the grander he becomes, the less popu-
lar we find him. Writers who do not in theory know their kind,
may be admired, but they can never be popular. And when we
hear men of unquestionable gerius complain of not being appreci- .
ated by the herd, it is because they are not themselves skilled in
the feelings of the herd. For what is knowledge of mankind, but
the kaotwvledge of their feelings, their humours, their caprices,
their passions; touch these, and you gain attention——develope
these, and you have conguered your audience. ’

“Among writers of an inferior reputation we often discover a

#Let me mention two political writers of the present day—men equally
remarkable for their wit and wisdom—Sidney Smith, and the Editor of the
“Examiner,” Mr. Fonblaugue ; barring, may I say it? a little affectation
of pithiness—the latter writer is one of the greatest maczters of that art
which makes ‘* words like sharp swords,™ that our age has produced.
And I cannot help adding, in common with many of his admirers, an ear-
nest hope that he may leave the world a more firm and settled monument
ofhis great abilities, than the pages ofany periodical can aford.
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snfficient shrewdness and penetration into human foibles——to star-
tie us in points, while they canuot carry their knowledge far
enough to plense us on the whole. They can paint nature by a
happy hit, but they violate ull the likeness before they have con.
cluded the plot-~they charm us with a reflection und revelt us by
a character. Sir John Suckling is one of these writers—his cor-
respondence is witly and thoughtful, and his pluys—but little
koowaq in comparison to his songe-~abound with just remarks and
false positions, the most natural lines and the most improbable in-
ventions. Two persons in one of these plays are under sentence
of execution, and the poet hits off the vanity of the one by a stroke
worthy of a much greater dramatist.

¢ [ have something troubles me,” says Pellagrin.

* What's that 2* asks his friend.

¢ The people,” replies Pellagrin, < will say, as we go along,
¢ thou art the properer fellow * »

Had the whole character been conceived like that sentence, 1
should not have forgotten the name of the play, and instead of muk-
ing a joke, the author would have consummated a creation. Both
Madume de Stael and Rousseau appear to me to have possessed
this sort of imperfect knowledge.  Both are great in aphorisms,
and feeble in realizing conceptions of flesh und blood. When
Madame de Stael tells us * that great losses, so far from binding
men more closely to the advantages they still have lefi, pt once
loosen all ties of affection,” she speaks like one versed inthe mys.
teries of the human heart, and expresses exactly what she wishes
to convey ; but when she draws the character of Corinne’s lover,
she not only confounds all the moral qualities into one impossible
compound, bat she utterly faile in what she evidently attempts to
picture. The proud, sensitive, generous, high-minded Euglish-
man, with a souf at once alive to genius, and fearing its cflect--
daring as a soldier, timid as a man—the slave of love that tells
him to scorn the world, and of opinion that tells him to adore it—
this is the new, the delicate, the many-coloured character Madame
de Stael conceived, and nothing can be more unlike the heartless
and whining pedant she has accomplished.

In Rousseau, every sentence Lord Edward utters is full of
beauty, and sometimes of depth, and yet those sentences give us no
coenception of the utterer himself. The expressions are all soul,
aund the character is all clay—nothing can be more brilliant then
the sentiments, or more heavy than the speaker.

In fact it is not often that the graver writers have succeededin
plot and character as they have done in the allurement of reflec-
tion, or the graces of style. While Goldsmith mukes us acquaint-
ed with all the personages of his unrivalled story—while we sit at
the threshold in the summer evenings and sympathize with the
good Vicar in his laudable zeal for monogamy—uwhile ever and
unon we steal a look behind through the lattice, and smile at the
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gny Sophia, who is playing with Dick, or fix our admiration cn
Olivia who is practising an air against the young Squire comes—-
while we see the sturdy Burchell crossing the stile, and stridirg
on at his hearty pace with hisouk cudgel cutting circles in the air ;
vay, while we ride with Moses to make his bargains, and prick up
our ears when Mr. Jenkinson begins with ¢ Ay, Sir ! the world is
in its dotage ;" while in recalling the characters of that immoertal
tale, we are recailiog the memoty of so many living persons with
whom we have dined, and walked, and chatted ; we see in the
gloomy Rasselus of Goldsmith's suger cotémporary, a dim succes-
sion of shadowy images without hfe or identity, mere wmachines
for the grinding of morals, und the nice location of sonorous phia-
seology.

That delightful egotist--half good fullow, half sage, bLalf rake,
half divine, the pet gossip of philosephy, the—in one word—inimi-
table and unimitated Montaigne insists upon it in right earvest, with
plenty to suppeort him, that continual cheerfulness is the mast in-
disputuble sign of wisdom, and that her eslute, like that of things
in the regions above the moon, is always culm, cloudless and se-
rene. And in the same essay he recites the old story of Deme-
trius the grammarian, who, finding in the Temple of Delptios a
knot of philosophers chatting away in high glege and comfort, suid
1 am greatly mistaken, gentlemen, or by your plessant counten-
anccs you are not engaged in any very profound discourse.’
Whereon Heracleon answered the grammatian with a + Pshaw,
my geod friend ! it does very well for fellows who live in a per-
petual anxiety to know whether the {uture tense of the verb Bullo
should be spelt with one | or two, to knit their brows and look so-
lemn, but we who are engaged in discoursing true philosphy, nie
cheerful as n matter of course ”*  Ah, those were the philosa-
phers who had read the world aright ; give me Heracleon the
magician, for a fellow who knew what he was about wheu he re-
solved to Le wise. And yet, after all, it is onr constitution and
not our learning, that makes us one thing or the othec-—gruve or
gay, lively or severe!!

For my own part I candidly confess that, in spite of all my ¢n-
deavours, and tho® all my precepts run the contrary way, 1 can-
not divest myself at times of a certain sadness when! rocall the
lessons the world has (uught me. ltis true that I now expect
little or nothing from mankind, and 1 therefore forgive offences
agoinst me with ease, bui'that ease which comes from contempt
is no desirable acquisition of temper. Ishould like to feel some-
thing of my old indignation al every vice, and my old bitterness at
every foe.

After all, as we know, or fancy that we know mankind, there
is acertain dimness that falls upon the glory of all we sce. We
areuot so confiding of our trust—und that is no pelly misfortune
tosome of us ; without growing perhaps more seliish, we contract
the circle of our enjoyments. We do not hazard—we do not
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veuture a8 we once did.  The sea that rolls before us profiers
to our curiosity no port that we have not already seen.  About
this time, too, our ambition changes its characler—it becomes
aore a thing of custom thao of ordour. We have begun our ca-
reer—shame forbids us to leave it ; but [ question whether any
man modecately wise, does not see how small is the reward of
pursuit.  Nay, ask the oldest, the most hacknied adventurer of
the wotld, aud you will find he lLas some dream at his heait,
which is more cherished than all the honours he secks—some
dream perhaps of a happy and sercne retirement which has lain
at his breast since be was a boy, and which he will never realize,
The trader and his retreat at Highgate are but the type of Wal.
pole and his palace at Houghton.. The worst feature io our
knawledge of the world is that we are wise to little purpose—we
penetrate the_ hearts of others, but we do not salisly our own.—
New Monthly Magazine.

A CAPTURE AT SEA.

From a Narrative of an Imprisonment in France, §c.—Black-
wood's Magazine.

At that period of life when hope beats high, and the mind i3
most susceptible of the charms of novelty, | eagerly listened to a
proposal, made to me by my fatber, to try my fortune on the in-
constant ocean. With the variety offoreign scenery, and the pic-
turesque vicissitudes occasioned by storms and calms upon a new
clement—the dreary winter and the summer’s suz —my imagina-
tion had been made familiar, by the recital from timeto time of
the adventures of\my father, whose life, from the earliest period,
had been devoted to thesea. 1 was now to explore that world of
wonders for myself. Favourably for my enirance upon nautical
life, the ¢ Morning Herald” was the property of my father; and,
s was then not unusual, he took the command of his own ship,
J411:ed out as one of his ship’s company, I felt all the pride and con-
sequence nataral to a British seaman, though I had yet to acquire
the skill and practice which give efficacy to his daring.

