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(A saeTOq LI1TE,)
Her eitddish fuce, tanncd by the annmer's aun.
And was ez of cheanat har,
In crrelets wreathed around her brow—

An artiess, unud one,

Her eveluds droopimg low,
Came soflly to e, miawure !

Her eyer were elearest wells,
Wherem n ehastened splendour dwells;
They secmed to me
As Il enchanting melody.,
Borme thro? the realm« of #pace had tahen fhight
To float amud thear Innpid hyght
And omnl o e apart
Prom rullous war, where {lempreat-lost,
= e sweetness would be lost,
ut every ook she gave was muie to my heart,

T her the flowers might have Lequeathed
Their garb of beauty m the o,
W hien wath the dew -drops wreathed,
Al felt the happuer for their Loon |
The roammg breeze that sties the clouds avove
In suliry noon,
O, surely, unght have sighed disconzolate for her love,

An air of po'.'.eﬂ}'
Cluang raund this artless child ;
Her vestinents, homely «pun, were coarse and plam;
he seemed 1o mo
A momr y flawreor wity,
Whowm ntare lad made Leautiful, a debt e owed
To the dense forests round the child’s domam--
A et of naple woed,

Ghde pnat te, sweet one, with thy airy hewd!
A calm, ctherial sense of bappiness

Has fullen where thy steps ove sped;

The mir 13 resonnnt with g sweet som,
That, welling from thy guileicss heart,
Reveals ats tenderness;

And earnest thoughis of good abound
Withi my breast,

That of thy bemg are a pan,
Thist reathe upon my rbid spint zest.

81, inaang, C, 1, Isipore G, Ascualn.

TILE NEW LIFE-BOAT.

A REMINISCENCE OF No. 108.

]l L

BY JAMES MCARROLL.

HAT a night it was for signs, doors
and window-shutters! Whip! slap!
}‘b:ulgl was heard from one end of

5 he grim old city to the other, as
the tempest turned the leng, dark streets
into bugles, and blew an assault that
made youngsters shudder, and old men
moan in their sleep. Althongh a feeble light
gleamed here and there, it served but to gar-
rison the gloom. Al was void. There was
eithier curth, nor deep, nor sky. Ie whe
was abroad, was alone. Darkness was every-
where,

It had been freshening all the cevening,
and we who were for duty had cmployed
the last, lurid streaks of day in preparing
for tho merciless storm that we knew would
be upon us before wo left our difierent sta-
tions. Qloves, mufllers and heavy over-
coats were in serious requisition; amd he
who happened to possess o sound India-rub-
ber, ag tho rain came down in torrents, con-
sidered himself moro than ordinarily blest
indeed.  Somewhere about nine o’clock, we
were all at onr regpective points, among the
various alicys and thoroughfures, making
the best of it, no doubt, For my own part,

. ‘taking overything into consideration, I had

o right to complain, I was well wrapped
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up 5 and, although the deluge was absolutely
tearing tha stones ont of the pavement, |
Knew precisely how to aveid any serious
inconvenience arising from a state of things
so unpleasant. To keep up anything like a
continn 1 patrol, was not only perilous in
the ex:renge, but totally impracticable. The
slates were flying in every direction, and the
force of the hurricane was such at times as
to literally sweep you off your feet. So,
about half-past eleven, after testing the vir-
tue of sundry porches and sheltered nooks,
[ dropped down towards the water's cdge,
groping wmy way as best I could, until 1
stood directly opposite the “Foul Anchor,”
where 1 occasionally recruited my spirits
with a foaming tankard and a pipe, when
weary of trudging through- the Iewd, dark,
dirty streets.

The locality in +hick I now found myself,
although well known to we, was not the
most respectable. It was in the sularbs,
however, and possessed the oniy tolerable
public house in my peculiar section. It ap-
peared 1o have seen better days, neverthe-
less ; for many of the buildings, though un-
tenanted and dilapidated, were three, and
even four steries high, But its glory had.
passed away, and it was now the abode of
crime and the most squalid wretchedness,
Contrary to my expectations, the Ioul
Anchor” was closed. Owing, as I presumed,
to the terrors of the night and the lack of
custom, the inmates had retired at an carlier
hour than usual. Not a light was to be seen
glimmering from any of the windows, and
the dim fabric itself would have been lost
in the impenetrable darkness, were it not
for the straggling beams of a dingy old
lamp that seemed just expiring over the
weather-beaten door. What was to be done ?
The storm was at its height, and the rain
descending in cataracts. In the flickering
ray from the low, projecting cave before me,
I pereeived some straw protruding through
an opening in a ruined cdifice beside which
I was standing. Grey as my locks were, in
a single bound I gained the friendly aper-
ture; and the next moment was ensconced
among some provender obtained, as I fun-
cied, for ‘vhatever four-footed animals be-
longed to the hostelry over the way. lere
i determined to remain until the fury of the
clements had subsided, and so resigned my-
self to my cars and meditation alternately.
Although a single drop had not penctrated
my water-proof coat or over-alls, and not-
withstanding that I was not now bufletted
about by the blast, I was far from being
thoroughly at case in my impromptu quar-
ters. I was fully aware that the structure
in which I had taken refuge was old, infirm
and lofty ; and that the fact of the roof not
having yet fallen in, or the floors given way
totally, was, in the presence of a power so
terrific, but little in its favor. I 1-emcmbcr-
ed, too, that all the doors and windows on
the weather side, were barricaded with moul-
dering props and planks, setting up, so to
speak, its frail shonlder against the dire :}t—
tacks of the storm. Jt was this latter cir-
cumstance that disturbed moe most, as I was
apprehensivo that some suddfm swoop of the
gale might bring the trembling wall? aboul
my head and bury me beneath their final

ruins. ‘
Shortly after midnight, the dark wings of

the tempest begaa to flap about in a menner
so fitful, that, in the brief, uncertain pause
accompanying their motion, I heard the long,
wild shout of the sea. The yell was apal-
ling! The billows were lashed from their
deepest tones up to a cry so agonizing—-so
unearthly—that, for the moment, I was com-
pletely paralysed. The wind and rain that
had been previously beating about my ears,
had, up to that instant, confused me and
masked the sublime battery of the deep.
But, now, down came the shotted waters
upon the rocky bar, about two miles to sea-
ward, with a crash that shook the towering
light-house to its base, and strained the iron
stanchions in their grooves. I had never
before been swallowed up so wholly amid a
war of the elements; and now that the con-
flict began to wane down within the limits
of my comprehension, its immensity became
the more apparent. ¢ GGod help the mariner
to-night!” said I, as I thought of my own
poor son, who had been a wanderer on the
trackless ocean, from youth to manhood, and
from whomn I had not heard for three long
years. ¢ God help the mariner to-night I'—
I repeated—*“and may He who holds the
winds in the kollow of His hand, guide what~
ever lonc bark may stagger on its starless
way through that tumultuous wild.,” The
words came back to my lips again and
again ; and, as [ gave them silent utterance,
I felt that they were mingled with the fer-
vent pleadings of his fond mother, whom,
but a few hours before, I left in her humble
dwelling, sad with forebodings regarding the
danﬁcrs of the deep on such a night of tem-
pests.

The rain having ceased suddenly, I was
cnnbled to get a glimpse of the sea along
the bar, and up to the very foot of the light-
house on its northern extremity. The waters
seemed to be hieaped up in mountains of foam
that threw back the glarc of the stormy pin-
nacle with an effect the most awful. My
gaze was riveted upon the grand spectacle,
when I thought I perceived a peculiar gleam
of light to the nor’-west close on the fatal
reef. I started from my recumbent position,
and straining both eye and ear, again sought
the point where I fancied I had discovered
the feeble beam. I caught it once more;
but this time my heart died within me, as
the low moan of & gun came wailing to the
shore, in onc of thosc unaccountable gaps
not unfrequently distinguishable among the
wildest commotions of nature. There was
a ship in distress! In such a place! And
on such a night! She had evidently made
some miscalculation regarding the position
of the light-house, and was now deat}' ashore
npon the bar!

Although no “old salt,” I was not a total
stranger to the deep, and could handle an
oar as well as nany a man who wore a tar-
paulin : consequently. I soon recovered my-
self, and was quickly in the bar-room of the
* Foul Anchlior,” after having roused up some
of the inmates with the iron-shod toe of a
boot that might have done credit to & troop-
er, and the heavy cnd of a baton that had
heen scrviceable to me on many o former
occasion.,

“Ilolloal hollea! what's dhiead now
said the landlord, as-with a light in his hand
he hastily unbarred the door and let me in,
“Surely,” he continucd, when he caught a

*

glimpse of my face—* there must be some-
thing strange aflont that brings you down
here in such foul weather and at such an
hour of the night.”

“Where’s Bill Jones to be found 7 said I,
in reply to all this, # There's a ship in dis-
tress on the bar; and as the wind scems to
be going down there may be some chance of
her yet.”

“On the bar!” he rcturned, in 2 measured,
golemn tone, indicative of the utter hopeless-
ness of the case. “Did you sce her lights
or hear her gun 1

“1 saw and heard enough,” T repliced, # to
know that there’s a ship in distress on the
bar; so where's Bill Jones, for I have learn-
ed that he has charge of the new life-boat.”

“If that's all you want,” said he, “follow
me, for he turned in here, about half seas
over, at nightfalt ; although apparently ready
for any lark that might turn up ’twixt now
and the next new moon.”

I followed the landiord into an adjoining
room; and there, in the arms of the drowsy
god, I discovered the object of my search.
He was, but half undressed, having divested
himself of his shoes and jacket only, and as
the light. streamed .full on his manly fade,
hé gave a short, uncasy twist, and sat bolt
upright in hig bed.

“ Ahoy! there, 108,” said Ie, as he recog-
nized me beside the landlord. ¢ \What's to
pay now, that you pipe up all hands in this
here manner 'fore half your watch is out 9"

“Therce's a ship in distress on tho bar,”
said I, “and I think she is not totally be-
yond the reach of assistance, as the storm
hag been decreasing for the last half hour.”

“Shiver my timbers,” said he, leaping
clean out on the floor, ¢ but that's past lark-
in," and, looking about him, he continued,
‘bear & hand there, and pass that toggery
forred, as there's no use in heaving lier a
rope from such outlandish moorins a3 these.”

In an incredibly short period he was fully
equipped; and, passing out to the door
through which I first entered, he brought
his eye to bear upon the distant bar and tho
terrific white breakers that were wildly
tumbling over it, .

“It's no use, 108,” said he, after having
taken a long, steady look out, *’twould
swamp a balloon over younder, or blow the
masts out of the Flying Dutchman. How-
somever,” he added, “it's not for Bill Jones
to haul down his colors while theréd'’s a cut-

lass on board or a leg on a powder-monkey ;

5o if you like to try the new life-boat, pass
the word and let’s take a swig.”

“What hands can we get?” suid I, order-
ing something stift, * as the boat is « large
one, and will have to be well and stoutly
manned in a gea like this.”

“ Hands enough,” he returned, as he toss-
ed off his glass, “but we'll, want hearts as.
well, for there’s wild work going on a mile
or so out; although this strip of shore doesn’t
suffer so wonder{ully, owing to the long head-
land and .the bend.

