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BYRON.
{Barn in London, 224 January, 1788—From 1790 to 1798 resided in Scotland—Wrote his first poetry

in 1800—At Harrow School four years—At

Cambridge Universily composed Hours of Idlencss—In 1808

wrote English Bards and Scotch Reviewers—July 1809, embarks for Lishon-—-Sepu:gnber 1809, lands in
Greece—March 1810, leaves Athens for Smyrna—May at Coustantinople—Tour in the Morea—July

1811, arrives in London—1812, Childe Barold published—
1814, published the Corsair and Lara—2d January, 1815,

hed—1813, wrote Gaiour and the Bride of Abydos—

married Miss Milbanke—April 1816, sails for

Ostend—Visits the Plains of Waterloo—September 1816, in Switzerland, engaged on third canto of
Childe Harold, Man{red, and the Prisoner of Chillon—At Venice two or three years—Finished Childe

Harold—1819, removes to Ravenna—Intimacy with
Sardanapalus and Cain—1821, removes to Pisa,
Don Juan—September 1822,
palonia—joins the Greck cause—Arrives at

wrote Werner,

removes to Genoa—wri r ‘
x Missolonghi 5th January, 1824—Byron’s Suliote Brigade

the Countess Guiccioli—Wrote Prophecy of Dante,
the Deformed Transformed, last Cantos of
tes for the * Liberal”’—August 1823, arrives at Ca«

formed—Forms scheme of going to the United States as Ambassador or Agent of the Greeks—1824,

April 9,—seized with fever—12th, confined to his bet

d—16th, becomes worse—six o’clock, morning of the

19th, dicd—Body embalmed—2d May sent to Zante—26th June, reached the Downs,—buried privately at

Huckwell, two miles from Newstead Abbey.]
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THE carcer’ of Byron was as brilliant as it was
brief. Like the eccentric meteor, he flashed across
the literary horizon, attracting for a time the admi-
ration and awe of the world, and then suddenly dis
appearing while they gazed. The unprecedented
popularity of Lord Byron’s writings on their first
publication, may be satisfactorily accounted for,
apart {rom their real intrinsic merits, as the produc~
tion of superior poetical talent, by the peculiar cir-
cumstances of the times, and the interest which at-
tached to Byron asa man, and distinguished him
from the poets of his day. Descended, by his fa-
ther’s side, from one of the noblest and most re-
nowned Norman families that came over with Wil-
Tiam the Conqueror, and by his maternal ancestors,
from the ill-fated race of the Scottish kings, the
meed of distinction was more than haif won, before
he himscll had done anything to merit it. His birth
and title obtained for him a hearing at once, by ex
citing the public curiosity, and in his first publica-
tion Byron took care that every thing connected with
it should deepen the impression. It was published
in an obscure town, in a style of affccted plainness,
which was meant as a contrast to the embellished
form usually adopted by noble authors. He, as it
were, stripped himsclf of the trappings of birth and
title, and descended into the arena 1o contend with
equals for the high meed of fame. His extreme
youth, (which he somewhat ostentatiously pleaded
as an extenuation of his faults,) coupled with the
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infamous notoriety of his father, and the renown of
his grandfather the “Hardy Byron,” were wel
known to the public, and when Gifford in the Edin-
burgh Review attacked the ¢ Hours of Idlencss™
with unnecessary severity, the public, with a praise-
worthy generosity, took sides with the Poet against
the Reviewer. This popularity, which was still
farther increased by the scorching reply which soon
after appeared in the English Bards and Scotch
Reviewers, never forsook Byron during his briel
and wayward carecr. But it was not the title nor
the youth of the poet that alone assisted in bringing
him thus favourably into public view ; it was the
kind or genus of the poetry, even more thao its in-
trinsic merit, considered as poetry in the abstract.
When Byron was prominently before the public,
almost the only poetry which had appeared for 2 long
time was that which may not improperly be called
romance in verse. It was the descriptive and nar-
rative, the outwardly passionate, which reached its
utmost perfection, as in one sense it may be said to
have had its origin, in Sir Walter Scott. The pub-
lic, however, had had enough of this kind of poetry ;
it had long before been satiated with the didactic,
prosaic verse, which had made way for itself, more
by the high polish of the language, and weight «f
sentimeni, than by any merit strictly poetical.
Woodsworth had published much, but had been bit-
terly oppased by the literary censors of the day, and,
besides, Woodsworth never was intended to be a
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popular poet. There was one field, one region of  hold on the gentler and better feelings, on that which
poetry, yet unexplored, and into it Byron was im-! constitutes the humanity in man, on man as a being,
pelled, as well by the native bent of his mind, as by : erring, it may be, and sinful, but still a moral and
his peculiar babits and education. It was the re- veligious being. True poctry speaks not to the im-
gion of Passion—a proliiic region which had been | pure, or if it do speak to them, it is in language
overlooked by the more elegant poets of the Pope : which they cannot understand. Talent may throw
and Dryden school, and which was not strictly ; a glare of nebulous light around the productions of
within the ranze of Scott. It was for Byron to ex- | the sensualist 5 skill may arrange the drapery so as
plore and bring forth its treasurcs. In doing so, he ‘ lo conceal the loathsome figure within; gorgeous
did not address himself to the delicate, refined, and | and brilliant imagery may dazzle and bewilder ; and
somewhat artificial taste which loves to revel in 1 for a time gilded vice, or gloomy misanthropic scep-
arcadian bowers, and to hear the beautiful harmo- I ticism, be passed off at least for wit, and a generous
nies of Nature chanted in elegant and polished . frecdom of opinion, if not for virtue—but the delu-
periods. He cared not for the babbling of strcams, | sion will soon be dispelled, and the charm broken.
flowery arbours, green fields, and trees with golden| The three great defects in Byron’s character, and
fruit, and “ flowers such as in Eden bloomd of | which appear so conspicuously in his writings, were
old 3’ nor did he draw from the world of romance, } vanity, misanthropy and scepticism. His vanity,
from grey chronicles, and superstilious tales of more ] strange as it inay seem, was yet co-existent with no
modern origin. The world of passion within was : small degree of pride ; indeed so closely were those
his field. It was to the sternest, gloomiest, and opposites united in Byron, that it is difficult to say
most powerful feelings of the heart that Byron ap-} which was the root and which the branch. 1 am
pealed. In this his great strength lay, and it was 'naturally an aristocrat,” said he, in 2n attack on
this which at once raised him, in the eye of the | Southcy, and it was the truth ; he was an aristo-
mass, far above all his cotemporaries. There was ! crat, and so much was he alive to what he consi-

a vigor, and a freshness in his works, which was
the more apparent and striking, as contrasted with
the more studied and formal beauty of his predeces-
sors, something which rivetted the mind cven in the
stormiest times of political and civil discords. Men
read, and gazed, and admired. The oracle too sat
apart, shrouded in mystery, and its responses were
listened to with the more attention, and a reverence
approaching to awe or fear. Periodicals tcemed
with imitations of his peculiar style, criiics tried to
outdo each other in flattering sycophancy, and it
was no wonder that the warsings of the moralist
were unheard in the universal shout of applause
which sounded throughout Europe during his life,
and which, after his death, disarmed the criticism and
reprobation with which a moral and thinking people
never fail, sooner or later, to rezard the disappointed
and ambitious sceptie, whatever may be his talents,

Twenty ycars have not passed away since Byron’s
death, and yet in how very different a light is he now
looked upon, both as a poet and as a man. His re-
nown has faded, and the Byronie, in mind, manners
or poetry, has passed, with the best part of mankind,
into a synonyme for ail that is misanthropic, vain
and sceptical. A close observer, cven in the palmi-
est days of Byron’s greatness, might have predicted
that this would be the case. Indeed the prediction
was more than once uttered by those who best knrew
his lordship, and whose high and established reputa-
tion left no room to suspect, that envy or jealousy
had given rise to the prediction. 1 was a truth
then, as it is now, and ever will be as long as man
remains constituted as he now is, that to stand the
test of time, poetry must address itsell to something
higher and holier than the passions. It must lay|

dered his dignity, that his most intimate acquaint-
ance were oflen surprised at finding themselves
shunned by his lordship for some owission of the
merest punctilios of ceremony. By long habits of
morbid self-~communion, he had conccived exceeding
fulse notions of his own consequence, and hence he
often exacted more consideration than was his due.
In 1809, just before he went abroad, he went to take
his seat in the House of Lords, and with a singu-
larity in consonance with his character, presented
himself at the bar of the House alone. Lord Eldon,
the Chancellor, seeing him abashed and pale, quitted
his seat, and went towards him with a smile, ex-
pressing at the same time, with beeoming courtesy,
his regret that the rules of the House had obliged
him to call for the evidence of his grandfather’s
marriage. * Your lordship has done your duty and
no more,” said Byron, making a stiff bow, and
touching with the tip of his fingers the Chancellor’s
hand. Another instance of the same ridiculous
pride is found in his lordship’s stretching over from
Girgente to Malta, when on his way to Patras, ex-
pecting a salute from the lamented Sir Alexander
Ball, then Governor of Malta. The guns were of
course mute, and afler waiting some time, his lord-
ship turned away with a petulance and vexation
which he took no pains to conceal. On his return
from abroad he exhibited another proof of his weak-
ness, on his first appearance as a speaker in the
House of Lords. On this occasion, he recited a
speech on the Nottingham riots, which he had pre-
viously written with great care, and committed to
memory. It was just such a speech as any young
nobleman might have written, sparkling, flowery,
and on the whole rather common-place. In Byron’s
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eyes, however, it was the ne plus ultra of oratorical
efforts, and his vanity led him to misinterpret the
encouragement with which a good natured house re=
ceived the new fledged orator, into admiration of his
great talent and forensic abilities. Mr. Dallas gives
the following account of the sequel to this silly
&cene

 When ¥ left the great chamber,” says that gen-
tleman ; 1 went and met Byron in the passage;
he was glowing with success, and much agitated. I
had an umbrella in my right hand, not expecting
that he would put out his hand to me; in my haste
to take it when offered, I had advanced my left hand.
¢ What ! said he, ¢give your friend your left hand
upon such an occasion ¥’ I showed the cause, and
immediately changing the umbrella to the other, I
gave him my right hand, which he shook and pressed
warmly. He was greatly elated, and repeated some
of the compliments which had becn paid him, and
mentioned one or two of the peers who had desired
te be introduced to him. He concluded by saying,
that he had by his speech given the best introduction
to Childe Harold’s pilgrimage.”

About the same time, that is, just before the pub-
lication of Childe Harold, Mr. Galt observed, as he
says, a paragraph in the London Morning Post, a
notice of Lord Byron’s return from Africa, in which
he thought he could discover his lordship’s own
hand, and his lordship’s embarrassment, on the sub-
Jject being mentioned, confirmed the suspicion that he
was the author. Galt adds: ““I mention this only
as a tint of character indicative of the appetite for
distinction, by which, about this period, he becamc
so powerfully incited, that at last it grew intoa
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dividuals who sign our namas with the initials N. B.?
(Noel Byron.) “ Duyring a third part of the day,”
says he, “Lord Byron was a dandy, expressed a
constant dread of augmenting the bulk of his out-
ward man, concealed his right foot as much as pos-
¢ible, and endeavoured to render himself agreeable
in female society. His vanity, however, frequently
induced him to lose sight of the end, in his atten-
tion to the means. Love was sacrificed—an affuir
of the heart would have interfered with his daily ex-
ercise on horscbacic !

The charges of pride and of vanity which at-
tach to Byron’s character, could be abundantly
proved, as well by cxamination of his letters and
private journals, as by the evidence of his most ine-
timate fricnds. These are the vices which tainted
his whole life, which make his writings in number-
less jnstances on'y the records of his own folly and
weakness. To attempt to decide s to the merits of
Byron’s poetry, without taking into the account
these traits of his character, would be but labour 1o
no purpose. It is not with Byron as with most
pocts, whose writings may be judged of by their in-
trinsic poetical merit, without reference to the indi-
vidual poet. Shakspeare may be judzed of in this
way, for he wrote as it were unpersonally, analysing
human nature, and opening up the hidden fountains
of passion and feeling which belong to the race. In
all his writings he scarcely furnishes even the slight-
est data from which an opinion can be formed as to
his personal character and habits. 'We hear noth-
ing from Shakspeare of his blighted friendships, jea-
lousies and private resentments, his ““silent rages,”
his personal beauty or deformity. Indeed, self is en~

diseased craving, that were the figure allowable, it 1 tirely left out, the man is merged in the poet, and
might be said, the mouth became incapable of sup- ;the leudable curiosity which we feel in relution to
plying adequate means to appease it—every pore : the private history and personal character of so

became ancther mouth, greedy of nourishment.”’

great @ man can only be increascd, and not satisfied,

“ Have you seen my three helmets,” he inquired \ by the hints of his cotemporaries, and the accidental
. . . A . .
of Leigh Hunt, one day, with an air between hesi- ; notices which luborious antiquarians glean from the

tation and hurry. On being answered in the nega-
tive, he said he would show them to him, but stopped
short, and put it off. These three helmets, says
Huat, he had got up in honor of his going to war,
and as harbingers to achievement. They were in
proper classical shape, gilt, and had his motto,
< Crede Byron.”” Moore tells us that Lord Byron’s
notions of rank were in his boyish days so little dis-
Zuised, that he got the nickname of the * Old Eng-
lish Baron,” and anxious as he is to cover up and
extenuate Byron’s failings, and to apologise even
for his graver crimes, Moore is forced lo admit that
Byrow’s pride and vanity were as conspicuous as his
great talents, The celebrated Mr. Stendhal, who
enjoyed a good deal of Byron’s society, gives nume-
rous anecdotes to the same effect. 1 discovered,”
£8Y8 he, “that Byron was at once enthusiastic in
favour of Napoleon, and jealous of his fame. He
used to say, ¢ Napoleon and myself are the only in-

periodicals of that day. The same forget{ulness of
sclf is epparent in Milton. In one beautiful and
affecting passage of his divine poem, he bresks forth
in a strain of subdued and gentle eloquence, when
alluding to his blindness :

Lk

Hail holy light ! offspring of heaven, first born!

Thec 1 revisit safe, .
And feel thy sovereign vital lamp ; but thou
Revisitest not these eyes, that roll in vain
To find thy piercing ray, and find no dawn ;
So thick 2 drop serene hath quench’d their orbs
Or dim suffusion veiled.

.

Thus with the year
Seasons return ; but not to me returng
Day, or the swecet approach of even or morn,
Or light of vernal bloom, or summer’s rose,
Or flecks, or herds, or human face divine,
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But clouds instead,’and cver *during dark
Surround me——

Bat in all his poems we shall scarcely find anc-
ther allusion to himself] unless it be in some of his
sonnets, his lines to his wife, and his noble filial
tribute to his father.

Byron’s poetry is, in these respects, as different
from that of these great masters, as the cast of his
mind was inferior. It is saturated with selfishness.
Truc as the necdle to the pole, he speaks, travels,
and writes, only for one purpose. Alas! he did
more tan speak and travel and write for the sake of
selfish notoriety. He plunged into exccsses which
his better nature taught him to look upon as debas-
ing and criminal. He affected to despise, as he ac-
tually trampled upon, not the ¢onventional rules of
socicty, merely, but the more sacred precepts of
morality and virtue ; he exposed to ridicule the sanc-
tioned and acknowledged usages of society, broke
through restraints which he had voluntarily as-
sumcd, and which, once submitted to, ought rcli-
giously to be obscrved. He was in fact a self im-
molated victim, a gladiator battling with society,
and in the face of a world which he affected to des-
pise, playing the most fantastic tricks to attract
attention ; now cursing a heartless and unfeeling
public, and now, in all the abandonment of unre-
turned sympathy, wailing that he was alone and de-
solate. This perpetual sacrifice at the shrine of self,
is one of the most deplorable and fatal errors of
Byron’s life, and one which, while it has done much
to corrupt and vitiate those who have really sympa-
thized with him, yet has tended to weaken and tar-
nish, if not to destroy the reputation he once pos-
sessed. While the actor was alive, the public felt no
slight interest in looking on, and even now it is not
s0 much the egotism of Byron which disgusts, not
so much his efforts to advance himself, as the anx-
jety he manifests to drag down every one else.
Some egotists are most agreeable companions, and
are not only tolerated but liked. It is, however,
too much credulity to believe that the public, at
Teast the best portion of the public. will derive much
pleasure or profit {rom the outpourings of a diseased
mind, from the wailings of wounded vanity, the
sneers of disappointed ambition, the scoffs of an
assumed scepticism, and the painful record, of half-
accomplished plans, and fierce, joyless dehauchery.
With all these the poctry, and especially the corres-
pondence of Byron, abounds. It scems as if Byron
had not only been in a great degree regardless of
that prudence which ought to regulate the confes-
sions of an author, when writing for the public, but
that he was entirely ignorant of human nature, and
of the injurious influence which such unreserved
confessions must ultimately have on his reputation
as a man and a poet. From daily and hourly brood-
+ing over his plans and misfortunes, he supposed that
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what was of highest interest to himself, would be
cqually interesting and agreeable to the public.

, Hence it was, (that like the Pharisees of old, when

they were about to enter on their devotions,) he
went into the public street and rang a bell to let the
public know he was about to confess. But Byron’s
confessional was the press, where, alas! there is no
oath of secrecy, and no absolution. So complete
was Byron’s delusion, so unreserved his confessions
to the public, so insatiable his passion for notoriety,
and such his vanity and love of self; that if these
were then extant, a single line in relation to him-
self, except that which he himself wrote, his charac-
ter and habits, his failings, his vices and his splendid
talents, would be nearly as well known as thcy now
are after the voluminous labours of his biographers.
Indeed Byron is his own best biographer, and from -
his writings, nay even from his poems, those of them
that were written expressly for publication, we can
glean a faithful and most minute record of all he
thought, did, and suffered in his wayward career.
We have in these a record of his birth, an account
of kis early education, his childish sports and vexa-
tions, his first love, his earlicst sacrifice to the muses,
his silent, solitary wanderings, when in the first blush
of boyhood,

He roam’d, a young Highlander, o’er the dark heath,
And climb’d thy steep summit, oh, Morven of Snow !

He paints, and oh how faithfully and fully, the
strugglings of his better nature with an alrcady
morbid ambition, when from the seclusion of a uni-
versity he looked with a beating heart and eagle
eye on the “lofty seat of canonized bards.” His
young and ardent attachments, the pangs which fol-
lowed his first appearance as an author, his revenge,
his unfortunate marriage, his long and forlorn wan-
derings, his return, his renown, his satiety and dis-
gust with society, his renewed wanderings, and the
splendid but deccitful halo which gilded his last
hours—do we not find all these recorded with a
minuteness and feeling which leave no doubt of the
accuracy of the deseriptions 7 Other men, even in
their most secret records of their experience, leave
unnoticed some moods of mind, some actions un-
grateful and irksome to be thought of ; but Byron
disclosed all. And what a fearful disclosure was it !
what an awful mixture of the fiendish and godlike 3
of powerful and original talent, linked with grovel-
ling passion, and cheerless unmitigated misery.
Hear the conclusion of the whole matter, ju the last
lines Byron ever wrote, dated in Greece a few weeks
before his death :

My days arc in the yellow leaf,

The flowers and fruits of love are gone,

The worm, the canker, and the grief
Are mine alone.
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The fire that in my bosom preys,

Is like to some volcanic isle,

No torch is kindled at its blaze,
No funeral pile.

Misanthropy is the second distinguishing charac-
teristic of Byron’s poetry——it is equally charactcris-
tic of the poet, the secret in part of his great sway
over his readers, and in its effect$ exceedingly per-
hicious. [t spreads a gloom over the face of nature,
renders daily duty irksome, predisposes to suspi-
cion, undermines health, and seriously injures and
deadens the moral powers, Indeed misanthropy
may be styled the lues Byronica, the fatal fascina-
tion which, when it has once thoroughly enchaincd
its victim, removes all power and all wish of escape.
That Byron was constitutionally misanthropic is
doubtless, to a cerlain extent, true, and thus far in-
stead of being blamed, he is rather to be pitied.
But the tendency of his writings is not on this ac-
count less pernicious. There is, however, a great
deal of affected misanthropy and melancholy in his
poems ; for on no other hypothesis can we account
for the singular inconsistency which he displays in
cursing the world in one instant, spurning it from
him with disdain, and the very next moment eagerly
courting its notice, and bewailing its’ want of sym-
pathy. If he was really and truly a Timon, it is
impossible to reconcile his feelings with his actions ;
if he really despised the “world and the world’s
law,” why was he, as Galt styles it, so skinless’’
and sore when it turned against him ? That was a
very singular kind of solitude which could suffer it-
self to be broken in upon by such companions as
usually surrounded him ; which could be converted
into a place of torture by a base squib from a stray
London periodical. It was, in truth, the merest
affectation of independence in Byron, to pretend to
be above caring for the world’s opinion. He of all
men should never have thrown himself upon his dig-
nity, and resolved ncver to read English works, he
who literally, as somebody has said, * wept for the
(English) press, and wiped his eyes with a proof
sheel.” And yet he was generally ready to assert
his independence, and that sometimes in a style not
the most courteous nor poetic

“ Dogs or men ! (for I flatter you in saying

That ye are dogs—your betters fal:,) ye may

Read, or read not, what I am now essaying,

To shew ye what ye are in every way-

As little as the moon stops for the baying

Of wolves, will the bright musc withdraw one ray

From out her skies—then howl your idle wrath,

While she still silvers o’er your gloomy path.
Don Juan, canto. vii.

‘M the time these lines were writlen, he declares
his “utter abhorrence of any contact with the tra-
velling English,” yet, as Galt remarks, it was evi-
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dent he was ill at case with himself, and even dis-
satisfied that the world had not done him enough of
wrong to juslify his misanthropy.” In truth, it was
his own unbridled temper that had driven him from
England, and from the society of those great lights
of the age, whom in a fit of disappointed rage he
had attacked wantonly, without the slightest provo-
cation.

In tracing the various phases of this misanthropic
moodiness, in the different characters whom Byron
introduces in his pocms, we shall be able to see
how completely the feelings of the poet had been
transfused into his herocs, and at the same time be
able to form some idea of the mental suffering which
Byron must have endured, and which made him
literally a ¢ homeless and desolate wanderer among
strangers”® That he was sincere in thus describing
his own condition, can hardly admit of doubt, for
there is an affecting air of reality in his melancholy
complaints, that too strongly interests the feelings
10 allow them to be looked upon as fictitious :

I loved, but all I loved are gone;
Had friends--my friends are fled ;
How cheerless feels the heart alone,
When all its former hopes are dead !

Fain would I fly the haunts of men,

I seek to shun, not hate mankind ;

My breast requires the silent glen,
Whose gloom may suit a darken’d mind.

Sadly disordered must his mind have been, to
have given vent to such feelings as these in the very
prime of his youth; with fortune just beginning to
smile upon him, with health on his check, and fame
already half won.

In one of his most affecting pocms, addressed to
Augusta, and written after he had cxpericnced how
little enjoyment fame and ambition could confer, he
sccms to melt at the thought of what he had been,
and to bend his proud spirit to repentance :

I fecl almost at times as I have felt
In happy childhood ; trees and flowers, and brooks,
Come as of yore upon me, and can melt
My heart with recognition of their looks.

» » Ld *
I have outlived myself by many a day,
Having survived so many things that were;
My yvears have been no slumberer, but the prey
Of ceaseless vigils ; for I had the share
Of life which might have filled a century,
Before its fourth in time had passed away.,

The description he gave of MANFRED was of
himself :

Sly spirit walk’d not with the souls of men,
Nor look’d upon the earth with human eyes 3
The thirst of their ambition was not mine ;
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The aim of their existence was not mine.

My joys, my griefs, my passions, and my powers,
Made me a stranger. Though I wore the form,
1 had no sympathy with breathing flesh.

{
i
|
The following is equally characteristic :

And now CHILDE HAROLD was sore sick at heart, |

And from his fellow bacchanals would flce. !

*Tis said, at times the sullen tear would start, |

But pride congeal’d the drop within his c’c ;

Apart he stalked in joyless reverie,

Aud from his native land resolv’d to g0,

And visit scorching climes beyond the sea.

With pleasure drugg’d he almost long’d for woe,

And even for change of scene would scek the shodes
below.

'

|

The G1aoUR, though possessed of more fire and
animation than the Childe, is not without traces of
the sume gloomy character :

My days though few, have passed below
In much of joy and much of woe H
Yet still in hours of love or strife,
D’ve ’scaped the weariness of ljfe.

* * * *
My memory now is but the tomb
Of joys long dead ; my hope, their doom :
Though better to have died with those
Than bear a lile of lingering woes,

“In CoNRAD THE CoORsAIR, Byron has depicted
the harsher lineaments of his own character. He js
in fact a Childe Harold without listlessness, such as
the noble pilgrim would have been, but for the sa-
tiety which had relaxed his energies.”— Galt.

“ A man of loneliness and mystery,

Scarce seen to smile, and scldom heard to sigh ;
Sun-burnt his cheek, his forehead high and pale,
The sable curls in wild profusion veil.

And oft perforce his rising lip reveals

The haughtier thought it curbs, but scarce conceals ;
Though smooth his voice and calm his general mein,
Still seems there something he would not have scen.

Lara is but the Corsair with a different name ;
the description of Lara’s hall is a sketch of New-
stead, and the introduction to the poem as faithful
& portrait of Byron, as can be conceived

“In him inexplicably mixed appear’d
Much to be lov’d and hated, sought and feared ;
Yet there were sofiness 0o in his regard,
At times a heart as not by nature hard—-
He stood a stranger in this breathing world
An erring spirit from another world,
A thing of dark imaginings, that shaped
By choice the perils he by chance escaped,
His early dreams of good outstripped the truth,
Aud troubled manhood, followed baflled youth ;

»
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With thought of years in phantom chase misspent,
And wasted powers for better purpose lent.

Aud ficry passions that had pour’d their wrath

In hurried desolation o’er his path.

““But ualess the reader can himself discern, by
his symypathies, that there is the resemblance I con-
tend for, it is of no use to multiply instances. I
shall therefore give but one other extract, which
breathes the predominant spirit of all Byron’s
works—that sad translation of the preacher’s ¢ va-
nity of vanities ; all is vanity.’ -~ Galt’s Life of
Byron, p. 209,

“Look on me ! there is an order

Of mortals on the earih, who do become

Old in their youth, and die ere middle age,

Without the violence of warlike death H

Some perishing of pleasure—some of study—

Some worn with toil—some of mere weariness—

Some of discase, and some insanity-—

And some of withered or of broken hearts;

For this last is a malady that slays

More than are numbered in the lists of Fate,

Taking all shapes, and bearing many names.