" On the 2d of May 1794, we took our departure from the Nore,
bound for Barbadoes, and were borne forvard with a propitious
gale down the British Chanpel. When we were off Spithead, we
fell in with the grand fleet of England,under the command of Lord
Howe. This was the most imposing and splendid spectacle 1 had
ever beheld. The ocean was covered over with ships of war, of
the largest dimensions. Each of them, as we approached, tower-
ed frowningly before us like s castle ; displaying along the lines of
their respective decks a terrible array of the heaviest cannon—
all majestically wafted along the bosom of the deep, as they spread
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dloft their ample canvass to catch the rising gale ; whilst the con-
trast of our own comparatively diminutive bark with the coloscul
grandeur which surrounded us, gave me to feel my own insignific-
amce, and produced a kind of envy towards the men who strode
those lofty decks, from which we were looked down upon asin o
cockboat: as though greatness or littleness were conferred upon
men by the size of their ships !—1 could not but exult in the con-
scious pride of being a Briton; and that the magpificent fleet which
1 then beheld booming over the ocenn, as over a demain peculi-
arly its own,—claiming the homage of the world--was ovrs ,—-
little thinking how soon the dreadful conffiet of the first of Jure,
was to proclaim to all nations the invincible bravery and glorious
victory of the British navy over the grard flcet of the French
republic. :
\Vithin a few days after this gorgeous sight, one of a very dif;
ferent character gradually developed itself from the milst of one
of the densest fogs that ever shrouded the sea--sad prognostic of
our future woes--It was on a Sanday morning: our ship was
standing towards the northward and westward of the islands of
Scilly, distant about fi.cen leugueq. Whilst my father and offi-
cers were below at breakfuer, fhe fog in which we were eaveloped
began to clear up. The man at tuo, l!elm guddcnly called out—~
“a sail on the weather-bow, sir—na large g_hnp-—-—scen:s' a man-of-
war.”-— Oh, no doubt she’s an English frigate,” replicd my fa
ther, without rising from a chart he was examining—** she's
cruising in the chops ofthe Channel.” Presently the helmsmin's.
voice was again heard—‘ another eail—on the lee-bow, sit—a
frigate ;”’ and in a few moments he called out again-—*¢ another
sail——onp the lee-quarter, sir !"—*¢ Aye, aye! Three frigates ? tis.
high time to look about us, 1 think,” said my father ; and, snatch-.
ing up his spy-glass, he was ondeck in an icstant, followed by ail.
at breakfast. There we ware, sure enough, within the toils of a
squadron of men-of-war! All the three ships we had descried, in.
" stantly ran up English colours—-and we answered them with ours.
The frigate to windward then bore dowa upod us, and fired a
shot to bring us to { Somewhat alatmed~-notwithstanding the show -
of the British flag—we slill kept on our course. 1 shall never
forget the excitement and terrible suspeuse which l—a lad come
to sea for the first ime—enduted on this occasion. A second and
a third gon were fired at us, soon after each other. % Don’t you
think, sir, we had better heave to,” enquired the chief mate—:
“they'll make us pay for every shot "% ¢« I'm afraid you are
right,” replied my father, much agitated. ¢ 1 dot’t like the ap--
pearance of these ships. 1 can't think they’re English, for all
they've hoisted our colours. Neithet their hulls, riggiog, nor the
trim of their sails are British! !s-ull over with us, I’'m afraid !’
Inthe midst of this startliog colloquy, Providence sebmed to fa-

A ctlxslom at 263, when a merr:antman is captured, but holds out oby
tinately,
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vour our escape; for the fog thickened around us, and under ity
friendly obscurity we altered our course, standing right in an op-
posite direction ; and we should most certainly have escaped, but
that unfoctunately, as if by magic, the fog at once cleared
up, and our attempt to elude pursuit was useless.  One of
the frigates again bore dowa upon us, and, opening her main-deck
porta, fircid one of her large guns at us.  The shot whistled close
by ourstern. Resistunce was absurd—escape impossible ; and
we accordingly hove to. A long-boat, lowered from the frigate,
and filled with men, immediately made towards ue, and soon
sufliciently neared us, to discover, by the undisciplined move.-
ments, and un-British aspect of the men,—but, above all, by the
tricoloured cockade in the hats of the officers,~—tLat we were
prisoners of war, and to the French'!

The cnemy sprung on board like a tiger fastening upon its un-
‘resisting prey. Our deck was instantly covered with confusion.
The ferocious visages of those who boarded us ; the vaciferations
of a language which | then understood not, and the wildness with
which the men flew about the decks, or hurried into the cabin
and steerage, gloating with savage satisfuction upon all they saw,
a3 their own; made me feel as though hell had at once discharged
its fiends upon our peacefu! decks. “'The French commander had
just English enough to say to my father, ¢ Capitain, you priso-
nair of war! You tcll your men take down dat colour! Make
haste, make haste 't «¢ No,” replied my father, sullenly, ¢ you’ve
taken, but not conquered me; and you may put my head at the
muzzle of one of your own guns, before I’ll lower our British
flag at the command of a Frenchmen ! Take it down yourself, or
let it fly at the mast-head for ever ! About ten minutes were
allowed to our officers and ship’s company to take what necessa-
ries we could carry with us on board the frigate ; the French offi-
cers standing over us the while, and impatiently goading us to
greater speed,* take all you can wit you ! Make haste,make haste !
tuke all you can! make haste, make haste!” A small matrass,
with twwo or three sheets and bhlankets, and a little trunk with a
few changes of linen, tegether with whatever we could hastily
snatch from among our most valuable things, were all we could
secure on taking our tinal leave of the Morning Herald. She was
immediately maaned by Frenchmen, and we were taken on board
the frigate, which proved to be L’Insurgent, of forty-four guns.
Then, and not till then, were the English colours hauled dowr
on board the French squadron.

Never shall 1 forget my sensations when we came alongside
the frigate. 'The decks were crowded with the most filthy un-
sightly crew which my eyes had ever beheld ; party-coloured in
their dress, and wearing red woollen nightcaps, which, though
sutmounted with the national cockade, conveyed the idea of their
being invalids on board an hospital-ship. To this motley crew I
had to ascend, amidst the confused shouts of a language which
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seemed as barbarous (o my ears; as their appearance was hate-
ful to my cyes, whilst savage glee was legible in every counte-
pance as they gazed upon their unfortunate victims,

My heart sunk within me! As coon as | reached the deck,
I sat down iu sullen silence, whilst my busied imagination brought-
under my review the pleasures of the home which | had so rea-
dly quitted, in contrast with the forlorn and wretched condition-
in which [ was then placed, and the gloom which overhung my
fature prospects. What was to become of me ? Our sails were*
soon filled, and the frigate continued her cruise. For the last time,
1 looked upon the Morning Herald as she was shaping her course
for France, under the command of her new crew, and was fast
receding from our sight. Thus [ witnessed almost all the pro-
perty of our family borne away- to augment the resources of a
detested enemy—my father’s ship being bat inadequately insur-
ed. In justice, however, to the captain of L'Insurgent, it ought
to be related, that whatever effects we brought from our ship
were preserved inviolable ; and every thing which could reason-:
ably be expected to render our condition camiertable, as long as
we were under his command, was readily supplied. My father
regularly messed with the captain andsuperior officers, whilst I
and the rest of the men were distributed amongst the crew, and'
fared in all respects as well as they. .

Daring a cruise of about a week, we fell in with and took se-
veral vessels belonging to different nations. A circumstance
connected with one of these captures may not be uminteresting
to notice. Early one moroing a ship of considerahle size was
descried, standing towards the British Chrannel. We immediate:
ly gave chase, and in the course of the day came up with
ber. She proved to be the Europa of London, a beautifnl ship,
homeward bound, and laden with a rich cargo of West India pro-
duce. We were at this time within sight of the Land’s End of
Eogland. As soon as the men of the Europa were brought on
board L'Insurgent, the attention of the whole crew was atiracted
towards one young man above all the rest. His countenance wag
deeply interesting, his person tall and elegant, and his manners
graceful; but all his movements indicated unusoal perturbation
and distress.  After pacing the deck with hurried steps, and fre-
quently pausiog—in an instant becoming motionless as a statue,
with his face directed towards the shere—bis agony at length
broke through all restraints.  To sobs and groans succeeded the
most piteous cries and tears. Consolation was terdered to him
by some of his friends, who seemed to know the secret of his
sorrow ; but no ear had bhe for their counsel or condoleuce—no
control over his passions. He was conducted to the capstan, on
which he reclined his head, having covered his face with his
bands, and in a perfect roar of agonizing cries and tears, gave
vent to the sorrows with which his heart was surcharged. Upon
enquiry it was found, that on leaving England about two years
befo{e‘ he had made all the ar;alr;gemen(s necessary for marry-

‘ol 1t.
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ing a young lady of beauty and fortune immediately on his return.
He had been most fortunate in his mercantile transactions, and
was returning with the produce of his industry to marry her, and
was now within only a few hours’ sail of embracisg the beloved
object of his affectionst Alas! this melancholy occurrence strip-
ped him at once of all his worldly treasure, and for ever blighted
all his future hopes; for only a few short months numbered him
amongst the hapless victiras whao fell amidst the fright{ul ravages
of disease amongst the prisoners of war at Quimper—a scene of
woe which yet remnains to be described.

Whilst on board L’Insurgent, we had a fair opportunity of sec-
iog the operation of favourite principles of Freach republicanism
on the temper and behaviour of the common people. Liberty
and equality were words of perpetual recurrence among them ; sud
the practical application of these famous terms was a constant
illustration of the sense they affixed to them-—t{o the no small
mortification and annoyance of their superior officers. The very
cooke and swab-wringers would stand and dispute the orders, unil
question the authority, of the boatswain ; nor could ke prevail on
them to obey his orders, till he bluntly consented that chance and
the suffrage of the people conferred the superiority which he exer.
cised over them and consequently, that they hada greater right—
if they thought fit to assertit—to command the boatswain than the
boatswain to command them! If he still dared to dictate in the
tone of superiority, they would scornfully turn their back upen
him, and bid him wring the swabs himself, for liberty and equality
were now the allowed right of every Frenchman! 1f the sails
wete to be trimmed during the time of their meals, unless itap-
peared reasonable to the majority, the boatswain might pipe his
call till he was breathless, and was obliged to endure their chid-
ing ;—** What made him in such a hurry ? let him wait till they
had tivished their meal.” Even en the giiarter deck, nothing
was more common than to see groups of foremast-men sitling in
circles, for hours together, at their favourite game of cards,
whilst iheir superior officers, and even the captain himself, were
obliged to thread the needle amongst them in walking the deck;
and if they expressed dissatisfaction at the inconvenience they
suffered, they might expect to hear a growl of indignation.—-
* Was it the inteation of their commanders to abridge them of
their Jiberty and equality 7?