“If that's.the go,” said the landlord, who
was an old sailor, aud had just finished his
brimmer, “belike I' might lend « hand, as
Jack Hardy's not the man to stand by and
sce bath chain-pumps choked below and the
youngsters clinging. to the standin-riggin.”

“That's wy hearty, old Blow Hard,” said
Bill, “and now. lo¥s ship our nor’-westers,

i

>——O—

2

o
¥l

]

[




”;3)\ e i B __ o ——_TS

e

—o——\f@%;.)_..o__.

&=

WS e NGy
AN

- — ————— e ————

and beat up half-n-dozen more lads as we
tack for the blue-light pier; for there are
plenty of them ashore in a gale like this, or
my nmne's not Bill Jones ™

In a very few moments, we were all three
ready for cur perilous adventmie.  Eitl and

the tandlord being old sea-dogs, and myself

not altogethera green-horn. 1 had divested
myself of the most cwnberous portion of my
apparel, and slipped on a pea-jacket that fit-
ted me like & sentry-box, while the landlord,
who was well accustomed to such midnight
adventures, along a coast so dangerous,
soon smelled as strongly of old Nejwune as
any of us.

We each of us carried a small flask of
spirits, and the “ Foul Anchor,” us he was
somztimes called, bore, in addition, a few
fathoms of slight cordage on his arm, and
a well-lighted ship’s lantern in his hand.

Throngh the great popularity of Bill, and
the natural instinets of every true sailor, on
our way down to the pier, which lay some
distance to the south'ard, we augmented our
number, till we mustered nine men all told;
and, winding along the different slips and
docks, we soon found ourselves standing by
the berth of the new life-boat, which was
snugly built into one of the wide niches in
the masonry of the pier. By the aid of the
lantern, we had no difficulty whatever in
descending the steps to the platform under
the lee of the huge limestone blocks; and
here we remained while Bill produced the
key of the boat-house, and gave us a glimpse
of the beautiful craft which lay safely moor-
ed within. We had not much leisure for
inspeeting her figure or dimensions, however,
as, from the head of the pier, before we de-
scended to the water, we saw the ill-fated
ship’s lights distinctly, and at intervals
heard, mixed with the tempest, the death-
like boom of her signal-gun.

“Give way there,” shouted the stout-
hearted sailor, as he grasped the tiller fear-
lessly, and saw the remaining cight of us
firmly seated at the oars. ¢ Give way there,”
he roared again, as he snatched the lantern
from the hand of the landlord and held it
above his own head for a moment. The or-
der rang like a clear clarion above the tu-
mult of the waters; and, answering to the
command, the next instant the boat was
moving as steadily as might be through the
heavy, uneven swell that was working and
pitching under the lee of the pier. © Steady,
lads, steady,” he sang out again as we shot
away from the parctial shelter of the gloomy
mass beside us, and received the whole force
of the sea right in the teeth. For a moment
we quavered from stem to stern as if our
craft had received some tremendous galvanic
shock ; but we had work to do, and with a
resolve that never faltered for a moment, we
stood out for the bar, notwithstanding the
fearful conflict by which we were sur-
rounded, .

“That's my hearties,” ecried Bill once
.again, as he saw us gaining more sea room
and giving the pier a wide berth. *And
now,” he continned jocosely, * let's have no
catching of crabs, but a stroke as even as if
we were taking the skipper ashore in the
Bay of Naples.”

“I could not but join in the hearty “aye
aye, comrade,” with-which these few cheer-
ing words were received; nor could I but
admire the coolness and courage of the
brave fellow who gave them utterance.
There he stood with the tiller in one hand
and the lantern in the other; and as the
light fell fitfully upon his handsome, bronzed
face and manly form, I thought I had never
before seen a more perfect specimen of the
sterner sex, uncultivated and all as he was.

Man, in the full vigor of his strength, is
always vain in calin and sunshine ; but lead
him into the presence of darkpess on the
desolate seas, when the winds out-roar the
thunders and the sudden, red reftsin heaven
but serve to blot out his appalled vigion, and
what is he? When staggering among the
clouds, upon the awful pinnacle of some
mighty billow, or plunged into the midnight
depths below, with the dread avalanches
from above ready to descend upon him;
whatishe? He is as a waif—as s gossa-~

mer=as a sear leaf upon the icy blast that

robs Autumn of her latest charm, and leaves

her tossing about her naked arms and weep-
ing, hike Rachel, for her children on the
wooded hill-side, where but yesterday she
sat enthroned in all the splendor of purplo
and green and gold.

So thought I, as I found myself vainly
endeavoring to peer through the impenetra-
ble gloom which surrounded us, and form
some idea of the magnitude of the tremend-
ous waves that secemed to throw us at inter-
vals into the very sky, and recede from us
suddenly, leaving us trembling in mid-air.
No tanguage is adequate to picture my sen-
sations. The spell of darkness and the sea
was apon me; and I have never been able
to shake it off thoroughty up to the present
moment,

Notwithstanding the dangers and difficul-
ties that encompassed us, we still stuck
manfully to our oars, and in the course of
an hour or so, were well ont towards our
destination. We had to weather the light-
house, however, before we could accomplish
anything ; and now that our boat had strug-
gled so gallantly through the tempest, we
were so close to it as to observe, at intervals,
human figures moving in the lamp-room,
Trifling as this latter may appear, it was
cheering to us in the extreme; and redoub-
ling our cxertions we soon passed to wind-
ward of the lofty structure, and for the first
time, since we left the shore, got a partial
glimpse of the ill-starred vessel as she lay
about n querter of a mile from us, with the
sea breaking over her every few minutes.
For fear of getting in among the surf, we
were obliged to keep a good stripe of blue
water between us and the bar; and running
down towards her cautiously, and with im-
minent risk to ourselves, from the waves
that were now almost broadside on us, we
soon found ourselves within hail of her.
There we remained steady at our oars with
our head to windward, and discovered that
the gale had fallen so rapidly we could
casily keep our own without veing swept in
among the breakers that surrounded her.
We therefore dropped in a little closer, and
found, to our astonishment, that she had
gone ashore stern foremost, and, in this 1o-
sition, become firmly imbedded in the sand,
which, fortunately for her, was totally free
from rock at the precise point where she had
struck. Had she been broadside to the tem-
pest, or had she gone ashore n fow fathoms
to the right or left of where she lay, she
could not have held together for twenty
minutes; as along cvery part of the bar
thére were ugly, jagged peaks, seen at low
water mark, that would have literally torn
her to pieces before we could have reached
ber.

When we got directly under her bows, we
discovered that she was a brig of small ton-
nage, and that, although her masts were
standing, her canvas was blown into tatters,
and her rigging flying about on all sides.
She must have heen tucking and in stays
when she grounded ; otherwise there was no
way of accounting for the singularity of the
position in which she stood. From the dark-
nes3 and confusion that enveloped the deck
between every sea she shipped, it was impos-
sible to discover whether there was any liv-
ing person on beard; but we were satisfied
that no individual in his senses would have
attempted to desert her in such a sea and
in such a place, previous to the time of our
arrival.  ‘While in this state of suspense,
another gun was fired from her stern in the
direction of the glimmering lights seen
on shore; and remembering that I still car-
ried my pistols in my belt I drew one of them
with my left hand and fired it into the air.
In the course of a few moments we perceiv-
ed a figure with a lantern, struggling for-
ward towards her bows, and keeping himself
from being washed overboard by clinging to
the bulwarks swhenever a wave rolled in
upon him. He was an active and daring
fellow, for we could see him occasionally
bound along whenever the waters left him
free, until at last he stood out almost on the
jib boom within a cable’s length of wus.
When we got a full view of his dusky form,
we gave & long, loud cheer, by way of giv-
ing his spirits a lift, which he returned jn o
clear, ringing voice that was heard by every

one of us. Dill being nearest him, and par-
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tinlly disengaged, managed {0 mnke out that
he was the skipper—that he had his wife
and five of a erew on board-—that he was
aever on the const before, and lhad gone
ashore in censequence of not being able o
procute a pilot, o1 beat up against such a
hurricane.  From the noise of the brenkers,
and the constaney with which we kept at
our oars, not one of us forward could make
out a single sentence of what was passing ;
but I felt certain, from the awful manner in
which the vessel was swaying about, that
there was but liftle time to lose, if we were
to rescue the erew, and was, consequently,
glad to hear Bill yell out at the top of his
voice, “pass the live stock forred before
you go to pieces.”

On getting the word, the captain disap-
peared rapidly, but quichly appeared again
with a burden in his arms, This time he
was tried sorely, for he was repeatedly
buricd beneath the billows as they rushed
over the deck. Still he pushed forward with
almost superhuman energy, until nearly cx-
hausted he stood directly over the figure-
head of his vessel. Now we dropped in
closer and closer, until we perceived him
hanging over us with what we presumed to
be his wife in his grasp, while the whele of
the crew made the best of their way forward )
and were seen in the dim, signal lights above
their heads struggling in the direction of
our boat. In the twinkling of an eye, Bill
cast him the end of the rope brought by the
Iandlord. It was caught with an unerring
hand and rapidly passed round the waist of
his passive burden. The next moment, with
a precigion the most nstonishing, he caught
the rise of the boat, and dropped her direct-
Iy into the arms of the bold sailor at the
helm, whose lamp unfortunately was extin-
guished accidentally at the moment. In this
manner tho whole crew escaped from the jll-
starred vessel, the captain using the rope
until the last of them was out of immedinte
danger. We could discover that one or two
of them wanted the captain to take his turn
before them ; but all to no purpose, for the
brave fellow refused to move an inch from
his post until he saw them ell stowed in
among our feet. But now came the difficulty
of escaping himself; and there he stood
alone, while the brig was rolling about in a
manner that might well appal the stoutest
heart. Bill understood the difficulty of his
position at a glance, and throwing him the
end of the rope once more, we ensed off o
little as if wo were about to pass close un-
der her bulwarks, The skipper caught us
A3 we rose towards him, and was in amongst
us tike an arrow.

“Give way there, my hearties,” roared
Bill, above the thunder of the waters, when
he found the captain by his side. The word
was obeyed with & will, and in o few long
sweeps we cleared the tottering vessel. We
were now in almost total darkness, being
scarcely able to distinguish each other in the
rays which reached us from the light-house ;
but, on finding ourselves so successful, we
bore up with three hearty cheers towards the
tofty building, determined to remain there
until morning, as our bout was crowded, and
as we had enough of it for one night. The
captain sat in the stern-sheets, holding the
trembling hand of his poor wife, and inform-
ing his deliverer, as best he cou' . that they
had been married but a few weeks, and that
although doubtiess destroyed totally, the
beig and cargo, consisting of dried fruits
chiefly, were fortunately weli insured. Bill,
in return, informed the brave seaman, that
the rescue of the crew was owing altogether
to a landsman who had not bheen long in the
city, and who happened to hear their signal
of distress, ag ho was.going his night-rounds,
and who was now pulling an oar forward.
The poor fellow, as I afterwards lenrneq,
wanted to struggle to where I sat, for the
purpose of pouring out his gratitude, Lut

Bill restrained him, as the boat was crowded
to such excess.