Look upon me ! for even of all these things

Have I partaken—and of all these things

One were enough ; then wonder not that I

Am whut I am, but that I ever was,

Or having been, that I am still on carth.
Manfred.

The gloomy misanthropic vein which pervades
Byron’s works, produces very pernicious effects on
his readers, and especially on those of an imagina-
tive cast of character, as it gives false views of real
life, shrouds the visible universe in unnatural dark~
ness, and by repressing the spontaneous affections
of the heart, gives rise to suspicions alike charac-
teristic of the Byronic school, and ruinous 1o peace
of mind.

There are graver charges brought against the
poetry of Byron, which can be sustained as amply as
the charges of vanity and misanthropy already al-
luded to, and the consequences of which are, if pos-
sible, still more pernicious ; the charge of licen-
tiousness and scepticism. The first of these I shall
not touch upon. Those who have read Byron, can-
not but have perceived, and, if they have haq any
regard for his character, lamented the truth of the
charge. It applies not, however, to some of his best
and earliest poems—to portions of Manfred, the
Giaour, Lara, Childe Harold, and others, The ad-
mirers of Byron, and even some of hig Biographers
who would not wish to be considered hijs admirers,
or his apologists, pretend that Byron’s worst writings
are purer than those of the carlier English drama-
tists, whose works are still not only tolerated but
admired. The weakness and fertility of the plea need
not be exposed ; it is enough that the uniform con-
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sent of the public, including the best and most intel-
ligent of all ranks. has banished Byron’s works frow
the family circle ; if it has banished those of them
not so noted for licentiousness, the public will be no
losers.  The topic is a fruitful onc, but let it pass.

The charge of scepticism is, generally, if not uni-
versally, admitted even by Byron’s admirers. “To
class Byron among absolute infidels,” suys Galt,
“ would be to do injustice to his memory.”” Nor
do we wish so to class him. Indecd, were the truth
known, there are far fewer absolute infidels than
many would have us believe. There are many who
allow themselves to be considered such, and some
who glory in the title, who in the secret recesses of
theic own hearts, feel that their professions are
false. Arguments they can meet, if not with argu-
ment, at least with wit and ridicule ; they ean cavil
or raise objections against truths and doctrines ob-
scurely revealed—attack them, and their pride of
intellect is aroused, arnd they act on the defensive
with a zeal that, in their cooler moments, surprises
even themselves, but when they have silenced an |
adversary, they are themselves unconvinced. There
is within them something which whispers that the
lip is false to the heart, and in their better moments
they are not unwilling to avow the very sentiments
which in the heat of dispute they denounced as ri-
diculous and absurd.

“1 do not reject the doctrines of Christianity,”
said Byron 1o Dr. Kennedy ; ¢ 1only want sufficient
proofs of it. That I want is,” he added, ““ o be con-
vinced that the Bible is true, because if I can believe
that, it will follow as a matter of course, that I
must believe all the doctrines that it contains.”” It
would serve no good purpose to enter minutely into
the theological creed of Lord Byron, if indeed he
had any settled system of belief. His account has
long been settled 5 it is no less certain that professed
frce thinkers and sceptics have used Byron's name
and writings to add di;‘nity to their infidelity. His
Jife offords the best of all possible commentaries on
their wretched principles. That it was as thoroughly
wretched as it could well be, will be soonest granted
by those who are best acquainted with it.

Byron was fully seasible of his great talents, and
presumed too much upon them, setting Limsell
above the rules of propriety which ought to have
restrained him as well as the humblest member of
society. [t scems indeed to have been the prime
error in Byron's composition to think himsclf above
ordinary mortality ; so that if all men agreed on
any particular point, that was the very one on
which Byron was the most likely to maintain an
opinion exactly the reverse. No reputation was
too well established, no character in private life too
estimable, no station too high, to be exempt from
Byron’s self-willed attacks. The world had united

in according the highest praise to Sir Walter Scott,
both as a mun and a poet. Byron calls him “ Apol-
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lo’s venal gon,” and advises him not to ¢ foist on
the public his stale romance.” Southey, whose
many admirable writings, both in prose and verse,
are distinguished by uncommon splendor, and pro-
found reflections, uttered in language the most sus=

tained and beautifully exact and simple, Byron
affects to despise as beneath criticism.
According to Byron, Woodsworth

Both by precept and example shows,
That prose is verse, and verse is merely prose.

and Bacon, the boast of Englishmen, the profound
Bacon, was “incorrect in trifles for which a school-
boy should be whipped,” and was disparaged to
make room for Voltaire, “ that great and unequalled
genius—the universal Volaire.” The field where
the liberties of Europe were secured, the very men-
tion of which sends a shrill to the heart of every
lover of freedom, Byron apostrophises as

Bloody and most bootless Waterloo !
Which proves how fools may have their fortune too,
Won half by blunder, half by treachery.

Wellington, he calis “the best of cut throats,”
Milton he affects to consider as a prosy poet, nor
was Shakspeare himself exempted from the ill con~
cealed sneer which habit and natural disposition
rendered familiar to the young poet. For all this,
there may be some excuse. Byron was young, and
driven on by a breeze of fortune, which was likely
to sway if not to upset a stecadier bark than his.
He was possessed, too, of original and powerful
talent, of a brilliant genius, which might occasion~
ally lead him too far from the safe, because common,
track. In as far as speculative opinions are con-
cerned, or hasty expressions, little comporting with
the respect which should ever be paid to acknow~
ledged reputation, and the excuse may be admitted
in full, the more readily as the fame of the great
men whom Byron attacked, could not be sullied by
any misjudged efforts of his. But Byron's life,
even more than his writings, contradicted the sober
experience, and shocked the sensibilities of man~
kind. And with a singularity which can scarcely
be accounted for, Byron seems to have used efforts
to blazon abroad his follies and crimes. He was,
in sober earnest, sufficiently abandoned, and sunk
low enough by what some were pleased to term
fashionable follies, and indiscretions—but he was not
content with this—he must have the reputation of
being worse than he in fact was. He must boast of
his vices, and cast into the teeth of sober minded
men, his renunciation of the rules of morality, by
which they were guided- He must not only be sepa=
rated from his own wile, but must revel in open and
profligate intimacy with the wife of another man.
His appeals for sympathy must be made to the
world arainst his own wife, and this not once or
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twice merely, not only when the first pang of disap-
pointed love made it difficult 10 restrain his feclings,
but after years of uncomplaining silence on her part,
which might have taught him, if not the duty of
banishing rancorous feclings from his heart, at lcast
the impropriety of blazoning them abroad to the
world.* It is conduct like this which has tarnished
the reputation of Byron, which Moore, the most
lenient, the most attached of his biographers, finds
it difficult, with all his easy morality, and his perse-
vering cflorts, to gloze over, and conceal. It is this
which has made Byron’s example so unsafe to be
followed, which among the best and wisest of man-
kind, has made it a beacon to warn, rather than a
guide to encourage and conduct. It is the unhappy
tendency of Byron’s morals, and the many unseemly
blots upon his character dsa son, a husband, and a
friend, that has shaken public confidence in his pro-
ductions as a poet. That his conduct in all these
relations was far {rom exemplary, is too well krown
to require much comment. Captain Medwin repre-
sents Byron as speaking of his character previous to
his first leaving England, in these terms : 1 was
at that time a merc Bond Street lounger, a man of
gambling and coffce houses ; my aflernoons were
spent in luncheons, and boxing, not to say drinking,
In fact, my constitution was ruined by my early ex-
cesses.” Such were some of Byron’s youthful in-
discretions, need we wonder if even at that early
period of his life he was miserable. Had he but
opened his eye and ear to the beautiful and the
good which surrounded him on every side, had his
poetic fervour carried him outwards to the eloquent
face of nature, to the visions of sublimity and gran-
deur which pressed upon hiz attention, or upwards
to the poetry of Heaven, and not inwards to the un-
weeded rankness which had already begun to clus-
ter about and overstep his best affections and high-
est hopes, a very different fate might have been his.
As it was, he sowed the wind, and he reaped the
whirlwind. € All the friends of my youth,” says he
to Capt. Medwin, ¢ are dead, shot in duels, ruined,
or in the galleys,” and he himself was but like a
blasted tree, with its leaves seared, and nothing left
but the melancholy remains of former beauty and
strength to remind the looker on of what it might
have become, had there been no canker at the root.
Byron’s 1nisery sprung from his own gloomy feel-
ings, and partly perhaps from constitutional infir-
mily. When he was waning into the sear and yel-
low leaf he was scarce more miserable than in the
first blush of manhood. When he was scarce
twenty-one years of age, and about to leave Eng-
land, he writes o Mr. Dallas, in language which

*Those who wish to estimate the sincerity of
Byron’s affection for his wife, may consuit his verses
entitled * A Charity Ball,” ¢ Epigram on my Wed-
ding day,” 1820, do. 1821, on hearing Lady Byron
was ill, 1816, and other minor poems.
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too plainly shews that the “rust of bifter, bitter
thoughts” had eaten into his soul : * Friendship !”
says he 3 I do not belicve I shall leave behind me,
yoursclf and family excepted, and perhaps my mo-
ther (1) a single being who will care what becomes
of me.” In little more than two years after he had
written this melancholy sentence, he returncd from
his wanderings, and found his mother a corpse.
Her chief failing had been a too fond affection for
her son, which prevented her from checking his vio-
lent ebullitions of passion till she found it too late.
Byron was at Newstead when she was buried.
Galt says: ¢ Having declined to follow the remains
himsclf; he stood looking from the hall-door at the
procession, till the whole had moved away; and
then turning to one of the servants, the only person
left, he desired him to fetch the sparring gloves, and
proceeded with him to his usual exercise.”” Byron
was present at another similar seene, where his as-
sumed indiffercnce, did not pass off so quictly. It
was when the body of the poet Shelley was cast
ashore betwecn Leghorn and the Bay of Spezia.
He had been drowned some time before, and Byron
and some friends of the deceased determined to re-
duce the body to ashes. ¢ When the duty was
done,” says his biographer, “and the ashes-col-
lected, they dined and drank much together, and
bursting from the calm mastery with which they had
repressed their feelings during the solemnity, gave
way to frantic exultation. They were all drunk ;
they sang, they shouted, and their barouche was
driven like a whirlwind through the forest !”

Not long after this demoniac revelry, Byron him-
self was no more. He died in the prime of life. just
as he had entered upon a new and more dazzling
carcer than any that he had yet seen. That Byron
was atlracted to Greece, partly by sympathy for its
oppressed and struggling patriots, every one will ad-
mit. The enthusiasm in behalf of liberly was at
that time as ardent as it wds universal. But, the
eve of Byron was fixed on Greece, by other consi~
derations. In Greece he had won the fairest, if not
the first laurels which had ever graced his brow ; he
had visited and become familiar with most of the
classic spots which will ever render Greece a sacred
land to the admirers of genius, and antiquity ; he
had drank in inspiration from the same air and earth
and skies as her pocts and sages of old ; had wor-
shipped at the shrine of her genius, and had wan-
dered a pilgrim on the glorious mountains, where
% Freedom’s hallowed footsteps blest the soil.” But
Byron had other attractions to Greece. He had
exiled himself from his native land, and had been
wandering about aimless and without a home.
Geneva, Pisa, Venice, Genoa, had each been tried
and found irksome ; there was to Le found there
but disappointment and vexation, and Greece there-
fore was hailed as a refuge from satiety and disgust,
and a reputation already blighted. It was not an
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entirely new enterprise, but it offered glitterivg and
splendid honours to the adventurer, and Byron en-
gaged in it with enthusiasm ; as characteristic of his
nature, as of the speedy diszppointment which was
80 soon to follow. Indced, of all men, Byron was
the Jeast fitted to be practically uselul, in a contest
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ron was an ‘original Poet,* but his originality was
very different, in most respects, from that of other
poets.  Byron was original because he himself was
conspicuously present in every poem. Manfred,
i Lara, the Giaour, Childe Harold, and even Don
Juan, and Sardanapalus, are but Lord Byron in dif-

such as Greece was then struggling to maintain. By- | ferent words. Other poets had not ventured to make
ron was fond of ease, in love with sedentary ha-| Uiemselves their own heroes, and then to exercise
bits, engrossed with himsell and his persenal | their ingenuity and ta.x thefr originality in finding op~
aggrandizement. Yhat was worse than all, he PO"‘“IHQCS, and creating circumstances,in which they
wus entirely ignorant of business, and of men, | could display .themsclves- Th‘ey created characters,
and of consequence, soon became involved in sense- | and then studied as far as poslsd_)le, naturally to shape
less quarrcls with those who were about him. “Lord | ciccumstances so as to exhibit and bring forth the
Byron’s undisciplined spirit could iil brook deloy ;chdruc(crs; but Byron’s characters, or at least the
he was out of his element; confusion thickened characters of bis heroes, were furnished to his hand.
around him ; his irritability grew passion ; and there , They were all cast in one mould. Byron ‘is the
was the rush and haste, the obiivion and alarm ol'lsame fitful, passionate being ; the same ownnipresent,
fatality in all he undertook and suggested. Asinstan- i all pervading spirit, wherever he appears in battle,
ces of this we may mention his attempts to keep clear ior in the festal hall, on thwe stormy bosom of the
of both the Greck factions, in the hope of reconcil~ | ocean, or in the rude, lone, cave, with sparkling dia-
ing them, his threatening to libel Colonel Stanhope in | monds decked. Origiuality like this, captivated the
the Greck Chronicle, and the insane atfempt to over- | public taste, because it enchained their sympathies,
throw the power of the Turks and emancipate Greece, and gave a life-like intcrest Lo the hero. Anoth(.:r ex-
by the establishment of a printing press! But it‘is ' L".:Hence and characteristi(? of Byr.on. as a poet, is the
needless to heap up instances of this kind. Thus vigour and [reshness of his descriptions. He was not
much has been said on Byron’s failings and vices, la poet of‘ nature, a.ud never coult? have been while he
for the purposc of warning those who may be fasein- ; was so misanthropic and so unprmcip]f:d a {nan.)The
ated by the splendor and power of his genius, and: pufzt of nal'urc must be e}t pcace with hu'ns.elf; a
thus insensibly prepared for imbibing his pernicious beinz as guileless and guiltless, as unsophisticated

principles or following his example. The warning is
needed by very many. It requires no ordinary effort
to break through this fascination, to eseape (rom the
gloomy shades in which Byron’s poctry envelopes the
youthful and trusting spirit. Time will break the
charm, and dispel the illusion, but what if, beforc
this, the clear sight and healthy relish of the soul
have been contaminated, and the taints of skepticism
spread over its once fair lincaments !

The general characteristics of Byron’s poetry,
which we have thus skctched, are so apparent, even
on a slight inspection, that few will be disposed to
doubt the correctness of the conclusion. As to his
comparative merits, as a poct, there exists much
greater discrepancy of opinion. By some he has

been placed amoug the great lights, in the galaxy of

English Toets 3 reckoned on the same list as Shake-
speare, and Milton, and as little inferior to them in
the essential requisites which form the true poet. That
this estimate is far from being a correct one, is too
plain to need proof ; nor is the estimate of those who
allow Byron no merit beyond that of enerzy and
Ppassion, any nearer the truth., Because Byron pros-
tituted his genius to unworthy purposes, it does not

and confiding in his disposition as it is possible for
erring and sinful mortals 10 be ; ambition and the
i rankling passions of envy and hate must never have
a home in his breast. But Byron had rather the eye
of a painter, than the obscrvation of the true poet.
The outward, and visible beauties of a landscape he
could transfer to his page, but there is scarcely a
whisper 1o be heard of the inward and gentle har-

monies with which nature blesses the ear of her de-
voted worshipper.

But it is when he leaves nature, and paints the
feelings and especially the passions of man, that
Byron exhibits his rezl strength. 1t is then, thathe
leaves common poets at immeasurable distance be-
neath him, and soars up with an unfaltering wing 1o
the highest summits of the mount of song. Espe-
Icially is this the case when he describes the grand,
the terrible, the revolting. He then revels in a con-
genial clement, and seems to have absolute control
over all the passions and fears of mankind. He in-
terests deeply, and often painfully, but it is too often
followced by something which proportionally depres-
ses and shocks ; he exalts, as if to show the strength

necessarily follow that therefore his genius was of | * It would be casy to convict Byron of numerous

an inferior cust. It proves only that the tendency
of his writings is injurious, and on that account they

are to be shunned ; it is matter of regret that the\

I plagiarisine, and cven of adopting us his cwn, Literal
{ iranslations [roin foreign poets. The most noted jn-
stances are his introduction to the Br.de of Abydos
lines on Henry Kirke White, Alp’s reflections nem’-

fine gold should thus have become dim, and the ear-1 the walls of Corinth, Hassan’s return, in the Giaour,

nest hopes of thousands have been disappointed. By-
55

i &e.
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with which he can dash us to the earth. Byron is
among poets what Salvator Rosa is said to be among
painters. He brings wildness, and grandeur, into
his foregrounds, and rivets the attention on these
and not on the misty and receding beauties which
most place in the distancc.  With what art does he
embellish the tale of Ukraine’s Hetman. The thou-
sand tones and signs, “the involuntary sparks of
thought,” the burning chain that bound the young
and trustful spirits of the loving pair—And then the
terrible revenge of the enraged father. We see the
victim bound to the struggling steed, and hear the
wild savage shout which followed him, borne away
to the forest, flceter than the wind. We see and hear
it all ; the wild plain of far extent, the career of the
snorting steed ; the swollen limbs, the gore which,
cozing through his limbs, ran o’er ; the thirsty troop
howling like fiends, as they chase on with their long
gallop—on, on, through thicket and rushing stream,
and over hill and weary plain ; the desperate plunge
which leaves them behind, and the faint, slow, pain-
ful, progress, till the contest is over at last, and
there they lie,* the dying on the dead,” with the vul-
ture wheeling in narrowing circles impatient for his
prey. He paints again, and we see the gorgeously
decorated hall, and hear the sound of revelry by
night, in Belgium’s capital ; beauty and strength
are there, music with its voluptuous swell, and whis-
pers not needed when the eloquent eye can speak
with such sudden and subduing power. It is but for
a moment,—the master spirit is grieved that the vi-
sion of delight should bless our eyes even for an in-
stant—and it passes away; and there is hurrying to
and fro, pale checks, and gathering tearsyand ehoking
sighs ;—a moment more, and there is mounting in |
hot haste, the mustering squadron, the deep thunder
peal, the wild gathering war-note of the clans, alas !

Ere evening to be trodden like the grass—
Rjder and horse,—~friend, foe,—in onc red burial
blent.

He paints again, and on the restless bosom of the
ocean we sec the floating corpse,—

The sea-birds shrick above their prey,
On which their hungry beaks relay,
As shaken on his restless pillow,
His hand heaves with the heaving billow ;
That hand whose motion is not life,
Yet feebly scems to menace strife,
Hung by the tossing tide on high,
Then levell’d with the wave,

Again—and the Eternal City, the mother of dead
empires, is before us :

The noble of nations, there she stands,
Childless and crownless in her voiccless woe,
An empty yrn within her withered hands,
Whose holy dust was scattercd loug azo.”
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Or it may be that he paints the Seven-hilled City
as it once was, the centre of the world, with thunder-
ing millions in her streets. We look on in wonder, but
the eye rests on the tide of existence, ebbing and
flowing in the vast amphiteatre !

We see before us the gladiator lie ; his: manly brow
Consents to death and conqucrs agony,

And his droop’d head sinks gradually low—

And through his side the last drops, ebbing slow
From the red gash, fall heavy, one by one,

Like the first of a thunder shower ; and now,

The arena swims around him ;—he is gone.

He sets before us pictures of human life, not more
graphic nor more to the life, but more characteris-
tic of the poet ¢

“ We wither from our youth, we gash away—

Sick—sick ; unfound the boon—unslaked the thirst,

Though to the last, in verge of our decay,

Some phantom lures, such as we sought at first,—

But all toe late—so we arc doubly curst.

Love, fame, ambition, avarice—’tis the same,

Each idle,—~and all ill—and none the worst—

For all are meteors with a different name,

And Death the sable smoke where vanishes the
flame.”?

There is much abruptness, and inequality of mea-
sure, as well as harshness, in Bryon’s poetry, as must
necessarily be the case, since he wrote so much with
such rapidity ; but there is a finish and perfection
in many portions of all his poems, that may indeed
be equalled, but can never be excelled. Indeed it is
doubtful whether any poet has written more that'could
be collected with more propriety, and with less risk to
the author’s fume, into what is called a volume of
“Beauties.” Many of his Hebrew Melodies, are
exquisitely perfect; and in his larger poems there is
such frequent transition, and so little dependenee
placed for effect on the continuity of the story, or
depth of the plot, that selections might be made in
abundance, of gems which would be rendered only
more valuable by removal from the defilement into
which they were cast.

The description of a sinking ship for instance :

Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell,

Then shrieked the timid, and stood still the brave,
Then some leap’d overboard with dreadful yecll,

As eager to anticipate their grave;
And the sea yawn’d around her like a hell,

And down she suck’d with her the whirling wave,
Like one who grapples with his enemy,
And strives to strangle him before he die.

Add the next stanza, which is still more afleeting
and beautiful :

And first one universal shrick there rush’d,
Louder than the loud ocean, like a crash
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‘Of echoing thunder ; and then all was hush’d,
‘Save the wild wind, and the remorseless dash
‘Of Villows 3 but at intervals there gush’d,
Accompanied with 2 convulsive splash,
A solitary shrick—the bubbling cry
Of some strong swimmer in his agony.
Don Juan, canto 1L

And the following which is less frequently qubted,
but not surpassed by anything of the kind in his
works.

Now overhead a rainbow, bursting through

The scattering clouds,shone,spanning the dark sea,
Resting its bright base on the quivering blue;

And all within its arch appeared to be
Clearer than that without, and its wide hue

Wax'd broad and waving, like a banner (ree,
Then changed like to a bow that’s bent, and then
Forsook the dim eyes of the shipwreck’d men.

Ib.

The following specimen will show how Byron de-
lights to mar the beautiful by the contact of the vul-
gar. It is one instance, out of thousands, which might
be brought.—

And she bent o’er him, and he lay beneath,
Hush’d as the babe upon its mother’s breast,
Droop’d as the willow when no winds can breathe,

Lull’d like the depth of occan when at rest,
TFair as the erowning rose of the whole wreath,
Soft as the callow cygnet in its nest ;—
In short he was a very pretty fellow,
Although his woes had turn’d him rather yellow.

1t is needless farther to multiply quotations:—
Indeed it was not with his character and standing as
a poet, that we have had to do ; as a man we have
seen him to be as far beneath the level of common
men as he was cxalted by talent and genius above
them. He is an unsafe guide, and a very dangerous
companion, therefore, to the young. The effect of his
writings is evil, and those alone can decide how per-
picious, who have felt it. As a poet, his genius was
of a high order, but it was prostituted ‘and debased.
And the result with Byron, as with every other poet
who like him degrades the “ heaven born light and
faculty divine,” to minister to a craving ambition,and
moody selfishness and misanthropy, has proveg
that transient popularity is far different from fame.

The light in which Byron is now, as i by common
consent, looked upon, has proved & lesson to suc-
ceeding poets, as impressive as it is useful. It shews
that egotism and self-worship will at last bring dis-
guat; that he who would live in the hearts of his fel-
low men, must seek to be loved as well as to be ad-
mired,must possess something more than talent or ge-
nius, the rarer faculty of rightly using and applying
these gifts, To constitute a greal poet,something more
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than genius and talent is necessary. < The greatest
poets that ever lived,” says the elegant author of
the Introduction to the Greek Classic Poets, ¢ have,
without exception, been the wisest men of their
time 3 he adds, “the knowledge of the mind and its
powers,—of the passions and their springs,—the
love and study of the beautiful forms of the visible
creation j this it is which can alone teach a manto
think in sympathy with his fellow creatures.” A great
man, himself an example of what is purest and
worthiest, as a poet and philosopher, has expanded
and opened up the same idea, when speaking of
Shakspeare :

¢ YWhat then shall we say 7 even this: that Shak-
speare, no mere child of nature; no automaton of
genius ; no passive vehicle of inspiration, possessed
by the spirit, not possessing it ; first studied patiently,
meditated deeply, understood minutely, till know-
ledge became habitual and intuitive, wedded itself
to his habitual feelings, and at length gave birth to
that stupendous power, by which he stands alone,
with no equal nor second in his own class; to that
power, which seated him on one of the two glory-
smitten summits of the poetic mountain, with Mil-
ton as his compeer, not rival.”

At an infinite distance below that summit must
Byron’s station be assigned. How high he might
have soared, but for his misdirected and perverted
genius, and his untimely end, it is hard to say. It is
certain that the language in which Byron described
the character of * Childe Harold,” can, with the ut~
most propriety be applied to himself. * He was ne-
ver intended as an example, further than to show
that early perversion of mind leads to satiety of past
pleasures, and disappointment in new ones, and that
even the beautics of nature, and the stimulus of
travel (except ambition tiie most powerful of all ex-
citements) are lost on a soul so constituted, or rather
misdirected.”’

HUMAN LIFE.

Ah, what is lifc ! a dream within a dream !
A pilgrimage from peril rarely (ree ;
A bark that sails upon a changing sea,
Now sunshine and now storm ; a mountain stream,
Heard, but scarce scen ere to the dark deep gone
A wild star blazing with unsteady beam,
Yet for a season fair to look upon.
Life is an infant on Affection’s knee,
A youth now full of hupe and transient glee,
In manhood’s peerless noon now bright, anon
A time-worn ruin silver’d o’er with years.
Life is a race where slippery steeps arise,
Where discontent and sorrow are the prize,
And when the goal is won, the grave appears.
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THE HEBREW MARTYRS:

A TALE OF THE EARLY CHRISTIANS.

BY THE

AUTHOR OF THE “ BACKWOODS OF CANADa,” &e. &c.

IN the early part of the Christian Era, there lived a
Yyoung Hebrew named Azariah, the son of Josiah
and Salome, ofthe tribe of Judah, persons remarkable
for their piety, looking with fervent hope for the con-
solation of Israel, for that Saviour set forth by the
prophetical writers of old, as the Redeemer of all
mankind. The Holy One, the Chosen of God, the
Counsellor, the Mighty God, the Prince of Peace, who
Was to gather together the outcasts of Israel, the de-
spised and neglected nations of the earth.

Deeply impressed with the importance of these
things, Josiah and Salome early instilled precepts of
virtue and religious obedience into the mind of their

ground, sprung up and gave the promise of bringing
forth fruit even to an hundred-fold, Dutiful, paticnt
of reproof, wise and learncd beyond his years, no
wonder that the fond parents looked forward to his
riper years with hope and satisfaction.