On one occasion, however, we had a specimen of perfect
unagimity and universal co-operation. On the sixth morning after
our capture, a sail was seen in our wake, about halfcourses high.
She had every appearance of an English frigr.te, cruising in the
chops of the Channel. After a short time she was ohserved to
alter her course, and make sail after us. We were then under
double-reefed top-sails. A scene of the utmost consternation aad
confusion ensued. The boatswain’s pipe now thrilied through
every ear with startling shrillness, and was instantly answered:—
* Shake the reefs out of the topsails, and sway them up to the
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mast-heads t—Set your topmast and lower studding saile!—The
breeze slackens——run up your royals and topgallant-studding-
sails!”  But oh, the merriment of their British priseners at the
tardy, confused, and lubberly way in which these orders were
executed! An equal number of our sailors would have accom-
plished the same work in one-third of the time at least! And
then the amusing remarks which they made upon the slovenly
trim of the sails :—** | say, Jack, d’ye see that topinast stadding -
gail there 7--my eyes ! why, it sits like a purser’s shirt dangling
on a handspike !’ Such gibes as these, with the loud laughter
which generally followed, were sufficiently annoying to Mounseer.
Nor was the quarter-deck ascene of less interest than the main-
deck and forecastle. Though every countenance was lighted
vp with an animation and eagerness which almost approach-
ed a transformation of their original features, yet, from the
opposite sensations which were felt, it was surprising to ob-
gerve the difference belween those who were anxious to be
overtaken and those who were eager to effect their escape.
Every miuute the captain was intensely watching with his spy-
giass whether the Eaglish frigate—for such their fears had cer-
tainly defined ber to be—was gaining upon us.  Alternate glad-
ness and dejection exchanged sides between the prisoners of war
and the French crew as the affirmative or negative was anpoun-
ced. After a chase of two hoars, at the rate of about twelve
knots, the hull of our pursuer became visible. All prisoners
were immediately ordered off the decks; and the command was
given toclear away for action. What words can suffice to de-
scribe the intense agony of suspense félt by the prisoners con-
fined in the darkness of the "lween decks, whilst we heard the
hurry and confusion over our heads, as they were clearing away
their guns and preparing for battle, and the clamorousshouts and
execrations of the French sailors, as they despaired of escape and
deemed a batile inevitable. la this fever of excitement we wera
kept for about tvo hours, unable to obtain the slightest informa-
tion of the progress of the chase, and expecting every moment to
hear a broadside, every Frenchman being charged, under the se-
verest penalty, oot to auswer any enquiry from the prisoners
respecting the sitnation and position of the ships. Towards the
evening, however, the breeze slackened, and we had the morti.
fication to hear that the English frigate had given over the chase
and altered her course. We were agaio permiited to walk the
deck, and eyed, with many a wist{ul look, the prespect of our
deliverance receding from our sight. .
On the ninth day after our capture we were taken into Brest,
Melancaoly were my reflections as we sailed past the fortifica-
liens on either hand, on our entrance into one of the noblest har-
bours in Europe ; contrasted with which dejection, the gaiety and
hilarity of the French crew tended but (o make my condition ap-
pear more disconsclate and wretched. Seea from the shore, our
frigate must have appeared a beautiful object ; gliding majesti-
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cally along with a fair wind, the chief purt of our sails set, all onr
colours flying, and, as we passed some of the principal forts, the
shrouds and yard-arms manned as closely as possible, returning
the salutations from the shore with joyous greetings, and sing g
with the ulmost enthusiasm their national song:

¢ Avx enfons de la patrie,
Le jour de gloire est arrivee,” &c.

We soon came within sight of the French grand fleet, under the
commend of Admiral Villaret Joyeuse, lying at anchor over the

magnificent expanse of water which forms the harbour of Brest,

Nothing conld ex<eed ingrandeur the sight which presented itselt
to us, as we passed along successively from one line-of-battle-chip
to another, till we had seen the whole extent and magnitude of
the largest navy which the French could ever boast. In the af.

ternoon we came to an anchor, and spent the night on board,

mournfully anticipating the undefined hardships which awaited
us in a French prison, and of which to-morrow was to afford usa
specimen. After breakiast the following morning, the boats.

wain’s call gave the chrill annonncement that all the prisoners of
wa. were o be immediately mustered upon deck, each man
bringing along with him bis luggage, in readiness for debarkation.

Affecting was the sight, as the officers and men of the ships which
had been taken during the cruise were marshalled into their re-
spective groups. Just before we descended into the boats pre.-
pared to take us on shore, a formul offer was made, in the name
of the Republic, to any of the officers or men who chose to ex-
change the prospect of a prison for the service of the French

navy, with the promise of equal wazes and equal fare with their

own men.  As soon as the proposal was understood by the Eug.

lish prisoners, a burst of indignation and a fearless volley of exe.

crations were poured forth upon those who made the offer; and

it was with extsrme difficulty that some of the men could be ve.

strained from a farious assault in return. One traitercns wretch

alone listened to (he proposal, and he was a Dutchman; but it

was at the hazard of his life. Had he not been instantly rescu.

ed by a body of armed men, he would doubtless have been torn

in pieces, to such a pitch of exasperation and rage were all the

rest of the prisoners roused. This subject, as we left the side of
the frigate and were on our way towards the shore, furnished

the topic on which each took occasion to express his wrath,

whilst ever and anon they vociferated their execrations on the

dastardly coward and fraitor they had leit behind, as long as they

thought their voice could be heard. Scarcely was the tuvmult

occasioned by this occurrence subsided, when we drew near to

the shore.
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SCENES IN A FRENCH PRISON.

AT Quimper we arrived on the evening of our sctond day’s
march from Pontenezin. The buildingfitted up for the reception
of prisoners of war, had beena convent previons #o the Revoluti-
on ; but the same spirit of innovation which had subverted the
throue, and abolished ihe aristocracy of France, proceeded to
annibilate, if possible, whatever had been rendered sacred by re-
ligion.  The pious nuns, who were its previous inhabitants, had
been driven from their peaceful dwelling, to seek shelter, if shel-
ter could be found, amidst the tumuituary anG sanguinary conflicts
of a distracted country ; whilst their former abode was occupied
by captives {rom all the nations with which France was waging
war. The convent was composed of two leng buildings, situated
on opposite sides of a large irregular court. Each building was
four stories bigh, and each story was divided longitudinaliy by
a passage which extended the whole length of the building, with
a great number of small rooms partitioned off on citber side.  In
addition to the :ourt between the two principal buildings, was a
large retired space, laid out as a garden and orchard, in which
the nuns were accustomed to {ake the air. The whole s sur-
rounded by a high wall.

On our arrival at this place, we found nearly three thousand
prisoners already in possession, distribnted through the little
rooms, either as choice dirccted, onthe ground of rank, friendship,
or nationality, or as pecessity compelled those who came last, to
take the only situations which remained unoccupied. Fortunate-
ly, my fatber and [ were admitted into a room on the second floor,
where there was a vacancy for iwo inmates, among five gentle-
men, one of whom was a physician, and the others either captains
of merchant ships, or officers in the navy. The rooms, which
were all nearly equal in size, were barely suilicient to admit of
seven persons lying with their pallet beds close to each other,
when uaroiled on the floor. On our entrance, we entertained
the hope of Lieing able to beguile the wearisomeness of our capti-
vity with tolerable endurance ; especially as, through the huma-
nity of our first commissary, the prison allowance was sufficient to
ensure the continuance of health, and moderate comfort. Rations
‘of bread, meat, butter, and wine, were reguluarly served out to
each mess daily. Schemes of business and plans of study were
drawa up, and prosecuted with Jaudable industry. Our nume-
rous and diversified community assumed the appesrance of com-
merce and learning. Here resided the mathematician,and teacher
of navigation, whose room was crowded with the votaries of sci-
ence ; there, the poet and musician ; and not far off was the
abode of the humble mechanic, who found his interest in being
able to ply several trades, as the necessities of his fellow-prison-
ers required his ingenuity to mend a jacket ot repair a shoe. Ac-
sording as the different nations had associated themselves in the
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various divisions of the prison, we had the ltalian row, the Ger-
man row, the Dutch row, &e., where the British acquired their
vespective languages, whilst they taught their own in return.
These diversified pursuits, ae interest prompted, or pleasure at-
tracted, happily employed those hours which otherwise would
have been spent in lamenting our lot, and brooding over our mis-
fortunes. We had even our courts of justice, for the trying of
delinquencies ; and whatever other instiutions our mixed constitu}
tion required, for the maintenance of good order, and the promo-
tion of the general welfare.