We wore now quite close to our destina-
tion, when .o sort of suppressed groan ran
through our little craft. Some of our own
crew had, their eyes riveted on the brig from
the moment they left her, and now scoing

her keel over, and disappear completel ¥, their
horror was expressed audibly at tho sight,

—————— .
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Every eve was turned quickly towards the
spot wheve the ill-fisted vessel had lain; bug
not a trace of her was to be seenl  She was
gone! The billows had swallowed hor up!
Although impossible to distinguish a single
sytlable uttered n yard friom us, yet wo al)
felt alike at the moment, in so faras the true
appreciztion of an eseape so miraculous was
coneerned.  Of course those who had just
been rescued from the jaws of death expe.
rienced more deep and heartfelt gratitude
than moved us; and 1 noticed that the cap-
tain’s wife, who appeared to understand that
the brig had gone to picees, fainted in her hus-
band’s arms and that it was some time before
she recovered. Still, we moved on, and after
having passed our flasks through the boat a
sccond time, we found ourselves rounding
the old stormy tower, and within a few
strokes of the friendly landing place under
its lee.

As we shot beneath the shelter of the huge
blocks of stone that composed the founda.
tions of the powerful structure, a prayer of
thanksgiving rose to every lip. The light-
house keeper and his daughier, who saw us
as we passed down to the vessel, were at
the lofty doorway to receive us, and as they
pereeived us approach the massivs steps that
led to where they stood, the old man gave
us a cheer of welcome hich I shall long
remember.  Bill and the captain remained
behind to secure the boat, and exchange
grateful sentiments at the success of the
one, and the Providentinl delivery of the
other. The skipper's wife, who had been
passed forward, was received in my arms;
and we were the first to gain the comforta-
ble apartment adove, and the cheerful firo
whick seemed to endow us with new life.
In a few moments I heard Bills voice at the
door, and found that he was pointing me out
to the captain as the hwmble instrument un-
der heaven which led to their delivery. I
was cngaged at the moment in observing
the light-house keeper's daughter adminis-
tering a little wine to¥ the poor, frightened
creature whom 1 had just placed in o chair
beside the warm blaze, and who was ns pale
ag death, My back was towards the_captain,
but, hearing his footsteps, as, overcome with
graiitude, he rushed forward to embrace e,
I turned 1ound, hastily, when, merciful hea-
vens, 1 found myeelf in the arms of my gonl

CAN A “BIVALVE” REASON?

i

There is a dcal of subtle humor in the an-
nexed from a Californian print —Somebedy
asks Prentice, “if lho thinks clams are
healthy 2 To which he replies that he
“never knew one to cemplain of being out
of heslth.” Although his opinions in mat-
ters pertaining to poetry and politics may
be beyond dispute, it is evident that Mr.
Prentice's knowledge of clams is confined to
the eating of them, and thet when he casts
out aslur imputing to the clam race in gener-
al & want of feeling, he gravely errs ; and if
the clans had any method of expressing
their feelings, we do not doubt they would
contrive some plan to be revenged upon him,
We have the best of reasons for believing
that the clam isa reasoning animal,” for
it not only knows cnough to come into its
shell when an enemy approaches, but it
‘“saveys” the exnet instant of timo to close
down on the rash intruder who ventures to
pry into the mysteries of jis living abode.
A philosopher who knows all about it, has
assured us that these bivalves attain the
acme of happiness at high water, and why
should they be happy at high water, if it is
not because they know that the rising of the
tide will bring to them abundance of food,
and concealment from their unrelenting
enemics, the diggers? They breathe, also,
clse why the bubbles that rise from thcm
when feeding ? Pinally, they sing. If you
doubt it, throw one into a frying-pan, and
you will doubt no longer. Tho attention of

naturalists is respectfully solicited to this
articlo,

e
> ]

Lord Racon beautifully said :—¢ Ifa man
be gracious to o stranger, it shows he is a
citizen of the world, and that his heart is no

island cut off from other lands, but a conti-
nent that joins them.”
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PANCY,

BY E. F LOVERIDGY.

——
Faney ' mse thy gntiled wing,
Surety he ce you cannot atay
Do not stes e any dvar, ta sy,
I can have i hivdnday,
I ot wark { cranot play,
You waith only soriow bring,
I <an have no hiokiday,
IFaney ! odo not shake yonr hegl,
Saadly. prythee, go gawmy,
Poab goy sy Licurt s daoad,
ot hasdonaodl [ gy,
Foan hive ae gakiady,
Carc cortodes iy e art 1o lewl,
Finuet wark 5 never plagy,

Faney b PPava wmarened ian,
Wadded todthe = Curse of Tnge »

She would quich torind the Yan
Woull 1 take you 1o {« wite,
Al cacape this earking strite,

St wouid ap me with her tan,
DAY Ky UL, Ry YOME Wity T

Faney ! do not toss that ¢ i,
Coquettishly betore iy lace,
Pretty. mary, fusry gurd
Nuowalnlts shnung under Ince,
Fvery movoment tall of grace, -
Do not thiwk e quite & churl,
IC L fear thy lusvely face,

Faney | onee § loved you true;
Now you mnst be oil. I ray,
Indeed I fear tor weeks 110 rue
‘s memuoent you have come wmy way,
i tell yout I've o holiday,
1 canmnot hasten now o you,
1 st work, | camnet play.

Faney! ' ito longer boy,
‘Though [ know thet Boy mean< Bice,
I ean never mare enjoy
The sweet plensure of o hiss,
I am bound=<] tell you this,
Wil you mure T mny not toy,
 Busine<s " will thia hoar miss,

Faney! do not call e cold,

Loved I onee, aul love 1.0l
To strange ol I am =zold,

I have not my old free wall,

By the old dexe=ted unll
Where we met ere we were old,

Tell | thee, I love thee sult,
Faney! ere yon fly nway

Hear me dear! amd grant me this
Bemd thy sunuy head L pray,

Let ine know a parting Kiss,

Thank you, fove. 11 were u bliss
Asal gro you. v orvay

To dwed! upon n thought like this.

. o
[For ihe Home Jourpal. ]

A VISIT TO SPAIN.

TH. FENTON.

The first sight of Spuin gave me much of
that delightful feeling that springs from
novelty and the recollection of historical
cvents. What a host of subjects suggest
themselves to the memory as you see “ re-
nowned Spain” 1ift her huge sierras and her
bold frontage over the light-blue waters of
the Mediterrancan Sea! Herancient chivalry,
Saragosa, the Alhambra, the Goths, the
Moors, the Romars, and Viriatus, and also a
thousand other subjects, fill the mind, and
create a longing after some crumbling monu-
ments that may operate as mute but eloquent
attestation of all that was cither beautiful
or noble, illustrious or startling, in her
ancient day—now forever gone from the
present theatre of existence, and long mingled
with the things that were ; swallowed up in
the unfathomable mysterics of the past
cternity.

As regards the Alhambra, Washington
Irving has givon a true picture of what it is,
and a beautiful iden of what it was, when
the chiceftain flew ‘o battle, and the maiden
“ crowned ather feot the kneeling cavalier;”
when Saracenice chivalry thundered over its
vineyard grounds, and ihe Cid spurred his
charger to the onset, and roused the martial
spirit of his native land to feats of dashing
enterpriso and matchless prowess; when
YValentia rang with the bugle of the hero,
and saw her streets running with the mingled
blood of conflicting races; but it is only the
Albambra, with a few interesting particuh}rs
peculiar to itself, its ownors, and the enemics
of tho lntter, that he writes of; it is not &
history of concntenated cvents, embracing o
long period, or differont opochs, but in itself
the: nicest and most heautiful work on the
Alinmbra that has yet been seen.

The first thing of national importance, hand-
¢d down from, and sanctified by, anciont cus-

ny
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was not s morbid mquisitiveneas that Jed me
W La Pluzade Tores, | am averae to cruelty,
and conld not shout over the prcmedimh:«l
tortures inflicted on an nnoflending brute,
aor the retulintion that followed the pre-
meditation in question, Algeeiras was the
Ilace where this nationat butchery-scene
wis to be enacted, only a fow miles by sea
from Gibraltar.  Officers of the garrison are
‘l‘n be scen there in numbers; people from alt

parts unknown scem o mnke visiig when-
ever there is an arena, and there are many
of sueh thingsin Spain.  Officers from Malta
also obtain leave of abszence to enjoy the:
sports, and indeed there is a good deal of
love-making within those walla! | believe
British olicers aever learn Spanish for any
other purpose than for turning it to some
amorous advantage; for they are, without
an exception, the greatest men for appreci-
ating a “bright black eye,” n ripe feminine
lip, and the smiles of the « lovely and good,”
that I ever saw in my travels in the world,
“Women and wine * seem to be their dreams
by night as well as their thoughts by day
and every grace of form and movement that
can be cultivated into the semblance of per-
fection, or perfection itself, is done so, in
order to gain the admiration of their fair
friends, and for the purpose, occasionally, of
cllecting by appearances of mien, dress and
gesture what sincerity, candons and honor
have very little to do with in efiecting.  But
some ladies are nlso disposed to the same
kind of coaduct 1In Spain they are not very
sincere; all is parade, glitter and expres-
sion ; the aim of the head, and not the heart,
is the centre and inspiration of action in the
majority of instances; and conquests alone,
with the satisfiction of having made them to
boast of the number accomplished, and to
prove a cerfain kind of feminine resistless-
ness and potency, yield a satisfaction to
ladies here which are the results of aims
parentally taught from the cradle into
womanhood. The lady is prized according
to the *number whom she captivates, and
who have worshipped at the shrine of her
loveliness. In Ireland, at one time, when a
gentleman ‘propozed marriage, the first en-
quiry of the lady was-—~“1llas he shot his
mark yet?’ and “How many has lhe called
out?” There i3 n certain fame and charm,
it scems, in the fatality or management of
superior attraction that has counted its
hecatombs, and also in superior nerve that
has perpetrated fashionable murder !

But wo must not be too free with license.
“ There is reason in all things”—or there
should Le at least. Before expressing an
opinion of the Spaniards, a person should
study well the ancient and modern peculiari-
tics of the country and people. It may be
harsh to deal with the love of the horribie,
witnessed in the La Plaza Je loros, the arena
of the bull fights—(by-the-by, a relic of the
barbarism of the Romish Amphitheatre,where
the cyes of many o gladiator ‘ swam about
him ” in all the agony of mutilated nature,
and whether it was introduced by the Romans
when they invaded the Provinee of Andalu-
sia, for the purpose of plundering its gold
and silver mines, in the time of Julias Ciesar,
or subsequently, I forget)—but nevertheless
this must be noticed, and as I before said,
wo must consider many circumstances before
we come to any conclusion about them, and
even before giving an idea of a Spanish bull-
fight.