But the fairest of human prospects may be over-
cast, The race is not always to the swift or the bat-
tle to the strong. Unforeseen misfortunes fell upon
Josiah, while he yet decmed all things prosperous,
like the evil messengers that followed cach other, with
haste to declare the evil tidings to the Patriarch of
old, so swiftly did one calamity follow the step of
another, till all that made life desirable had faded
from the grasp of Josiah, and he was forced to scll
the last remnant of his inherjtance 1o the nearest of
kin, according to the Levitical law of the Jews,

“The Lord gave and the Lord
blessed be the name of the Lord,” were the only
words that were uttered by Josish, as he meekly re-
signed the patrimony he had inherited for many ge-
nerations. For his own private deprivations Josjah
repined not, but there were those that were dear to
his heart, that must suffer with him,and his eye over-
flowed when he lookcd upon his young son and hjs
mother, who stoed beside him.

“Be not cast down my father,” observed the Young
Azariah ; “there arc Yyet five years till the year of re-
demption ; who knoweth but that 1 may, by the bless-
ing of the Lord, be cnabled to redee mine inheri-
tance,”—and a beam of hope lightened up his fine
countenance as he spoke.

Animated by this hope, Azariah joined himself to
the company of a foreign merchant, and Journeyed
with him in a distant country, thinking, by unremit-
ting industry and frugality to be enabled to relurn

ath taken away,

i

|

j and although dweliing among
son. The seeds of piety early reccived in a good |

: He still continued to think upon the Scriptures,

and reinstate his beloved
trimony.

In their journey towards the capital of Persia, they
vere sct upon by vne of those predatory bands that
infest the borders of the desert. In the short, fierce

parents in their former pa-

» strugzle that ensued, many of the caravan were slain H

among these the merchant and his son, and at the
close of the day Azariah found himself the unwilling
captive of one of the leaders of the Tartar band. In
this situation he experienced the horrors of slavery,
in all its bitterness—but he forsook not the statutes
of his God ; but, like Daniel, held fast his integrity,
heathen and idolators,
he hallowed the Sabbaths and walked humbly and
devoutly before the Lord.

Often in the still hours of night when all around

“were hushed in slecp, would the lonely captive rise

from his lowly bed, and, standing at the door of hijs
tent, look earnestly towards the land of his fathers,
and pray that he might yet behold the sun behind his
native lills, and worship the Lord in his holy temple.
and
to look forward with hope to the fulfilment of the pro-
phecies, awaiting the tiie when the sun of righteous-
ness should arise with healing in his wings, to give
light to those that sit in darkness and in the valley
of the shadow of death.

Far distant from Jerusalem, he knew not that the
Star of Bethlehe:n had risen ; that the loig promised
Messiah had appeared ; that the Word had become
flesh, and dweli among his people.

A day of excessive toil and suffering had impres-
sed more painfully than cver the painfulness of his
life, on the mind of the captive Hebrew. In the
solitude of the desert Azariah sought where he might
pour forth the anguish of an overburdened spirit. He
had that day endured cvery species of insult and per-
sonalindignity from i:ie uppressors, and his heary was
a prey to the most gloomy feelings. The charmer
Hope, whose syren voice had so often spoken peace
aud comfort to him in his afflictions, now spoke no
more. He considered himself as forsaken of his God
and forgotten of all men.

In the words of the discontented prophet of the
Ninevites, he excluimed, as he cast himself on the
parched earth : “It is better for me to die than to
live. “Ashe uttered these last words his eye fell on
the leaves of' a plant, vhose poisonous qualities were
known to produce instant death on those that
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had the temerity to swallow a small portion.
His hand was extended to pluck the noxious weed
when a shrill and piercing cry of terror smote his
ear ; again and again it was repeated in wilder tones
of agony, and Azarial starting to his feet, beheld,
Sahib, the eldest son of his master, a youth of twelve
years of age, pursued by a hungry leopard. The pant-
ing fugitive was already within the grasp of the sa.
vaze, when an arrow from the bow of Azariah ar-
rested his flight, and laid him writhing on the sand. A
faint murmur of grateful acknowledgment broke
from the lips of the young Arab, as his deliverer dis-
engaged him from the grasp of his dying encmy, and
Kneeling beside him, tenderly supported his faint and
bleeding form on his arm, applying the folds of his
turban to staunch the blooed that flowed in profusion
from the wound inflicted on his shoulder by the claws
of the leopard.

Azariah was still engaged in endeavours to res-
tore animation to the frame of the insensible youth,
when a party of horsemen approached swiftly across
the desert, headed by Mahmoon, the father of Sahib,
the tyrannical master of Azariah; ina few brief mi-
nutes they were beside him.

At the sight of his beloved child in so ghastly a
condition, to all appearance dead, the Arab chief ut-
tered a cry of anguish, and casting himself on the
body of his son, rent his clothes and gave way to
frantic lamentations. Then turning to Azariah, ac-
cused him of having cruelly and revengefully mur-
dered his child. ,

A crimson flush of indignant feeling reddened the
cheek and mounted even to the pale brow of the
young Hebrew slave. He folded his arms proudly
over his bursting heart, and turned silently away from
his accuser.

““Son of Ismael, you wrong the Hebrew—behold
there the murderer of your son,” cxelaimed onc of the
company, pointing with his spear to the savage beast
that lay stretched on the sand. “Sec the arrow that
arrested his cruel purgose, drawing, as he spoke, the
barbed instrument from the neck of the beast.

At that instant the breast of the ¢'youthful Sahib
became convulsed with sighs that indicated return-
ing life, and shortly afterwards his eyes unclosed and
rested for a time on the face of his sorrowing parent ;
but s00n they appeared to wander, as if searching for
some other object, and when they rested upon the
troubled, agitated face of his preserver, they became
suffused with tears, that with silent eloquence declar-
ed the gratitude his lips were without power to
ulter; turning to his father he spoke a few
words in hjs ear, accompanied with earnest gestures.

The sullen countenance of the Arab became soft-
ened in eXpression, as he listened to the passionate
appeal of his chiq,

“Slave,” he 8aid, ¢ turning towards Azariah, and
speaking in subdued accents: “Thou has taken a
noble revenge for the blows inflicted on thee, this
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| morning. Hast thou parents living in thine own land,
ito whom thy life is dear ?  Thou hast preserved the
llifc of a child, and given joy to the heart of his pa-
'rents. I restore thee to thine. Go--from this hour
thou art free.””

But a few briefminutes hag passcd, since Azariah
had considered himself forsaken of his God, cast off
from all hope of deliverance, and he had rashly re-
solved to rid himsell of that life which he regarded
only as a painful and heavy burden. He knew not
that he had been preserved for better things,to bestow
joy and gladuess on the heart of a parent, and to con-
vert an cnemy into a grateful benelactor and frierd.
Surely, O Lord, he exclaimed, ““ Thy judgments are
true and righteous altogether ; thy thoughts are very
deep, and thy ways past finding out. I acknowledge
thy power, thy goodness, and thy mercy ; and con-
fess mine own unworthiness. Thou hast visited thy
servant in the land of captivity, even as thou didst
the Patriarch Joseph, when he lay fast bound in pri-
son in the house of his enemies. Holy and blessed is
thy name.”

The thoughts of his parents, his home and his
country, by turns came over the mind of Azariah, fill-
ing his heart with emotions of tenderness, and his
eyes with tears. The words of freedom, so sweet to
the ear of the captive, banished the sorrows of nine
long years of hard and bitter bondage ; he was alive
only to the sweet consciousness of liberty.

The captive exile now hastened to return; but
many days of weary travail were before him ere his
eyes could again be blessed by the sight of his na-
tive land.  Animated with the hope of bringing joy
to the hearts of his disconsolate parents, and medi-
tating on the delight he should experience on once
more beholding the beautiful, the beloved city, he
journeyed onward towards Jerusalem.

It was a night of stillness and of beauty—one on
which the traveller might be tempted to pause 5 and
lifting his soul in thankfulness and admiration, to ex-
claim : ““ How glorious are thy works, O Lord; in
wisdom hast thou formed ther all.””> The moon was
rising in fulness of splendour, as Azariah entered
upon the hill country of Judea ; her long lines of sil-
ver radiance brightened the fields and vallies. and
trembled with unrivalled lustre on the clear rolling
waters that diversified the flowery plains.

The soft sighing zephyr that swept along the
groves came loaded with the rich perfume of the
orange and olive blossoms; the citron, pomegranate
and fragrant balsam—all around, above, below, be-
spoke the wisdom ard bounty of their great Original.

Azariah felt a holy glow of pious gratitude fill his
mind,as he gazed around on the works of the Creator,
all equally useful and beautiful in their order. With
the sweet Psalmist of Israel, he was tempted to ex-
claim, ‘ What is man that thou art mindful of him,
or the son of man that thou shouldest regard him 7

Yielding to the fervour of his feellngs, he prostra-

¢
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ted himself on the dewy grass, and poured forth his
soul in a prayer of thankfulness and praise to the
Giver of all Good, who had bestowed such jnnumera-
ble blessings on his creatures 3 nor did the grateful
Azariah forget to acknowledge that goodness which
Thad sustained him during his years of captivity,
granting to him the joy of again beholding the land
of his people.

As he ascended the hill that commanded a view
of Jerusalem, his eye turned with holy rapture to the
lofty spires of her public buildings, her holy temple ;
with all her ancient walls and towers glittering in the
moonlight. It was on such a night as this he had
turned with lingering steps and tearful eyes, to look
‘back on her walls, when he went forth a self-banish-
ed exile to a distant land, checred by the hope of re-
turning with the means of restoring the ancicnt he-
ritage of his forefathers.

He had indeed returned to the city of his birth, but
friendless—and as destitute as when he wandered
forth, a stranger and pilgrim in the world.

Still the fond idea that his rcturn would fill the
heart of his sorrowing parents with gladness, offered
a solace for every disappointment.

“Surely,” he exclaimed “in the society of his pa-
rents and of his kindred, Azariah will find a balm for
every care.”’

Starting from the reverie into which he had fallen,
the young Hebrew rapidly resumed his journey.

The moon was down, and the shades of night had

wrapped the city in gloom, when the weary traveller
-entered the gates and bent his steps towards the
street which contained the house of his parents.
With hurried step he sought the dwelling of his
beloved relatives, but found it inhabited by strangers.
He enquired with fluttering accents for its former
tenants, and was told that Salome had long since
been numbered with the dead, and no one knew
aught of the aged Josiah. His kindred, too, were dis-

persed, and strangers filled their places in the city ;'

and those that had known Azariah in the days of his
boyhood, now knew him no longer ! This, then, was
the reward of his pilgrimage, his years of slavery and
sorrow ; the fondly treasured hopes that had cheered
his lonely captivity were at once blasted and over-
thrown. So fading, so fleeting, is human happiness.

The vivid emotions that had so lately animated
the breast of Azariah, gave place to feelings of hope-
less despondency.

¢“What have I to do here %’ he cried, in the bitter-
ness of his heart ; “I return to the home of my youth,
but find it desolate. Woe is me, my parents ; where-
fore did I leave you, or why did I return to know
your loss 7 he exclaimed, as he hurried from the spot
and paced with rapid and disordered stcps the now
lonely and deserted streets.

Overcome at length by agitating reflections, Aza-
riah paused and leaned his back against the support-
ing buttress of an apparently untenanted building.

i
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Here he remained lost in a train of distressing
thoughts, when a low soft chaunt of voices from with-
in the walls, stole upon his ear and roused him from
his reverie.

It came at first like the distant flow of waters, or
mournfu! sighing of the autumnal breeze, then louder
swelling, rose in distinct and solemn tones a choral
hymn of praise and thanksgiving.

To Azariah those sweet sounds breathed of peace
and holy joy. His troubled spirit was soothed while
listening to the unseen choir, and he eontinued to
linger near the spot long after the echo of the voices
had died away within the walls.

Who this band of religious devotces might be that
thus assembled together at the still hour of midnight,
when the rest of the inhabitants of the city were
wrapt in sleep, to celebrate and hymn their Maker’s
praise, Azariah could not learn ; but he loved to wan-
der near the spot, and catch the lofly notes of vocal
harmony floating on the calm air of night. Some-
times his ear caught words of strange import that
filled his soul with wonder, and feelings of deep in-
terest were awakened in his breast that had till now
been strangers. )

The return of Azariah had taken place during the
early persecutions practised against the Christian
Church, when the followers of Christ, realizing the
pathetic picture drawn by the masterly hand of the
Apostle of the Gentiles, speaking of the former mar-
tyrs, saith, ¢ They were stoned, they were sawn
asunder, were tempted, were slain by the sword—
they wandered about in sheepskins and goatskins,
being destitute, aflicted, forsaken, (of whom the
world was not worthy); they wandered in deserts
and mountains, in dens and caves of the earth.”*®

The converts of Christ experienced those trials of
their faith which had been foretold them by their
Lord. “In the world,” he said,  ye shall have tri-
bulation and anguish ; but be of good cheer, I have
overcome the world. Ye shall be hated of all men
for my sake. Yea, the time cometh when whoso-
ever killeth you, shall think he doeth God a service.
I they have hated me they will hate you also.>

In the stillness of night, when their enemies slept,.
the persecuted Christians met in lonely and deserted
places, to offer up their evening sacrifice of prayer
and praise : to ask the assistance of the Holy Spirit
to give them grace to bear meekly and firmly the
cruelty of their oppressors, and to hold fast the faith,
in spite of temptation and persecution ; to strengthen
each other by devout converse, and by uniting in pray-
er to Him who had counted them worthy to suffer
for his name’s sake, and to instruct and confirm the
beliel of their converts to the faith of Christ’s Gospel.

And though their numbers were oftentimes thinned
by the rclentless power of those blind zealots who-
exulted in putting down the followers of the Lord,

* Hcbrews.
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they faithfully held fast the profession of their faith
—nothing wavering ; refusing to deny the Saviour
who had redeemed them with his precious blood—
counting the sufferings of the present time not to be
compared with the promise of eternal life set before
them. Thus it was, that though the Christians were
despised and rejccted of men, yet the word increased
and prospered among them, and the Lord added to
the Church daily such as should be saved.

1t was to one of these devout assemblies that Aza-
riah had chanced to become an uninvited listener,
and from that time he sought the place of their mid-
night worship, when all slept, to listen to the Chris-
tain’s nightly hymns, and to walk and watch without
the building, joining in secret with that heavenly
choir.
" Since his return to Jerusalem he had heard strange
rumours, that the long expected Messiah had appear-
cd—that in the person of Jesus, the teacher, as he
was termed, the wondrous things sct forth by the
prophets of former days had been fulfilled, and many
that had witnessed the miracles performed by him,
and in his name, had bclieved on him and acknow-
ledged him to be the Lord’s Christ; but that the
Scribes and Pharisees, and rulers of the Jews, who
looked for a temporal prince, that should wield the
sceptre of David, and restore again their nation to its
regal power, and break the yoke of the Romans from
their neck—hardened their hearts and blinded their
eyes to the truth. Loving darkness rather than light,
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It chanced one day, that returning from a village
a few miles distant from Jerusalem, and musing in
his heart on those things which he had heard spoken,
Azariah perceived a vast concourse of people gather-
ed together on a hill without the precincts of the eity.

Urged by motives of curiosity, he bent his steps
towards the spot ; but what a sight presented itself.
Kneeling on the bare earth, surrounded by the fierce
and savage multude, he bebeld a Christian mother
supported on either side by a lovely female child.

Their pale but calm countenances, expressed firm-
ness and courage beyond their years, and seldom:
pertaining to the weakness of their sex, but weld be-
fitting the cause for which they were about to suffer.
Their innocence,their meckness, and their heroie eon-
stancy, moved not the cruel purpose of those fierce
men who had led them forth to dic.

The throng pressed thicker and closer round the
victims. There was a deep and sullen murmur
among the people, like the hoarse rolling of a distant
torrent; as the voices of the Christian mother and
her children, low and tremulous at first, then gather~
ing strength, arose in fervent prayer :

“Father of Heaven, take home thy children,
weary with this their earthly pilgrimage. Receive
them unto thy holy habitation, where all tears shall
be wiped away; where sorrow shall be no more
seen, and death can have no more dominion over
them. Saviour of the world, behold thy servants, rea-
dy to seal their faith with their blood ! Thou, who

they rejected the Lord Jesus and put him to a shame-|
{ul death—even the death of the cross ; but the grave l
which could be no prison to the holy one, (whose |

hast led captivity captive, and burst the bars of death,,
opening to thy believers the gates of eternal life, re~
ceive our souls ! Thou, who hast made a full and

body could not see corruption), had given up its
dead, and Christ had risen on the third day, and had
appeared to his disciples.

These things at first fell like idle tales on the ear
of Azariah, and he scarcely hecded them; but when
he beheld the constancy, the zcal, the divine charity,
the forbearance and devotedness of these poor, des-
pised, rejected, Christians, he said in his heart,
— Surely the spirit of truth is with them.”

Hitherto Azariah had been withheld from search-

ing into the truths of this new doctrine, because with ’

the weakness incidental to humanity, he feared to
incur the vengeance of his countrymen, and the dis-
pleasure of the chief rulers of the synagogues, who
exercised the utmost severity against all those that
openly professed to be followers of the Gospel, or
were even suspected of being favorable to its pre-
cepts. But the mind of Azariah was not always to
be fettered by the influence of the world. A faint
dawning of light had glimmercd on the gloom that
superstition had cast over his mind, and he began to
turn a willing ear to those who went abroad publish-
ing the good tidings of great joy, that God had vi-
sited his people, declaring perfect remission of their
sins t0 all that believed on the name of Jesus Christ,
the mediator between God and man.

petfect sacrifice for the sins of the world, forgive our
encmies, and lcad them to the knowledge of the
truth.” The rising tumult among the crowd drowned
the voices of the Christian martyr and her children.
. Azariah became violently agitated: ¢ And is it thus,
10 Lord, thy children perish 7% he exclaimed, strug-
| gling to force his way through the infuriated crowd,.
with the vain hope of saving the victims. The ery
of horror that burst from his lips was drowned by
the fearful clamour of the multitude. The soul of
Azariah sickened as that tumult increased ; a cloud:
of thick darkness came over his eyes, and witha
shuddering ery he sank senseless on the ground.

The sun was sinking low in the western horizon,.
when he again became conscious of existence. Tlie
groans, the execrations, the murmurings of that mur-
derous crowd had dicd away into silence 5 the work.
of death was donc, and they were gone to seek fresh
victims for their vengeance.

The low sighing of the fitful breeze,as it mournfully
swept through the boughs of the palm-trees ; the
hoarsc murmur of the rivulet along its pebbly bed,
and plaintive cooing of the doves in the distant
groves, alone broke the stillnes of the scene.

The memory of the past came like a half remem-
bered vision of e night over the mind of Azariah.
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He raised himself, and mournfully gazed cround.
There lay the bodies of the murdered martyr and her
children, even as they had bowed their heads to the
stroke of death.

“Ye bave fullen like lilies crushed by the fierce
bolt of the tempest ; like the opening flowerets beaten

to the carth by hail storms ; ye are siricken to the
dust, ye are fallen !> he cried, bending with weep-
ing cyes over the pale clay before him.

“They are fuallen,” cxclaimed a voice near him
““but to risc again more gloriously. The carthly ta-
bernacle is indeed faded and defaced § but the glery
that shall be revealed to them passcth not away.
Mourn not, O man, for the perishing clay, but say :
¢ Blessed are the dead that die in the Lord, for they
rest from their Jabour and their works do follow
them—cven so saith the Spirit.”

Starting from his melancholy contemplations,

Azariah looked up, and beheld advancing from

among the trees, a man of venerable appearance,
whose majestic countenance and flaxen hair, whiten-
¢d by the hand of time, impressed his soul with awe

and admiration.  To the eye of the enthusiast he ap-,
pearcd as one of the prophets of old, come forth on |

a mission of salvation, to turn the hearts of the diso-
bedient to the wisdom of the just.

¢ Why look ye on the dead,’” he continued, *‘and '

wherefore age thine eyes dimmed with tears.  Hap-
py are those that are counted worthy to suffer for
righteousness sake. The gates of death open to
them a passagze to everlasting lile ; an eternal jnhe-
ritance, unfading, and that passeth not away. They
have fought the gool fizht, they have finished their
course, and from henceforth is laid up for them a
crown of everlasting glory ! ‘

¢t Teach me, father, how I may attain that glori-
ous inheritance ;” cried the young Hebrew, turning
towards the stranger with flushing eyes and kindling
brow. .
““Repent, and forsake thy sins! believe on the
Lord Jcsus, the Redecmer of the world 3 the Son of
the living God, and thou shalt be saved. He is the
resurcction and the life; whoso believeth on him,
though he were dead, yet shall he live, and
whoso liveth and believeth on him shall never
die, but is passed from death into life. In Him
was life, and the life was the light of man. e
died for our sins, and God has raised him for our
justification.”  Then turning towards Azariah, he
unveiled to him the truth of Christianity, the
character and office of Christ, and what he had done
and suffered for men and for their salvation.

As he listened to the words of the stranger the heart
of Azariah barned within him.  He remembered the
mysterious word of the Prophet Isajah. *¢ My right-
cous servant shall bear the sins of many, and he shall
make intercession for the transgressors. The Lord
hath laid upen him the iniquity of us ail.”

He beheld in him not the restorer of thz liberty of

Isracl from the bondage and yoke of the Roman
tyranny, but from the spiritual bondage of sin. The
redecmer of the soul, not of the body, to the glorious
liberty of the children of God. Such were the tid-
ings that the Christian Apostle proclaimed to his
wondering convert. Sinking at length on the
ground at his feet, Azariah cried out in the lan=
guage of the Gospel:  “ Loid I believe, help thou
mine imbeliel.”?

Kneeling beside his proselyte, the venerable Chris-
tian lifted up his hands in thanksgiving, that one
more soul had been led to embrace the words of
truth and life.  Then leading him to the brook that
flowed near, he baptized him into the Church of
Christ.

¢ Thou hast now become,”” he said, € a Christian.
Stand forth young soldier of the cross. 1 send you
forth into the world—to persecution-~to temptation—
to imprisonment—to stripes——to death: but thy
Redeemer is with thee ; 1lis arm is mighty to save ;
He will never leave thee, nor forsake thee. He
has promised that great shall be the reward of those
that love and serve him. Fear not young Christian,
the lord is with thee. Scest thou these, my son "’
i he added, solemnly pointing to the corpses of the mar-
{tyred Christizns. Darest thou maintain the faith
of Christ even as these maintained it with their
last breath, amid the scorn and scoffing of men, in
the front of cruel and painful death.”

“Tean! I will 1 replicd the young champion of
the cross, raising his hands to heaven, in token of his
zeal, his whole countenance kindling with fervor as
he spoke.

“ The blessing of the Lord be with thee, and may
His work prosper in thy hands, my son.”

A divince peace descended on the heart of Azariah,
as lowly bending, he received the benediction of the
venerable pastor. To the mind of the young con-
vert it appeared as though he had been summoned
from a distant lund to receive the light of divine
truth, and to bceome an inheritor of the kingdom of
heaven, and hé blessed the hour that had restored
him to his frecdom, and to the saving knowledge of
divine truth,

Azariah assisted his venerable companion to inter
the bodizs of the marlyrs—hallowing for them a
lowly bed by the side of the stream. ‘‘ It is infleed
good to dic, as those have died,” he said, as he heaped
the mould above their graves. The buria! rites be-
ing completed, he followed his conductor to a lonely
and rugged glen, where safe from intrusion and
danger, the Christian converts met to offer up their
evening prayer.

It was in this humble church in the wilderness
that Azariah became fully acquainted with the
truths of the Gospel, and with the }ife and sufferings
of his crucificd Redeemer,

With a spirit that disdained all fear, the young
champion of the cross went forth into the world
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preaching and declaring the doctrine of redemptioﬂyi
and the remission of sins.

His zeal, his powerful eloquence, his patience and
forbearance under trial, gained him the love of many
people, and in spite of persecution and tribulation, he
went on his way rejoicing that through his labours
many were led into the way of truth.

But the moment of trial was now approaching
when the Christian hero should be called upon to
give proof of the sincerity of his faith. At the dead
of night, Azariah with many others, who had been
found guilty before the chief priests and rulers, of
preaching the doctrine of the New Testament, were
condemned to be led forth without the walls of the
<ity, to be put to a cruel and ignominous death.

With a fortitude that well befitted the cause in
which they were about to suffer, the devoted band of
martyrs moved forward to the place appointed for
their execution, undismayed by the shouts and angry
revilings of the gathering multitude.

The glare of the torches now, for the first time,
revealed the countenances of those who were about
to suffer for the cause of righteousness, and which
had hitherto been concealed by the shades of night.

Whose was that venerable form conspicuous from
the divine calmness and majesty of his demeapour ?

Could it be the aged Josiah, who now stood forth
among the band of Christian martyrs, and appeared
before the astonished eyes of his son, as one risen
from the grave 7 Yes, it was him !

The powerful claims of nature were felt and ac-
knowledged.—Bursting the fetters that enthralled
khis limbs, Azariah sprung forward. ¢ Have I found
you, O my father ! he exclaimed, as he cast himsell
en the bosom of his parent. * Now, O Lord, Thy
will be done.”

The venerable Josiah raised his sightless eyes to
heaven : he had recognized the voice of his long lost
child ; he felt the warm tears of filial affection gush-
ing on his bosom. * Now, indeed,” he said, < 0
Lord, may thy servant depart in peace, since these
feeble arms have embraced my son, and mine ears
have heard the profession of his faith.’”

He bowed his head on the breast of Azariah—the
conflict was over, and the spirit of the aged Christian
bad burst its mortal thraldom.

1 am ready to follow thee, my faser, even unto
death. May thy spirit tarry for mine: Saviour, Re-
deemer, receive the souls of thy servants,”’—exclaim-
ed the son of Josiah, as with intrepid heroism, he
met the death-blow that laid him lifeless beside his
revered parent.

——
VANITY.

Sx.x.x.t and worthless people generally take most
pains to adorn themselves, as in the animal world

insects are the gayest in colours.
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THE WIDOW'S WAIL.
BY JAMES HOLMES.

The following lines were suggested by the des-
cription of a lady’s grief over the dead body of a
husband, whose mental qualities had been such
as to command the admiration of a gifted mind.—
The description was accompanied by a reminiscence
of the grief of Lady Falkland, whose husband was
shot, for his loyalty, during the civil wars of Eng-
land. This lady, from the hour of burial of her hus-
band’s body, never left apartments she had eaused
to be fitled up as chambers of mourning,—excluding
daylight therefrom.—In them she pass’d many
years, and only left them for the tomb. There have
been few widows like Lady Falkland,—the cause
is clear—there have been few sucn men as Lord
Falkland 1

1 cannot hope for pleasure more,
I cannot hope for joy—

No other wish have I in store
Than speedily to die.