In the midst of this scene of business and amusement, we
might have passed our time with comparative comfort, and even
advantage ; but we were destined to undergo ufflictions and dis-
treses which rendered most of these employments unavailing. Ei-
ther according to the regulations of the Convention in the succes-
sion of offices, or with hostile intention towards the prisoners, the
commissary under whose kind superintendence we were first
placed,was removed from his situation,and another of a very differ-
ent digposition was seat to occupy his place. Stern’and ferocious in
his countenance acd manner, he was no sooner seen among us
than times of suffering and calamity were predicted to be at hand.
Only a few days after he assumed his office, he gave orders that
our allowance of wine should be withheld, as being too great a
luxury'to be graoted to enemies of the French Republic.  Soon
afterwards our ration of flesh meat was reduced to only half the
former quantity, and the butter was entirely withheld. Remon-
strance was vain. We had not the means of making our com-
pliant know beyond the walls of our prison, though we had rea-
gon to suspect that the reduction of our allowances was not by
order of the National Convention, but only at the instigation of the
commissary's eagerness to enrich himeelf by our distress. To
this crael abridgement of our daily food, was added the unreason-
able, the unnecessary resolution, of constraining every prisoner,
without exception, whatever might be the state of the weather, to
pass muster twice in the week, when we were turned into the
orchurd, and frequently kept there three or four hours together.
Not a few invalids, unable to stand upon their feet so long, being
obliged to sit or’lie upon the damp ground, fell speedy victimes to
disease ! :

On one of these occasions an instance of ferocious barbarity
occurred. The fruit of the orchard had been sold to a gardner
in the peighbourhood, under condition that he was to be at the
risk of wbatever depredation might be committed by the prison-
ers when they were mustered ; at which time he was allowed to
be preseat, for thé purpose of guarding the fruit which was on
the trees. The temptation to pilfer was too powerful to be resist-
ed by some of the prisoners, and their dexterity often too great to
be detected by the gardener’s vigilance. At the time alluded to, [
was gitling on the ground, in company with a ycung man, who was
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i astate of ill health; unfortunately, in the neighbourhood of
some lads who were by stealth knocking down apples, and mak-
ing off with their prize. Without a moment’s warning, the gar-
dener, who was watching his fruit from behind a secret stand,
fired with his musket. 1 saw the flash in front from the midst of
abush. In an instant, my friendfell on his back. Not suspecting
he was shot, but supposing rather that the report of the musket
had been too powerful for his state of nervous debility, and had
occasioned only a swoan, [ sprang forward to 1ift him up, when,
{o my consternation and horror, | saw the blood gushing from hiy
hreast. He uttered not a word! my friend was shot ; he lay a
breathless corpse at my feet! The cowardly wretch who had ac-
complished his murderous purpose, escaped through a private
door by which he had accees to the orchard, without coming thro’
the prison,and thus eluded the raze of the prisoners. Ta allay the
commotion with which justice was invoked against this flagrant
outrage, the Commissary promised that enquiry should be institn

ted and justice done. On the following day, a committee of gen-
tlemen was appointed to examine the case.  Their enquiry was
limited to the fact, whether or not the deceased had been guilty
of taking any of the fruit. No opinion was ever expressed whe-
ther the crime alleged was worthy of death! No fruit had been
found on his person. A surgeon whas directed to open the body
and examine the stomach : No fcuit was there. Yet, innocent as
he had been proved to be, no farther steps were taken to bring
the murderer to answer for his conduct !

This atrocious deed was but the precursor of more melancholy
scenes of wide-spreading devastation. We were led, from one or
two dark indications, to suspect that deliberate malice, and uot
mere connivance at murder wantonly committed, was determined
against the whole ofthe prisoners. ~ About this time the frightful
intelligence was communicated to us, by some of the inhabitants of
the town who visited the prison, that the Committee of Public
Safety had actually caused a decree to pass the Convention, for
the extermination of all prisoners of war! And that in future no
quarter was {o be shewn to any of the allied forces who might be
taken in arms against the French Republic.  In this condition of
dreadful suspense we were kept for a considerable time, like
criminals under sentence of death, awaiting the day when we
were to be brought forth for execution. Our terrors were raised
to the highest possible degree, not only by the dismal reports
which reached us of the massacres which were daily perpetrated
by Frenchmen of opposite factions upon each other at Paris,
Nantes, Lyons, and other parts of the country, but alse by the (ol-
lowing occurrence :—One morning, to onr great consternation, a
detachment of soldiers under arms entered the prison-yard, which
was generally crowded with prisoners, and florcibly seized on fifiy
of the first persons on whom they could lay their hands, the rest
making their escape in the utmost alarm, as sheep are seen to fly



404 Scencs (v a French Prison.

in confusion when savage mastifls have seized upon and are wor-
rying some of the flock. In a few moments all the windows of
the prison, which looked into the yard, were filled with spectators
gazing upon the scene below with mute astonishment, while they
saw fifly of their comrades surrounded by the soldiers who had
seized them. On a sudden, the large folding-doors of our prison,
which we had never before seen opened, were thrown wide, and
presented two lines of infantry, with fixed bayonets, drawn up on
either-gide of the gateway. Without any information whither
they were going—withouat permission to take any thing with them,
ot even to bid farewell to their friends or relatives, they were
marched within the lines prepared to receive them. The doors
of the prison were agiin closed, and the sound of the drum an-
nounced to us that they hrd commenced their march, but for
what purpose, we were left to conjecture.

Tbe terror which pervaded the prison in consequence of this
occurrence, cannot easily be conceived, much less described.
Each looked upon the other as being indeed *¢‘ a sheep appointed
for the slaughter,” whilst imagination was left to body forth the
manner in which we were to be put to leath; whether by the
stroke of the gaillotine, or by the less tardy method——which we
heard was then in use among themselves—of 5lling vessels with
their prisoners, and sinking them in some of their rivers at high
water, go that they might be left dry at the ebbtide ; or by the
military method, which had been adopted on some occasions, of
drawing up theiv victims in a square, and firing upon them with
grape-shot. While such terrific scenes were continually flitting
before our imagination, another and another seizure were
made, of fifiy prisoners each time, after the iterval of ' three
days, and they were marched off in the same maoner as the
first. Nor was it till about a fortnight after the first drafl,
that we were assured our poor comrades bad not been put to
death, but only marched into the interior of the country
to make room for others who were expected from Brest. With
such diabolical ingenunity did the spirit of the times delight to
afflict and terrify the minds of unfortunate and helpless prisoners!
Nor could it butappear to us, that whatever might be the un-
known reason why the decree of the Convention was not carried
into execution, it was through no lack of irclination on the part
of thpse who could treat their victims with such barbarous cruelty
as to sport thus with their feelings. The reason, however, why
we escaped all the murderous intentions of the Committee of Pub-
lic Safety, we afterwards learned, was, that both the French
soldiers in the army, and the sailors in the navy, refused to fight
till a decree so ferocious and sangninary was abolished.

The immediate prospect of a violent death was thus removed.
Ouar joy on the occasion was not, however, destined to be of long
duration. There were other methods, more circuitous and tardy,
indeed, but not less decisive in their results, by which the prison
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might be thinned of its inhabitants, and the expense and burden of
tinding provisions for so large a population thrown off the French
Republic. That recourse was to be had to these, we were not
without too much recason to apprehend. By the intlux of additi-
onal prisoners, the vacancies made by the late drafls were
now filled up, so that we once more numbered 3000 persons.
Every place capable of containing men was filled with inmates.
On one occasion, as some gentiemen, who had accompanicd the
commissary to view the prison, were noticigg what a vast oumber
of persons were contained withinso small a space, they proposed
the question to him, What he inteaded to do, if any more prison-
ers were gsent to Quimper ? To which the unfeeling and cruel
man.replied, with malignant wit, *Do with them? Why after a
little while, I intend to stow them in bulk ! "*—a determination
which soon afler was fearfully carried into cfect !

Already had our provisions been considerably reduced in quan-
tity a3 well as quality. They weie still, Lowever, to undergo
another diminution. ‘T'he scanty portion of flesh ment, which to
this time had been allowed, was now entirely withheld, and a
small addition made to the usual allowance of bread, to supply
its place, the ration of which to each man was now a pound and a
half per day. 'This,and a pint of soup, made of potatoes and cab-
bages boiled in water, served out twice a-day, coustituted the
whole eof our food. Still, however, some of the prisoners were
10 possession of alittle money, which, being in vpecie, was heid
in great estimation by the French, whose oaly circulating medi-
um was theic worthless assignants. la exchange; theréfore, for
British moncy, we could obtain almost an incredible quantity of
Feench paper. [have known {rom twelve to fificen hundred
livres given in exchange for an English guinea. By this means
we were able to purchaze from the inhabitants, through the aid of
the soldiers, who guavded the prison, asupply of a few necessary
articles to eke out the scanty allowance of the piison. Baut this

" only resource, fast dwindling away, and which we had no method
of replenishing, was not always exempt from spoilation, by the ra-
pacity of those into whose kands we were obliged to intrust our
money for the purchase of articles in the town,—who uot unfre-
quently leii the hapless prisoner to grieve over the loss of all he
had intrusted to a soldier for the purchase of necesearies! Nor
were we the victims of rapacity alone ;—sometimes sheer brutal-
iy sported itself with aggravating our distress. An instance of
this kind may be furnished in the condgct of our hard-hearted
commissary. [t was customary for the prisoners (o purchase ineat
to make goup, or meal to muke a kind of gruel.  These, indeed,
were the luxuries of those who were in health, the ouly consola-
in of such as weresick. ‘I'he manner in which these provisions
were dressed, was by placing an earthen pot, culled by the pri.