First then the example was imported from
the ¢ranscendant civilization of ancient Rome.
And again, the tastes of a people greatly
depend upon the influences of climate aud
hereditary organizations, whether those tastes
wre good or evil,

Spa'n is a mountaineus couniry, and its
people are quick, impulsive, and evf:r fond
of amusements. In low flat countries peo-
plo are generally indolent and sluggish; and
thosa amusements which have hecome na-
tional through a series of years in Spain are
thoso which the people delight in.  The bull
fight, looking at it as a system of cruo]}y,
liko tho ocenrrences of the old Roman ghidia-
torial arcna, and like the systems of the
Greeks of old at their Olympinn games, \Yho
used to take ¢ the honors” tor knocking
down o bull with & blow of thoe cestus on the

forchead, or pound cach others' teoth out,

like Dares and Entellns, with the <ame kind
of humanmzing instrument,—looking at it as
8 system of cruclty, the only wonder is, that
while we have not a veative of the ancient
practice, where the examples originated, it
should exist in such an age as this, and lure
to its dreadful haunts and terrific and inhu-
man seceaes, not only the male portion of
the country, but also the most edacated and
refined of the female!

At eight o'clock in the morning I started
for the % Plaza de Toros,"—a beautiful sum-
mer morning!  Tke sea was calm and blue ;
the air ¢lear, balmy and wooing. Birds car-
rolled as we left the shore of © Gib,” and as
we were moving on, thr whole city (of 30,
000 inhabitanta) seemed to recede, wWhile we
only seemed to have heen motionless. We
could see the windows of the houses thrown
up to catch the zephyry airs of the Medeter-
ranean that came in lapses—girls were put-
ting out their canaries in the sunshine, and
everybody was a-stir.  As wemoved onward
upon the glassy bosom of the water, some-
times rocked upon a diaphanous swell, the
“Rock” had a very imposing appestrance.
It bore the appearance of a lion couchant,
and the old Moorish Castle (now a jail for
military delit.quents) looked sombre with the
spells of years, the changes of time and cir-
cumstances upon it. The signal battery,
perched like a bird upon a steeple, looked
exceedingly wmrial, and secmed to have heen
a structure hanging in the air, or enthrouned
in clouds, for a vapour, like that of & boil-
ing caldron, wreathed and curled from the
massy rock between its foundation and ity
lowest ramnpart. The sun coming out with
an intense glow, anon concealed by the exal-
ation of vapour, many of the objects which
we were before contemplating ; then seeing
it fruitless to expatiate further upon the grim
and savage grandeur of * Gibel Tarrick,”
wo thought we might with better cffect take
a survey of our destination, Algeciras. It
had a strange appearance : “ distance lends
enchantment to the view,” and there it lay,
like a grey depopulated village, that suffer-
ed, as it were, from the circumstances of war,

blood-thirsty ; fond of the arts, of dressing,
rongeing, and dancing particularly , bt fond
of poetry, painting and 1nusic, and all that
gives a stimilas to the virtues alse, ail
that gives clegance te the form aad fignree,
that urges the passions, or soothes to ele-
gant and voluptuous indolence the fatigued
body, the surfeited inteliect, and the propen-
sities satiated and tired. In fact, it is a
difficult matter to define the morale of a
Spaniard ; but  telle est le vie” et us not
smell of the oil lamp in the philosophy of
the matter, but take things as they scem,
and furnish 2 dish which is easily digested—
something for an easy moment that will not
require & greaf concentration of the mental
powers to thoroughly and conveniently relish.
Mysticism in prose is unbearable,  nd go ¢
much of it in poetry also, unless worked
with a master genius, such as Shelly. But,
hark! the trumpet sounds! the boxes are
full to overflowing; this is the note of pre-
paration ; how it tingles through every vein!t
how expectation is on the tip-toe of realizing
a stirring reality | There is a general rustiing
of black silk, a voluptuous movement of fair
and graceful forms, & dazzling of black eyes
and bewitching glances. A general murmur
pervades the crowd, low and uninteliigible,
Here and there can be scen many British
officers, many fashionable men from England,
and a few Britisi ladies. It resembles a
theatre before the curtain rises, or at the
expectation f its rising., The various fune-
tionarics are Lelow for the encounter, and
here are their names : the ¢ light-limbed Ma-
tador,” the “media espada,” and the  prima
espada.” The first stands in the centre, to
make his attack upon the monster, yet caged
in the Toril; the Majos, stern looking.men,
standing around the rails or enclosure, with
fine costume, and legs encased in iron. The
aguadors—water bearers.

The Chulos are young men who flutter
gay coloured capas (cloaks), to attract the
“lords of the lowing herds.” The Pecadores,
or Matadores, are invariably mounted : they
arc sheathed with armor, under which is a
suit of buff or leather. The Pecadores are

ar the pillage of the Roman heroes. The
distance made it livlier and more romantic
to the cye than it really is when you view it
from its own suburbs. A dirty, straggling
place’it is, and its only recommendation is,
it is pérched upon a mountain, and overlooks
the most beautiful sea in the world,

On landing, and on approaching the sombre-
looking walls of the arena, crowds of men,
women and children were to Lo seen, all
dight in their most fashionab.e costumes for
the most fashionalile of national funcions—
wedded to the affections in such & way that
observance becomes the most national of
habits, and the most vencrated of customs
and indulgences, The fair and the gay,”
“the lovely and good,” come in their most
glossy paraphernalia, and their swcetest
smiles ; and 1 warrant you, many of them
pawned many an article of houschold utility
to possess u pin, a broach and a bracelet for
this auspicious ceremony. Trinkets have
a great temaptation for the Spanish maiden,
and anything is sacrificed for a show.

The palcos or boxes were densely crowded ;
fans, glittering with ivery, pearl and gold
figuring, waved about the whole scene.
These are handled, or rather fingered, with
great dexterity, sometimes suddenly snapping
with only the application of finger and
thumb, and somwetimes unfolding like the
tail of a pigeon that cleaves the air, and
wheels desportingly around the brow cf the
rock that contains its delighted paramour,
Pleasure scems here the business of life—
pleasure of yarious Kkinds—courting and
ogling, bnll-beating, and the jingle of re-
ligious pomp, as it parades the thorough-
faces of cities, dressing and dancing,
masquerading, buffoonery and 3serenading,
cards, smoking and plotting, night~walking
and “sparking,” every thing secems a plea-
surg; but behind the scenes can oniy be
seen the reactions. Spaniards do not obtrude

their gricfs upon you; they aro merry in,

your presence, and love to sce their guests
as happy as hospitality and human artifice
can make them. Strange, good-hearted,
prejudiced people ; sorrowful and gay to the
extremest extremity, hospitable, tender and

followed by a band of Toreroes on foot,
Chuloes, Canderctteros, &c., marshalling in
two and two, and headed by the Picador—
the first actor. Amaranth velvet, beautifully
blue and gold, with bright red are prevailing
colors of the dresses of these men, Some
have gold buckles, knee buckles of bluz
(ultramarine), and white silk stockings.
There are dagger-bearers also (banderee-
jaros). There are others with small flags,
the ends of which contain rockets, to mad-
den the bull to his best pluck, and the rocket
is attached to a spear, twenty of which might
be seen sticking in the neck of the infuriated
animal, Well, I shall riot mention all the
performers ; suffic it to say, there they are,
all dressed in gold and blue, ready for the
butcherr.  Another noto from. the trumpet !

% The lists are oped—the spacious area clearcd—
Thoussnds on thousands piled are seatedt round :
Long ere the first foud trumpet-note is heard,
No vacant space for lated wight is found,»?

The bull comes out at the second trumpet
sound, from the Toril into the space below,
The door scems opened from.above, and out
he bounds, waving his enormous tail, snuff-
ing in the air by hogsheads at a draught,
He is bewildercd, but the moment he bound-
ed from the cage must he not have thought
he was once more with freedom'and his liber-
ty ? once more out upon the mountains of
Salamanca, snuding the breezesof the hill-
tops, leading on his herd, in the fv . liLerty
of life, and in the strength of lus mighty
form? What savage .majesty! In all the
range of my vision and. experience.I never
saw such a monster: an clephant in size,
but mo- than an elephant in activity and
proportivn. The Picadore makes a feint at
him—down goes his broad head for a,full
drive agains: his antagonist—the latter is
on horse-back, and the horse’s .oyes are
shrouded, for no horso can stand the glare of
the monster’s eyes : they are like balls of
fire, and tho foam of his mouth is.like snow
upon the ground. But the feint was made,
and the animal’s attention was drawn off by
& cap having been flourished in his face.
Some of tho Chulos shouted ont  Valiente!

(CONCLUDED ON EIGHTH PAGK.)
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tom, that I witnessed, was the bull fight. It .
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TORONTO, SATURDAY, JULY 20, 1861,

AN ATMOSPHERE OF APPROBA-
TION.

D you ever know a flower to thrive un-
watered? Neither can a human life unfold
its beauty in an uncongenial social atmos-
phere.

Sometimes in looking around among old
married friends,.a3 a quaint waif may be
permitted by their kind courtesy to do, we
are saddened to see so many young people
listless or positively unhappy ; deemed indo-
lent or unamiable by their relatives for no
other reason than that an air of. disapprobation
surrounding them, their past years are sadden-
ed by the thought that those who are about
them are not of them, and that those things
E0 precious to their ardent hearts are unseen,
or undervalued, by those they would lcok up
to, if it were only in their power.

When Macready, the English tragedian,
came to this continent and appeared for the
first time, the motning thereafter he came
from his bed-chamber with an expression of
disappointment on his face, and said to a
friend, I may as well repack my trunks
and leave by the first steamer for Europe
after my failure last night.” ¢ PFajlure1

. Why, man, the town rings with your praise.

See what the papers say of your Hamlet.”
The explanation to this incident is that the
comparatively small amount of physical ap-
plause he received in comparison to the more
demonstrative audiences he had been ac.
customed to play to, had dampened hiz
8pirit; and the application we would draw
s, that it i3 the duty, and should be the

leasure of those who approve, to make that
feeling. .manifest, whether at a theatre or

*after perusing a new book ; for, now-a-days,

TTW MM R s s e it e men T et

WIS BLOENE FOWRM AL,

the author lives on the breath of public
opiniou almust as much as the player, Cardi-
nal Richelien, in Bulwers druma of that
name, it will be remembered, foigives D»
Mauprat many minot offences, beeanse he
had applauded the wily Cardinal's play, and
in the right places, too; and we are not sure
but “the old man teriible " was correet in
this view of the gay soldier’s expiation of
many an oflfence,

Thete are those who scem to distike fo
tanifest approval.  After all that is said
about flattery, the parasite is quite as re.
spectable as the niggard whoe grudges ad-
miration or praise to others. Many and
many & man and woman are denounced as
vain and conceited, when they are really more
humble than their ignoble and ignorant de-
tractors, who, from the envious malice of
their own mean souls, cannot distinguish
between an almost childish love of approbu-
tion, and a morbid sctf-esteem.  Nay, more
the very love of the applause of one's kind is
the highest compliment Genius can pay to
Mediocrity, and you may rest assured that
the reason some eyes are so sharp to see
egotism in others, is attributable to the fact
that their own seclf-love is perpetually on
the alarm, and quite easily ruftted by seeing
sunshine rest on another head, yet avoid
their own.