I’ve lost what Earth cannot restore
What Monarchs cannot give,
That which my heart did value more
Than life—and yet I live.

What now to me the beauteous spring,
The summer’s balmy breath;

The garden’s richest blossoming !—
My dearest friend is Death.

I look upon the icy face,

The fix’d and glaz-ed eye,

Where once was ev’ry youthful grace
And Love’s sweet harmony.

1 call upon him by his name,

1 kiss his pale cold cheek,

I fold mine arms around his frame,—
And yet he does not speak !

1lift the envious lids which hide

The eyes I lov’d so well,—

And gaze into their orbs where Pride—
A glorious Pride—did dwell.

.

But yet no token do I see

Such as there us’d to swell,

When, fillI’d with softest love, on me
Their priceless glances fell.—

I feel, I feel,—we ne’er again
Shall know each other more :—
Oh shake not to thy centre, brain !
Heart !—break not at thy core.

One look—one look—thou coffin’d one !
One last, fond, look !—and now—

My course of happiness is run

On Earth !—Oh, Death ! Come Thou!
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THFE THREFE GIBBETS.

THE mountainous districts in the North of England,
and I believe every where clse, seem to have becn,
in all ages, equally impervious to the march of intel-
lect, as to that of armies ; and, thercfore, in them,
have linzered to the present moment, atd may long
yet linger, more than the relics of the darker ages ;
while all around, in the plair.s below, the romance of
superstition hath been swept away by ianovation, if
not by refinement.

The fearful legends of the now eimple and peace-

ful inhabitants, always refer to the Border feuds |

of their fierce forefathers, or to the age which im-
mediately succeedcd them; and whatever interest
they may excite, or however dull they moy be, they
possess at least one powerful claim to our altention,
1 the main incidents upon which they are founded
being absolute positive facts, capable of proof, from
extraneous and collateral evidence : this assertion, as
well as those previous observations, will reccive their
illustration from the following tale : —

The coast of Cumberland, or rather that portion
of it connected with our tale, exhibits such a scene
of wild sterility and naked desolation, as can hardly
find a parallel in a country so populous and so well
cultivated as England. There is, in the first place,
a wide waste of high and undulating sandhills, af-

fording but a scanty pasturage for sheep and rabbits, |

and terminating to sea-ward in an irregular ledge of
weatherbeaten rocks, interrupted, here and there, by
a large break or gap, through which the tide flows
for miles towards the distant mountains ; at the foot
of these rocks, a sandy plain, inclining slightly to-
wards the sea, extends in length as far as the eye
can reach, and varying from fifty to one hundred
paces in breadth,

On this beautifully level beach, in the latter end
of October, in the year of grace —, two persons
were walking with such haste, and at so late an hour
~—for it was sometime afler sunset, towards one of
of those ravines, as to cause the few straggling fish-
ermen they passed, to stare at them with no liule
curiosity ; they were evidently not fishermen, like
themselves, and who else, except smugglers, ever
visited those bleak and barren sands, and yet one, at
least, of the strangers, could claim no kindred with
them ; the other, however, might, but he was closely
muffled in a large surcoat, with his hat so much
drawn over his face as to prevent their closer serutj-
ny. *“And what can be the object of their hasty
walk, which the Gunnerkell,” as the ravine was call.
d, will ““ soon terminate, for the tide is coming in with

'
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fury, that will drive yon lugger from her moorings
yet before jt ebbs.” ¢ There is little chance of
tuat,” £aid another,  as it ebbs already ; but she’s
a during craft to venture so near a lee shore, on such
2 night,~—but Norman’s best bower stood a harder
tug than this, on his last trip, when he rode it out so
bravely, where the cuitcrdurst not follow :** and their
conversation as naturally turned upon the hairbreadth
’scapes of that daring smuggler, as if they had known
him as he passed them. Meanwhile, the forgotten
objects of their curiosity pursued their mysterious
Journey. in solitude and silence, interrupted only by
the tinkling of a sheep-bell in the distance, or the
hoarse 1aurmur of the breakers at their feet. Star
after star shot out a sudden and flickering ray, indi-
cating, to our travellers, that twilight was fast fad-
ing into darkness, and the chilling nizht wind made
the youngest and tallest of the two gather around
him his cloak in tighter folds, as he rather impa~
tiently demanded of his companion the fulfillment of
his promise, to reveal to him, at this spot, the import-
ant secret he had to communicate. They were Jjust
then turning the point which formed one side of the
entrance into the ravine already mentioned, and be-
fore he had time to receive an answer to his question,

‘ the sharp report of a carbine or fowling-piece echoed

through the gloom in which they began to be shroud-
cd, and the smuggler started—¢¢ Art afraid,” con-
temptuously observed his companion, < of a shep~
herd boy shooting the owls or the rabbits 7 and a
dim figure was seen gliding stealthily away behind
the rocks. “ Noy» he sternly answered, “ Norman
knows not fear, even when shots are fired at higher
game ; but that, methinks, might have well been
spared for a surer mark.”

*¢ Thou’st been in battle then, I trow ; bat less of
boasting would more befit a brave warrior, unless,
on a such a night as this, to keep his courage warm,
which else might be cooled in this pinching blast, or
flee away at the night bird’s scream.”

“ De Clifford’s heir might rue such taunts,” put
his angry answer was cut short, and a thoysand
thoughts, like unbidden and unwelcome spectres,
careered in quick succession through his wildered
brain, as he suddenly stopped 10 gaze at 5 blackened
spot upon the sand : for every foot of that lone beach
to him was, perhaps, better known in darkness than
in daylight; for he had seldom, if ever, seen (hose
bright and sparkling sands glittering in the sun-
shine. ‘It js—it is, as I hoped and feared ; and
here he lics, yet warm and weltering in his blood.”
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This he said as if speaking to himself, when, turning
to his companion, he continued, «“ and now you may
return—and live.”

¢ And what came I here for ?”

“To die! but there’s thy ransom,” pointing to
the bleeding body before him, and then to something
on the dark sea ;  and there the price of thy blo(_)d,
not of thy cousin’s—but mine may be mingled wnt‘h
it, if T stay prating here.”” To tear off some of his
heavier clothes, and dash them into the receding !
wave, was but the work of a moment—one morc,’
and the gallows tree would have lost two of its vic- A‘
tims, for another shot rung through the welkin, as
he dashed into his native clement, and was scen to
breast it gallantly among the breakers, to gain hisg
vessel, which De Cliford thought he reached in safe- |
1y, notwithstanding the almost incessant firing vpon |
him from the shore, by the revenue officers and their
men, as he heard the wild shout of his comrades,
when they welcomed the rcturn of their leader.

De Clifford’s attention, which had only for a mo-
ment been diverted, with intense and fearf{ul inter-
est, to the fate of his unknown and mysterious com-
panion, was again directed, in utter amazement, to
the bleeding body before him. He drew his hand
across his forehead, as if in doubt, whether it were
not some wandering of his dreaming fancy, instead
of an awful reality. But to decide, seemed as diffi-
cult as to unravel, the wildering mazes of the tragic
scenes he had witnessed, in such rapid succession.
—Why was he led to the beach for so different a
purpose 1—How came his dark and scheming cousin
to meet a death he had, perhaps, more than once de-
served, and in such a place ?—For what purpose
was he there 2—But these were questions which
involved the terrors of that fatal night, in darker and
deeper mystery ; and they were not yet over ; for he
was roused from his musings, by the startling erasp
of a rude hand upon his shoulder, and manacled.
gre he had time to announce himself De Clifford’s
heir ; ¢ Aye, and Thanet’s too,” said a voice, harshly
at his ear, ¢ il stern justice should not cut the en-
tail.”? And the overwhelming horrors of his suspi-
cious and suspected circumstances burst upon his
mind at once, and he seemed to sink under them,
into all the sullenness of conscious and detected guiit.
He marked not, if he heard at all, the tauntings of |

that reckless band, composed, as is not unfrequently |

the case, of the traitorous offscourings of those very
vretches, condemned to be the victims of their heart-
less infidelity.

The variegated leaves of Autumn had long faded
and fallen: the range of hills we have mentioned,
had been clad, azain and sgain, in the coldly pure
but lovely garb of 2 Winter’s wreath ; the mountain
torrent had swelled, had foamed, and subsided; and

the thousand warblers, on bush and spray, had an-
nounced the return of exhilirating Spring, and all

Nature, with all ‘its fond admirers, except the fondest |
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of them all, united in the joyous chorus; for to
him, in his cold damp dungeon, these glories did not
return : deserted by his friends, triumphed over by
his enemies, loaded with chains, and branded as an-
other Cain, how could they !—

On that fatal night, thc last of his liberty, De Clif
ford had met his cousin Thanet, in a large assem-
blage of rank and beauty, at the hospitable mansion
of a common relative. When the latter had laid
aside, which he well could do when he chose, his
cold and repulsive manner, and pretended to soothe,
with his hated and hypocritical officiousness, the fit~
ful and melancholy mood of his affectionate cousin,
as he was pleased, rather ironically, perhaps sarcas-
tically, to designate the amiable and youthful De
Clifford, who, sickened with such false assiduities
and pretended friendship, retired from those festive
halls, to seck relief and retirement in the refreshing
coolncss of the cvening air.  Thanet went in search
of him, to chase away, as he said, his moody humour,
in order to restore him, in his wonted cheerfulness,
to the gay and happy party he had left. But he ap-
peared to have found the task he had undertaken, of
more difficult accomplishment than he had supposed ;
and they had wandered together far along the beach,
till they arrived at a lone and dreary spot, well suited
to his horrid purpose, when, with the assistance of
one of the band of smugglers, then known to be on
the coast, De Clifford had murdered his cousin, for
when he was caught in the very fact, this ruffian was
with him, but made his escape, or was drowned, or
shot, in altempting to reach his vessel hovering near.
Such was the popular story, on the following morn-
ing, to wlich, an unfortunate train of untoward cir-
cumstances gave a powerful degree of plausibility.
But this was not all j the manor of ——, with some
valuable farms, would revert back to the ancient
house of De Clifford, from which they had been vio-
lently wrested by the strong arm of power, in the
dark ages, when might was right. Besides, it had
ofien been obscrved, that, if any thing should hap-
pen to the sickly and delicate De Clifford, Thanet
would be heir : but while, what called forth the reply
to this, whea it reached De Clifford’s ear, was for-
gotten, it was well remembered, that he had been
heard to say, that if the hale and robust Thanet
should die, the De Clifford would be kis heir. Tha-
nct, too, had hinted of fears he entertained for his
personal safety, from, what he termed, the dark ma-
chinations of his relative; and yet he appeared to
manilest an affectionate regard for him, which ap-
peared to meet with no other return, on the part of
De Clifford, than cold courtesy or positive contempt,
And yet, it was somewhat extraordinary, that this
dangc.rous ch:.racter shq_u}d, n?twilstanding, be such
an universal favourite, with high arq low, rich and,
poor; for his private charities bezan now o be pub-
lished, and contrasted wit‘h 50 much villainy, as could
lcad to such cool and deliberate bloodguiltiness, and

+
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all for the sake of that, too, which he seemed only to
value as affording the means of adding to a benevo-
lence, which was already as unwearied, as it was
unbounded- There were some few, wiser than their
neighbours, who had long seen something in his con-
templative and abstracted manner, which led them to
suspeet him {0 be meditating nought of good : it was
even whispered, that he had formed some dreadful and
mysterious compact with the evil one, of which he
had repented, and was endeavouring to evade its ful-
filment, or mitigate its consequences; but it was
never, no—not in one solitary instance—supposed he
could be innocent.

It is an extraordinary fact, that among gregarious
animals, in their native wildness, when one of their
number is sick or wounded, the rest will persecute
it to the death. And do we not, sometimes, se¢ an
approach to a similar feeling among mankind, which
was strikingly exemplified in the present instance ;
for the amiable and the benevolent De Clifford was
saluted with the hootings and hissings of assembled
thousands, as he knelt, at his last sad devotions, on
the fatal scaffold, which he had ascended with a firm
aud unfaltering step, although the paleness of his
countenance, heightened, not a little, by the deep
mourning in which he was attired, together with his
attenuated and emaciated figure, even without the
accompaniment of a guilty consience,might have well
accounted for a different line of conduct in that aw-
ful moment.

Instead of the public confession of his crime, with
all its horrifying particulars, which was so eagerly,
and so ardently expected, he merely said, in a clear
and selemn manner : “I am innocent of the crime
for which I am about to suffer,” and then added,
with no small degree of prophetic energy, while his
eye brightened as he spoke, “and this first—last
blot, upon De Clifford’s namne, shall yet be wiped
away ; and before the minds of the spectators could
recover from this unexpected and astounding declar-
ation, he was launched into eternity.

Many and grievous were the lamentable accom-
paniments to this melancholy catastrophe. His aged
father, sensitively alive to that high and aristocratic
feeling of hereditary honour, for which his family had
been distinguished through succcssive generations,
did not long survive this stain upon his escutcheon.
His sister, of whom more hercafter, felt, and faded
under, all that weight of unuttered, unutterable
grief, which woman alone, in the faithfulness of her
affection, can know: but she had a distant fe-
male relative, as young, as gay, and as lively, as
ever bourded over those sunny hills, in search of the
heather bell or the violet, during the blyther and
exhilerating season of theirsblossoming ; but on its
return, when this c:lamity befel them, although
these first and loveliest of flowers bloomed as fair
as ever, and although she was once seen among
them, on those same hill sides, yet, was it, for a far
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other purpose than to gather them. Her bounding
step had lost its elasticity, her lively, laughing air,
had been chased away by sorrow or sickness, yet
the rosc, on her transparent cheek, seemed more
beautiful—more distinguishingly bright than ever;
but before this striking emblem of her beauty had
faded, its lovely tint had fled for ever, from that
pale and emaciated countenance, and she was laid in
the cold grave. Some said she died of that disease,
which extends its uncontrolable influence, with such
certain, though insinuating fatelity, over every por-
tion of our otherwise healthy island. But why she
should have been seen wandering on those hills, the
very last time she had ventured to leave her chamber,
indeed long after she had been thought unable to leave
it, at so late an hour too ; and more than all, on the
very spot which was so carefully avoided, at that
hour, by the neighbouring peasantry, as command-
ing a view of the fatal tree, on which the bones of
poor De Clifford were dangling in the blast, and
whitening in the sum, none could tell ; yet those who
believed in second sight, and many in that district
believe in it to this day, denied that she had been
there, but that it was her wraith, as they designate
this shadowy image of the dying or the dead, when
it walks abroad in a visible shape, either as the sure
forerunner of immediate dissolution, or to show to
some distant friend, that the vital spark, in its pro-
totype, has to that moment beer extinguished.

Young Thanet, who was found senseless and bleed-
ing on the sands, and supposed to have been dead,
was, for a long time, considered in a dangerous, and
in a hopeless condition ; and when he did recover,
his mental faculties seemed to have received such a
shock, as to render his restoration, to the rank of ra-
tional beings, extremely improbab'e. While he con-
tinued in this state, the rumours afloat about his ra-
vings, though vague and various, were uniformly
fearful ; and, once or twice, was he seen wandering
along that fatal beach, for it was thither he bent his
way whenever he would escape for a moment, {rom
his attendant, who had received express and particu-
lar orders to prevent him ; and when there, it was
said, his mania raged with redoubled fury. He would
call De Clifford’s name, again and again, till he fan~
cied himself mocked by the repeated echoes, when
a convulsive shuddering would seize his frame, and
he would continue, in a low and subdued tone of
voice, to murmur over his name, and to accuse him-
self as his murderer, till exhausted nature would:
sink under the dire conflict, leaving nothing but the
fixed and writhen features, to indicate the storm that
raged within. It was thought, indeed, that he was
recovering fast, when. during some lucid interval,
he was abruptly informed, by his prating nurse, that
his cousin had been executed; a circumstance, his
friends had been particularly desirous should be kept
from his knowledge, till his recovery should be com=
pletely established.
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The old woman would never tell what she heard
and saw that fearful night ; nor would she ever enter
that house again, nor venture afler sunset within the
gloomy precincts of the park that surrounded it ; agd
this was the more mysterious, as she was s0 fond of
talking about the deeds of death that had been done
there in former times ;—about the room that none
might enter, to view the tumbled couch and the stain-
ed floor—the skull® that lay over the grand entrauce
1o the great hall, with its grim visage, half veiled by
an old tattered banner taken in some border fray;
how often it had been buried in the lone church-yard,
at the edge of the wood hard by, and returned of its
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The morrow came, and it had hardly dawned, when
her anxious friend, faithful to her engagement, was
at old Gabby’s cottage. She tried to lift the latch,
but the door was locked—she must be gone to the
moor to milk her cow, she thought—as she retraced
her steps to her home ; and, after an hour or two had
elapsed, returned again to the charge ; still the door
[was fast, and the cow, with distended udder, was low-
ling at the croft gate : she called —entreated—threat
encd—but all to no purpose; at last, through a
broken pane of glass, she drew aside the little win-
dow curtain and looked in; but noliving thing could
! she sce, nor was old Gabby again ever seen, nor was

own accord ; how, in the last rash attempt, by somc j any search or enquiry made after her by the terrified
young misbeliever, to consign it Lo a more congenial | inhabitants of that scattered hamlet, nor did they care
place of rest, where it might moulder in peace with | to talk, after this, about any part of this mysterious
its kind, how the Hall shook as with an earthquake, | affair. In this manner, ¢ ycars flew by,” and the
and tottered to its base : and above all, what sights | whole matter appeared to be forgotten.

and sounds were heard and seen there, at a certain
hour of the night—but when pressed for an account
of that night’s horrors, she shrunk in dismay from
the recital, and the only conclusion that could be
drawn from the circumstance, was, that, if too horri-
ble for old Gabby to relate, they must be frightful in-
deed ; but there was something still more mysterious
than all this—the small cottage and the little croft,
which took all her hard savings to pay a little rent
for, suddenly became her own, and was neatly fitted
up ; she boyght herself a cow too, and altogether her
circumstances were so materially changed for the bet-

ter, that she would no longer go out, as was her wont, !
Where her |

to tend and nurse the sick of the parish.
means came from, no one could even conjecture, yet
it seemed as if it had some strange connection with
De Clifford’s fate—{or people began now, for the first
time, to talk of his declaration of innocence, as a most
extraordinary thing ; little, however, was sajd about
it, and that only in whispers, which showed that some
secret and suspicious feeling had got abroad. The
solicitations for old Gabby to disclose this unknown
and mysterious something were renewed, under this
feverish excitement, with irresistible importunity,
and she could no longer withstaud the temptation to
communicate to one solitary and faithful friend,
who had been sworn to secrecy, the events that led
to the bettering of her circumstances. “ But it is too
late to tell so long a tale to-night, nor do I care to telt
it in the dark,—come to-morrow,” she said ; and as
she opened the door for her departure, the little gar-
den wicket creaked on its hinges, and light and steal.
thy footsteps were heard under the fence—they look-
ed and listened, but as they could neither see any
thing, nor hear it again, concluded it must have been
but a phantasy of their own excited imaginations.

* This skull may still be seen, at least it might a
fe'w €ars ago, on a ledge or rude shell over the prin-
cipal entrance into Hornby Hall, an old baronial

mansion, between Penrith and Carlisle, and not far
from De Clifforg’s Tower.

Thanet had long recovered from his malady, and
lived respected, if not estecmed, for his acts of piety
| and liberality. 1le endowed the little parish church,
with a glebe, and rebuilt the vicarage,—granted cer-
tain immunities to the fishermen—connived at tres-
passes upon his warren,—and, above all, gave up his
claim to wreck and salvage, as well as to beef and
weaf.* Yect some how or other, although he had the
suftrages of an applauding populace, in his favour,
the old people shook their heads, in astonishment,
when it was rumoured abroad, that he was about to
be married to De Clifford’s sister. Yet among the
younger part of the inhabitants, every eye glistened
with delight, and every heart danced for joy, at the
bare idea of the approaching festivities, which, it
was understood, should extend to all ranks and de-
grees in the parish. At length, the long looked for
day arrived, which was spent in revellings and feast-
ings, and, at night, the lawn, in front of De Clifford’s
Tower, as the ruins of this old Manorial Mansion,
are still called, though they have nothing now left,
to prove their claim to such a title, except the re~
mains of an old castellated court yard wall, and
scarcely a vestige can be traced of the Jawn and
shrubbery, which were lighted up, on this joyous oc-
casion, with innumerable torches. When the music,
and dancing, and merry-making, were at the highest,
a call was made for the bride,—the word was caught
and reiterated by the happy throng, when she imme-~
diately made her appearance on the balcony, leaning
on Thanel’s arm ; cvery hat was doffed, and every
tongue was awed into silence, by her lovely but dig-
nificd demeanour, as she descended, to mix, for
once, with the delighted assemblage, in the merry
dance ; but it had hardly commenced, when the
bridegroom’s eye was attracted by, and rested upon,
the figure of a man, who did not seem 1o join in the

* By these terms are implied all stray sheep and
cattle, which, in those pastoral districts, belong to
the Lord of the Manor, when the right owner cannot
be ascertained.
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revels ; he was closely muffled in the ample folds of | panie stricken moment had passed, a man, mounted

a blue cloak;

he moved not, nor spoke, but bent his | on a black charger,

dashed by at full speed. The

constant and chilling gaze upon the newly wedded | wind was high, and whistling through the seared and
pair, and ever and anon, as Thanet looked in that | faded leaves, or driving them beforc it, so that the

- direction, he mct his eye ; at length he took a long-
er and saver losk, when the steanzer perceiving that
he was noticed, approached and whispered, “meet
me alone to-nizht, where last we met, and {ear not.?
He then glided away amonz the erowd, and would
not have been noliced, if Thanet had not followed
him with such a fized and earnest look, as attracted
the attention of his guests, and his pale countenance,
and quivering limbs, were inslantly observed by
the quick glance of female affcction ; and that lovely
bride was taken by her women, terrified and faint-
ing, to her own apartment. Shortly alterwards,
the bridegroom too was missing, but what had
become of him none could tell ; amazement, not un-
mixed with consternation, was dapicted upon every
countenance, as each one turned to his own home,
anxiously enquiring of his neighbour, the cause of
the abrupt breaking up of the revels. In the absence
of all satisfactory explanation, it was decided, by
more than one little group, that something superna-
tural had been scen. Whether it was owing to the
indelible impression, which the cxecution of poor De
Clifford had made upon the winds of these simple
and superstitious people, that led them to revert to
that circumstance in their conversation, or to the
mystery that had just been thrown over the nuptials
of his sister, or to whatever cause it could be attri-
buted, it so happened, that this was the subject
which occupied the attention of every little compa-
ny, as they journeyed homeward, to their dwellings.
It was at first suspected, and afterwards asserted,
that De Clifford himself, muflled up in his cloak,
had appeared in his bodily form, to prevent the con-
summation of the marriage ; some cven saw his pale
countenance, as he appearcd on the scaffold, while

others heard him challenge the bridegroom to mor- |

tal combat ; and all recollected o thousand circum-
stances, concerning De Clifford, tending to exculpate
him from the crime for which he suffered. They now
also called to mind the long smothered recollection
of the hints and inuendos of the old nurse, loge~
ther with her disappearing so mysteriously, as cir-
cumstances, in some way or olher, they knew not
how, connected with the cvents of that night, and
which conspired to lead them into utter bewilderment,
and to a vague and fearful looking forward to, of
some awful catastrophe. Some one mentioned, as
an extraordinary coincidenee, that it was on that
very night seven years ago, that De Clifford was
taken, when the fatal firing was heard on the beach,
and the blue light seen dancing on the wave, and,
whether this was true or not, it was no sooner men-
tioned, than the same shots were distinctly heard,
and the same blue light as clearly scen, by the ap-
palled group, and immediately afterwards, ere that

| noise,

of his approach and departure, was alike un-~
heard, and he seemed, to their bewildered and excit~
ed imaginations, to sweep past them on the wings of
the wind. and, as his horse’s hoofs struck fire on tho
ﬂinty road, to disappear in a flash o“ighlning- This
put a stop to all further communing on the subject,
and they held their breath for very fear.

That ominous night, lonz aml cheerless though it
seemed, at length passed away, and the great ang
bright luminary rose as beautiful, and shed over
the landseape, as splendid a flood of glory, as if not
a leaf nor an insect had stirred upon it, since its last
setling ray, had lighted him to repose, as he sunk,
in peace, to his occan bed : but this, by no means,
calmed the apprehension which agitated men’s
minds, the night before, as some vague rumour
prevailed, that a messenger had arrived in fearfu)
haste, at the the tower,—that blood had been spilt,
in apprehending the mysterious stranger, whose
presence had so baleful an effect in marring their re-
Joicings at the nuptial banquet—that he was the very
person, who had been accessory to the crime for
which De Clifford suffered, and that he had already
been commilted to prison, to take his trial for that,
as well asfor other heinous offences, arising of
course out of the life he had led; for he was no
other, than Norman, the well known smuggler.

The popular feeling had long been in Thanet’s fa-
vour, and his unceasing and unwearied efforts, to res-
cue this wretch from his impending fate, had a di-
rect tendency to cause it to flow more freely towards
him, for on that retired and secluded waste, the peo-
ple have rather a favourable predilection, even to this
day, for persors of Norman’s dangerous profession ;
but this feeling had begun to ebb so much, that the
whole of his conduct was now viewed through an-
other medium, and regarded with a dark and suspi-
cious eye, and the consequent whisperings and mur-
murings, reached even the nuptial chamber, so that
when he returncd, late on the following day, soiled
with travel, and worn out with fatigue, De Clifford’s
sister, as she began, all al once, to be significantly
dusignated, could not, or would not sce him. He
knew the popular feeling had failed him, but this
was no more than he was prepared for : he rallied,
however, his sinking energies, to save the poor pri-
soner, and when every other scheme failed, he orga-
niscd, and personally assisted in, a plan for his es-
cape from prison. The counsels of the wicked are
treacherous. He was obliged to admit one friend
into his secret, and this (riend betrayed him. Suspi
cion and guilt, seemed now, to have marked him for
their own, so that with all his riches, and rank, he
could not procure those sureties the law required,
for his personal appearance before the inferior tri-



THE SOUL.

bunal, o which he had thus rendered himself ame-:

nable, and he was consequently committed to prison-
Soon after this oceurrence, Norman was brought to

. t
trial, upon several indictments, on one of which, the

abduction and murder of old Gabby, he was found,; Soon shall this mind that now with thought is rife

guilty, and shortly after, executed, and his body hung ‘
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THE SQUL.

BY JAMES HOLMES.