*i. e. to bury them by wholesale.
Yol. 1y, 3
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goners a conjurce, upon two or threebricks or siones in the prison-
yard, and making it boil by keeping a small fire under it, fed with
sticks, which we purchased for the purpogse in small fagots. On
a certain day, whilst many of the prisoners were thus busily en-
gaged in tending their conjurecs, and were just about to
enjoy the food they had prepared, the commissary made his
appearance, and sternly ordered all the prisoners to be immedi-
ately turned into the orchard to be mustered. Every one en-
gaged in his culinary employment was forthwith obliged to cecse
tending his little fire, und leave the conjurees, with all they con.
tained, to their chance. In the orchard we were detained for
three hours, hungry and faint, but still hoping to enjoy our soup
and gruel, although cold. When, however, we were admitted
into the prison-yard, piteous was the scene which presented it-
selfto us. During ourabsence, the unfeeling commissary had given
command that al} our conjurees should be broken to pieces, and
their contents shed upon the ground ; pretending that the smoke
of our little fires would soil the walls of our prison!

Hitherto we had been able to bear up against our troubles with
tolerable fortitude. Our allowance of bread was indeed scanty,
and its quality coarse, yet we had not perceived it to be pernici-
ous. It was not long, however, before we had to enumerate this
circumstance among our calamities.

The close of the year 1794 was indeed a time of great scarci-
ty, owing both to the badness of the preceding season, and the
desolating conscriptions which had Leen levied, as well upon the
cultivators of the soil, as on other classes of the community, in
order to swell the ranks of the army, to the comparative neglect
of agriculture. The prisoners of war were sire not to be the
last on whom the consequences of these disasters would fall. To-
wards the close of the autamn, we began to perceive a deteriora-
tion in the quality of our breard, and to feel the effects of it in our
health. Every week its quality became perceptibly worse. till
from the coarsest and worst kind of wheaten flour, it at length was
made of such a vile admixture of barley, rye, and other wretch-
ed materials, that the loaves had scarcely the appearaace of bread.
An encrustation, full of husks of various grain, was hardly posses-
sed of sufficient consistency to hold together its loathsome con-
tents. On removing the crust, nothing generally presented itsell
but a blackish paste, so revolting to look upon, that nothing short
of actual starvation could bring 2 human being to eat it. A poucd
and a half per day of this wretched substitute for bread, together
with water to drink, was all the provision allowed at this tiofe for
our support! The resuit upon the health and life of the pricon-
ers may easily be imagined. That large proportion of our in
mates, who through poverty were restricted to the prison allow-
ance, speedily began to dreop under the withering influence ol
disease. Those whose constitution was less robust than the rest
fell early victims, and thus escaped the increasing horrors which
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those were doomed to witness, whose bodily vigour was more
tenacious of life.

A small building behind one of the wings of the prison, which
seemed formerly to have been appropriated for a cow-house, was
now set apart for a temporary reception of the dead till they were
removed for burial. Never shall | forget the appalling sensation
I felt, and which pervaded the prison, when this ante-chamber of
death first received its guests. A chill of horror came over every
spectator, as he teheld the bodies of his comrades laid out in this
gloomy receptacle, wrapped up in sheets or blankets,--the only
substitute for a coffin which could be procured for any one,—
whilst a sad presentiment seemed to seize upon him, that he was
looking upen the circumstances in which, after a few weeks, or
even days, he was himself perhags destined to lie.  The dead-
cart now began to pay its regular visits, every second day, to this
transient abode of the corpses, for the purpose of removing them
for burial.

After some time an adjoining building was converted into an
hospital, into which some of the worst cases were removed from
the general prison. Here, indeed, the provisions were consider-
ubly better, but the patients were seldom admitted till the spark
of life had sunk too low to be capable of resuscitation. Soon,
however, the hospital was too strait to receive a tithe of the pa-
tients who were daily falling a prey to the ravages of disease, ren-
dered now more desolating than ever, by infection, in the crowd-
ed rooms in which we were obliged tolie. Not only did the mor-
tality rapidly increase, butthe disease itself assumed a more ter-
rific character. Instead of the languor and exhaustion which be-
fore quietly extinguished life, a raging fever now aggravated and
exasperated our former maladies. Under the paroxysms of the
fever, it was difficult to prevent the patients from destroying them-
'selves.  lustances of this kind, not a few, actually occurred.
Some during the night threw themselves out of the windows, and
were found in the morning lying on the pavement, the most hide-
ous spectacles which disease and death can possibly present ;
whilst others were found at the bottom of a deep well which was
in the prison-yard ! As the winter advanced, the mournfuloess of
our condition was proportionably increased by the length and
darkness of the night, duricg which we were not allowed the use
of acandle in any of our rooms ; the only light permitted being a
small lamp at the head of each of the stairs. All the offices of
kindness, therefore, needed by the sick and the dying, were to
be performed in the dark. Often did the dreariness of the night
draw a veil over the last agonies of our comrades, which only the
morning light removed, presenting us, at the same time, with theic
ghast' corpses. 1foccasion required any one to gointo the yard,
be was likely, as he groped his way, to stumble over the dead
body of some one who had crawled out of his room for air, and
Jied in the passage; or of one which had been placed there for
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convenience lill the morning. The groans and shrieks with which
the gloomy walls of our prison reverberated through the livelong
night, still echo in my ears! This might, indeed, hive been the
very prototype from which our Great Poet has so powerfully
described his lazar-house :

¢ Dire was the tossing, deep the groans. Despair

Tended the sick, busied from couch to ccuch;

And over them trinmphant Death his dart

Shook, but delay'd to strike, though oft invoiked

With vows, as their chief good, and final hope.

Sight so deform, what heart of rock could long

Dry-eyed behold !*?

Thrice daring these awful ravages of sickness and death, were
my father and 1 seized with the prison fever ; but, providentially,
our illness was alternate, one of us being generally so far reco-
vered, as to be able to attend upon the other ; each attack, how-
ever, leaving uz more feeble than the preceding. My last relapse
was a3 near proviag fatal as possible.  Reduced nearly to the ut-
most exhaustion, my father had been for the two preceding days
and nights watching over me, expecting me to breathe my last.
On the third evening, however, 1 rallied a little, and recovered
my speech ; but what | spoke was only under the influence of de-
liriom. The words which I uttered on the occasion, as I was af-
terwards informed by my father, were calculated only to augment
his distress, as he took them to be ominous of his being just about
to lose bis only child, and consign Lim to the mournful fate of the
hundreds who, far from their native shores, were indiscriminately
mingled in one common grave. Just as the parting rays of day
were fading into night, 1 looked at him, and in my delirium sa,
in a tone—he has told me—the most pitecur, ‘“ Farewell, father.
1 am just going—-it i3 nearly nine o’clock,—1 must be at school in
time.”” The saying affected him to tears; nor could those who
were present but deeply sympathize in his scrrows.  During the
night I sunk again into a deadly stupor. The darkness of 1le
room, uorelieved by the least gleam of light, left my offlicted pa-
rent, as he anxiously watched over me, no other means of ascer-
taining whether I yet continued to live, or whether the spark of
vitality was extinct, than by the hearingor the touch. It was nov
past midnight : no other sounds broke the stilloess of our rocm,
bat the moans of distress which reached us from the cootiguows
dwellings. He ceased to perceive any symplomse of remainiog
Jife ; and could no longer suppress the anguish of his heart. +0
my son, my poor son! My only child is dead !” he exclaimed.
‘The affectionate sympathy of our companions was instantly aws
kened, and every argument which kind condolence could sugges!,
was tendered to soothe his sorrows, and assuage his grief. Doc
tor Fuhr,—for that was the name of the physician who was an ir-
* mate of our room,—kindly repaired to the bed on which 1 lar.
and after long and careful examination, pronounced that symj-
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toms of life still remained. It was the crisis of the disease—the
moment of resuscitation--tlie commencement of a more vigorous
congtitation than 1 had ever before enjoyed. So strangely does
nature sometimes produce .resulls the most opposite to its scem-
ing tendencies !

Of the extent and malignity of the disease which raged in the
prison, some idea may be formed from the following facts ; that of
the great multitude of persons confined within its walls, scarcely
twenty escaped without being two or three times ill ofit; and
these individuals were looked uwpon by all the rest as prodigies.
At the period when it was most fatal, it was customary for the
dead-cart every morning to carry oul of*the prison gutes from
twenty to twenty-five corpses for interment.  Of the 3000 priso-
ners who were numbered at the commencement of the mortality
1700 fell victims during the lapse of only three months.

When the disease began to subside, such was the eagerness fcr
food, and the scantiness of our allowunce, that many of the most
destitute allayed their hunger by seizing upon dogs which acci-
dentally strayed iato the prison, killing them and dressing them
for food ! All the methods which ingenuity could devi-e, or our
exhausted resources furnish, werc put in requisition te obtain
relief. Among the rest some courted the muse.

Goaded by distress, and nearly famisbed, it can scarcely excite
surpise, that recourse should be had, by some of the prisoners, to
unwarranlable actions. One of thcse, in the erder of evenis, -
comes next to be described.