To come to the point of this printed
“ thinking aloud,” nothing can stimulate the
literature of Canada more than for writers to
feel they are appreciated ; that moneyocracy
and purist philosophy has not quite crashed
out all the youthful feeling and mental eias-
ticity of our people; that the Hoxe Jounxal
is but the pioneer in a path where many
similar publications will yet fotlow; and
that appreciating the trials and thousand-
and-one hindrances which beset such an
enterprise, the best brains and hearts in the
Province will help to fill the seils of the ad-
venturous little craft with those breezes of
Popular Favor welcome to a publisher or an
author as flowers in May time,

“+»

ONTARIO LITERARY SOOCIETY,

The following are the Officers ¢f this As-
sociation, clected in June, for the current
year : -~
President..........coccoivivnnennn. . L. G. Scolt,

Ist Vice-I'resident......coooven.. o WL AL Foster.
2ud Vice-Presdent. .. vuu.............Chas. Belford.
Preasurer. ..o vviiicennnnnnnsn .. .. John Forsyth.
Sgeretary . ......... <o 1 Sellar,
Corresponding Secretary ......... ....W. R. Carter.
Assisting Secretary .......cevnves. .. J, G, Farewell,
Labranan..coivnvinvvannnn.,., cereae. Bl Spry,
Tduor ..... cenvestensans «» -Ja<. Belinme,

Coraurrraz.—W, L Raumy, J. \V. olcomb, C. W.
Bunting, O. Gable.

At the regular weckly meeting of the On-
tario Literary Socicty, held on Tuesday, the
9th inst., the Executive Committee recom-
mended that the following Lecturers be
engaged for next season, viz:—Messrs. W,
R. Curtis, Wendell Phiilips, Dr Chapin,
Oliver W. Holmes, J B Gough, J. Starr
King, H. W. Beccher, and Mrs. Lippincott.

The Committee submitted a letter from
Mr W. Halley, publisher of the Hoxg Joun-
Nar, offering to publish the proceedings of
the Society, and suggested thot the thanks
of the Society be tendered to Mr. Hatlley for
his offer, and recommended the Hoxe Jougxay,
to thefavorable consideration of the members,

The report of the Committee, after some
discussion, was almost unanimousl; approv-
ed of by the Society.

The following question was then debated :
“Should the Press be subject to the surveil-
lance of the Government.”

On the Affirmative—Messrs. Martin and
Beresford.

On the Negative—>XMessrs. Halley and
Rollo .

The meeting decided in favor of the Nega-
tive.

Tios. SeLrar, Sceretary,

BLACK HAWK.

We shall commence the publication of this
tale, from Mr. McCarroll’s pen, in our next
issue. We know our readers lock forward
to its appearance with anticipations of plea-
sure. ‘“The New Life Boat” a sketch by

sy

the samo author, appears in our issue of
to-day.

R — .
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BGOK NOTICES.
ALEXe MeLACHLANMS NIZW ROOIC.
BY THOMAS D'ARCY M'QEE.

Alexander MeLachlan, & Secottish settier,
dating his letters from the village of Eiin,
in the County of Wellington, must be already
fasorably known to many of our readers,
If he is not, he ought to be - so much we
dare to say.  For, judged by his two boohs
of' song, the second of which lies now, with
manifold marks, before us, a heartior nature
never was sused in auld Scotland, nor ever
welcomed mto youthful Canada, He is, as
esery reader must soon discover, a Rard of
the School f Burns, by the same titles by
which Burns was himself a Bard; by the
same blended gentleness and boldness, the
same upcight sympathies and antipathies,
the smne naturalness, sincerity, and straight-
out utterance.

In his present appeal to the public car,
Mr. McLachlan has «chosen his topics not
inaptly—snatehes o1 old country and new
country song, are impartially interspersed ;
snatches conceived in meods gay, or sad,
or ¢ensorious, and true to the moaod, as the
fentures of an expressive face are to the sen-
sations of a fecling hontt.  The chief picce
which by virtue of ity length and stienth
and intent, gives name to the whole volume,
is callcd by a term familiar to most of us,
“The Emigrant” In the very sclection of
such a subject, we find all the homely, honest,
practical purposes of the writer—his ardent
love fur liis order and his kind- his desire to
dignify the pioncer's remote but beneficent
walk of life—to honor labor, to sweeten and
envich with flowers of song, flowers that
never perish for the gentle, the pure hearted
and true minded, the humblest shanty of the
farthest backwoods settlement. Nobler pur-
Poses never swayed the heart of poet, ancient
or recent, epic or other,  The wars of Greece
with Troy, the founding of the Eternal City,
nay, to vindicate the ways of God to man,
are not nobler themes, scen in the. clear
vision of a high morality, thau the struggles
of associnted industry with the intrusive
forest, the founding of free Christian com-
mun:ties, in strange, savage tountries, the
providences of humble toil, exiled from its
ancient seats, and decreed like our first an-
cestors, to find for jtsclf «ga place of rest,”
with only the same good guide leading on,
who led of old the offending pair, beyond
the menace and glare of the fiery sword. In
the subject itself there is a grandeur, and
softening gentleness £qually abundant, but
Mr. McLachlan, true to his own kindly,
social, sympathetic heart, has chosen to
glauce only at the higher and more solemn
aspects of the tragedy of emigration ; it is
among the bye-play of character and ad-
venture, the humorous, the humane, and
affectionate details of the mighty spectacle,
he elects to dwell, and dwells with such in-
imitable fidelity of tone and expression,

The “ Emigrants” o e pocm are mainly
Scottish, though they fall in with certain
Southerns on board the good ship Edward
Thorn, whercof one * Biil of Kent "—quarrel-
some, but found useful enoughafterwards with
his ready rifle—is specially mentioned, The
departure and the voyage are lightly sketch-
ed; while the after growth of the settlement,
with its hittle world of cares and characters
and events, is dwelt upron, as the theme in-
tended, at greater length. Out of many
passages in the carlier experience of the
adventures, we must select their sense of
loneliness and disappointment in finding the
woods of their new country, though far
from destitute of birds, yet so sadly deficient
in song. IHere it is, what every ¢olg
countryman” has felr, though none so well
expressed :—

Then there came o change of scene.
Groves of beech and maple green,
Streams that murmured through the glade,
Linle flowers that loved the shade,
lovely irds of gorgeous dye,
Fihtted *mong \he branches high,
Coloured like the seting s,

But were songless every one;
Noane like the linet gray.

In our home =0 far away ;

No one singing like the thrush,

‘To his mate within the bush ;

No ono like the genile lark,

Singing between light and dark;

Soaring from the dewy soq,
Likca heruld up to God,
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Some b lovely mnber wings,
Row: Vuor nechs were golden nngs;
Some were purple, othe ra blue,
A wore hovedy, strange mind s Wy
Bur abthongh siepaasang tan,
Sull the g was witnting there
e we he wd the resh of P,
Plochig to e e foJy regions,
Sndanioa whe ol was sl
Paasea 1o boar thie w j-poor.will
And we thougin of the cuchow,
But this stinger no one hniew.

Other pictures cqually stiiking—such ag
the felling of the first tree—rve might quote,
and ought to quote, but the Homy Jouvnxay,
has other dewmands on its glatco, awd the
interested reader will be quite certain not to
miss o single beauty of the volume, when
he becomes, us of coutse he will beeome, ity
reader, in his own right

Of the miscellancous pocns, which make
up the balunce of the book, that which for
power and originality impresses us most
vivid'y, is “The Suicide’s Burial.”

But the charncter-sketches of « Elder
John" and ¢ Auld Granny Broun™ are, in
their way, as full of inimitable native pecu-
linrity,  Of love songs, we have {wo or
thiee trae-hearted, buoyant specimens; and
of the politico-philosophical didactics 80
common in our genciation, as many more,
in this last departmment we think our leal
Scottish Bard loses half his freedom, and
three quarters of his fre-as indeed who
would not?  Of all the treasons against the
sovercign powers of Song committed in our
age, these rhymed didactics, these metred
maxims, these obvious, intrinsic guavitics,
coupled and made to jingle in verse, seem to
us the least pardonable. The true Poct is
indeed a Teacher, but hardly a Preacher,
stll less a bore of an exhorter. IHis ser-
mons are symbols; his texts are_truths in-
deed, but truths under forms natural and
beautiful ; to set the dry bones of Bentham-
ism in verse, is as offensive to true taste,
and feeling, and genuine reverence, as it
would be to embalm with Arabian spices
the skeleton of a dead donkey  Mr, Me-
Lachlan is, we know, freer from this deadly
#in than most of our living writers, and it
is that he may be wholly and forever free
from the cant that is ¢anted by ‘Pupper and
his kind, that we have taken the liberty of
relieving ourselves on this point, apropos of
his second most meritorious, n.ost musicul,
and most manful little book.

In this volume we see how deeply the
Poct has felt his duty to his adopted coun-
try, and how he comes forward to discharge
it like a Patriot Volunteer, We need many
such books, calculated for our own meri-
dian, colored by our own scenery, and ame-
liorative of our ewn condition, Ilere is o
man of genius and purpose, who evidently
has in him much more than he has yct found
audience or opportunity for. What should
be the duty of the Canadiun public towards
such a man ?

LOVELL'S GLROGRAPITY,
By Groree Hobemas, LI 13, Montreal : John Lovell.
Torento: R, & A. MiHer,

EvEery teacher of geogr.phy in the Province
is well aware of the unsuitable character of
American text books for home use, and the
grave objections thut the descriptive por-
tions of Mitchell and Morse are open to,
inasmuch as they, in their aniety to give
prominence to the United States, aud to
flatter the national vanity, abound in state-
ments and allusions which aye to use the
mildest term, indifterently weh) ndapied for
the youth of Canada, Wity regard to Brit-
ish geographics, although in many respects
admirable, they are open to this drawback
on their availability in the Province; they
are too redundant in thejr descriptions of
the British Isles ang adjncent countries, aad
teo condensed concerning the American
continent and the colonics of Great Britain.

The.above is n Summary of the prefatory
notice to the volumo on our table, and we
have examined it g carefully as moments of
comparative leisure would permit. It will
be readily acknowledged by those requaint-
ed with the difficultics in the way of writing
for tho young, that the task is one of no or-
dinary difficnlty. He who ean sing to suit
children, may* write to edify sages, The
boy ia his pinafore is a critic, and merciless
in his rapid, instinstive ratiocinations., You
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must rot make your work so simple a3 to
render it unsuitable for older heads, nor yet
8o intricute that the school girl just begin-
ning the study cannot understand it; while
you enter into competiton with text-books
that have the impronatenr of snceesson theip
PAges, as you read “ twentieth” or “fif.ieth
edition.” 'The imroductory chapter on Ma-
teatical, Physical, and Political Geogra-
phy is a marvél of concise simplicity, which
wrl at the outset cnlist the approbation of
the thinking teacher. The tabular state-
ments” added to those introductory para-
sraphs which relate to the gencral geogri-
phy of cach of the principal divisions of the
globe,” are particularly valuable ; white the
prominent notice of each British colony sup-
plies precisely that want which is complain-
ed of in the English text-books. The maps
and Hlustrations are far more creditably ex-
ecuted than we Lad supposed possible, and
are quite equal to those in Olney, Mitchell,
or Morse, while they will compare favorally
with those of British publications— onr ime
mense inferiority in facilities being taken
into consideration. All in all, the Lovell's
Geography is a very valuable addition to
Canadian school books.

STREET STUDIES.