Be palsied in the close embrace of death,

in chains, on the same hill with De Clifford’s, the | Soon shall this hand that now ;s warm with life

scene of horrid deed, and of her rude burifxl. This
place, he had chosen, as the least liable to interrup-
tion or discovery. The trial was witnessed by crowds,

with the most intensc interest, and with a strong !
presentiment, that something would be discovered | (The doom in store for all of mortal kind.)
which might prove De Clifford’s innocence, but they |

,were disappoinicd, as not a scintilla of evidence.
further than was already known, could be elicited 5
till the doomed individual, seeing that his last and
only hope of escape must be abandoned, offered to
deliver up the pledge which he held for it, to be re-
deemed, as it might, by the only individual, interested
in his fate, but who was now incapacitated from as-
sisting him. This was a paper, with Thanel’s sign
manual and signet attached to it, stipulating the re-
ward for De Clifford’s assassination. A sudden and
deafening shout of triumph, from the assembled mul-
titude, rent the court, when it was read, and rung
through the inmost recesses of the adjoining prison
house, and shook, at least, one of its inmates, with
fear and dismay.
L] » - . .

On a small eminence, commanding an extended
view of that unfrequented waste, and which formns
the crowning point to the promontory we have men-
tioned, another gallows tree was erected, and the
hill is known to this day by the name of the ¢ Three
Gibbets.”’

The Portcullis of that lonely Tower was never
raised again for De Clifford’s daughter, till all that
remained of that heartbroken fair one, was borne to
the family cemetery, in the little village church, and
deposited by the side of the bleached bones of her
brother,—and then it fell, and no inhabitant again
ever entered it : indeed, from the lights that were
seen, and the strange noises that were heard there,
no one cared to be seen in its vicinage, even in sun-
light. The distant branch of the De Cliﬂ’ord family,
10 som= one of whom it necessarily reverted, tinc-
tured, perhaps, with the feeling of the times, from
which few were free, suffered it to fall to decay, and
the roofless quadrangle still remains a rvinous and
melancholy monument of the superstitious fears that
were entertained, and of the ruthless deeds that were
done, in those days of darkness which have long
since passed away. A MONE.

G—o Abbey, Feb. 1840.

[ —
LANGUAGE.

SPEECR measures infinity, and brings order out of
choas,

Be stiff and frozen ‘neath his icy breath ;

Soon shall these cyes that shine with justre bright
And show the flashings of a fiery mind
Be seal’d for aye, and quench d thejr Spirit light ¢

Oh painful thought !—and yet alas ! too true,
That man who feels his spirit soar so high

That other worlds seem given to Fis view,

As meanest reptile is but born to die.

Within himself exists a pow’r sublime

That knows no limit,~save Omniscience’ bar,
That tracks with cagle cye, the course of time,
And o’er the future throws its glance afar :—
That tears aside the curtain that conceals

Fair Science’ radiant form ; with wondrous might
The System of the Univerze reveals

And throws e’cn on Eternity, faint light.

That rises on the restless wings of Thought

So far beyond the boundary of Earth,—

That Pride repels the creed by Atheists taught,
That even Mind is of Material birth.

*Tis foul, to say, that Genius’ lava flame

I8 nought superior to the lambent light

That rises from the stagnant pool ; that Fame
And Yirtue are, as glowworms of a night !
Ambition, Honour, all that doth upraise

And elevate mankind, but rainbow hues

Of Earth’s phenomena ! voleanic blaze

Of furious Mania’s phrenzied Phantom views !
Away—it cannot be--that tow’ring mind,
Which, like a Pharos, razes o’er the deep

Of mystery, shall vanish as the wind,—

Slink back to Chaos, as a worm would creep ?
Away accursed thought !—why, even now,

I gaz'd upon the starry skies—until

The clog of earth fell {rom my fever’d brow,
And more than mortal peace my breast did fill.
The Essence of the Spheres wav’d rustling *round ;
Immensity !—magnificent !—sublime !—
O’erpower’d me :--methought I heard the sound
Of Planets rushing in the race of Time !
Eternity itsclf seem’d to appear,

Before my startled, wonder-stricken eye !—

And as I view’dthe spectre scene with fear,

A Voice proclaim’d : * The Soul can never gje 1»

HUMANITY.

The mass of mankind will always seem like a salt
ocean, which even the sweet rills and rivers that run
into it cannot sweeten.
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(ORIGINAL.) was joy and her reproof was tears s—where her voice

was sweet as the tolling of a distant bell ;—the little

RICHARD HENRY DANA. chamber where we slept and first learned’to pray ;—
BY “ MUSOPHILUS.” the green mound with its flowers and cypress, under
which our brothers and sisters repose ; the grave-
stone which marks the resting-place of an injured
friend,—these, these are objects which will come
Lefore our memory. in despite of any efforts to pre-
vent them.  And if the guiltless man can think of
those scenes without manly tears, what bitter anguish
must rend his soul whose remembered innocence
will sit like an incubus over his spirit, until Death

In the choice of his subject, we must confess, Mr.
Dana cannol justly claim originality. It is one which
has frequently been turned to use in modern poetry ;
yet he has treated in a spirit and manner peculiarly
his own.  Unlike the monarchs of the present litera-
ry world, he has chosen to draw no loveable villains.
Mat Lee bears about him no spell—is cndowed with
no elegant exterior and a rotten soul—has no intel-
lectual forehead or elegant eyes to excite our sympa- | has added its last and dreaded sting!  The poet
thy. He has no one virtue which towers in sight, | knew this, and has felt that

and shincs amid the gloom of vice and hides the | ¢ ;g fearful, on the broad—backed waves
myriad of his crimes.  We honour him for not yield-| 7, feel them shake, and hear them roar :

ing to that absurd evil in letters, which aims to bring Beneath, unsounded, dreadful caves;

into intimate association intellectual power and Around, no cheerful shore.”

moral depravity. That was a foul system of ethics
which could not be tolerated long. A compound of
misanthropy and voluptuousness is too pernicious in
its tendency for a moral poet 1o encourage. Resolv-

The sea’s solitude must have been almost intoler~
able for the blood-stained buccaneer—

““ What fear ye now 7%

ed into its proper elements that system would be “ The workings of the soy] ye fear ;
comprised in two commandments : Hate your neigh- Ye fear the power that goodness hath 5
bour, and love your neighbour’s wife.’* Ye fear the unseen onc, ever near

The picture which Mr. Dana has drawn is one Walking his ocean-path.

which innocence can always regard. Its painter has | From out the silent void there comes a cry—

our thanks for demonstrating that an odions charac- ‘Vengeance is mine! Thou, murderer, too shalt
ter can be poetically endurable, without the usual die!"??

allotment of one redeeming quality. Surely the
gloominess of a depraved heart and the stings of

conscicnee call for powers (or their delineation which ience and the imasinati Th
no cicada poets possess. Mr. Dana is competent for | €2DS€ience an agination. ¢ employment

the execution of his design, and has shown that he of supernatura} agency, by ,WhiCh he gains greater
can produce a poem which calls aloud for sympathy. scope for the. display »of poe'ucal. po'wer, scems' to be
very appropriate.  Viewed in this light, the ship and
the horse are merely the results of remorse and a
discased imagination. Lee is bereft of the power
to distinguish between the inward fancies of his own
imagination, and the outward objects of sense. If
Mr. Dana have succeeded in the developement of this
idea, and we think he has—certainly he has shewn
himself a Thinker, or (what is its synonyme,) a
Poet.
It is & maxim almost too trite to Be repeated, that
to persuade and move, the writer or speaker must
himself be persuaded and moved.

The philosophy on which the poem is based s op.
vious. It consists in the illustration of powers of

It was not by accident that the poet represented
his villain as a piratical rover on the sea. We are
persuaded that Mr. Dana does nothing by ¢ acci-
dent.” There is a merit and a beauty in thus dis-
posing of his hero, which is not undeserving of some
remark. The sea, as sailors have told us, is well
adapted to the awakening of thoughts ; and if there
be dark clouds which haunt the temory, they will,
when we are far from land and human habitations,
present themselves in their terrific gloom. For then
the picture of youth and innocence is ever before
the mind’s eye, and we gaze upon its rainbow hues
with a melancholy satisfaction. The hamlet where Si vis me flore, dolendum est
we were born ;—the grassy banks by the brook on | Primum ipsi tibi; tunc tua me infortunia laedent,
which we sat and watched the gambols of the shy Horatii, * Epistola ad Pisones,” 10]-2.
trout; the old school-house with its windowed rag-
gedness, where we were taught to be prematurely
wise ; the hills over which we roamed in pursuit of I
the nimble-footed deer ;—the lawns and the dells
which our feet have trod in search of wild flowers 35—
the jessamined cottage where our mother’s praise |

Whatever may be the sentiment which Mr. Dana
wishes to awaken, he is sure to accomplish his de-
sign, by hearty conviction and sincerity. We look
in vain in his poems for affected passion and a sick-
ly pomp of declamation. The poetry that issues
{rom his soul, comes, if at all, like the out-breaking

*Vide Article on Lord Byron in Ed: Rev: by T-[of a fountnin—senfiing forth its waters in beauty
B. Macauley. and purity. It consists, not in words and phrases, nor
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et in rhythm and rhyme—it must be self and in sell.
¥t can be imitated, but cannot be taught by the
Academy or the Portico.

Aside from the poetic sensibility which is shown
in every part of ° The Buccaneer,” we must note
the art which he has displayed in the language em-
ployed to symbolize his conceptions. The selection
of phrases, the distribution of pauses, in poetry, may
be, as in eloquence, merely the product of originali-
ty. Sound and jingle may tickle the car, but never
van move the heart. It is when the conceptions are
grand the developement of them equally grand, ;
that our atfention is fixed and our admiration won. ;
‘We must maintain that in his compactness of lan- !
guage, Mr. Dana expresses bricfly, yet vividly, his (
conceptions in strong subducd colours. Perhaps:
it would be wrong to say that his picture is highly
finished, even to a nicety of detail. Such a nicety |
would impair the effect which he aims to produce. |
He gives you the outlines with boldness, and leaves |
the filling up to be supplied by the imagination. To ‘
examine “ The Buccaneer ** carelessly, is like look-
ing ata Tifian in a twilight room. At first, you |
can sce little or nothing ;—anon, the picture becomes ;
visible and produces its proper effect. It is after |
wailing until the film of prejudice is removed that
the rose-coloured clouds—the beautiful rainbows
and the light graces are apparent, and the beau-
ty is appreciated. In this way, he exemplifies He- |
siod’s anomalous saying, that the  Half is the;
areater than the Whole.” For this reason, there-
fore, * The Buccaneer,” can, for the unimaginative
and unreflecting reader, have no superabundance of
charms.

We have spoken of Mr. Dana only as a poet ; yet
his prose-writings would be a fair text for eulogy.
His talcs, letters and essays are indicative of much
sensibility and deep thought. Any cne who feels
any longing to read poetry or beautiful prose, and
chooses to cxamine the works of Richard Henry
Dana, will be amply rewarded for the labour it may

require. )

To draw, our already-too-long article to a close,
we shall congratulate those who will hear “sweet
voices,” and admire ¢ prismatic tints ” upon the
presentation of this poem. We say, with confidence,
that it is no flimsy paste-board box—no collection of
wild jargon and mecasured inanity. As our friend .
Teufels Droeckh, (- Sartor Resartus,”) would say : |
— 1t is no simulacrum or ¢ ghost-defunct’ of a book, '
such as is too often patmed on the world, and handed |
over booksellers® counters, with @ demand of real |
money for it, as if it too were & reality !’

And thus we bid the author of * The Buccaneer”
an unwilling farewell. We are aware that we have
fallen into a more eulogistic strain than is befitting a
modern eritig, who reviews with carping and causti-
city. But, in our praise we are sincere, and looki
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not to the author or boukseller for pay for what, in
honest conviction, we have written.

We have only to add, that the quotations from a
poem unknown to the greater part of the Canadian
publie, will render our article one of some intcrest
and value ; and, we flatter ourselves, that we have

not done amiss in presenting, to our readers, bright

and pure draughts from a fountain which may not
have been unsealed.
——
(ORIGINAL.)

AYOUTH'S ADDRESS TO FAME,

BY JAMES HOLMES.

1 zaze upon thy features, Fame !
With idolizing gaze;

And worship, Ghebre like, the flame,
Thy sun-like glance displays.

The meteor’s track is not more bright,
That shoots athwart the sky,
Illumiring the shades of night
With phosphor brilliancy !

And yet a softness from it streams,
Enchanting to the view,—

As delicate, as rainbow beams
Contrasting Heaven’s blue.

A laurel wreath is twin’d around
Thy pale and lofty brow,—

Oh, if that wreath my temples bound !
How chang’d my soul from now !

If such should be my destiny,
To wear, that more than crown !
I’d scorn to bow, or bend the knee,
For Monarch’s smile, or frown.

Thy robe is spotted o’er with gore !—
How rich the crimson glow !—

I’d rather far, that robe I wore,
Than one as white as snow.

Oh, Fame !—I’ve wept,—and still do weep,
For Fate proclaims that I,—

Shall ne’er assist, the fields to reap,
Of Immortality.

>Tis this, that steeps my soul in sorrow,
That stamps my brow with gloom,—

Fain would 1 hope a brighter morrow,
But Hope points to the tomb !

THE ROAD SWEEPER.

BY MRS. S. C. HALL.

THERE he stands, leaning against the palisades op~
posite a long rambling edifice, called, time oyt of
mind, B——— hall. There stands Darby Moore, the
legitimate sweeper of “ the long erossing,” his broom
resting on his arm—for he has but one —and the cor-
responding sleeve of his coat pinned by g large cork-
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ing pin to the fold of his red waistcoat ; his hat is so s bedad ! if yer'ladyship will give me the twopence

evidently, if not of Irish manufacture, twisted by
Irish hands, that even if our Sweeper’s name was
not Darby Moore, or we had never heard his melli-

where he came from—the brim of the hat is bent

i now, DIl tell the master next time—if yer ladyship
{ wishes it—if not, why, as the fool said, ¢ We’ll let it

: stand a penny for Johnny, a penny for Jacky.’ »
fluous brogue, no doubt could be entertained as to!

Darby, as he says himself,  js ot altogether be-

| holden to sweepen ;” he has been a ““soldier *’—

over his left eye, impressed by the mark of his finger | talks with contempt of the “‘ French,” and declared

and thumb, pinched in by perpetual bowing, so as
to have a knowing, roguisb twist ; the crown has
disagreed with the round, or they have come to an
almost separation by mutual consent. I have secn
““a handful of hay,” symptoms of a red handker-

chief; crusts of bread, and even a mutton-bone peep-f

ing through the slit—nay, even staring out—for
Darby says, “that sorra a pocket has he, but the
crown of his hat ; for Nelly says she can’t affoord
pockets to his coat !

The weather has been so fine, that one might jma~
gine

¢ Othello’s occupation o’er.”
Not so—in winter Darky sweeps the mud from ““the
long crossing,” and in summer waters the dust. 1
found he had been so liberal of the pure fluid that 1
said,

¢ Darby, why you have converted the dust into
m“d'”

“Mud! oh, ma’am dear ! do you call that ‘sprink-
ling’ mud! Och hone! well but my ladies is hard
to plaze! The pleasures I takes in making the
long crossing’ agrecable—just a little thickening, and
softening, and cooling, and to call it mud! O my,
my ! Well, to be sure ! Why, thin how would you
have it ? Sure, itisn’t in regard of the honour like
halfpence I get—and sure enough the sight of a
silver fourpence would do the sight of my eyes
good—'tis n’t in rezard of the half-pence, but the
honour of sweepin’ for the best and handsomest
ladies, and the finest gentlemen in England, that’s
what I think of; and, my lady if ye'll plaze to
bespeak the nature of thedamp, it shall beas ye like,
ma’am ; good reason I have too. I always says
to Judy ; Judy says I, the Irish lady always brings
me good ; if it’s only twopence she gives me, it’s the
regular seed of wealth—it grows, so it does. God
bless her! And now, my lady, how would you like
the ¢ long crossing’ to-morrow 7

It would be impossible to describe the shades of
expression that passed over Darby Moore’s face
during this piece of eloquence ; the merry twinkle
of his keen grey eye; the movement of the muscles
which contract, expand, and twist his mouth ; the
action of his hand, which does duty for two; the
shrug of his shoulder, and the anxious leer from un-
der his eye-lid, to see how the hint about the two-
pence takes.

s Darby, T do not think I ever gave you more than
a Penny at a time in my life.”

“ Well, the master gives me a penny, and yer ho-
nour gives me a penny, and sure that’s twopence ;—

i the other day “ that th’ Almighty never created but
"one real man in the world (barrin her Majesty, for
| whom he had great respect.) and that was the great
{Juke of Wellington, God bless him ! So Darby
thas a pension. What it is, he has never been heard
truly to declare; it may be much, it may be little ;
jif you inquire, he has the most ingenious way of
telling and not telling.

¢ The pension, ma’am ? Oh, bedad ! it’s little ¥
get for the beautiful arm—flesh, blood, and bone,
it was, my lady,!that I lost.”

“But how much is it, Darby 7

““Faix ! my lady, its a mere nothing, and the wife
and childre’ to the fore.”

“ But how much !

“To my sorrow, my lady, T’ve no larning—P’m
no hand at the figure ; and I'm thinkin’ they do me
out of some of it. Ye see I managed finely, until
Miss Joy, round the corner, was married.”’

“ How was that 7”

“Why, ye see, her sweetheart alway came {0 sea
her twice aday, and tho? the baste (horse) was nothing
but a hack, still I’d a regular sixpence to hould it.
She’s married now ; and faith I don’t think he’s
plazed with his bargain; for when they come to see
the old lady and gentleman in the shay—which is
more ’ponsible to hould than the baste—I never get
anything buf coppers 17

The little match-children, who made up such a
piteous story to our cook, about their father having
left his bones at Waterloo, were Darby’s offspring.
I reminded the cook that the battle had been fought
more than twenty three years ago, and she was so
angry that, even at the risk of spoiling our dinner,
she pursued the urchins, and found them in the very
act of dutifully sharing the pie crusts and meat she
had bestowed, with my old friend, Darby Moore. This
was not to be borne ; she called them little story=-
tellers, but not in those words—and their father took
their part.

“I ax yer pardon, ma’am, but here is some of
what ye gave them, God bless ye !”” and he held up
the remains of a shoulder of mutton, ¢ Thap’s 5
bone, ma’am. Sorra a much mate on jt 5 ye’ll not
say that’s not a bone !”

“ Certainly not.”’

“Well, then, the childre’ tould no e ; they said
their father left his bones at Waterloo ; and so 1 did,
God help me !--the bones of my bequtiful arm and my
Sfive fingers; they tould no lie ma’am. It wasn’t
their faw’t ma'am, if ye could’nt understand Eng-

lish,”?
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FATAL RING.

A DRAMA.

BY E.

L. C.

Continued from our last number.— Conclusion.

ACT. 1L
Scene 1st. The Boisde Boulogne. The Count de
Chateaubriand, with haggard counferance and dis-
ordered dress, pacing rapidly to and fro, beneath the
trees; he pauses frequently to listen, and casts
wild and anxious looks around him. Suddenly he
perceives a man slowly approaching through the
Sorest, with his hat slouched over his fuce. The
Count scans him for a moment, then advances and ac-
costs him.
COUNT.
Friend, in this forest
Hunts the king to-day ?
(The person thus addressed starts, and turns abrupt-
ly away without reply, when the Count angrily de-
tains him.)
COUNT.

Boor, can’st not speak ?
One questions thee, who brooks not insolence
From lord or slave. Say, is the royal chase
Held here today ?
(The man speals in a hoarse and feigned voice.)
It is, it is—
And now, let me begone.
COUNT, (gazing intently upon him.)
Not yet i’ faith,
Not till I’ve scanned that face, thou fain would’st
hide.
There’s somewhat in thy tone, feign’d though it be,
That tells me I’ve a task not look’d for here,
Now to perform. Villain, I know thee well ;
So e’er this weapon, (drawing his sword) drink thy
heart’s base blood,
Down on thy knces, and mercy ask of Heaven,
For none 1’ll show to thez.
(The man sinks upon his knees, and his hat fulling

off, discovers the pale and terror-siricken fuce of |

D’ Arville.)

Pardon, my lord !

COUNT, (vehemently.)

Pardon for thee !

False, perjured, traitorous knave! thou who hast
stung

With malice unprovok’d, the hand that fed,
The heart that trusted thee with all its hopes.
They all have perished—perished by the blight
of lhy foul tongue—so thou shalt perish too !

Would that my steel could deal a thousand deaths,
Each long and lingering as thy guilt deserves.
D’ARVILLE, (arresling the Count’s arm as it is rais-
ed to strike.)
One moment stay !
Hear how thou art avenged, and be appeased.
I thought not, dream’d not, when I gave the ring,
Of aught has since befell—else, ne’er had love,
Or bribe of glit’ring gold, won me to wear
A traitor’s hateful name. But, on my head
Has fall’n punishment, too sore, I deem,
E’en for my deep offence. The trusted one,
She, for whose love I bartered precious truth,
Has fled my arms, lured by a lying page,
Who oft has bearded me with words of scorn,
And with her borne, all of that sordid pelf,
I held so dear—leaving me desolate,
A wretch forlorn, of every joy berelt.

COUNT.
Say on, say on !
For now, by Heaven, thy words make glad my soul ;
>Tis joy to sec thee thus—thou who hast made
My being desolate, by deed might shame
A fiend, deserv’st all curses ever pour’d
On earth.  Yet still thou liv’st—and if I thought,
That thou wert weary of thy wretched life,
And longed for death—dcath should not now be
thine.
But thou art earthly, and thy sensual heart
Still clings to life,—still in its base desires, ¢
Finds sccret joy, that makes remorse forgot.
Therefore it is, my steel shall drink thy blood ;
For ’tis too much, thou still unharm’d should tread
The green-robed earth, and with its meaner tribes,
Share the low pleasures of their sordid lot ;
E’en this is comfort that shall not be thine—
Thercfore, prepare ! thy last, last hour is come.—
One moment more, and thou art lying here
A senseless clod, like this beneath my feet.
D’ARVILLE, (gasping with terror.)
Mercy, my lord!
As thou dost hope to find it for thyself,
Show it to me !
(The baying of dogs und sound of horns is heard
through the forest. The Count drops his upraised

arm, yet still retaining his hold of D' Arville, pauses
lo listen,
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Iark, hark ! they come ! and here unmoved I’ll stand.
Here will confront her, with a look shall blight
Her guilty joys.  Hist ! move not—speak not,
Save to thank thy God for this reprieve,
Brief though it be.
(The sounds of the chase approach nearer, and sud-
denly the whole train burst through an opening in the
JSorest.  Foremost in advance rides the king, with the
Countess de Chateaubriand by his side, gaily laugh-
ing and conversing. At the sight, the Count becomes
maddened, and quitting his hold of the valet, who im-
mediately springs into the thicket and escapes, he
darls forward, and seizing the bridle rein of the
Countess, ke fizes his eyes wilh a terrible expression
upon her, and drawing forth a stiletts, he attempts
to plunge it into her bosom, exclaiming with frantic
vehemence,)

Estelle ! Estelle!
This to thy perjured heart ! the last fond proof
Of love by thee betrayed—Ilove that would yet
Preserve (rom deeper guilt, if there be deeper,
Thy unhappy soul.
(The Countess shrieks, and falls Sfainting from her
saddle, thus escaping the destined blow : —the king
snatches her in kis arms —the whole train are thrown
into confusion, and cries of “ seize him, seize him,”
resound on all sides.  The king inter poses, exclaim-
ing imperatively,)

Harm not that man !
On to the huntsman’s lodge, and leave him free.
1t is our will—your duty to obey ;
Let none gainsay me, as he prizes life.
(The king puts spurs to his horse, and rides away,
bearing off the Countess, and Jollowed by his train.
The Count remains §9zing after them till they are
lost in the Jorest, thenwaving his arms with a Srantic
gesture, exclaims)—

Gone, gone ! for aye !
My faded flower, and he, the royal spoiler.
Loyalty, (arewell ! farewell, my home !
My country I renounce—embrace its foes,
And foremost in their ranks, lend Leart and hand,
To crush your kingly ravisher.

(He plunges into the Jorest and disappears.)

SCENE II.
Paris.  An apartment in the palace.
the Duchess &’ Angouleme.
KING.
Dost think it true !
DUCHESS.
Ay, beyond doubt,—
8o says St. Vallier, who at early morn
Got tidings from]the camp.

The king and

KING.
Purporting, that the Count Chateaubriand
ad join'd the Emperor’s ranks ? Did’st say so,
Madame ?
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i DUCHESS.
T'did 5 and in command of a picked foree
Was marching even then, towards the fronticr,

"1 Where the Duke D’Alengon guards the post,

KING.
I care not, faith,
So we are rid of him—and yet, ere long
We'll take the ficld again in our own person,

And then, good sooth, this arm must palsied be,
If from our own, and from our foemens ranks,
Each traitor be not purged.
DPUCHESS.
The field say’st thou ?
Dost long for sterner joys than those love yields,
Or palls the soft Estellc upon thy sense,
With all her world of charms ?
KING.
Not so,—and yet,—
T would I loved her less, for oft methinks~~
1t may be jealous fancy,—yet I deem
She yields a cold return to my deep love,
Colder than that my burning heart would crave —
So hath it seemed, or I have dream’d jt 50,
E’er since that {atal mecting in the wood,
With her mad lord. That fierce and vengefud
lools,
That flashing steel, those words so terrible,
They chill’d her soul, ne’er warmed to life sinc
then.

DUCHESS.

Yes, she hath changed,—paler her cheek,
Less eloquent her eye, more sad her smile,
And oft midst mirth, she sits in dreamlike mood,
Gazing on vacancy, and then anon,
Wakes with a startled look, and changing hue,
As though some mocking whisper met her ear,
And curdled her young blood.
i " EING.
| I know °tis so,
Yet wherefore 7 What deep root of bitterness
Springs in her secret heart, marring its joys !
Whene’er I question her, she lifts her eyes
‘ With gentlest love to mine, and if within them,,
| Gathered tear-drops stand, her lip wears smiles,
[ And words are whispered, as her lovely head
| Lies pillowed on my breast, that like a charm
Lull every doubt to rest.

DUCHESS.
Thou art too credulous,
’ Too deep in love to read thy mistress right,
| Dost thou not see ambition is her bane ?
The pomp, the power, yielded to her control,

{ Won her to thee—’twas like a dnzzling dream,
 And thou awhile, the glitt’ring pagean’s god.
| But she hath waked,--returned to her first love,
- Mourns o’er her guilt, and like a petted child,
| Weeping for that it cast in sport away,
i Sighs for her innocence, and naught will please,
“Since that bright Loy is gone.