Whatever defence the commissary who at tbis time had charce
of us might have made, in reply to the barbarity imputed to hLis
conduct, it was natural for those who had already witnessed seve-
ral instances of his cruelly, to regard him as the principal occasi-
on of all the miseries they were suffering ; nor was it unlikely
that revenge would be contemplated. Reckless of all consequen-
ces, certain of the prisoners came to the rash determination of
asgassinating him.  Wiih this intention, some of them procured a
large stone, which they took to the highest story of the prison,
and kept a perpetual watch for his passing by, when he should
pay his next visit. The fearful moment arrived. The stone
was lavoched from the window just as the commissary came un-
der it ;—fortunately for all the priseners, it fell barmless at his
feet ; as there can be little doubt, that had the fatal stratagem
succeeded, summary vengeance would have becn taken on its
perpetrators. Full of fury, the commissary hastily fled from the
prison, called an assembly of the magistrates, and related the
narrow escape he had just had from instant death, asking their
counsel how he should proceed against the prisoners.  Some ad-
vised indiecriminate retaliation, others to have recourse to deci-
mation.  After long deliberation, however, they came to the con-
clusion, that the man, or men, who actually launched the stone
srom the building,) should be delivered up to the municipal au-
thorities, and undergo the penalty duc to their crime ; that if
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thie were not immediately done, all the prisoners should forth.
with be put to death. Eonquiry was instantly made. Five men
were found to have engaged in the conspiracy, but only one of
them uctually launched the stone. This individual—an English-
man—was delivered up to a guard of soldiers, and he was con-
ducted out of the prison, expecting nothing but instant death by
the guillotine. To our great astonishmeunt, however, on the fol-
fowing day a message was sent into the prison, stating, that under
all the circumstances of the case, the council had come to the re-
solution of referring the culprit to the judgment of the prisoners
themselves ; and that when they had determined what punish-
ment to inflict upon him, the council would send a deputation
from the town to see it carried into execution. The offender was
accordingly delivered into our custody, and the whole case was
minutety investigated by a tribunul of our own. After finding the
prisoner guilty, the sentence of the court was pronounced upon
him,—That he should receive 380 lashes upon his naked back,
in the presence of all the prisoners, and of tae commitee appoint-
ed {o witness the punishment.

The time appointed for carrying the sentence into execution
arrived.  All the prisoners were summoned to attend in the
yard. The commissary himself, attended by the principal magis-
trates of the town, repaired to the spot. Two stakes had been dri-
ven into the ground in the centre of the yard ; to these the culprit
was bound by bis arms and legs, and the flogging commenced.
After a few lashes the blood began to flow. Before he had re-
ceived fAfty lashes, the whole of his back appeared to be raw and
streaming with blood. Affected with the cries and groans of the
sufferer, and the mangled appearance of his body, the French
gentlemen who were present declared themselves satisfied, ard
besought that the remainder of the sentence might be remitted ;
even the commissary himself relented ; and at the united en-
treaty of the deputation, who were satistied with the punishment
already inflicted, he was taken dowa from the stakes, and convey-
ed into the prison. Whether or not it was from the acéumulation
of distresses, which we were known by the inhabitants of Quim-
per to have endured, or from the naturally humane and tenevo-
lent temper of the French nation, which was now gaining the as-
cendency over the demon of cruelty and massacre which Jaco-
binism had let loose among them, we knew not ; we could not,
however, but mark a decided improvement in their treatment of
us from this time. The quality of our bread was greatly improv-
ed ; a ration of salt-fish, or beef, was added to our daily allow-
ance of food ; and the health of the surviving prisoners began to
improve. The former commissary, however, was never more
seen amongst us, and another was appointed as his successor.
Our wonted employments hegan to be resumed, and the cheer-
ing thought, that we might yet survive to tell our tale on British
ground, gave excitement to hope, and vigour to industry.—1bid.



To the Editor of the Halifux Montnly Magazine.

Sir,—If the following verses are worthy a place in your pages,
you may place them there. They are from unpublished works
in my possession, from wkich I may occasionaily trouble you with
extracts in poetry and prose, some of which will, 1 flatter myseif
prove rather interesting. 7eTa,

s

NIGHT.
From unpublished Works.

I.

YT1s eve,—the Sun declining in the western sky

Sinks splendidly to rest ; the cloud of night,

Like the deep shadow of Etercity,

Unfolds its veil, and o’er the world of light.

Which lately beam’d s0 beautiful and bright,

Throws the still darkuness of despair and death,

While (rom the breast our day-dreams take their flight.
The approaching gloom our spirits sink beneath,
And all things fade before its influencing breath.

1.
Oh ! ‘tic a moment of extreme suspense,
Of wonderaent, of strange and awful fear,
To see the gradual shade, feel the intense ~
Deep mystic feeling, filling all things near
And far and wide, and yet to know not whence
Comes this strange all-pervading influence,
Leading the spirit where it would not go,—
{nto a world where nought is bright aund clear,
But dark and misty to the miad, as cloudy nights are here.

1L

'Tis Night,—the power of its still beauty steals

QOver the bosom with a silent dread 5

¥or, ’tis a moment when the spirit feels

‘The spell unspeakable, which binds the dead

In the deep silence of their narrow bed

Unconscious of the calm and long repose

‘Which they be biest with, when they cease to tread
This Jand through which cantinual sorrow flows,
Wearing away the keart with its o'erwhelming woes.

1v. .

"Tis Night,—but clear and bright and beautiful, above

The fair moon hurries onward to the goal ;

‘Waking in human hearts the thouzhts of love,

That all-absorbing passion of the soul

‘Which makes life beautiful amid its thorns,—the Pole,

To which all hope, desire, light, joy and beauty move,
The centre of attraction, toward which turn
All the high holy feelings which our youthful hearts inurn?
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V.
Night thou art beautiful ! 1 love thee well
And own thy influence :—with a soul in tense,
Over thy starry beauties much I dwell,
Until my love of thee becomes a sense,
And then my feelings rush, [ know not wheuce,
Leaviong their deep impression on my hsart,
Banishing all earth’s sori.d feelings thence,
Awaking sympathies which ne*er-shall part
Yromme,--I love thee Night, so blest, so beautiful thou art

DIALOGUE BETWEEN A REFORMING COMMONER
AND A TORY PEER.

Commoner. Well, my Lord, the time draws near wheun the
battle will again be fought—it is to be hoped with better success
than heretofore for the Reformers. We, or rather the signs of
the times, have made, I believe, some converts amongst your au-
gust body since our journals weut into mourning for the loss of
the Bill.

Peer. If converts be made, it is more than I know of : "but ]
do not object to that mode of gaining your (pardon me,) revolu-
tionary objects. These, I am quitk ready to grantare times,
when we cannot lay down abstract and unchanging rules. What
is violence in opinion one month, may be moderation the next.

Commoner. Exuctly so, my Lord. Had the Duke of Welling-
ton, when in power, for instance, proposed a Bill eafranchising
ten towns, and disenfranchising twelve boroughs, there can be lit-
tle doubt but that the Tories in general would have cried out on
the violence of the Reform. Now, it must be confessed, you
would be happy to compound with so moderate a measure. Be-
wa=e in time! _Public opinion, once turned (o popular subjects,
marches by giant strides. The day may be at hand when ycu
will thiok the present Reform as moderate as you would now
think that which the Duke of Wellington might once have sub-
stituted for it.

Peer, (ymiling.) What! you recur to intimidation—threats
"again, eh? .

Commoner., Nay, is warning, threat? We do not speak to
arouse your fears, but to express our own. Our safety is bound
up in yoyrs.  All respectable classes have a common interest.
I tremble at the future : am I to stifle my apprehension least
your pride take alarm ? But what folly is this talk of intimidation.
Suppose you had #*fit of the cholera--you may have it yet—
(though Heaven forbid, and keep the disease for the poor !) and
the doctor cried out ,—*“Go into this vapour-bath ; drink this
laudanum ; throw away those salts ; put your arm under the bed-
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clothes, or you are a dead man !” would your Lordship take pet,
bristle up your languid energies, and cry with a querulous voice,
*Do you think, Sir, that I am to be frightened " My Lord, my
Lord, there is a moral malady in England, more deadly than the
physical one, which | trust we shall escape—that malady is Dis-
coxrext  Why quarrel, then, with advice 7  Why swallow the
salts, and refuse the oil ? Why declare, that to caution is to
terrify, and to warn is to insult ?