BY DIOGENES.
* Be thou a spint or goblin damn,

Bring with thee aies from beaven or basts from heli,

Be thy wtents wicked or charrtable,

Thou com®t 1 2ueh a questionable shapo,

That 1 will speak 1o thee,

Iarres did Diogenes think, when Le began
his peregrinations through the city, that in
the course of his travels he would come
across a veritable ghost ; no flesh and blood
apparition, mind you, for the nonce meta-
morphosed into a temporary shadow of the
night, but a real, unsophisticated spirit.
Well, wonders will never cease, and it is
refreshing, in these matter-of-fact days,
when diablerie and demenology, and the
romantic lore of past days is well nigh
trodden down and buried, to welcome back
as from a resurrection a kindred spirit of
those almost forgotten times

Yet, what are we to do with our strange
visitor? Who is to limn its features, and
describe its ghastly countenance? Who dare
have the couragoe to grasp its skinless fingers,
or hold converse with such an awful shadow ?
Oh! for one hour of the once great Unknown,
the immortal Waverley. Around the pale
apfparition he would weave another story,
and give to this flitting visitant a local habi-
tation and a name,

Diogenes, confesses to an innate curiosity
for everything supernatural or infernal, and
the nightly appearance of the Wiat 13 11 was
& perfect god-send to him. Accordingly, he
took his place with hundreds of other ob-
servers, and waited patiently for the appear-
ance of thisnew visitant. Asnight darkened
around the scene, the interest deepened, and
cvery eye pierced tnrough the gloom in the
anxious hope of catching a glimpse of the
veiled form. Hour by hour the eager throng
waited and watched ; hour by hour, whisper-
ings of doubt and the slight tremor of fear
awoke, as the “all's well” of the watchman
cchoed through the silent streets. Still no
spirit. The rustle of the feaves, and the
sigh of the night wind through the branches,
made many hold their breath, as if they
caught the first weird sound of one whom
they wished to sce, yet were afraid to face,
Liven the street lamps twinkied in the dis-
tance like the witch-candies of yore. But it
came not, and disappointed, yet relieved,
one by one the watchers departed to tiweir
couches, Ieaving Diogenes alone. Long 1
waited, and often I looked for the solitary
stranger, but no spirit was visible. I ran
over in my mind all the legendary histories
of the world, and beguiled tha time with
imaginative pictures of the most noted fairies
that ever dwelt on carth. Then I began to
doubt the aunthenticity of this latest ghost,
and was begicning to balance the argu-
ments pro and con, when I fell fast asleop on
the pavement. -

I know not how long I slept, but the
dreamy fancy soon came over me, and shapes
and shadows flitted througlh the brain in
ceascless activity, One by one they crossed
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and passed away, and then (he vision as-
sumed another character, Stowly through
the darkness, and with church-yard step,
came a figure robed jn white.  Lifeless it
seemed, yet movid ag by instinct, Nearer
and nearer it approached, with the same
solemn tread, and I could distinetly see a
twinkle of iight, which shed a steady gleam,
as if coming from jts breast. Still on it
came. My eyes were fixed op it, ag if' [ had
been chatmed by a basalisk, and a terror of
something awful took possession of me ; but
[ could not move I wag chained to the
spot, and must abide the meeting.  Raising
the nakad arm, with the fleshless finger
pointing towards me, it came close to where
I was lying, and stood beside me. Then
with & look I can never forget, it bent over
my body, and secimed determined to read the
inmost thoughts of my soul. After gazing
long and anxiously, it caught me by the arm
and rudely shook me, I was wound up to
the highest pitch of terror, and the ex tremity
of my seeming danger broke the speil  Witly
one startled shout, ag of adrowning man for
help, T woke the echoes of midnight, and,
with a bound, was on my feet, Looking
wildly around, still half under the power of
the spell, and expecting to see the object of
this terrible nightmare, my eyes fell upon—a
policeman and his fuithful bull’s-eye  De-
manding, in rather a rude tone, my business
in that locality and at such an hour, |
gave him a confused necount of my object in
being there and the sequel, which he had so
unceremoniously broken in upon. The wor-
thy fellow laughed loudiy at the adventure,
as te was pleased to call ity and without the
least compunction, put me down among the
rest of the ghost-hunters who disturb his
nightly meditations. The only reason he
could give for this strange hallucination
was the advent of the comet, which he main-
tained was the causo of it all. He cven
went farther, and admitted if thore was any
appearance, it nwust be a piece of the caudal
appendage of that celebrated luminary,which
had somehow gos, disengaged, and was dang-
ling about like a diserabodjed spirit, waiting
the first opportunity to got back to its ap-
propriate place,

A VOLUME OF CANADIAN POETRY.

The Kingston British Whig has the follow-
ing kindly and judicious notice of one of our
favorite contributors ;—

¢ There aro not many Volumes of Canadian
Poeiry from which very lengthened extracts
can be made. Probably half a dozen at the
most. But they are on the increase, and the
time must come when the difficulty will bave
been so far removed as to make the search,
Row mnext to fruitless, unnecessary, Like
the perfume borne by the wind, they will
come to us unsought. In addition to the
contributions already made to the Muse, we

are shortly to have a most promising volume

of Poems from the pen of Mr. James McCar-
roll, of Toronto, many of whose Iyrics have
appeared from time to time in our leading
periodicals, aud been well received. We are
the more inclined to hope that his volumo
will be & welcome folio, from the fact of his
having taken his time in producing it, and
not rushing into book form before he had
fully matured his compositions, and given
himself time to properly prune the produc-
tions of his muse. During this process,
many a tender, promising shoot has to be
lopped off; many a pleasing line to which
we clung too fondly is to be corrected or re-
vised, There is nothing like the sober
second though in poetry. Besides, a man
must be somewhat of & mechanic to write
poetr.y now-a-days. Mo must display more
or less genuine architectural skill in build-
ing up the lofty rhyme. ¢ The poet's eye in
a fine frenzy rolling,’ is all very well, so is
‘The vision and the faculty divine ;' but it
i3 when the poet, like Richard, is himself
again, and the fine frenzy has passed away,
that his poem reccives the seal and impress
of durability.

A young lady lately appeared in male at-
tire in Baltimore ; and one of the editors says
that her disguise was so perfect that she
might have passed for a man * had sho had

a little more modesty.”
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

———

J W. M ~We would suggest kindly, that
a lady may not be picased nt secic gt her
name paraded in the columas of this journal,
were the poem dedicated to her even less
objectionable than the one now before us,

“A FrIND 70 CANADIAN LITFRATURE "
Thank you for your friendly and elegant
letter. We have carcfully noticed its con-
tents. You are correct in what you have
stated.  Shall we not add You {o cur list of
lady contributors ?

A. McP. K., Toroxto —We should have
been happy to have met your views, had
your contribution met ours.

Rona.—Don't be angry In the first mo-
ments of the existence of a new Jjournal,
there are difficulties to encounter.

J.F. T, 8t CarueriNes —We refor you
to our answer to “ Roba,” and are sorry that
you have withdrawn your permission to
publish the other poem.

J. J.—Rueny, P. 0. Ora.—Not suitable
for our columnsg,

“Laxes ro II, B~ Respectfully declined.

Cimv.—Howerer respected the individual
named, he was kuown to a very limited
circleonly; consequently the Monody,should
per se be possessed of greater merit to com-
mand & place in our columns

Our Quebee friend, S——y, must know
that we have a large correspondence to
select from; and that it may be some time
before his turn comes again.

“A Ricit Max AND A CHiLp &e.—Not the
desctiption of poetry for us, Thank you for
Your kind wishes.

A. C.—Ttis, we are informed, true that
the ladics and gentiersen attending the
schoot you mention, are not permitted to
speak to ecach other. It ig said, by those
connected with the institution, that the rule
is o salutary one.

H. P.—Yourletter is most frank; and you
need not be ashamed of ¢ Qld Time We
shall always be happy to hear from you,

Uxo —Thanks for your two Jokes. We
shall use them when opportunity serves.
The first is not new, however. As to the
‘ sketches,” we anticipate them gladly.

“ My HATTXE.”-——Reccived, and shall ap-
pear in due course,

Prupexck —At this carly stage of our
existence, we are not inclined to institute a
quarrel with any of our brethren of the Press,
Besides, we are of the opirion that the name
you mention should not be used in conpec-
tion with the journal to which you refer,
inasmuch as it is not publicly announced ag
that of one of the edilors. The injustice
done us, may have been thoughtless or inad-
vertant. Thanks, nevertheless, & thousand
times, for your goodness and promised as-
sistance,

K —Wishes us to point out the defects of
his poetical compositions. Well, the or-
thography is bad—the feet irregular—the
terminations ineuphonious, and the subject
common-place, and loosely treated. The
first two verses will ¢xplain in part:—

Through the lone street one gloomy wmtry night
Did mge the cold and fierce December blast;
The icy snow that fell was madiy hurled
Upon the pavem.nt stones and ‘guinst the lighted
windows cast,
In that same eve along the lonely strect,
Againtt the cold and Sereely raging storm
Dud struggle a poor chuld of wretehed poverty,
A lintle garl of frail and tender form.

* * * The *needless alexandrine” of
the first verse, and the last line but one of
the second, may tell the story.

Y

ONTARIC LITERARY SOCIETY,

In calling attention to the proceedings of
this Association, which appear in our issue
of to-day, we cannot forego observing, that
we feel honoured and grateful in relation to
the kind endorsation of the Hoxx™ Journat
contaiucd in the minutes. At a junecture of
our existence so critical as the present, wo
cagerly and thankfully seize the extended
right-hand of & Society numbering amongst
its members men of undoubted learning and
ability ; and wo do trust, most sincerely,
that cach successive number of our new

venture may justify fully the confidence
thus so generously reposed in us.

A

h

Ehe Editor's Bownd Tulile,
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During the past week the company
which is vont to gather about this piece of
mahogony has been very wush broken up ;
and had it ot Leen for the advent of a most
gentlemanly stranger, whom we shall here-
after designate ng Mr. Waif, we really helieve
we should have bheen lonely, as we strained
our eyes away across the lake; but this
new acquaintance consoled us measurably
for the temporary absence of our pleasant
weekiy companions, gome of whom have
gone on a fishing exeursion, while others
have turned their faces Lower Canadawise
to sce the Leviathan of the deep.  Marictte
promised us cre glio departed=at least she
promised one of our contributors-- that she
would send us jer « impressions Y—(the
child })—concerning the Big Ship, but we
imagine Little Crinoline has come to the
conclusion that there are some things school
children have yot to learn. « Diogenes” alone
remains frithful at hig post of duty, and
but for him and Waif, we should have been
terribly “blue” this week, « Fortunately Dio-
genes” has too much cultivation, and Waiftoo
much common sense to bother us with their
“ genius,” which however well it fooks in
print, and however attractive when dressed
for public edification, in private life is gener-
ally egotistical, poor—e bore, not to put too
fine a point upon it. Wair hands us the
subjoined 1

“Once upon a time, when I was g very
greatdeal younger than § am now, ' met with
& story in a literary weekly paper that jnter-
ested me so strangely I could not get it out
of my head ; and, mirabile dictu ! it was by
a woman, if the nom de plume and the editor's
comment, and my own heart told the truth.
So strangely did said story haunt me, I wrote
“ " under cover to the editor
of the print aforesaid, and to my joy got a
long letter. The correspondence went on
from week; we had exchanged pictures,
locks of hair, histories, opinions, and were
open and avowed lovers—yet ncither had
seen the other. Of course in human nature
the thing could not g0.on so forever; and I
was to meet my unknown;.unseen inamorata,
I started, so did she; both arrived at the
same city, but never met, and-never have to
this day. " Do you know why? We were so
engrossed in writing love, we forgot the ne-
cessity of making it understooq where we
should meet. Wo both waited g. week in the
same city, hunting one another unsuceess-
fully. Heaven save my unseen lady-love';
she is now married and bas six children, and
Iives for two years past on the continent of
Europe, and I am still her devoted, &e. &e.
But it taught me common sense. I would
not see her now for anything. What do you
say to this, Mr. Editor ?*

That we have scen the lady you allude to
a dozen times, friend Waif, and think you o
very fortunate man., Do You know she hag
red hair, and is on the shady side of forty
by this time, and has one of the most deter-
mined pug-noses we ever met ? Fortune has
beea kind to you, sir.