THE FAT

KING. ;
1 think not this, but that the forest scene,
Wiiere by a fatal chance she met the count,
Unstrung her nerves; for since that luckless hour
She’s droop’d and pined--too keenly sensitive
To bear unharmed, a shock so rude.
DUCHESS.
Perchance, she’s jealous.
KING (smiling.)
Gave I cause,
It might be so,~-but scarce the nightingale
Will quit his rose for flowers of meaner hue,
As all must be, where she, the garden’s queen,
Rears her bright head, and sheds her rich perfume.
DUCHESS. |
All own the rose is fair, !
But different in degree,—from the rich flower,
The boast of gay Provence, to the soft glory
Of La Merveille rare, the wonder of the age.
! KING.

Mine is that wonder,—as yet unsurpassed,
At least in our parterre few boast such charms,

AL RING. 461

Might win an anchoritc from his lone cell,

To worship at her shrine.

DUCHESS, (raising her eyes from the letler with

assumed indifference.)
Yes, she is fair,

But such a shrinking thing--not used to courts,

Nor to remain here long, as she s plighted

To the Duke De Rance, and to be wed

When she shall come of age, at six months hence.

KING,
Nay, by thy love, not so,~-

*Twould be a sin to twine this springing flower

Round that old trunk. ¥’Il mate her better yet,

And more in keeping of her sccret wish,

I warrant thee. Madame, I must away,

To lose the impress of this vision bright

In the cffulgence of a brighter, far.

Thoul’t sup with us this eve,~-and pray thee, bring

This (air one in thy suite, —nay, never smile,

We would sec more of her, for well we love

Bright forms of beauty, woman’s more than all.
(Exit King)

Seldom such lines of beauty, can the eye
In woman trace, as make my fair Estelle
The peerless one, the fairest of the fair.
DUCHESS (pointing to the door.)
One comes e’en now,
Whom some have thought as bright, so iilt not
thou,

DUCHEsS (exultingly.)
Ay, thou shalt see her to thy heart’s content,
Aod to mine also, for the bait takes well.
St. Foix, thy fall is near ; and, fair Estelle,
Thy destiny hastes on to its fulilment.
(Ezit Duchess.)

SCENE I1I.

Because one image renders thee unjust
Td ail beside. - !
(While she speaks the Marquise d’ Etampes enters;
through an open door from the corridor, with a letteri
in her hand.  She starts in confusion upon observ-!
ing the king, and is about to retreat, when the,
Duchess detains her.)
DUCHESS.
Stay, gentle Anne,
Thou thought to find me here companionless,
Yet need not flee with such a startled look.
Sire, pardon her, ’tis the young Marquise d’Etam-,
pes, !
She who comes, to fill the vacant place,
Left by the Baroness St. Vallery,
As my first maid of honour.
KING.
Worthy to fill it, Madame, |
If the gem honours the casket. ;
(The Marquise delivers the lelter in silence Lo her:
mistress, and with a low obeisance to the king, retires.!
He stands gazing after her with evident admiration
as she passes out, then twrns towards the Duchess,|
who is seemingly absorded in the perusal of her letter.),|
KING. |
Madame, “
When came this brilliant wonder to our court, l
¥ said but now, curth held not one to mate f
With my fair mistress,—yet that brow, thosc cyes,

i

A shaded walle in th: palace garden. Beatrice
gathering flowers.  Florian, one of the royal pages,
approaches and addresses her.,

Ha ! mistress Beatrice,
Good morn to thee. Thou look’st the garden god-
dess,
With thy flowers, so (resh and bright.
BEATRICE.
They’re for my lady, she doth love them 80,—
More with each Passing day, I ofttimes think,
And fancies, fresh ones, poured into her lap
With every hour.
FLORIAN,
A harmless whim,
More innocent than some might be indulged,
But wherefore comes she not as was her wont
To the court revels, doth time speed gaily
In her lonely bower, that thus she dwells retircd 2
BEATRICE.
Ah, no, but wearily,—
Not asin pleasant Britany, when scarcc
The rose that deck’d her hair, wore fresher bloom
And swiftly flew the bright wing’d momens by, ’
Laden with innocent joys.
FLORIAN.
Knew she what 1 know,
She'd shun retirement, and come boldly forth.
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BEATRICE.
What dost thou know ?
Say, is there aught to fear? 1f so, I priythge tell
Where danger lurks, and in what hidden form ?
. FLORIAN,
Then, why to the ambassador’s, last eve, ‘
Came not thy mistresss, maiden 2 Did the king
Her absence crave, or urged he her to come ?
BEATRICE.
Troth, did be, earnestly,——
But she was ill,—sick, sick at heart, she said,
Not fit for gaieties and courtly joys,
And prayed to be excused. But when he passed,
Forth from her presence, I a burning spot
Marked on his cheek, that told of wounded pride,
And from it augured woe.
FLORIAN.
Ay, he was chafed full sore,
And for a time, a lowering cluud o’erspread
His kingly brow, that yielded not to mirth,
To wine, nor music’s spell. But when at last
His lady mother with her radiant train
Graced the gay scene, he woke to Jjoy again,
And {rom the Marquise D’Etampes glorious eyes,
Quaffed love’s divine elixir, till the past
Fled like a vanished dream, and the glad present
Seemed to fill his soul.
BEATRICE.
Ab, it might seem,
But could not be, methinks. Firm is the sway
Held by my lady o’er his royal heart,
And one bright vision scarce could break the spell
Time has but made more strong.
FLORIAN,
Beauty unaided in her task might fail,
But cunning malice is a strong ally,
And works her deadly ends, by thousand means
Unknown to noble hearts., '
BEATRICE.
Pr’ythee explain,
Thou speak’st in mystery.
FLORIAN,
Know then the Duchess D’Angouleme decrees
Thy lady’s fall.—It is her wish to rule,
Grant honours where she lists, and raise to power
The few whom she prefers. This she can do
Only through her whe sways the royal heart,
Wherefore she’d have the mistress of the hour
A creature of her own-—and such an one,
Is fair D’Etampes,—a dream of beauty—
But with heart as false, desires as base
As woman ever own'd.
BEATRICE.
I see it all,
And for my mistress weep. The first false step
Leads to a labyrinth, whence is no escape,
But onward, onward, plunging deeper still,
In wo and crime. Good sir, I thank thee
For this warning given, but fear it comes too late :

£

My lady’s reign is o’er. Could she regain

All that she cast away, when it commenced,

It stilt were well, but now such thought is vain,—

Henceforth a thorny path her feet must tread,

Watered with tears of penitence and shame.

(Ezeunt.)
SCENE IV,

An apartment in the palace. The Duchess D’.An-
gouleme reading. She throws aside her bool: as the
Marquise D’ Etampes enters, and eagerly accosts
her.

DUCHESS.
Welcome, fair Anne,
How doth the spell work now 2
MARQUISE.
Right bravely, madame,
DUCHESS.
And St. Foix ?
MARQUISE,
Will be recalled,
And Bourbon henceforth wears the sword of France.
DUCHESS, (ezultingly.)
I triumph then !
This for thy generalship, }
(Clasping a bracelet on her arm.)
The mate to it,
Thou hast already won.
MARQUISE,
Ay, rich with brilliants,—

But its rarest gem, this which adorns the clasp.

(Shewing her other arm encircled by o bracelet,
the clasp of which, conlains a small miniature
of Francis.)

DUCHESS,

I see thou need’st

No farther aid of mine to carve thy fortunes,—
Remember only this,—I rule through thee,
Or thou dost share her fate, whom arts of thine
Have banished from the heart where she held sway
One brief week since, firm as thine own is now.

MARQUISE.
Madame, thy wishes ever shall be mine.
But yet, I trust, that love’s uncertain chains
T'know to rivet, by a stronger spell
Than she whom I supplant. She was too trusling,
Too secure by far, in her own charms ;
Else she had baflled us with all our skill,
And still maintained her power.

DUCHESS.
"Tis true she is more pure and soft than thou,
And quite as beautiful,—nay, frown not, Anne,
Thou too art bright, and wear’st 3 queenly beauty
On thy brow ; but less of woman hast thoy
In thy soul, less to endear, than she ;
More of command, which, if thy sway can be
Once firmly fixed, may cause it to endure
When the light fancy of a minute’s o’er,
And passion has grown calm.
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MARQUISE.

Mere beauty only,
Though as a angel’s pure, is no security
To human love,~ upon the accustomed eye
Too soon it palls, unless the lambent flame
Of heavenly genius keep it always briglit,
Clothe it afresh in forms forever new,
Varying and exquisite ; like those strange lights,
Whose fitful gleams the frozen north illume,
And to the zenith dart their dazzling rays,
In change unceasing ; yet revealing still
In their wild play, new glories to enchant,
And witch the eye.

pucHESs (smiling.)

Ay, as last eve, thou didst,
When that most beautiful of earthly forms
Came ’twixt thee and thy hopes, and well nigh

crush’d

The green and tender buds of thy young love.

MARQUISE.

Didst note that scene, then, Madame, '
When the king, like one entranced stood gazing
Motionless, while up the vast saloon
Like angel visitant from other spheres
Glided that angel form,—upon her lips
A smile so soft, so sad, none could resist it,

He who worshipp’d once now felt its magic
Thrill again his soul, and with love’s rapture,
Breathed into her ear, his burning words.
Heavens, how my pulses throbbed—1 held the lute,
I just had struck its chords for one who sued,
But with a careless hand,—again I touch’d them,
With a power unknown, unfelt till then,
And sang a strain, 50 soft, so thrilling sweet,
It might have charm’d Eurydice from hell,—
1 saw him start, change colour, quit her side,
Leaving her paler than the marble form
Gainst which she lean’d. How my heart triumph’d
then!
Joy’d in her fall, and her abrupt retreat
Hail’d as the sign of victory achieved,
My reign commenced ; its term less brief than hers,
Or I would end it here.
DUCHESS.
That on thyself depends,
As yet thy vigilance must never sleep,
Nor must thou leave in thy fair rival’s hands,
One token of past loves Entreat the king
To ask again each jewelled pledge he gave,
Upon the plea that they are naught to her,
Now that affection’s dream is all dissolved,
And hope’s enchantments o’er.
MARQUISE.
Pl triumph e’en in this;--
Madame, thou’lt see I will, nor leave one link
To bind him to her chain.
DUCHESS.
Thou canst not be too wary,
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For L'know his changeful heart, capricious

As a woman’s—therefore, with warning word,
Bid thee remember, thou hast part to act

Most difficult, would’st thoy preserve his love,

MARQUISE.

Madame, Ive studied him,
And where the countess fail’d I shall be arm’d
With shield of triple strength.

DUCHESS. y

Use not thy power, if gained,
For selfish ends, else it were better lost—
Did’st speak as 1 desired thee yester eve,
Of young Fleuranges ?

MARQUISE (colouring).

Madame, I will.
There was no fitting time when I could speak
As thou’d have wish’d me to.

DucHEss (with a froun.)

Let it not be delay’d,
Vainly I’ve sought to move the king for him,
Another he prefers to fill the post
About his person, vacant by the death
Of Duke De Beauvais—I would Fleuranges
Had it, and that thou should’st win it for him,
Since in this, my power is naught.

MARQUISE.
Madame, I’ll do my best,

But if I fail, deem it no fault of mine.

DUCHESS.
Thou can’st not fail, if thou dost earnest plead,
Or if thou shouldst, thy power is mockery.—
An idle boast, which it would thee become
To cast aside.

(She goes out, followed by the Marquise, who

wears a haughty and offended aix.)
SCENE V,

An apartment in the palace of Fontainebleau,
Beatrice stands beside o table earnestly and sad-
ly regarding the countess, who sitting opposite,
is perusing a letter just received from the king.
She finishes reading” and casts it from her with a
Jlush of indignation, exclaiming :

This is too much !
An insult unprovoked, unkingly, low !
I look’d not for it,—yet deserve it all,
Ifeel,1feel Ido!

(Bursting into tears)
BEATRICE, (enziusly approaching her.)

Madame, what mean those tears ?

That note ?

COUNTESS.
Ah, question not,
’Tis right I bear it all unmurmuring ;
The king but sends, requiring quick return
Of all his gifts—he might have spared me thjs—
And yet the paltry act can ne’er be his,—

He is too noble for a deed so mean,—
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Another, jealous of my recent power,

Has done it in his name—tis worthy her,

But she shall wait, I will not send them now—

Go, say 'm ill,—and bid the page return

In three days time, when he shall have them all.
(DBeatrice retires).

(The countess rising, opens a cabinel, and tak-
tng thence o casket emplics its contenis upon the
table.  She stands for @ moment gazing silently
upon them, then speaks in a low tone.)

COUNTESS.

I care not for these gauds,—
But that they should be ask’d from me again,
And ask’d by him,—tis that has wounded me,—
But let it pass, I willingly should bear
Reproach and scorn—the portion I have won,--
Glad I resigu to her these glitt’ring gems,
Mementos they of guilt, and deepest shame,—
None, none recalling one departed joy,
Unmixed and pure—but thou, fair fatal ring,

(Looking at the turquoise on her finger.)

First pledge of love,—and ah, 2 talisman
That my dark destiny has stamped with woe,~
How, as I gaze upon thee, mem’ry wakes,
Calling bright forms from out the shadowy past,
And rousing vain regret, and decp remorse,
With their undying pangs to picrce my heart,

COUNTESS.
Nor shall I, e’er again,—

Then my rous’d conscience woke to sleep no more,
| And ever now before my startled sight,
That form I sce—haggard, and wild, and wan,

His hand upraised against my guilty breast :
His eyes on fire—the wreck of what he was—

i1, I the cause—I, who of constancy,

Made empty boast, yct when he nobly trusted
To my faith, dishonoured him—made shipwreek
Of his peace—betrayed his love—Dbase that I wus !
Most wretched that I am t—( Weeps.)

BEATRICE.

Pray thee, my lady,

Grieve not in this sort; *tis this hath ehanged thee,
This deep self-reproach—these bursts of passion
That ¢onvulse thy frame, so oft, and fearfully.
Hueless thy cheek—thine eye hath lost its light ;
Thy lip its sunny smile. Wert thou the same
As when the king first loved, he ne’er had changed ;
And I implore thee, for thy own sweet sake,
Since thou for him hast burst all other ties,
To cling to this, nor let another, triumph
In thy fall.

COUNTESS,

Alas, T fell

(8%e sinks upon a scat and hides her Jace in | When some might deem I rose. Ne’er can I sink

her hands.)
BEATRICE (re-enfers.)
Madame, I did thy bidding—
But the page unwillingly departed,
Fearing, he said, to brave his mistress’ wrath,
Went he successless back.
COUNTESS.
She secks a triumph
Which a nobler soul would hold in scern H
For once P’ll baffle her. Send thou this casket
To the jeweller, and bid him fuse
Its contents in one mass—and when again
Hither returns the page, say thou to him,
That there he’ll find the weight in solid ingots 3
But that each device, th’ inscriptions all,
Are to my heart transferred, there graven deep—
Too deep for chemists® art e’er to efface.
BEATRICE.
Hoard not such memories, madame ;
*Tis to nurse dcep pain, and drop by drop,
Shed fatal poison in thy daily cup,
Till peace and life are gone.
COUNTESS.
I’d have it s0;
Therefore I cherish them. For sin like mine
There should be no repose~-no rest from pain:
Nought but the stinging worm, the scorching fire,
To blight and scar my heart.
BEATRICE.
Ah, madame, since that meeting
With my lord, thou ne’er hast seem’d the same.

To lower depths than those, where now 1 lie.
Ties, didst thou say ? I have no ties to carth,—
That one, of shame, which for a transient time
Held me in guilty thrall, T joy to break ;
Nor would I, on such terms as I have reign’d,
Queen it o’cr loyal France. Oh, for the past !
The innocent past ! when joy’s bright fingers
Strewed my path with flowers, I scorn’d to pluck ;
Sighing for gaudier blossoms, that when found,
Held in each chalice, poison for the heart—
Death for the soul—for the affections,
The dank mildew’s blight.
(Beatrice weeps in silence, the Countess tenderly
regards her.)
Girl, dost thou weep ?
I would I were as pure as those bright tears
That $em thy cheek—tears such as angels shed
O’er the frail ones of earth. Could I shed such,
I’d give Golconda’s diamonds, were they mine.
But dry them now—come, 1 would ask of thee,
Hast thou heard aught of him—alas ! alas !
How shall I name him now—cans’t thou not tell
By this emotion, what my lips would speak.
BEATRICE.

Madame, I can; and I have heard—
Almost I fear to tell.
COUNTESS, (with trembling cagerness.)

Nay, trifle not ;
Quick, let me know the worst—I will hear all,
Whate’er it be.
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BEATKICK. | BEATRICI.

Madame, *tis ssid, | Thou wilt not go ?-—
: Then where shall we find rest 2

Thy lord,—
i

COUNTESS, (quickly.) CCUNTESS,
Call him not so! Earth, earth can yield me none ;
A thing like mc, to claim aught pure and good! Nor ever nore shall it claim thought of mine.
BEATRICE. In that still convent, near iy bridal home,
Pardon, my lady, (Ah me, what memories sweet that word awakes Y

N 1 will abide, a sad and veiled nun—
Thou dost rate thyself too Jow by far; . o )
Othars have erred without— The world renounced, and all of life 1o come,

cousTESss, (angrily inlerrupting her.) One act of penitence and humble prayer.
Prate not,—P’ll none of it.
Say, what of him %

BEATRICE.
Oh, madame, there ?
“Twill be too much—the sight of that glad home ;
EEATRICE, {1ts turrets rising through the distant trees,
Madame, ’tis rumoured ! Must fain recall,—
He’s in arms gainst France—that he hath joined
The Duke de Bourbon’s force, who, as thou know’st,
Hath openly rebelled against the king,
And now within his castle of Chantelle,
Which he hath fortified, remains shut up,
Right in the kingdom’s cart. *Tis added, too,
"The Count is sadly changed—quite wild at times,
Ward'ring and strange, and of his mind bereft.

COUNTESS, (inferrupling her.)

1 Days of bright innocerce and happy love,

{ Thrown in deep contrast with the weary hours

Of present pain, like points of golden light,

Scen through the glocm, while all the heavens

+ Are wrapp'd in cloud and storin.  Thus, what | was,
And what I am, kept evermore in view,

Shall forin a part of my soul’s discipline,

COUNTESS. i More fearful {ar, more terribly severe,
Alas ! alas ! Than sternest penalty of thong or scourge,
What ruin have I caused—what bliss destroyed. Could e’er inflict upon the gaiv’ring ficsh.
Proud boaster of a strength, that weakness proved ; 1 BEATRICE,
Vain of that virtue which but sceming was— i *Twill be too fearful, morc than thou canst bear,
An airy phantom, that with valiant show {Such life of miscry, such living death,
Defied encounter, yet like recreant base, . With all the pains of hell.
Yielded at his first onzet, to the foc. COUNTESS.
BEATRICE. *Twill be as God decrees,
Ah, madame, thou hast erred, I butentreat he’ll grant me time, my peace
And error brings its own scre punishment, : To make with him, and then unmurinuring
Without these stern upbraidings ; let’s flee this place. | I'll obey his call, come when it may,
Thou hLast thine ancient home in Picardy, One only purpose livk’d with earth still keeps
Now tenantless—tis thine, thou know’st ; Its hold upon my heart,—one cherished wish,— '
Thither we’ll haste, and there, if joy’s rot thine, Again to tread thosc paths, trod once in joy, '
Peace may be found, and calm repentance bring And in that bower, the sccne of past delights,
Content at last. ' Oue farewell breathe to love, to peace, to hope,
counTiss, (shuddering.) 'fhc“ to my dreary destiny rusigned,
i o Seck my lone cell, and in its silence deep,
Go there, dost say * ! Purge 10y soil’d heart fi th’s usholy stai
To that dcar home where my pure childhood passed, | An dbren d each i dxcla; roTILxsear y 1.;0.101) sainty
Where my youlh openEd like a stainless rose, ach 1col from its secrct shrine.
Where 1 have knelt at my dear parents fect, BEATRICE.
And lispced iy prayers, and heard them bless their | ] When dost thou purpose, madame,
. | To depart ?
child,
i COUNTESS.

And felt the boly kiss pressed on my brow, {
By their ford lips, embalmed by Lolier tears,— | Four days from hence,
Bright tokens of their love. Oh, never there ! Before the king returns I would begone,
No, never those dedr shades shall hide my guilt,— | Make all things ready, lest by any chance,
There every breeze would whisper deep reproacl, Delay should mar our purpose. Now I’}} rost,
Each murmuring strcam utter sad tones of woe, ‘T'hou sce’st how small a thing wearics my fraie,—
And in my path the dead would hourly stand, { Glad token that its toils will roen be or,
With cold averted looks, and stony eyes, '[ My throbbing he.art at peace.
Shunning m¥ touch—aye, mine—th’ i:npure, the lost. | (She retires, c!lende? Ly Beatrice.)

]
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SCENR vp,

The apurtments of the Countess de Chateas-
briand in the palace of Fontainebleay ; the Duch-
ess d’ Angouleme and Marquise d’ Etampes.

MARQUISE,
Did I not tell thes, madame, I would reign
Unrivalled here, e’er many weeks went past;
And 80 it is,—none to dispute my sway, °
None to divide the empire of that heart,
I would have all mine own.
DUCHESS,
Thou dost mistake,
Not yet that heart is won,~thy rival’s image
Still maintains its place, despite thy- arts,
Aml none who mark’d his grief, his deep regret,
When from the cage he found his fair bird flown,
Could say,  the king loves not.”
MARQUISE, (with chagrin.)
>Twas anger at her flight,—~1 soothed him soon,
Bung him the {ays he lov’d, and with ford wiles,
Won him to sweet forgetfulness of all,
" Save present joy.
DUCHESS,
Yet, waked he not
When thy deep spell was o’er? E’en mow I left
him,
Buried in sad thought before the semblance
Of that lovely face, he worshipped long.
Trust me, thy task’s not done,~~one word of mine
Would end thy unfix’d sway, and her recall,
Whose reign was far more absolute, than thine
Shall ever be.
MARQUISE, (turning pdle.)
But thou’lt not speak that word.
DUCHESS.
‘That is us thou shalt say,=-
Thou know’st the tetms on which I stand thy friend,
For she, who’d holds in bonds that royal heurt,
Must yield herself to me, an instrument
By which at will, I’ll sway the helm of state.
Let her oppose me, and her fate is sealed,
She falls to risefno more,~another §its
Her place.
(Exit Duchess.)
MARQUISE, (looking haughtily after her.)
Ah, it doth chafe me,
Even to scem to yield to will of hers,
But } must stoop a while, hard though it be,—
Then Uil defy her,—when my power is fixed,
And triumph, in my turn.
(Exit.)
SCENE VII.
(Britany; time midnight. A park surrow
the castle of the Counf de Chateaubriand, two
Sigures are seen stealin cautiously along under
the deep shadows of the treesy—they suddenly

emeige into the moonlicht and ong.of them par- '
tially unclosing her veﬁ, reveals the features of
the Countess. She pauses, presses her hand,

upon her heart, ond casting yound o melanchaky
gaze, speaks in a subdued fone.) B

COUNTESS,

Lie still my heart, - -
Oh, it will burst its bonds ! my home ¢ my home ¢
My fair and happy home ! thus Treturn,
A culprit to thy shades ; thy verdant turf
Polluted by my tread,~—thy very ghles,
As zoft they fan my cheek, whisp’ring reproach,
And the slow swaying of thine ancient trees,
Seeming to warn me hence.

BEATRICE,
My lady,
Pause not for these sad complaints, time presses,
We must haste—if thou would’st gain the garden
Loiter not, for see, the moon sinks fast
Toward the west, and we our path in darkness
Must retrace back to the convent.

COUNTESS.
It matters not,—

1 pray thee let my eye drink in its £ill,

For never more these scenes shall mect jta: gaze.
(She moves slotoly on looking around her.)
Ab, how I loved to rove at evening there,

In that green glade,—then I was innocent,

Beloved and loving,~-and how oft I’ve stood,

His arm around my waist, gazing delighted

On that ancient tower, silvered as now,

| By the soft moonlight,- ~holding converse sweet

Of the glad past, and of the joys in store

For coming years--and oft with pride he’d speak,
A noble pride,—of his high ancestry,

Its boast, a stainjess hame, honour unblenched,
And valour worthy of its lion crest.

Ah, woe is me, that I was doomed to cast

On its escuttheon fair, the first foul blot !

8hould he not hate me, were it but for this 7

BEATRICE, (striving to urge her on.)
Madame, this path
Leads us direct to the small postern
1n the garden wall, I pray thee haste.
COUNTESS.
Ah, well I know

That winding way, down by the brook,

How gay I was of heart, how light of step
When last I threaded it-—changed now,~how changs
ed
The mirror tells not, though it shews a form
Like some fair flower sear’d by the autumn’s frost,
But the deep whispers of the soul make known
The changes wrought by guilt.
BEATRICE.

Madame, we're at the gate,

Pray speak not loud—silence is best observed
Lest ¢’en 2 dog be roused by our spgroach.
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COUNTESS, ( Trembling, and dinging closely to
the arm of Beatrice,)
Ah, should the caunt be here!
My heart grows sick e’en at the very thought—
1 could not live to hear him spurn me hence,
As sure he would ! shall we go on T Ah me,
I faint—one moment lot me rest,—here,—here
Beside this stream that murmurs in its course,
Just as in by-gone days. .
(She sinks y«;on the bank, while Beatrice loos-
ens her veil, and sprinkles her foce with water,
speaking at the same time in a low one,)
BEATRICE.
Comfort, my lady,
None are stirring here, at this still hour;
The baron, as thou know’st, ne’er walks abroad,
Aflter the dews have fall’n,—for my lord,
He’s with the Duke de Bourbon, safe ensconc’d
In the old walls of Chantelle.

COUNTESS, (rising,)

1’m strong once more,—
It was a sudden pang came o’er my heart,
But it has gone again. Lerd me thine arm—
And now, (pausing,) hush, hush ! 1 hear  footfall,—
no—
>Twas but the wind stirring some withered leaf—
Can’st thou unclose the gate T but softly girl,
Lest e’en a bird should wake from its swest slesp,
Scared by the guilty thing that trembling steals
Where once she gaily passed,—her handmaid inno-
cence,
And radiant love attendant on her steps, ndad
cauliously through the gate -
vafu:e s pa;sup [ shadlZd dlegf) 8
COUNTESS.
Ah, these old walks,—how sad they look,
As thoughthey mourned my shame,—and see this
vine,
Its tender branches, spread o’er the damp ground,
Uncheck’d, untrain’d-—no hand to guide its shoots,
No voice to carol neath its clust’ring shade
In evening’s purple light.

(s they pass omward, a part of the castle be-
comes m'siile through an opening in the trees, o
light glances from one ¢ the ynnd'ows, and as
the countess observes it she exclaims in @ low and
agitated voice,)

Look ! look !
From my own chamber streams that ray ;—
Can he be there  oh, speak ! dost think he ean ?
BEATRICE.
Impossible, my lady,—
Calm thyself, see, see, the light has gone,
Some glancing ray, shed from a menial’s lamp,
As he passed to seek his midnight couch.