Feer. Alithisis very fine. But [ think the cnse must be put
thus : either there is one strong and bitter feeling against the
aristocracy, or there is not. If there exis! thut feeling, we are
doomed already. e can but defer our fate—Ilet us rather meet
it bravely, and die in the first ditch, not the last. I there docs
not exist that feeling, it world be madness in us to encourage a
demacratic change in the country, while we are able, if not to
prevent, at least to modify it. )

Corunoner. 1 lhank you.my Lord, for your frankness ; and
this, | believe, is the common view which your party take of the
question.  As right and just notions on this point are, then, of
great cousaquence, let ns here paunse for a moment. Yon have
read the work called ¢ The Tour of a German Prince. ” Yeau
may remember (or if aot, you may deign to tarn to a review on
that work in this Mngazine,) how much the Tourist comments
upon the aristocratic tendencies that in this country pervaded all
clasces two years ago. It is what every ohservant {oreigner then
and before remarked of us.  There was, at thatday, in this
great country, no feeling aguinst the aristocracy. Our vice run
the other way. You were by far the safest, the most powerful,
the most solidly based portion ofthe state.  You are now in dan-
ger—you allow it.  You have become the most obnoxious, and
in a revolation, wonld be the most exposed, hody in the commu-
tity ; so much so, that even the Whig noblemen suffer for the
disike to the Tory, and Lord Althorp and Lord Grey arc some-
limes suspected to be insincere, merely because they are known
tobe Lords. This change, my Lord, from power to weakness,
from safety to danger, from a servile homage to a calnmaiating ha-
tred, ought, suffer me respectfully to say, to teach your assembly
one truth, which it seems resolved not to learn, and that resolu-
Gion is the cause of all the obscure and confused notions which
men less intelligent than your Lordsbip have formed on your side
of the question—that change ought, [ say, to teach you in what
your strength cousists. It does not consist in your estates ; it
laes not consist in your Norman pedigree, or your Sixon gold ;
itconsists solely in Public Opinion. When yoa talk of desuising
the press and the popular clamour, your boast may be very sound-

ing,but it is very irrational,  You are despising the foundation

ifthe House you inhabit, and crying, as you sit on the roof, that

v care not a straw what may become of the kitchen. Pablic

Jyinion wag in your favour, and you were strong ; Public Opini-
Vol. 15 I M
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on is now against you, and you are weak. Do you wish to Le
safe ? Do you wish to be powerful 7 You must first be popn-
Jar.  Your Lordship’s logical dilemma gives way in either horn.
Public feeling is against you--brave it—and you may perhaps,
be swept away by its flood! But it has so 1ecently been turned
against you—the feeling is so contrary to oll habits, that you
have only to conciliate in order to be once more stronger even
than I would wish you. 1 repeat—the secrct of power, inall
ages, is to be popular. InMorocco, the Muleys were populur. It
was a fine thing, according to an old Eastern saying, to be subject
to a King who could cut off as many heads as he pleased. What-
ever be the shape of power, whether it wear a despotic garb, or
a liberal, it must be cheerfully acknowledged, in otrder to be
permanent.  You, on the other hand, would guard your hered:-
tary power by offending the opinions on which it is based : aud
you think you have done great things for the aristocracy by n
act that has rendered them as odious as possible. ¥ ox
Peer. You are honest, Sir.

Commoner. But mark; 1 say,* ifthe temper of the limes continue
to be democratic, and you continue to oppose.” Very well, I fear
that you would, in the case of these hypotheses, be equally badly
off, whether the * creation ” furnished a precedent or not. If
neither of these suppositions be made fuct, you will be secure;
in spite of all precedent ifthey are made fact, the excuse of a
precedent will not be wuanting, even to the length of sweeping
you away altogether! We stand in perilous times, my Lord,
when desparate diseases require bold remedies ; and we must not
palter and prate about possible precedents for one order of the
state, when we know not whether our next step may not be over
the ruin of all. T'his is to emulate the quack, who stood in the
market-place when the earth was shaking and palaces rocked te
and fro, crying, ** Famous pills, these—~famaous pills against an
earthquake.” Dot to return to our new * creation.” If you are
now in danger—it is from what ?—a collision with Public Opini-
on! What would, then, remove the danger ?—a reconciliation
with Pablic Opinion ! How would you bring this ahout ?--by
new infusion of such men a3 advocate popular principles ? 'T'lus,
if a numerous creation of Reformers were made, your Hous
would suddenly be converted from an obnozious to a popular s
sembly. Instead of resisting reforms, it would propose them:
and you would, almost as by magic, cease to be in peril from the
people, because you would cease to resist their desires.

Peer.  In other words, we should be an assembly of Rudicils

Com:moner. Not so. Men of large property, inheriting the prejud:
ces of birth,and possessed of that practical intercourse with the reil
world which sobers, and it may be, degrades, political theorie,
will be always slower to devige than the philosophical, and more
wary to act than the vehement, Reformer. Every legislative s
sembly is a little behind the spirit of the day. The Housed
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Cpmmoans is now far more democratical than it ever has been ;
Lut yon may see, by compuring its tone with the tone of the press,
that it is not nearly so democratic as the humour of the times.
It this be the cuse with a representative bedy, it must be far
more the case with a body nat brought into electioneering contact
with the people : and you need never, therefore, fear that a
House of Lords can be too radical, or not sufficiently a procrasti-
nator of popular principles. 1 will suppose, then, this creation
made ; 1 will euppose the Reform Bill passed ; I will suppose the
Lords rendered liberal by the new infusion—seconding, uot rejec-
ting the popular measures of the Commons; I will suppose them
acceding to a wise and early Reform of the Church, (that must
come next ') | will suppose them passing the repeal of the Six
Acts ; | will suppose them sopporting my Lord Brougham in his
amendment of the Poor Laws; 1 will suppose them freeing Ire-
jand from her ecclesiastical abuses ;——and I will ask you--I will
atk any man--if the Lords would not then be powerful-~if the
calumnies of ¢ Black Books” would then be purchased and believ-
ed--if the people would then debate in private, nay, demand in
public, the uses of your Chamber, and the justice of your con-
trol 2 Itis only when deeply exasperated against their rulers,
that the people speculate on their rights. When William the
Fourth ascended the throne, there was no friendly feeling to mo-
narchy in this country. 1f at the time Charles the ‘Tenth brought
crowns into contempt, William the Fourth had advanced the
standard of Anti-reform, can we say--can you, my Lord, as an
Anti-reformer, lay your hand on your heart, and say, that that
standard would not have waved over a fallen throne ?  We kaow,
at least, that William the Fourth would not have been the belov-
ed and safe, and mighty King that he is now—that he could not,
28 now, have felt secure~~that come what may, in riot or in civil
war, pot a hair of his head would be assailed~~he would not have
felt his subjects his friends, and that his citadel, in convulsion,
would be the hearts of a devoted nation ? Why is William the
Fourth powerful ?~~because he is beloved ! Why is his throne
firmer than that of any monarch in Europe ?——because it is based
in opinion ! My Lord, your august bedy can yet attain the same
security by the same means. ldentify yourselves with the inter-
ests of the people, and we shall hear no mere said against the
aristocracy than we now hear said against the monarchy. What-
ever procures that identification is your best chance of permanent
astharity. It will benefit your order more than u thousand pre-
cedents will injure : and that prerogative which the creation of
new Peers will seem to weuken, the infusion of new principles
will (sf human policy can effect any thing to that end) in reality
preserve '—New Monthly Magazine.
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THE BELLE OF THE BALL—AN EVERY DAY CHARACTER.
By the author of Lillian.

Y EARs——years ago—ere yet my dreams
Had been of being wise or witty;
Ere I had done with writing themes,
Or yuwn’d o’cr this infernal Chitty.
Y ears—-yeurs ugo—while all my joy
Was in my following piece and filly ;
In short, while I was yet a boy,
1 fell in love with Laura Lily.

I saw her at the county ball—
There when the sound of flute and fiddle
Gave signal sweet in that old hall,
Of hands across and down the niddle.
Here’s was the subtlest spell by far
Of all that set young hearts romancing,
She was our queen, our rose, our star;
And when she danced—oh, dear! her dancing®

Dark was her hair; her hand was white;
Her voice was exquisitely tender;
Her eyes were full of liquid light;
I never saw a waist so slender;
Her every look, ber every smile,
Shot right and left a score of arrows;
1 thought, twas Venus from her isle,
And wonder’d where she’d left her sparrows.

She talk’d of politics or prayers;
Of Southey’s prose, or Wordsworth’s sonnets;
Of dangers, or of dancing bears;
Of battles, or the last blue bonnets.
By candle-light, at twelve o’clock,
To me—it matter’d not a tittle ;
If those bright lips had quoted Locke,
I might have thought they murmured Little.

"Through sunny May, through sultry June,
1loved her with u love eternal;
I spoke her praises to the moon,
I wrote them for the Sunday Journal.
My mother laugh’d; I soon found out
That ancient ladies have no feeling;
My father frown’d; but how should gout
Find any happiness in kneeling ?
She was the daughter of a dean,
Rich, fat, and rather apoplectic;
She had one brother just thirteen,
Whose color was extremely hectic;
Iler grund mother, for many u year,
Had fed the parish with her bounty ;
Ier second cousin was a peer,
And lord lieutenant of the county.

But titles, and the three per cents,
And mortgages, and great relations,

And India bonds, and tithes and rents,
Oh'! what are they to love's sensations !
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Black cyes, fuir forehead, clustering lochs,
Such wealth, such honors, Cupid chooses,
Lle cares as little for the stocks,
As Buron Rothschild for the muses.

She sketch’d ; the vale, the wood, the beach,
Grew losvelier from her pencil’s shuding ;
She botanized ; I covied each
Young blossom in her boudvir fading ;
She warbled Handel—it was grand—
She miade the Catalina jealous;
She touch’d the organ, 1 could stund
For hours and hours and blow the bellows.

She kept an album, too, at home,

Well filI’d with all an album’s glories :
Paintings of butterflies and Rome,

Patterns for trimming, Persian stories;
Soft songs to Julia’s cockatoo,

Fierce odes to famine and to slaughter;
And autographs of Prince Leboo,

And recipes for elder water.