This sonnet *to a Young mother
bending o'er her sleeping child,” is very
pretty, but it sounds familiar though we can-
not locate it. If indeed you wrote it, ¢ Amag.
rynth,” you «diq proudly ;” but we stili
doubt the originality. Pardon] You are in-
nocent until proven guilty :—

Oft have I seen thee, bending o'er thy child,
Marking each little cough, each deep drawn sigh,
Soothe his dear slumbers, and with watchful cye
Note every movement of his fragile form,

As ifthy very soul in him lay bound,

Fearnot. He sleeps. No writhing, torturing storm
Invades his breast. Nota disturbing sound

Breaks throngh the stillness, save thy beating heart,
Speaks loud to thee of one whom thon hast lost.
"Thus memory goads us witl a piercing dart,
Marring our joys, leaving us tempest-tossed

Upon a shoreless seq, where all 12 gloom,

Save the pale lamp thay guides us to the tom!

«++++. The following stanza is by Marga-
ret Blount, author of * Lamia”—now being
printed in London and New York, in papers
of wide circulation. Those reading the se-
rial will understand its force :—

Oh, dark and deeply mournful face,
Before I gazed onthee,

No blither maiden crossed the tawn,
Or danced upon the lea!

A fate forecust—a doom forezold;
And I must yeam and pine,

For a heart and love 100 calm and ¢old
To still the pain of mine ;—

While the sadness of smy wasted life
Must be the curss of thine s
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«eoooaf. Hal Elliott, of the Warerley,
must have felt the critics' lash, for a late
issne of that periodical cortaias a » pome ™
from him, styled * Rise above Caiticisma-a
a word of encouragement to Hurerley bards
who have fillen under the seorrge of the
eritic.,”  We mud quote at lesst une stanza,
for the benefit of Sceribbleomaninaes at home
and abroad —

Lot us lhe the fan meon, treadd firindy on,
And thongh dark etou b shindl imth ¢ round oar way,
Theuwh Crities throw cold wuter i our face
W el only whisper, “envh dog his s duy
And ever chmbimg higher
"To such far fhghtz weil dare,
To <neh hagh things aspree,
That ti-y will envy thie bright erowns we wear,
That is, in the words of the celebrated
Higgins, “ real boo'ful!  Try again!  Keep
& H w o
at him, sonny!

ceevs.“No ran knows what e can do
until he tries.” Ouwi, Monsicur Platitude ;
but no man knows what he can not do until
he has tried. He will know then.

++++.. The author of the following is about
right :—
For every evil under the suu,
There 1s a remedy, or there 13 none ,
If there be one~try to find nt,
If tiiere be none—never mmnd |
«+ovo. At the request of a valued corres-
pondent we print glorious Tom Moore's
Canndian Boat Song. “ The mate to jt—
‘The Woodpecker'—was written at King-
ston.” So says the Whig,
Famly as tolls the evemrg chiume,
Our vutees keep tune, and our oars keep hme,
Soou as the woods on shore look dim,
Welll sing at St. Ann's our partmg hymn,
Row, brothers. row, the stremin puns fast,
‘The Rapuls are near, and the day hight’= past,

Why should we yet our san) unfurl ?

There 15 not abreath the blue wave to curl;
But when the wind blows off the shore,

0! aweetly well rest our weary oar.

Blow, breezes, blow. the streain rans fast,
‘The Rapids are near, and the daylight’a past,

Utawas® tide ! this trembling moon1 3

Shall see us float over thy surges soon.

Saint of this green 1slel hear our pray ers;
Oh, grant us cool heavens and favoring aus,
Blow, breezes, blow, the siream runs fast.
The Rapids are near, and the daylight?’s past,

Glie Ludies' Gubinet,

There i3 not probably a lady living, who
will not call the author of the following

A MONSTER.

Chartic’s wife is a very dear, loving little
woman, and an excellent housekeeper, The
other day she moved her low rocking-chair
close to his side, placing her dear little hand
lovingly on his arm, and moved it along
softly towards his coat-collar, He certainly
expected a kiss. Dear, sweet, loving crea-
ture l—an angel!

 Husband,” says she.

% What, my dear ?

“1 was just thinking—"

% Were you, my love ?”

“T was just thinking how nicely this suit
of clothes you have on would work into a rag
carpet I

TURKISH COFFERE,

The Turkish mode of making coffee pro-
duces a very different result from that to
which we are accustomed. A small conical
saucepan, with a long handle, and calculat-
ed to hold about two table spoonfulsof water,
is the instrament used The fresh roasted
berry is pounded, not ground, and about a°
desert spoonful is put into the wminute bojler ;
it is then nearly filled with water, and thrust
among the embers; a few seconds suffice to
make it boil, and the decoction, grounds
and sall, is ponred out into a small cup, which
fits into a brass socket much like the cup of
an acorn, aud holding the china cup as that
does the acorn itself. The Turks seem to
drink this decoction boiling, and swallow
the grounds with the liquid. We allow it
to remain a minute, in order to leave the
sediment at the bottom. It is always taken
plain; sugar or cream would be thought to
spoil it; and Europeans, after a little prac-
tice—(longer, howerer, than we had)—are
8aid to prefer it to the clear infusion drunk
in France. In every but you will sce these
coffee-boilers suspended, and the means for
pounding the roasted berry will be founad at
kand,

Coquettes of both sexes may read to ad-
vantage, this story of the

MAGICIAN AND HIS JEWHL

There is an Eastern fable of & magician
who discovered by his incaniations, that the
philosopher's stone ny on the bank of a cer-
tain river, but was unable to determine the
loeality more definitely.  He then proceeded
along the bank with a piecce of iron, to
which he applied successively all the pebbles
he found.  As ome after another they pro-
duced no chiange in the metal, he flung them
into the sticam At Iast he hit upbn the
object of his search, and the iron became
gold in his hand  But alas! he had become
S0 nccustomed to ¢ touch and go” move-
ment, that the real stone was involuntarily
thrown into the river after the others, and
lost to him forever. We think this story
well allegories the fate of the coquette. She
has tried and discarded so many hearts that
at length she throws away the right one
from pure force of habit.

We continue this week our

HINTS TO LADY EQUESTRIANS.

Should a horse shy, he does it generaily
from timidity. The tvommon practice of
forcing a horse to approach very near the
object of alarm is & foolish and useless nbuse
of power. He should be encouraged by
words and patting on the neck, and above
all by the fearlessness of his rider. A lorse
soon learns to depend greatly on his mis-
tress.  Should she start, or feel timid, he
perceives it immediately, and will prick up
his cars and look about him for the cause.
On the other hand, we have known many real
dangers encountered with safety, through
the rider having suflicient presence of mind
to break outinto a snatch of song (all horses
like singing), which has diverted his atten-
tion from the object of fear.

Should a horse kick, unless he throws his
head down ; and he cannot do that, if the
reing are not held carelessly loose. A prac-
tised rider can always tell when a horse is
about to kick, by a peculiar motion of his
body. 1i i3 instantancous, but unmistak-
able. The best-tempered horse may kick
occasionally, from a rub of the saddle, or
pressure on the withers. The animul shonld
rot be beaten, but the cause of his miscon-
duct inquired into.

There is a great deal of sound sense in the

subjoined paragraph
CONCERNING WHALFBONES,

Whalebones have no business in a woman's
dress. They spoil all the beauty of outline
which Powers and other great artists have
found in the natural woman. They inter-
fere not less with that peculiar undulating
action of the chest and abdomen which re-
sults from the normal action of the thoriacic
and abdominal viscera. And if the waist
be short and loose, there will be no need of
whalebones to keep it down. God knew
what he was doing when he made the human
body, and made it just right in every way ;
and we cannot alter its shape without de-
stroying its beautiful symmetry, and causing
disease and premature death.

Young housewives may read the following
recipe, sent us by a lady, with profit. She
anys she never knew a failure, if these direc-
tions were followed in making

BALLY LUNY.

Take a stone pot, pour in one pint bow!
of sweet milk, half & teacup of baker's or
other ycast, one quarter of a pound of melt-
¢d butter, a little salt and three Leaten cges.
Mix in about three pint bowls of flour; let
it stand several hours or until quite light ;
then put into Turk-heads or other tin pans,
in which Sally should again rise before be-
fore being shoved into the oven, to be
“ brought out” and presented to your friends
as the beauty and belle of the evening,

* [For the Home Journal.)
ACROSBTIC.

Ameng "~ anei-  forests, three hundred years ago,

Majer .t the red wman, with lus arrow and his how

Equip, , for the chasing of the deer and buffalo;

Rang the valleys of the wildwood, with hie shrilt whonp
and hallo,

Indigemt, spint-wounded, placed in condtion low,

Conquered stands the noble Indian now, divested of' his
bow ;

A slave, abased, in thraldom to a proud and cruel foe.
w,

and Fancics,

AN N oa

Fun, Facts,

RSN R A

“ Matebless misery” has been defined to be
Chaving acigar and nothing to light it with

Since ladies have commenced the practice
of medicine, the health of young men has
been very delicate

What is that which Adam never saw,
never posaessed, and yet he gave two to
ach of i children?  Pareats.

A trusting wite: One who trusts, when
her husband goes out in the morning that he
never will return,

Punch says an architect is a designing
charaeter  Of course heis; a man so full o
art must be an avt-ful man

Rarey tames wild horses by the use of a
strap.  Wild boys may be tamed in the same
way.,

“Boots?" answered a sea-sick French-
man from his berth, “Oui, oni~—yon may
take zem;; 1 shall vant zem nary more !”

A Maine Law physician's prescription on
the city agency : “ West India rum, 1 pint,
aqua (water), 5 drops.”

A man lately, inquiring for letiers at the
Lexington (Mo.) post-office, was told thar
there were none, upon which he asked if there
was another post-oflice in town.

Miss Tucker snys it's with old bachelors
a3 with old wood; it is hard to get them
started, but when they do take flame they
burn prodigiously.

Why are railways just like laundresses?
—Bccause they bhave ironed all England.
And it may bo added that they sometimes do
the mangling.