COUNTESS.
Have patience with me, guilt has many fears,
, Elee every sound and sight, stirred me not so,

How many thoughts come thronging #t the view
Of that dear home, that pleasant chamber,
Where I used 1o ait, watehing my doves,
And feeding on sweet thoughts, that coloured life
With hues might shame the dazzling brow of heaven.
And then, and them—but no ; { am forbid
To breathe that name. Hush, hush, my heart ! lie
still ;
It should have been a spell to keep thee pure,
That cherish’d name, 1 dare not utter pow.
BEATRICE.
Madame, the moon sinks low ;
If thou would’st rest, let’s gain the alcove quick :
Tarry not leng, I pray! we must begone
E’er all is darkness Lo perplcx our path.
COUNTESS,
Ah loved, and lovely bower,
Hallow’d to memory—dear and sacred spot !
I’ll enter thee alone, no eye shall see
My heart’s last struggle e’er it bid adieu
To earth’s fond ties : there were they cherish'd—
There shall they be dissolved. Wait thou awhile,
I will not keep thee long.
(Beatrice sits dewn upon a garden bench, and the
Countess furning infe a side alley, proceeds to-
wards the alcove. When she reaches its entrance
she pauses irresolute, clasps her hands, and bows
her head upon her bosom, then overcome by her
emotions, and with tears streaming from her
eyes, she enters and casts hersclf prostrate upon
the mossy floor.  Silence for a few moments suc~
ceeds, when in low and broken tones she gives ui-
terance to hey feelings.)
COUNTESS.
Impure ! Impure !
Yet He that pardon’d her, whose sins were great,
May cleanse my soul : He can alone forgive.
To Him 1 look—Rim ask for strength, for aid,
In this dark hour, when all earth’s props have fail'd,
And I am cast, a wretched, sinful thing,
Low grovelling in the dust ; yet hear; oh God,
My heart’s deep vow, at this skl midnight hour ;
The calm moon looking, with her cold, bright eye,
Down on my altered state ; hear me renounce
All human hopes, all earth-born happiness,
And henceforth dedicate to thee alone,
My life, my soul.
(She rises, and stands for a few moments looking
around her.)
Bright phantoms of the past,
Why will ye flit across my startled sight 2
And now ye come—again, again. I cannot
Banish ye ! It is my punishment—
Still, still 1o gaze back o’er the fearful gulf
My feet have passed, to the bright days of bliss
And in , left far behind
(A deep groan is heard, and the Countess start-

ing round, sces the figure of o man standing at
the eatrance of the alcove, earnestly regardi

Lher., Unable to speak, she stands with outstretch-
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ZINOBIA, QUEEN OF PALMYRA.
ZENOBIA, QUEEN OF PALMYRA,

BY MRS. JAMESON.
I Or the government and manners of the Arabians be-
fore the time of Mahomet, we have few and imperfect
COUNTESS, (i & oice of agony, and sinking on | accounts ; but from the remotest ages, they led the
her knees.) i same unsettled and predatery life which they do at
Erncst ! jthis day, dispersed in hordes, and dweiling under
s . -tents. It was not to those wild and wandering tribes
COUNT, (with increased slernness,) | that the superb Palmyra owed its rise and gr;ndeur,
Ay ! once I answer’d to that wretched name,  though situated in the midst of their deserts, where it

They call me notw, .fvenger ! Come, Fll teach

ii’ now beheld in its melancholy beauty ard ruined
Those pretty lips to babble that harsh word,
For they were wont to malke the harshest, music.

:splendour, like an enchanted island in the midst of
e ° %nn ocean of sands. The merchants who traflicked
COUNTESS, (Shrinking from him with terror,)
Mercy ! I pray.
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ed arms, and pallid cheek, in an attitude of ter-
ror and supplication. ife moves forward and ad- |
dresses her in @ low stern voice.

Woman ! what dost thou here

r

| between India and Europe, by the only route then
{ known, first colonized this singular spot, which af-
iforded them a convenient resting-place, and even in
{the days of Solomon it.was the emporium for the
' gems and gold, the ivory, gums, spices, and silks of
:‘lhe far eastern countries, which thus found their way
ito the remotest parts of Europe. The Palmyrencs
y were, therefore, a mixed race—their origin, and many
i of their customs, were Egyptian 5 their love of luxury
and their manners were derived from Persia j their
! language, literature, and architecture grere Greek.

Thus, like Venice and Genoa, in more modern
times, Palmyra owed its splendour to the opulence
and public spirit of its merchants ; but its chiel fame
and historieal interest it owes tothe genius and hero-
{ism of a woman.

Septinia Zenobia, for such is her classical appel-
lation, was the daughter of an Arab chief, Amron,
the son of Dharb, the son of Hassan. Of her first

S . : ; husband we have no account : she was left a widow
(As hie speaks ke throws his arm around her—| o very early age, and married, secondly, Ode-
and plunges a dagger repeatedly to her heart. | hus, ohief of &% armiety secondly, Ode
She utters a faint shriek and falls lifeless upon | Mathus, chiel of ’ever‘ﬂ_ of the tribes of the descrt,
his shoulder. ~ He rises with her in his arms, and | near Palmyra, and a prince of extraordinary valour,
rushing out into the meonlight, stands gazing on and boundless ambition. Odenathus was the ally of
her face, then wildiy speaks.] {the Romans in their wars against Sapor, (or, more
1 properly, Shah Poor,) king of Persia : he gained seve-
COUNT, i iy
ral splendid victorics over that powerful monarch,
’Tis done ! that devilish deed, and twice pursued his armies even to the cates of

COUNT, (mockingly.)
Ay, thoy shalt have it,
Thou wilt own it such,—one fond embrace—ha !
Thou used not to shrink thus from my arms,
But royal paramours make dainty lips.
(He laughs wildly.)
COUNTESS.
Ab, spare me ! pity me !
1 do not say forgive,--God only can
Have mercy on my sins.
COUNT.
Ay, they are great,
See what they've made of me ! A frenzied wretch,
Intent on one wid hope, one desperate wish,—
”Tis now fulfillecd—and thus thy guilt I cancel ;—
Thus ! and thus !

.

And P avenged ! How fuir she looks ! how pale!

How beautiful ! But for one damning thought

I’d kiss these lips—they are too fragrant now,

For the foul worm to banquet on. But yet

1t must be so,—come then, fair'one, and false,

"Il Iay thee gently on thy bridal bed,~—

Long hath it stood lonely and tenantless,

Screen'd by its velvet pall—there sweetly slecp ;--

Pl to the Duke again, and bear with me

This recking bladc—one serviee hath it done,

But e’er I sheathe it, France shall mourn her king,
(Exzit, bearing off the hody of the Countess)

EXD OF THIRD AND LAST ACT.

LOVER'S QUARRELS.

No love is 80 sweet as that which follows ill-hu-
JLOUT, 28 WE press sweet oil out of the bitter olive.

 Ctesiphon, (or Isaphan) his capital. Odenathus was
as fond of the chasc as of war, and in all his military
and hunting expeditions he was accompanicd by his
wife Zenobia, a circumstance which the Roman his-
torians record with astonishment and admiration, as
contrary to their manncrs, but which was the genc-
ral custom of the Arah women ef that time.  Zcno-
i bia not only excelled her countrywomen in the qua-
!lities for which they were all remarkable—in cour-
age, prudence, and fortitude, in patience of fatigue,
and activity of mind and body—she also possessed a
more enlarged understanding ; her views were more
enlightened, her habits more intcllectual. The suc-
cesses of Odenathus were partly attributed to her,
and they were always considered as reigning jointly.
She was also eminently beautiful—with the oriental
cyes and complexion, tecth like pearls, and a voice
" of uncommon power and” swectness.
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Odenathus obtained from the Romans the title'of
Augustus, and general of the east; he revenged the
fate of Valerian, who had been taken captivc and put |
to death by Shah Poor : the castern king, with a lux-
urious barbarity truly oriental, is said to have uso.d
the unfortunate emperor as his footstool to mount his
horse. But in the midst of his victories and cor}-
quests, Odenathus became the victim of a domestic
at the head of which was his nephew, ‘
Mwzonius, He was assassinated at Emessa <¥uring
a hunting expedition, and with him his son by his first |
marriage. Zenobia avenged the death of her hu's-
band on his murderers, and as her sons were yet in !
their infaney, she first exercised the supreme power ;
in their name; but afierwards, apparently with the
consent of the people, assumed the diadem with the
titles of Augusta and Queen of the East.

The Romans and their effeminate emperor, Gallie-
nus, refused to acknowledze Zerobia’s claim to the
soveréignty of her husband’s dominicns, and Hera-
clianus was sent with a large army to reduce ber to
obedience ; but Zenobia took the field against him,
engazed and totally defeated him in a pitched battle.
Not satisfied with this triumph over the haughty mas-
ters of the world, she sent her general, Zabdas, to
attack them in Egypt, which she subdued and added
toher territories, together with a part of Armenia and
Asia Minor. Thus her dominions extended from the
Eaphrates to the Mediterrancan, and over all those
vast and fertile countries formerly governed by Pto-
lemy and Seleucus. Jerusalem, Antioch, Damascus, .
and other cities famed in history, were included in her |
empire, but she fixed her residence at Palmyra, and
in an interval of pcace she turned her attention to the
further adornment of ‘her magnificent capital. It is
related by historians, that many of those stupendous
fabrics of which the mighty ruins are still existing,
were cither erected, or at least restored'and embellish-
ed, by this extraordinary woman. But that which we |
have most difficulty in reconciling with the manners
of her age and country was Zenobia’s passion for
study, and her taste for the Greek and Latin litera-
ture. She is said to have drawn up an epitorie of
history for her own use ; the Greck historians,‘po.els,
and philosophers, were familiar to hcr. ; she an]tc.d
Longinus, one of the most clegant wx:ners o.r anti-
quity, to her splendid court, and gppmntcd him h(?r i
seerelary and minister. For her he composefl h{s!
famous “ Treatise on the Sublime,” a work which is
not only admirable for its intrinsic exccl}ence, but
most valuable as having preserved to our times many
beautiful fragments of ancient poets, whose worl are |
now lost, particularly those of Sappho. i

The classical studies of Zenobia scem to have in- ‘
spired her with some contempt for her Arab ancestry.
She was fond of deriving her origin from the Mace-
donian kings of Fgypt, and of reckoning Cleopatra
among her progenitors. In imitation of the (’amousi

conspiracy,
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Egyptian queen, she affected great splendour in her
style of living and in her attire 5 and drank her wine
out of cups of gold, richly carved and adorned with
gems. Itis, however, admitted that in female dig-
nity and discretion, as well as in beauty, she far sur-
passed Cleopatra.  She administered the'government
of her empire with such admirable prudence and po-
licy, and in particular with such strict justice towarés

tall classes of her subjects, that she was beloved by

her own people, ard respected and feared by the
ncighbouring nations. She paid areat attention to the
education of her three sons, hubited them in the Ro-
man purple, and brought them up in the Roman fash-
ion, But this predilection for the Greek and Ro-
man manners appears to have displeased and aliena-
ted the Arab tribes ; for it is remarked that after this
time their fleet cavalry, inured to the deserts and un-
egualled as horsemen, no longer formed the strength
of her army.

While Gallienusund Claudius governed the Roran

.empire, Zenohia was allowed to pursue her con-

quests, rule her dominions, and enjoy her triumphs,
almost without opposition ; but at length the fierce
and active Aurelian was raised to the purple, and he
was indignant that a woman should thus brave with
impunity the offended majesty of Rome. Having
subdued all his competitors in the west, he turned
his arms against the queen of the cast.  Zenobia, un~
dismayed by the terrors of the Roman name, levied
troops, placed herself at their head, and gave the se-
cond command to Zabdas, a grave and hitherto suc-
cessful general. The first great battle took place
near Antioch ; Zenobia was totally defeated after an
obstinate conflict ; but, not disheartened by this re-
verse, she retired upon Emessa, rallied her armies,
and once more defied the Roman Emperor. Being
again defeated with great loss, and her army nearly
dispersed, the: high-spirited queen withdrew to Pal-
myra, collected her friends around her, strengthened
her fortifications, and declared her resolution to de-
fend her capital and her freedom to the last moment
of her existence.

Zenobia was conscious of the great difficulties
which would attend the siege of a great city, well
stored with provisions and naturally defended by sur-
rounding deserts; these deserts were infested by
clouds of Arabs, who appearing and disappearing
with the swiftness "and suddenness of a whirlwind,
continually harrassed her enemies. Thus defended
without, and supported by a strong garrison within,
Zenobia braved her antagonist from the towers of
Palmyra as boldly as she had deficd him in the ficld
of batttle. The expectation of succours from the east
added to her courage, and determined her to perse-

!'vere to the last. ¢ Those,” said Aurelian in one of his

Ietters, ¢ who speak with contempt of the war I am
waging against 2 woman are ignorant both of the

character and power of Zenobia. It is impossible
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to enumerate her warlike preparations, of stones, of
arrows, and of every species of missile weapons and
militery engines.” .

Aurelian, in fact, became doubtful of the event of
the siege, and he offered the queen the most honour-
able terms of capitulation i she would surrender to
his arms ; but Zenobia, who was aware that famine
raged in the Roman camp, and daily looked for the
expected relief, rejected his proposals in a famous
Greek epistle, written with equal arrogance and
eloquence ; she defied the utmost of his power ; and
alluding to the fate of Cleopalra, expressed her reso-
lution to die like her, rather than yield to the Roman
arms.  Aurelian was incensed by this haughty letter,
even more than by the dangers and delays attending
the siege : he redoubled his efforts, he cut off the suc~
cours she expected, be found means to subsist his
troops even in the midst of the desert; every day
added to the number and strength of his army, every
day increased the difficulties of Zenobia, and the
despair of the Palmyrenes. The city could not
hold out much longer, and the queen resolved to fly,
not to ensure her own safely, but to bring relief to
ber capital :—such at least is the excuse made for a
part of her conduct which certainly requires apology.
Mounted on a fleet dromedary, she contrived to elude
the vigilance of the besiegers, and took the road to
the Euphrates ; but she was pursued by a party of
the Roman light cavalry, overtaken, and brought as
a captive into the presence of Aurelian. He sternly
demanded how she had dared to oppose the power of
Rome ? to which she replied, with a mixture of firm-
vess and gentleness, ““ because [ disdained to ac-
knowledze as my masters such men as Aureolus and
Gallienus. To Aurelian I submit as my conqueror
and my sovereign.”  Aurelian was not displeased at
the artful compliment implied to his answer, but be
had not forgotien the insulting arrogance of her
former reply. While this conference was going for-
ward in the tent of the Roman emperor, the troops,
who were enraged by her long and obstinate resist-
ance, and all they kad suffered during the seige, as-
sembled in turaultuous bands, calling out for venge-
ance, and with loud and fierce cries demanding her
instant death. The unhappy queen, surrounded by
the ferocious and insolent soldiery, forgot ali her for-
mer vaunts and intrepidity : her feminine terrors had
perhaps been excusable if they had not rendered her
base ; but in her first panic she threw herself on the
merey of the emperor, accused her ministers as the
cause of her determined resistance, and confessed that
Longinus had written in her name that eloguent let-
ter of defiance which had so incensed the emperor.

Longinus, with the rest of her immediate friends
and equnsellors, were instantly sacrificed to the fury
of the soldiers, and the philosopher met death with
all the fortityde which became a wise and great man,
employing his lugt moments in endeavouring to eon-
sole Zenobia and reconcile her to her fate.

ZENOBIA, QUEEN OF PALMYRA.

Palmyra surrendered to tiie conguerar, who seized:
upon the treasures of the city, but spared the build~
ings and the lives of the inhabitants. Leaving in the
place 2 garrison of Romans, he returned to Europe,.
carrying with him Zenobia and her family, who were
destined to grace his triumph,

But scarcely had Aurelian reached the Hellespont,
when tidings were brought to him that the inhabit-
ants of Palmyra had again revolted, and had put the
Roman governor and garrisen to the sword.  With-
outa moment’s deliberation. the emperor turned back,
reached Palmyra by rapid marches, and took a terri~
ble vengeance on that miserable and devoted city ; he
commanded the indiscriminate massacre of all the in-
habitants, men, women and children—fired its mag-
nificent edifices, and levelled its walls to the ground.
He afterwards repented of Misfury, and devoted a part
of the captured treasures to reinstate some of the glo-
ries he had destroyed ; but it was too late ; he could:
not reanimate the dead, nor raise from its ruins the.

stupendous temple of the sun. Palmyra became de~
solate ; its very existence was forgotten, until about
a century ago, when some English travellers disco-
vered it by accident. Fhus the blind fury of one man
extinguished life, happiness, industry, art, and intel-.
ligence, through a vast extent of country, and sever-
ed a link which had long connected the eastern and,
western continents of the old world.

When Aurelian returned to Rome after the termi~
nation of this war, he celebrated his triumph with
extraordinary pomp. A vast number of elephants
and tigers, and strange beasts from the conquered;
countries ; sixteen hundred gladiators, an innumer-
able train of captives, and a gorgeous display of trea-
sure—gold, silver, gems, plate, glittering raiment,
and oriental luxuries and rarities, the rich plunder of
Palmyra, were exhibited to the populace. But every
eye was fixed on the beautiful and majestic figure of
; the Syrian queen, who walked in the procession before
| er own sumptuous chariot, attired in-her diadem and
royal robes, blazing with jewels, her eyes fixed on the
ground, and her delicate form drooping under the
weight of her golden fetters, which were so heavy
that two slaves were obliged to assist in supporting
them on either side; while the Roman populace,

at that time the most brutal and degraded in the
whole world; gaped and stared upon her misery, and
shouted in exultation over her fall. Perhaps Zeno.
bia may in that moment have thought upon Cleopa-
tra, whose example she had once proposed to folloa H
and, according to the pagan ideas of greatness and
fortitude, envied her destiny, and felt her own jgno-
miny with all the bitterness of a vain repentance..
The captivity of Zenobia took place in the year
273, and in the fifth year of her reign. There are
two accounts of her subsequent fate, differing widely
from each other. One author asserts that she starved
herself to death, refising to survive her own disgrace
and the ruin of Ler country; but others inform us
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ihat the emperor Aurelion bestowed on her a superb
villa at Tivoli, where she resided in great honour ;
and that she ivas afterwardls united to 3 Roman sem-
tor, with whom she lived many years, and died at 2
‘good old age. Her daughters maurried into Boman
fumilies, and it is said that some of her descendants
‘remained so late as the fifth century- .

The three sons of Zenobiaare called, in the Latin
histories, Timolaus, Herennicanus, and V.ba!ladm-.
The youngest became king of part of Armenia; but
of the two oldest we have no account.

et

TO A LADY,

ON HEBR VOYAGE ACROSS THE ATLANTIC,

Since thou must leave us, rover sweet,—farewell,
May Providence enfold thee in its arms,
Protect thee from the the ocean’s fatal swell,
And shield thee from all danger and alarms.

Blow, gentle breezes,—speed her onward course,
Swell the full-bosomed canvas with your breath,
Make the proud ship scud through the billows
hoarse,
But enter not in league with traitor Death.

Yet whispers Fear : ¢ Thou ne’er shalt see her more,”
Oh maddening thought !—’Tis false—we’ll meet
again !
sHope loudly eries, as oft she did before,
4 Much sweeter pleasure follows after Pain.”

T turned to Nature—kindly to our race
And asked if thou shouldst always stay away J—
Spring’s opening flowers wore a brighter face,
Returning swallows gladly twittered * nay.”

We part.—VYet surely, sweet, thou wilt return

To see thy home—thy friends—thy favourite tree,
To breathe this air—and happiness to learn

In smiling, sunny Canada, with me.

Yon mountain wrapped in tender robe of spring,
Could scarcely drag me from my much-loved
books,
Till side by side we heard its echoes ring :
It then derived new beauty from thy looks.

Though absent hence, thine image still will beam
On me with light,—and viewed through memory,
Will seem impressed jon sunshine, cloud and

stream,— o
The sprightly squirrel frolic still like thee.

Look at me in the moon and soul-lit stars,
On which we loved to gaze, night after night ;
When the soft radiance of their pearly cars,
Reflected in thine eyes appeared more bright.

And should’st thou ¢’er forget me (heaven {orefend!)
This moon that watches o’er thy nightly bed

Will scowl to make thee from thy wandering bend,
And frem & cloud shale terror on thy head,
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If thot her meaning then wilt but obey,

And let thy thoughts fly back to this fair spot,—
She’ll weep in rain, to drive the clouds away

And shew her pensive face without a blot.

The separation drear thou must propose
.Thy throbbing breast doth but too plainly moan ;
That sigh—a world of love would fain disclose,
This kiss—assures me thou art al] my own.

Oh, leave me not ! How can ¥ bear thy loss !
The tortures of thy absence who can tell !
Peace, heart!—Worse pangs thy destiny must
cross )
Bid gentle, beauteous Delia, farewell.
S yLvio.

JESTING.,

HarMLESS mirth is the best cordial against the
consumption of the spirits : wherefore jesting is not
unlawful, if it trespasseth not in quantity, quality, or
seasons.

It is good to make a jest, but not to make a trade
of jesting. The Earl of Leicester, knowing that
Queen Elizabeth was much delighted to see a gen-
tleman danee well, brought the master of a dancing-
school to dance before her. * Pshaw !” said the
Queen, “it is his profession, I will not see him.”
She liked it not where it was a master-quality, but
where it attended on other perfections. The same
may we say of jesting.

Jest not with the two-edged sword of God’s word.
Will nothing please thee to wash thy hands in, but
the font ? or to drink healths in, but the church cha-
lice ? And know the whole art is learnt at the first
sdmission ; and profane jests will come without
calling. 1In the troublesome days of King Edward
the Fourth, a ¢itizen in Cheapside was executed as
& traitor for saying he would make his son heir to
the crown, though he only meant his own house,
having a erown for the sign ; more dangerous it is to
wit-wanton it with the majesty of God. Wherefore,
if, without thine intention, and against thy will, by
¢hance-medley thou hittest Secripture in ordinary
discourse, yet fly 1o the city of refuge, and pray to
God to forgive thee.

Wanton jests make fools laugh, and wise men
frown. Seeing we are eivilizsed Englishmen, let us
not be naked savages in our talk. Buch rotten
speeches are worst in withered age, when men run
after that sin in their words which flieth from them
in the deed.

Let not thy jests, like mummy, be made of dead
men’s flesh. Abuse not any that are departed, for
to wrong their memories is (o rob their ghosts of
their winding-sheets.

Scoff not at the natural dcfects of any which are
not in their power {0 amend. O, it is cruelty to beat
a cripple with his own crulches, Neitheir flout any
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for his profession, if honest, though poor and pain-
ful.  Mock not a cobler for his bluck thumbs.

He that relates another man’s wicked Jjest with
delight, adopts it to be his own. Purge them, there-
fore, from their poison. If the profancncss may be
severed from the wit, it is like a lamprey ; take out
the sting in the back, it may make good meat. But
if the staple conccit consists in profaneness, then it
is a viper, all poison, and meddle not with it

He that will lose his friend for a jest deserves to
dic a beggar by the bargain. Yet some think their
coneeits, like mustard, not good except they bite.
We read that all those who were born in England
the year aflter the beginning of the great mortality
1349, wanted their four cheek-tecth, Such let thy
Jests be, that they may not grind the credit of thy
friend 5 and make not jests so long til! thou becom-
cst one.

No time to make jests when the heart-strings are
about to be broken. No more shewing of wit when
the head is to be cut off. Like that dying man,
who, when the priest, coming to him to give him ex-
treme unction, asked of him where his feet were,
answered, ““ At the end of my legs.” But at such a
time jests are an unmannerly crepilus inginii; and
lel those take heed who end here with Democritus,
that they begin not with eraclitus kereafter.—
Fuller’s Holy State.

———
(omcxiux..)

O0DE TO ENGLAND,
BY MORGAN O’REARDON,

Blest England, my country, to thee let my numbers,
Should freedom or glory e’cr eall forth their strains,
Should they strike for the Briton whose loyalty
slumbers,
Or the slave that stjll
chains—
To thee let them wake,—nor has fancy created,
Nor has poct e€’er peopled some sphere of his
own,
More bright, or more pure, or more gloriously fated
Than England, my country, encircles thy throne.

groans under tyranny’s

Not a land 50 remote on the world’s wida round
But thy mind has explored, or thy children have
known,
Nor s0 great or so free were the nations they found
But they still could feel pride in that land of their
own
Nor a spot is there seen on the far-spreading sca
That’s not dotted with ships, which, tho? far they
may roam,
Still each crew is as fearless as each heart is
free--
#For England’s
home.

their birth-place, pretector, and

i And there is not a soul that e’er

ODi; TO ENGLAND.

Not a state, or a nation that clajms at this hour
To be civilized, wise, to be greal, or refin’d,

Bul owes to our England a part of that power
That’s the cause of true greatness—the pow’r of

the mind

panted on Earth
For liberty, honour,—to be great, to be free,

But the sun, noble England, that warmed into birth
Its brightest desires, first reflected from thee,

Nor the sca on its bosom e’er bore yet a soul
More bold, or more cool,—more truc hearted or
free,
Nor the Earth,—~tho” as far as from pole is to pols
Than the hearts that claim birth-ri ght, my country,
from thee ;
And were I deserted, alone on some shore,
‘Though friendless and poor, yet respect still I'¢;
claim,
Could I boast but one honour, I’d ask for no
more,—
’Tis an Englishman’s birth-right a share in her
fame.

And where is the heart that one moment can pause,
Or a soul-prizing spirit that ¢’cr would control
Its love and respect for that country and laws
Which has shown every feeling that’s bright in’
the soul 7
Whose possessions, as far as the Earth do they run,
Whose wisdom’s unfelt but where mind i3 un-
Lknown,
And whose glories encircle the globe with the sun,*
Wrile the Earth oflers homage and blesses her
throne.

Then Enzland, my country, tho’ tamo be each num-
ber,
1t s1ill has one merit--’tis the wish of my heart,
*Tis the hope, that in danger thy sons may uot slum=

ber,
And that thou mayest ever be great as thou
art,——
That the Rose and the Thistle and Shamrock, like
brothers,

1ay ¢’er be united and twined round thy throne,

And that thou, who hast calmed the storms of al}
others

May cver ride safe o%er the the storms of thipe
own!

Shamrock Hill, Gore District, ?
July 4, 1340. )

* Great Britain, a power to which Rome in the
height of her glory is not to be compured ; which
has dotted the whole Larth with her possessions, and
military posts,~—whose morning d:rum follow.s the
sun, and keeping company with his beams, circles
the globe daily with one continuous and unbroken

strain of the martial airs of England.