And she was flatter’d, worshipp'd, bored;
Her steps were watch’d, her dress was noted,
Her poodie dog was quite adored;
Her sayings were extremely quoted.
She laugh’d and every heart was glad,
As if the tuxes were abolish'd;
She frown’d, and every look was sad,
As if the opera were demolish’d.

She smil’d on wmany, just for fun—
I kuew that there was nothing in it;
1 was the first, the only one
Her heart hud thought of for a minute :
1 knew it, for she told me so,
In phrase which was divinely moulded;
She wrote a charming hand; and, oh!
How sweetly all her notes were folded!

Qur love was like most other loves—
A little glow, a little shiver;
A rosebud and a pair of gloves,
And ** Fly not yet >* upon the river;
Some jealousy of some one’s heir,
Some hopes of dying broken-hearted;
A mianiature, a lock of hair,
The usual vows, and then we parted.

‘We parted—months and years rell’d by;
We met again four summers after;—
Our parting was all sob and sigh—
Our meeting was all mirth and laughter
For, in my heart’s most secret cell,
There had been many other lodgers;
And she was not the ball reon1’s belle,
But only Mrs. Something Rogers.
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MECUANICS' INSTITUTE.

Feh. 8.  Mr. C. Lloyd delivered a lecture on Masic. The
lecturer confined himself chiefly to. the first principles of the
s:icnce, and tllustrated his observations by figures on the demon-
stration board, and by a Monochord. He exhibited perfect ac-
quaintance with his subject, and the fucility which results from
thorsugh knowledge and practise.

At the close of the discussion on the subject, n resolntion was
submitted to the meeting, and ngreed to—it ns follows :

That any member on the occasion of his delivering alectare
s"all be stlowed (o introduce six friends—non-subscribers. for
that evening--having previously giveti'the names of the persons
he intends iatroducing to the President.

Feb. 15. Mr. W, Debiois delivered a lecture on Mechanice,
in which he expliined some of the first principles of the science,
defined ife chief terms, and illustrated bis ohservations by figures
and models. The meeting expressed high satisfaction at the
manner and matler of the lecture. .

Sahsequent to the conversation on the lecture,n letter was read,
in which, Mr. James Boyde of Si. Andrew’s N. B. late of Hali.
tix, expressed his pleasure at the formation of the society, his
wishes for its prosperity, and contributed a sumn of £5 to the funds
ofthe Institute. A vote of thanks was passed to Mr. Boyde.

Feb. 22. Mr. R, Lawson, in continuation of the previous lec-
ture, read a paper on Mechanics. Ao interesting discussion
follewed, in which Mr. Malcolm explained a simple apparatus for
forming a perf_ct oval. Mr: Gossip explained the principles of
the wheel aad axle. AadMr. John Fairbanks impressed on the
members the importance of a Mechanics’® Institute, and the neces-
sity of persevering in it, by describing the Joss which he had ex-
paricnced in the erection of a saw mill, on accdunt of the want of
science in Halifux. He first lost by erecting his mills of too smalla
power, and then by applying a force much grester than was ne-
cessary ; the evils in both cases could have been avoided by a
person capable of making the proper calculations.

An extract of a letter, from Mr. Alger, Boston, to Mr. P. J.
Holland, was read ; which informed the lostitute of the good
wishes of that geritleman, and of a present from him of a full suite
of the Minerals of Nova Scotia, which were then on their way
from Boston, , .

The minerals were received a day or two eubsequently, and
consist of 61 specimens.  They are a valuable and interesting
acquisition to the Institate, and form the commencement of a col-
Yection of specimens in Nataral History.

" Mechanics’ Library.—The books have been removed from Mr.
Naylor's, to a room in the corner house ubove Boyle’s Country
Market. This room is open on Monday and Wednesday evenings
from 7 to 8 o’clock, on Tuesday, Thursday, Friday and Saturday
from 7 to 10 o’clock ; a member attends as librarian for the even-
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ing who receives and issues books, and transacts other cuttantlu-
siness. Nominalion and donationlists lie ot the roon:.

MONTHLY RECORD.

PROVINCIAL PARLIAMENT OF NOVA-SCOTIA.

Jan. 25. T'he session was opened by a specch from his Exccl.
lency. Litlle beside routine business is transacted for eight or
ten days ufter (he House opens. .

Much conversation occurred respecting the appointing of Com-
mittees, respecling the School System, the chaiges made #gainst
inhubitants of Larrington by a Cuptain Duncan, Agriculture,
Cornwallis Dyke, Light llouses, Pucket mootinge, aud insolvent
debtors.

Feb. 4. The report of a Commillee, on the charges ngainat
Barrington, was received. Report completely exoncrated the in.
babitants from blame in the matter alladed to, and declared
Captain Duncan’s charges to be falsc and calumniene, It wasor.

| dered that the petition and the report ou the suliject, ehonld be
printed in the Royal Gazette.

Discussion arote respecting the Custom llouse rctuine, and
more full and sufficient documents were required {rom thut cs-
tablishment.

Feb. 6. Several petitions introduced long conversations on vari-
oug topics ; among others a petition (rom scveral persons in
Halifux for the granting of a charter to a public Bauking Company
‘V;s presented, and a Bill carrying the prayer of the petition into
effect.

The report of a Committee was agreed to by the llouse (rr:d
subsequently by the Council) uuthorising the issue of copper to-
kens to the amount of £2500. .

7th.  Petitions were received. Mr. [lomer introduced a leng
discussion by a resolution, which contempluted the appropriation

 of Public money according to populution in the scveral countics.
Resolution was lost 23 (o 14. :

Feb. 8. House in Committee of ways and Means, agreed to a
further issue of Province notes, to the amount of £25,CC. Al-
so that all dry goods imported trom Great Brituin shall pay a du-
1y of 5 per Cent. L

Sth. ‘The passenger Bill, regulating the transmigsion of Emi-
grants to (he Colonies, passed. It provides that every Emi-
grant with agovernment certificate shall apay atax of 5 shillings on
landing, those not having a certificate ‘10 shillings ; such sums to
|go to form a fund, to be at the disposal of his Excellency for the
relief of sick or poor Emigraonts ; also that a penalty of £10, for
every passenger landed without a proper return being made, shall

sttach to the Captain ormaster so offending.
10th.  Severa!l petitions and Bills were presented.
11th. Petitions were received.
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13th. The Nova Scotia Bunk Bill was read a sccond time, af-
ter much oppoaition. i

Lith. Several Petitions were presented ; one respecting sums
due to workmen at Shubenacadie Canal, iontroduced a defence of
that work from the Solicitor General.

15th. Petitions and Reports were received.

16th. T'he Bank Bill was taken up ; House adjuurned without
.. “‘ne passed any of the clauses!

17tn. . ~ral clanses of the Bunk Bill were passed.

18th. A Bill sv. -~ appointing of three Commissioners of Re-
venue, who are to have greater power than the present board,
was taken up, discussed, and read a second time. Several clau.
ses of the Bunk Bill were passed.

20th. 'The Bank Bill occupied the day; some progress was
made. 21st. Ditto, ditto.

22nd. T'he Bank Bill passed the llouse 26 to 10. lts priaci-
pal provisions are, that the capital of the Company is to be
£100,000, that it may do business to three times that amount, th:t
it m1y commence when £35,000 shall have been deposited, that
in cases of mis-management by the officersjof the Bank and con-
sequent loss, each shareholder shall be liable in a sum equal to-
the amount of stock held by him at the time.

Great Brrraiy.—The Reform Bill passed a second reading
with a majority of 162!

Canapa.— Much political excitement continues in both Provin-
ces. Mr. M'Kenzic has been expelled for libel from the U. C.
Assembly, re-elected, and re-espelled for a second hLbel. ‘Two
Montreal Editors were summoned before the L. C. Council for
libel and were committed to Jail.

JaMatca.—-An insurrection has occurred among the slaves, in
which much property was consumed and many lives lost.

el

MARRIAGES.—At Dartmonth, February 11,Mr. F. Hoard, to Miss Martha
Vaughan.——At Truro, February 6, Mr- Joseph Wilson, to Miss A. Bamhill.
——At Londonderry, February Mr. S. O’Brien, to Eleanor Yuiil.

DxaTus.—At Halifax, February 8, Mre. Elizabeth M. Albro aged 49.
11th, Mrs. Barbara Sutherland, aged 61.  12th, Mrs. Lydia Russel, aged €6.
Mrs. Abigail Pryor. 25th, Mr. Thomas B. Cleaveland aged 28. 29th, Mr.
William Glen. Mrs. Mary Allen aged 47.——At Antigonish, February, NMrs.
Ann Chrisholm, aged 98. Mrs. Elizabeth Wilkie, aged 22. At Noel, Feb.
10, Mr. Andrew O’Brien, aged 76.—— At Londonderrv, February, Mr. David
Vance, aged 84.——At Coldstream, (Gay’s River) February, Mr. George
Campbell, aged 79.

_+_.
ErRraTA.—Page 437, before 1st line read < The first paper is, perhaps,
the best in the book. Itis a selection from the ‘ Pugsley Papers,” and is as
worthy of attention'’—and omit the firat 2 lines of page 435.

Printed by J. S. CUNNABELL, Argyle Strect, opposite the
south west corncr of the Purade.