Danrer WrepsTER,



THE DREAM.

(ORIGINAL.)
THE DREAM.

I HAVE heard of some who never dream, but it is not
50 with me. T sometimes dream, and maoy a plea-
sant excursion have performed while the limbs were
extended at their ease on the couch, and the senses
locked up in the arms of Morpheus. 1 hate long
preambles, and must therefore enter on my Qream..
There is in my vicinity a very high mountain which
raises its lofty, towering, head to the clouds of Hea-
ven. Had it been in the plains of Shinar, it would
have saved much brick and hard labour, as the build-
ers would certainly have chosen it for the foundation
of their Tower. To a great height from its broad
base equally around, the ascent is gentle ; but where
its longitude begins to contract, it is very steep and
bold. At the summit we come to a beautiful area,
not more in superficies than perhaps an acre of
ground, not quite level but broken here and there
with ledges of granite, and small chasms in the rocks.
In the spaces between the ledges are found trees of a
white birch, covered with a bark which easily divides
into innumerable folds of the finest and most delicate
silk, These are spruce trees, some maple, a profu-
sion of wild flowers, and mountain ash, adorned with
clusters of red berries, the year round. On reaching
the summit of this stupendous mountain, the hard la-
bour of climbing is soon and richly rewarded. T.he
view is most extensive, and varied, taking in a cir-
cumference of nearly one hundred miles around in
every direction from the lofty centre on which the be-
holder stands. Within the circumference of this
grand view, we see the habitations of men, villages,
glittering spires, meandering rivers, smooth lakes and
oval ponds, interspersed here and there, and buried
among the remains of the primeval forest, till in the
far distance we lose all that is earthly in the blue
sky. This beautiful mountain answers a nobler end
than that which Pope attributed to the ¢ column”
erected in memory of the great fire in London.  For,
though it is ¢ pointing to the skies,” it is not  like
a tall bully,” lifting up his head to tell his  lies,” but
for twenty miles around it serves instead of .both a
thermometer and a barometer to the rural inhabi-
tants. Its lofty grey head indicates the a.pproach‘ of
cold and heat, fair and rainy weather, by signs which
never deceive. Old and young are therefore aceus-
tomed to look up to the signs which our mountain
assumes, before every change of wen‘ther, with more
than telegraphic regularity and certainty. o
. But where is my dream?  Well, then, here it is,
but give me time. < In the visions of the night when
deep sleep falleth on then,” methought that, in com-
pany with my best friend, who has been my compa-
nion for thirty years in joy and in sorrow, till we have
both grown old together, I found myself on the top of
this lofty eminence. What struggles and toils we
encountered and overcame, before we made our land-
59
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ing good, need not be told. Suffice it briefly to say,
that, on the summit, we found ourselves in company
with a great multitude of people, but whose faces
were all new to us. They were not, however, dis-
agreeable, because they were new acquaintances,
seen only for the first time. [ have been on the top
of this mountain more than once, but I never hap-
pened to have got there in my waking hours half so
easy, and with so little fatigue, as on this nocturnal
excursion. What a pity that, when the poor old
body is in quiet sleep at home, the mind, or spirit, or
whatsoever it may be, could not perform journies to
do our necessary business, and return to us when
we are ready to rise and dress ourselves in the morn-
ing? True indeed it is, I have something that not
unfrequently performs erial journies and voyages to
remote countries, far quicker, I should suppose, than
the power of steam can ever be expected to do, but
then the messenger is giddy, volatile, confused and
unintelligible, and therefore unprofitable. But what
has all this to do with the relation of my dream ? I
do not know how it is, but really dreams are ticklish
and shy, too much like a vapour rising from the stag-
nant marsh, not staying long enough in one position
to form a figure or shape that can be described. Pro-
ceed, however, [ must ; for of my dream I have some
hold. I left off when we got to the summit of the
mountain. In my dream I did not find the area like
what it was when I was there before—a bleak, un-
even surface, covered with brush, wild flowers, trees
and gray rocks, but a labyrinth of grottos, and cham-
bers cut out of the rock, and covered over with dark
moss. Within the rocky chambers and grottos were
all manner of what, at some period of the world, were
chairs, tables, earthen vessels and couches, all in
good keeping, but old and covered with moss, and of
a fashion which no man now living ever witness-
ed. They were; such as we may suppose, people,
lacking mechanical genius, might have made and
used more than a thousand years ago. We, with bur
temporary companions, amused ourselves by roving
from one chamber to another, in the city of the
Rock, to gaze on he strange curiosities which met
us at every turn. 1 tried to make a list of the most
remarkable, but alter fumbling in my pocket for a
long time, to bring out a pencil, the hand, while I
thought it was writing, made no move, and the pen-
cil made no mark. When we were all about to re-
trace our steps downward to the plain, and back to
our homes, a grave looking man, somewhat past the
meridian of life, with his locks nearly as white as
snow, placed himself on the gray fragment of a de-
tached rock tnat lifted him a_little more than the
head and shoulders above the crowd, and slowly rais-
ing his hands to attract public attention, thus, s
nearly as I can remember, spoke with a clear, dis-
tinct, and solemn voice :

«1 am very glad, my friends and countrymen, to
see 50 many of you in this place. Moved, no doubt
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by motives of laudable curiosity, to see the ancient
reiics preserved on this mountain, you have not been
deterred or frightened by the steep ascent you had
to climb, but persevered manfully until you had reach-
ed the top; and now your toils are richly re-
warded by & sight of these ancient relics of ages
long past.  But, how did you get here  you could
not have climbed the hill iu any sort of vehicles that
man has ever made. You could not have come rid-
ing on horses :—for you have passed over a steep as-
cent, some places almost perpendicular, where the
best footed horse in the world, could not stand for
one moment ; such is the nature of the bold ascents
which lead to this lofty eminence, that a man, how-
ever willing, cannot help the neighbours, (except
now and then when he happens to obtain a footing,)
by a short pull, or by a word of encouragement.
Every one had to climb the hill himself, with but
very little more assistance than it pleased Provi-
dence to give him. I wish you, then, my friends,
to observe that there is a moral lesson to be learned
from this excursion to the mountain. The hill on
which we stand is high, but heaven is higher than
the earth. The world in which we live will wax old.
The works of our hands, even of the best mechanics
and artificers, though made of the best and most
durable materials that can be found, will grow old
and decay : and such of them as shall escape the
ravages of time through a few ages, will appear to
succeeding generations as antiquated as these an-
cient curiosities, preserved in these mosscovered
caverns now do unto us. The generations of men
that felt as proud in their day of these antiquated
relics, as we can be of the productions, and achieve-
ments, and refinements of our times, have long been
mouldering in the dust, and their names and memo-
ries are totally lost and forgotten. We shall soon be
mingled with our kindred earth : but the vital spark
that has been kindled within us can never die, liveit
shall in the fields of intellectual perfection, where
all is purity, goodness, love and happiness, with my-
riads of other beings in the kingdom of light
with God —the fountain and source of all goods, to
men and angels, or in darkness to which neither
light nor joy can ever penetrate. When we quit
this lower world, the vital spark—the undying spi-
rit within us,—must be ready to enter into one or the
other of these regions of felicity or darkness. There
is no half way between them. It is, at one leap end-
less happiness, or endless sorrow ; happiness is high
above the earth, and not the fruit of the carth, ex-
cept only by snatches, and at the best, of very short
duration. It uniformly ends with human life, True
happiness, that which is durable, and worth having,
must be derived from above. You did not, my friends,
arrive at the top of this loRy mountain without hard
labour. Neither can you climb up to the hill on
which the author of all good has his throne, with-
out labour. True it most certainly is that in love

THE DREAM.

to our world, He sent his well beloved son to be
our Redeemer, Advocate and Saviour, that He might
redeem us from sin, by His death, and open for us the
gates of His everlasting kingdom ; but that we may
be prepared to enjoy the blessings of that kingdom,
it is indispensable that we receive and serve Him as
our king,—be taught by Him as our prophet, and
love Him with all our hearts. If we embrace His sal-
vation on the terms and conditions on which it is of-
fered to our acceptance, we enter on the ascent
which leads to a higher eminence than this lofty
mountain. We have to labour and to strive 3 for He
says, ““ scek, and ye shall find ; knock, and it shal}
be opened unto you;” *strive to enter in at the
strait gate—labour not for the meat which pe~
risheth, but for that which endureth to eternal life.””
You have, in the name of your king, ard by using
the armour which He gives you to put on, to strive
against your own and His enemies ;5 and these ene-
mies are, your own evil passions and propensities—
your love of wealth, pomps, pleasures and vanities ;
and the wily stratagems of the evil one, the spirit that
keeps possession of the hearts of the disobedient,.
Your enemies are numerous, powerful, vigilant and
alert. They are around—in your path wherever you
move ; and what is worse, you entertain, in your
own bosoms, traitors that are ready to favour their
views. They attack you in various forms and ways.
Sometimes they throw a glare over all that you see
in the world, which flatters you into the belief that no
bliss is equal to that which it promises. Sometimes
you are beguiled into the belief that you are in a
fair way of reaching to celestial happiness without
taking any other trouble than merely to let your-
selves swim down with the tide of time, in the sooth-
ing hope that time itself will land you on the happy
shore. But mind none of their services. The path
which you are going to tread is ehalked out as the
map of your journey, by Him who shed His blood for
you, and further explained by His intimate. friends
who were with Him while He was upon earth, and
upon whom He dropped His mantle, Elijah like, at
His departure into glory. If you be attentive, you
cannot miss the path. The marks are conspicuous
and obvious. Every where it is marked with TRuTy
and HOLINESS, giving glory to God and peace to
men. If you be in this way you will be adorneg
with the spirit of peace, meekness, patience, devo-
tion and charity, and the object most conspicuous,
seen at the further end, but not so far distant as ot
to be seen by a Goop EYE, is the Saviour himself,
standing in His royal robes, with a crown of gold in
His right hand, ready to put on your heads, if you so
strive and run as to obtain. So certain as it required
you, in order to reach the top of this lofty mountain,
to strive hard, so certain it is that, in order to arrive
at a blessed immortality, you must fight, under the
banner of the Cross, against your spiritual enemies.’”

When the reverend man got so far in his discourse
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43 this, it happened that a person standing near the
door of a chamber, covered with grey moss, and not
hitherto distinguished from the primitive rock, out
of which it had been cut, saw through the door
which was partly open, a great collection of seem-
ingly modern wax figures, representing 2 mother
and her children, reclining and sitting on beds of the
most antique fashion, fike all the furniture of the
rocky caverns, covered with grew moss. Led
by a curiosity which be did not seek to con-
trol, he approached to the door slowly and
softly, with a view to feast his eyes on the beautiful
wax-works, without disturbing the attentive hearers,
who hung on the lips of the holy man ; but the mo-
ment he touched the door, to open it wider, the jar
which it made on the rusty hinges, communicated a
slight shock, like that of electricity, to the wax iin-
ages which made them look as if they had life. The
motion of life in the limbs and muscles, and spark-
ling, bright eyes, in what he took for figures of wax,
came upon him so sudden and so unexpected, as o
draw from him an involuntary scream, and a quick
retreat. The scream put an end to the discourse,
roused me from my slumbers, and pleasant dreams
and, behold, when I awoke, the multitude had van-
ished, and *“like the baseless fabric of a vision, left

not a wreck behind.”
A SEXAGENARIAN.

PO
EXERCISE.
{ may (says Dr. Uwins, in his recent Treatise on
Mental Diseases) urge upon all, and especially
those whose habits and callings are sedentary, to
contrive some motive for daily and regular walking ;
even should they not appear at present inconvenien-
ced by their confinement, the cloud will be insensibly
collecting that shall sooner or later darken their spir-
its, or break upon them in the fulness of apoplectic
stertor. A physician with whom 1 was well ac-
quainted, and who scarcely ever was upon his legs,
used to say to me, that he found no inconvenience in
sitting, day after day, in his carriage and his study ;
nor did he, so far as his immediate feelings were
concerned ; but he died suddenty and prematurely
from an apoplectic stroke, which I verily believe
might have been averted had he made lfass .use of his
carriage and his books, and more of his limbs, In
" contrast with his case, I will just state that I last
week conversed with a veteran in literature and in
years, whose powers of mind no o.n'e con questi?'n,
however they may differ from him in speculative
points. This gentleman has preserved. the health of
his body and the ¢ soundness”’ of his mind, th::ough a
long course of multifarious and often distressing cir-
cumstances, by steady perseverance in the practice of
walking, every day. It is curious that he has survived,
for a very long period, slmost 4l the literary charac:
ters that were his friends and contemporérics at the
period i which his own writings excited 50 much pub-

lic attention ; almost all of those who have dropped
into the grave one after the other, while he has con-
tinued on in an uninterrupted course, were men of far
less regular habits, and, T am obliged to add, also of
much less equanimity of mind ; but the preservatiort
of this equanimity has, I verily believe, been mainly
insured by the unvaried practice to which I have re-
ferred, and which to others would prove equally
available, if steadily and perseveringly pursued.
“Were 1a gentleman, Dr. Uwins,” my neighbour,
Mr. Abernethy, used to say to me, I would never
get into my carriage ;” and certain it is, that many
diseases of the most troublesome kird, besides un-
soundness of mind, may be traced to the idle habit
of carriage gestation.

DANCING.
DANCING seems to have been reckoned, as well
among the Hebrews as the Greeks, one of the first-
rate accomplishments, and to have been associatéd
not only with their poetry, but with their religious
worship. Almost all the earliest Greek poets, as
Thespis, Cratinus, and others, not only excelled in
dancing, but taught it to freemen, or gentlemen, for
money. Sophocles was one of the best dancers of
his generation; he had a very hadsome persony
which he was fain to exhibit in the dance’s grace-
displaying movements ; when his play of Nausicaa
was acted, he not only danced, but plajed at the
ball. With the Hebrews, dancing must assuredly
have been associated with notions of dignity, others
wise it would not have been used in their most so-
lemn worship : and yet the taunting rebuke’given to
David by his wife, presupposes, in her estimation,
something of levily combined with that exercise.
With the Romans, afler their connexion with Greece,
dancing was also deemed a high accomplishment.
In the'age of Cleero, the first men of Rome made a
boast of their skill in dancing ; as Claudius, who
had triumphed ; Ceelius, the enemy of Cicero ; and
Lic. Crassus, son of the celebrated Parthian Crassus.

(ORIGINAL.)
*STANIAS—I LOVE.
BY W. 0. E.
I love to see one bird alone on high
Soar prettily beneath the clear blue sky 3
I love the forest glade, its gay green trees,
When gently bowing to the pleasant breeze.

Tlove the sound of the murmuring rill
With its mossy stones; and its banks so still ;
1 love to pace the shady footpath good
Meéandering to the edges of the wood.

I love the brightress of the distant scene,
To spend an hour on the flowery green;
I love to look up on the golden west,

1 love the eve,—I love the hour of rest.

e
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DR. ADAM SMITH,

TH1s distinguished philosopher was remarkable for
absence of mind, for simplicity of character, and for
muttering to himself as he walked along the srreets.
As an anecdote of the first peculiarity, it is related
of him, that, having one Sunday morning walked
into his garden at Kirkaldy, dressed in little besides
his nightgown, he gradually fell into a reverie,
from which he did not awaken till he found himself
in the streets of Dunfermline, a town at least twelve
miles off. He had, in reality, trudged along the
king’s highway all that distance, in the pursuit of a
certain train of ideas ; and he was only eventually
stopped in his progress by the bells of Dunfermline,
which happened at the time to be ringing the people
to church. His appearance, in a crowded street, on
a Scotch Sunday morning, without clothes, is left tq

the imagination of the reader.—It is told, as an ex-

ample of the second peculiarity, that, on the evenings
of those very days which he had devoted to the com-
position of the Wealth of Nations, he would some-
times walk backwards and forwards through his
parlour, waiting for an opportunity when he might
abstract a lump of sugar from the tea-table, unob-
served by his house-keeper, who exercised a kind of
control over him.—It used to be related of him, that
one day, as he was muttering very violently to him-
self, in passing along the streets of Edinburgh, he
passed close to a couple of fish-women, who were
sitting at their stalls. At once putting him down
for a madman at large, one remarked to the other,
in a pathetic tone, * Hech! and he’s weel put on
t0o ;” that is, well dressed ; the idea of his being a
geotleman having, of course, much increased her
sympathy.
—_——

A LANDSCAPE NEAR CADIZ,
I REACHED at length a sandy tract, covered with
dwarf fan-palms, gigantic aloes, prickly pears, and
other shrubs, with' many beautiful flowers peculiar
to the country, and which I was not familiar. Nume-
rous lizards, which lay basking on the sunny path—
some brown or red, of five or six inches in length,
and others about eighteen inches, of a beautiful
bright green—fled into the bushes at my approach.
Hawks of various kinds were sailing and screaming
through the air ; and rabbits from time to time rust-
led amongst the underwood. These were the only
signs of life in this wilderness. The extended plain,
with its thicket of fan-palms, and strange, tropical
foliage, the hot heavens of cloudless azure, the glit~
tering towers, domes, and flat-roofed buildings of
Cadiz, which rose into view as I reached a slight em-
inence, together with the long lines of bright sandy
coast dotted with snow-white towns, dazzling the

eye with the glare of the sun, and all thrown into still |

brighter and stronger relief by the intense blue of the
bay, with here and there a cluster of lofty date-palms
towering in the distance, combined to form a scene

SELECTIONS.

so peculiar, 8o brilliant, and so strikingly Eastern inr
character, that with difficulty T could believe mysell
in Europe. It exactly realized my conceptions of the
torrid clime of India, whither 1 could imagine myself
suddenly transported.

1 was here particularly struck with the great want
of green which is characteristic of a Southern land-
scape.  Something there was in the foliage generally
which might perhaps claim the name, but pale blue
predominated in the aloes, browns, olives, and yel~
lows in the other shrubs; there was yellow ochre,
100, of the richest hue in the sand, indigo in the sea,
and intense ultramarine in the sky ; but of green—
the clear, fresh, decided green of England—there
was none.

.

CRIMSON CLOVER.

The following notice is extracted from the fifth
edition of the Code of Agriculture, page 433, and its
object, is to bring into extensive use, as a field crop,
a plant hitherto cultivated only in our gardens, as &
curious and rather pretty looking annual] ;—¢¢ Itis &
subject of astonishment that this valyable plant (the
Trefolium incarnatum) should not have been long
ago introduced into this country, and cultivated en
an extensive scale. If sown in autumn, after 3
erop of potatoes or other roots,itrproduces next spring
a crop fit to be cut (or soiling cattle, eight days earlier
than lucerne, and a fortnight before reqd clover.
Care, however, must be taken to have good seed, and
not to sow it 100 deep. It produces two excellent
crops in ove year, the first of which should be cut as
soon as it comcs into flower, and the second will
produce a considerable quantity of seed. From its
early growth in spring, when other articles for feed-
ing stock with advantage are so difficult to be ob-
tained, it is likely to become a valuable acquisition
to British husbandry.” If this clover—the seed of
which is, we believe, to be had in considerable
quantity of the seed-merchants in this country—be
sown in spring, it is considered that it will produce a
full erop in Scotland in the months of J uly or August,
and must be of great value to those on whose lands
the common red clover does not succeed, or where
the crop may have partially failed. It is proper to-
remark, that this is an annual plant, and therefore:
should only be employed in partial husbandry.

EPIGRAM,

The old fables say, that the monkey complains

Of the hairy protection made for his brains ;

But—strange wonder to tell,—that some people
should choose

To wear their hair long who have no brains to lose.

NicHorLas NickrLesy.
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VOICES OF THE NIGHT.—BY PROFESSOR LONGFELLOW.

UNDER this somewhat original title we have met With & number of poetical compositions, many '
of which we have before seen, but which are not on that account Jess pleasant to meet again,

The volume is a collection of pieces which with few exceptions have been already published in

some of the American periodicals.—Though many of them possess no particular merit, there are

a few which would do no discredit to any pen. Among these we may mention « The Beleaguered

City,” and « The Midnight Mass for the Dying Year ;” the latter of which we take the liberty

to subjoin :—

Yes, the year is growing old
And his eye is pale and bleared !
Death, with frosty hand and cold,

His joy ! his last! O, the 0ld map gray,
Loveth her ever-soft voice,
Gentle and low.

Plucks the old man by the beard,

Sorel v To the crimson woods he saith,
orely,—sorely !

And the voice gentle and low
Of the soft air, like a daughter’s breath,
Pray do not mock me so !
Do not laugh at me !

The leaves are falling, falling
Solemnly and slow ;
Caw ! caw ! the rooks are calling,
1t is a sound of woe, -
A sound of woe !

And now the sweet day is dead ;
L Cold in hisarms it lies ;
No stain from its breath is spread
Over the glassy skies,
No mist nor stain !

Through woods and mountain passes
The winds, like anthems, roll ;
They are chanting solemn masses,
Singing ; Pray for this poor soul,
Pray,—pray !

Then, too, the old year dieth,
And the forests utter a moan,
Like the voice of one who crieth
In the wilderness alone,
Yex not his ghost !

And the hooded clouds, like friars,
Tell their beads in drops of rain,
And patter their doleful prayers ;—
But their prayers are all in vain,
All in vain !

Then comes, with an awful roar
Gathering and sounding on,
The storm-wind from Labrador,
The wind Euroclydon,
The storm wind !

There he stands, in the foul weather,
The foolish, fond old year,
Crowned with wild flowers and with heather,
Like weak, despised lear,
A king,—a king !

Howl! howl ! and from the forest
Sweep the red leaves away !
Would the sins that thou abhorrest,
0O soul ! .could thus decay,
And be swept away!
LIVES OF THE QUEENS OF ENGLAND, FROM THE NORMAN CONQUEST,
COURTS, &C.—BY AGNES STRICKLAND.

WE have had the pleasure of receiving two of the volumes of thig splendid work—one of the
most generally interesting that has recently emanated from the press—interesting, as well from
the nature of the subjects, as the manner in which Miss Strickland treats them.

« The Lives of the Queens of England.”> Of how a vast fund of interest are they possessed :
Romance and reality, fact and fiction,—may be taxed to the utmost, and yet scarcely exceed the
sober truths which are to be found in their history,—from the bride of ¢ the Conqueror” to our
own fair Queen, whose history has been perhaps less chequered than that of any of her illustrious
pred ecessors, though even hers has not been without a spice of romance. In the two volumes
we find {hirteen memoirs—five in the first, and eight in the second ; the former ending with the
wife of Henry 11., the latter with the Queen of the second Richard ; the whole distinguished
by good taste and deep research, initiating the reader into the familiar life of the court—the ha-
bits of the sovereign—and the influence of individuals or coteries upon the affairs of the king-
dom. In this rests its principal historical value. As a literary production, in the language of a
London reviewer, < it will be regarded as a publication of romantic interest, uniformly distin-
guished by refined feeling and pure morality.»

The author of this work is a sister of Mrs. Moodie, our own valued contributor, and of Mrs.
Frail, author of the ¢« Backwoods of Canada,” &c. &c., a short tale from whose pen graces our

Then comes the summer-like day,
Bids the old man rejoice !

WITH ANECDOTES OF THEIR




480 OUR TABLE.

present number, and, if we mistake not, there is another sister, who is not inferior as a writer to
these—a remarkable instance of talent in a single family ; for all of them are possessed of genius
of a very superior order.

We shall look forward with interest to the receipt of the succeeding volumes of these ¢¢ Lives.”
The extent to which they may run, when completed, we cannot pretend to guess ; but, judging
from what we have already seen, they must be somewhat voluminous ; and, we do not doubt,
their popularity will be commensurate ‘o their excellence.

THE COLONIAL PEARL.
The last number of this neat and excellent weekly announces that its publication has been dis-
continued—a most unexpected result of its industrious and useful labours.  This journal has been
in existence nearly four years, and has borne a most respectable appearance—being the only
periodical representative of the literature of Nova Scotia.

MR. BUCKINGHAM’S LECTURES.
IN common with our fellow citizens, generally, we have recently derived much gratification
from the very interesting lectures of Mr. Buckingham, upon the antiquities, history, geography,
manners and customs of the East. '

The ¢ Oriental Traveller,” for by this name Mr. Buckingham is widely known, has for some
time been making a tour on the American continent—laying the treasures of his memory before
the people, in the different towns through which he necessarily passed, and gathering, in return,
a popularity beyond parallel with that of any individual of whom we have heard, on any such
or similar mission. Indeed, in almost every part of Canada which he has Professionally visited,
he has found it somewhat difficult to obtain accommodations for the many who thronged to hear
him.

We confess ourselves to have been highly gratified. We are, it is true, of opinior, that
Mr. Buckingham sometimes introduces digressions comparatively too lengthy—though never
tedious; and by this means impairs the value, though he may increase the interest of his lec-
tures. We must, however, admit, that the clearness of his descriptions, and his happy man-
ner of introducing anecdote, with the piquancy and richness of his digressions, which uniformly
tend more fully to illustrate the subject matter of discussion, will, with many, if not with all,
amply counterbalance the objection which we have taken to their length,

Mr. Buchanan will continue his lectures for a few evenings, when he will proceed on his
tour. That he may continue in his hitherto successful career, we believe, is the universal wish
of those who have heard him speak.

DR. HALL’S LECTURES ON POPULAR CHEMISTRY.
THE rooms of the Mechanics® Institute possess a very unusual attraction, in the weekly lectures
of Dr. Hall, which, we rejoice to state, give every promise of excellence. The first lecture was
extremely well and respectably attended, and gave much satisfaction to the audience.

FINE ARTS.

Miss DEMiNGg.—We have recently seen several very fine miniatures—excellent likenesses—
from the pencil of Miss Deming, an American lady, who has for some weeks resided in this city.
We are glad to see encouragement so freely given to this clever artiste. It speaks well for the
taste of our citizens, whose liberality, in this instance, at least, is eminently deserved.

MR. INgaLLs.—The ¢ Portrait Gallery” of this gentleman is generally well filled. He has taken
a number of excellent likenesses, several of which may still be scen in his rooms. We woyld
recommend such of our friends as have an anxiety to procure correct portraitures of themselves,
to pay Mr. Ingalls a visit.

Tur DacuerreoTyrs.—This original discovery, which has created so great a sensation in Eu-
rope, and from which so wonderful a revolution in the arts has been predicted, is now in opera-
tion in this city, and may be seen at the rooms over Mr. Herbert’s Music Store, Several ¢ sun-
likenesses” have been already taken, which, if they do not realize all the €Xpectations that have
been formed, are yet sufficiently striking and strange to call for the admiration of a] who witness
them. The likenesses are of the size of small Mminiatures, and are very correct in their delinea-
tions of the original.