Friend, imitate the cxample of a locomo-
tive. Heruns along, whistles over his work,
and yet e never takes anything but water
to wet his whistle with,

‘“Jenny,” said a Scotch minister, stopping
from his sermon, have yo got a preen aboot
ye?” Y“Yes, miunister.” ¢ Then stick it into
that sleeping brute by yer side.”

Anatomists say that man changes every
scven years, ' Therefore,” says the inimi-
table Jones, ¢ my tailor should not remind
me of the bill contracted in 1854—1I aint the
man I”

A man was suspected of stealing a horse,
and wasarrested. “What am I taken for ?”
he inquired of the sheriff. I take you for
& horse,” was the reply; whercupon le
kicked the sheriff over, and ran off,

‘It scems to me I have seen your physiog-
nomy somewhere before, but 1 cannot ima-
gine where.” “Very likely; I have been
the keeper of a prison for the last twenty
years."

An article in an exchange paper announc-
ing the decease of a person, says: s re-
maing were committed to that bourne
whence no traveller returns attended by his
friends.”

Lawyers, like scissors, never cut each
other, but what is between them |
A slip of the foot you may soon recover;
But u shp of the tongue you never get over,
When you find & person alittlo better than
his word, a little more liberal than his pro-
mise, & little more than borne out in his
statement, by his facts, a little larger in
deed than in speech, you recognise a kind
of cloquence in that person’s utterance not
laid down in Biair or Campbell,

During the examination of a witness, as to
the locality of the stairs in a house, the
counsel asked him, * which way do the
stairs run 2 The witness who, by the way,
was & noted wag, replied, “ One way they
run up stairs, the other way they run down
stairs” The learned counsel winked botl
eyes, and then took alook at the ceiling.

“Having in my youth,” says a celebrated
writer, “ notions of severe piety, I used to
rise in the night to watch, pray, and o read
the Koran. One nigit, whilst deeply en-
gaged in these exercises, a man of practieal
virtue awoke whilst I was reading ¢ Be.
hold,’ said I to him, “thy other children are
lost in irreligious stumber, whilst I alone am
awake to praise God. ¢Son of my soul,’ he

answered, ‘it is better to sleep than to
awake toremark the faultsof thy brethren.'”

A LITHERARY GRIEVANCE- COPY.
RIGHT IN THE COLONIES.

M. Williamn Howitt, whose name is fimi.
lat to every reader, makes public in a §,on-
don periodieal n curionsg  injustice whieh
British authors sufler at the hands of the
the anthorities of the Biitish culonics.  The
attention of Mr, Howitt was calied recently
by the Mesars Longman to a long list of
small sums, with which those eminent pub-
lishers had been furnished by the British
Treasury Department, and which purported
to be a return from vartous colonies of the
sums received by the colovial governments
for dutics or fees in lieu of copytight on
reprints of the worhs of British authors,
These suns seem for the most part to have
amounted to a few shillings on the works of
teally popular authors, Mr Iowitt, more-
over, personally complains that Mrs Ilowitt
has mote than once been notilied by formal
letter from the Treasury, that she may re-
ceive on application such o sum as fifteen
penee, the return o copyright money fiom
some colony on one or vilier of her works, of
which ccertanly many hundreds, perhaps
thousands, had been sold there.  Mr. Howitt
complaing that the return of these pitiful
amounts, seldom equal to omnibus fare from
the suburbs of Loudon to the Treasury office,
adds insult to the injury of pirting  the
author’'s works. Mr. Howitt writes wi.h
much indignation, at which there can be no
wonder. We confess our inability to under-
stand how these Treasury returns can be
made up. We were not aware that ihe
works of British autho.s were veprinted in
the North American colonies, except per-
haps in the newspapers; we kaow that on
American reprints of the works of British
authors considerable duties ure levied in all
those colonies, and we have always under-
stood that these duties were intended to be
returned to authors in lieu of copyright.
The duty on American reprints of Dickens,
Bulwer, Howitt and others entering Cana-
da, New Brunswick, &c., must be consider-
able: does Mr. Howitt mean to convey that
these sums are never returned to the authory,
or are. we mistaken in the belicf that they
are intended so to be?  Mr. Howitt, indecq,
states that tho British author stands in a
better refation with the public of the United
States, where there is no copyright on the
works of foreign suthors, than with our own
people in the colonies, where, ostensibly,
British authors have copright; for the Ame-
rican publishers pay large sums, ranging
“from ten pounds up to several hundred
pounds a sheet” for copies of works a little
in advance of their regular publication at
home, whereas from the colonie$ the author
receives only the few pence or shidings
which Mr. lowitt deems an insulting re-
miuder of the British author's impotence to
tecover from British snbjects proper remune-
ration for Lis labor,

We commend this matter to the attention
of our colonial contemporaries. The colo-
nist’s copyright is as sacred in Great Britain
a3 within his own provinee, and there is ne¢
reason that we know why the converse
should not be the case. If circumstances
have made it necessary to change the Briti-h
author's relation to his woik in the colonies,
he should at least have all the law guaran-

tees him, and have it promptly.—Scottish
American,

INCREASE OF IN LANITY.

The fifteenth report of the Commissioners
in Lunacy, just issued, shows that during
the ten years from the 1st of January, 1849,
to the 1st of January, 1859, the number of
patients in the various asylums of England
and Wales have advanced from 14,560 to
22,853. This increase has been principally
in public asylums. In county and borough
asylums the advance has beon from 6,494 to
15,645, making an increase 0f 9,351 ; in luna-
tic asylums from 1,135 to 1,922, making an
increase of G57; but, as respects licensed
houses, the numbers have been reduced from
6,931, to 5,016, making a decrense in thoso
houses of 1,915 patients, The great increase
which has taken place in the munber of
patients in asylums is imited almost entirely

to pauper and criminal patients.
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SWALLOWS,

—
M'CARROLL,

———

Labhe shanmny <huttles, wean g the brght spring,
See, how they f 4 throughou the by aur,

Whase sunny warp i woof v aiphonicns riyy
To therr gay twatter, nnd their swatt wuig there,

BY JAMNES

Or woe them dip mto the stlvery stremp,
Ay deipping, shoot mbiwart the CrHLEON West;
Taiko o s deepenmyg glow, the gpray deops seeny
Some heam of evenmg powdered on their hreast,

But rometlung far more dear, theee sports foretell :
The seemted mend, the grove, the bee the flower;
Al the tlusked Jover hnstenng down the dedl,
To merge all sunshime iy one twiltght honr—

To taste the dew that'; tnged with pearl and rose,
Anl whisper strangely, mid the trembling leaves,
To some vne sughing gently. us she goes,
“OW! would, the swallows never teft our eaves,

Tonroxro. July, 1861,

Ghoice Extracts,
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A Singalar Faet,

Liouis Napolcon is said to be the only man
born within the city of I'aris, who has occu-
pied the French throne within the recollec-
tion of authentic history. He wus born with-
in the Palace of the Taileries, where Hor-
tense was then on a visit to Josephine, on
the 20th of April, 1808,

Do Cordova on Money.

Every time the consols fall one-quarter
per cent, down go the stocks on Wal
Street 2 per cent. Though there is about as
much connection between the national debt
of England and Wall Street as there is, for
example, between the Emperor of China and
our doorkeeper, who is, undoubtedly, o gen-
teman from Ireland England does not
want to pay off the national debt, and any
prime minister who would make the attempt
to liguidate it, would pretty soon be liqui-
dated himgelf, and be compelled to resign.,
Good Cooking and Plety.

In the novel of ¢ Adam Bede” the annexed
oceurs :—* Ivo nothing to say agin her piety,
my dear; but I know very well I shouldn’t
like har to cook my victuals, When & man
comes in hungry an’ tired, piety won’t feed
him, I reckon. I called in one day when
she was dishin’ up Mr. Tryan's dinner, an’
I could sce the potatoes was as watery as
water. It’s right enough to be sperital,—
I'm no enemy to that; but I want my pota-
tocs mealy, Idon’t see ag anybody’'ll go to
heaven the sooner for not digestin’ their
dinner—providin’ they don’t die sooner, as
as mayhap Mr. Tryan will, poor dear man I
The Theory of Tea Drinking,

The general theory of chemists hitherto
has been that tea lessens the waste of the
body, and so sustains the bodily powers with
less nourishment than is otherwise required,
Dr. E. Smith, at a recent meeting of the
Socicty of Arts, gave the result of some ox-
periments he had made to ascertain the truth
of this theory. He found that if there was
abundance of food in the system, and that
especially of the farinaccous or fat kinds,
tea is a powerful digestive agent, and by
promoting the formation of food, it adds in
nourishing the bedy ; but with a deficiency
of food it wastes the tissucs of the body and
lowers the vital powers,

A Penuy in owr Saviour’s Duy.

An agricultural paper says that in the
time of Clrist & penny was about cqual to 15
of our coppers, and as money was ten times
as valuable as now, the penny a day was as
good as 150 of our coppers; so that the man
who worked in the vineyard for that, got as
good wages as good men now generally have
in harvest time. The gift of the good Samari-
tan of two pence to the landlord to the care
of the man who fell among thieves, in addi-
tion to the raiment, the oil and wine, was
cquivalent to about $3 of our currengy, which
would probably pay for his board two weeks
in & country tavern where board was very
cheap, .

Mr. Kingsloy on the Stwdy of IHistory,

Without doubt history obeys, and always
has obeyed; in the long run certein lnws
But those Iaws assert themselves and are to
be discovered not in things but in persons;
in the actions of human beings ; and just in
proportion as we understand human beings
shall wo understand the laws ivhich they
have obeyed or which have avonged them-

selves on their ohedience, This m .y scem «
truism ; if it be suehi, it isone which we can-
not oo often repeal to ourselves just now,
when the rupid Progress of science 18 tempt-
ing us to look at human heings rather as
things than ag persons, and at abstractions
—under the name «f Jyws - rather as persons
than as things "

Loveliness,

Itis not your neat dress, your expensive
shawl, your golden fingers, that attract the
attention of men of senge, They look beyond
these, 1t is your character they study. 1f
you are trifling and losse in your conversg-
tion—no matter it you are as besutiful as an
angel—you have no attraction for them. It
is the true loveliness of Your nature, that win
and continue to retain the affections of the
heart.  Young Indies sadly miss it who labor
to improve their outward looks, while they
bestow nota thought an their minds. Fools
may be won by the gew-gaws and fashion-
able showy dresses; but the wise and sub-
Stantial are never caught by such traps.
Let modesty be your dress. Use pleasant
and agiceable language, and though you may
not be courted by the fop and the sop, the
good and teuly great will love to linger in
your steps.

A Yay Long Ride.

An Ameriean exchange says that the But-
terfield Overland Mail Route from San Fran-
cisco to St. Louis, is the longest stage route
in the world, covering a distance of 3,000
miles.  The fare is $150, exclusive of provi-
sions, which the traveller provides for him-
self. The journcy is made in light waggons,
banging on leather springs, and covered with
Russia duck, drawn by four or six horses or
mules, in stages of from fifteen to forty miles,
according to the supply of water and other
circumstances. Where the roads are pretty
good they travel from six to twelve mileg an
hour. Two men are attached to each team
& driver and conductor : the former, in addi-
tion to whip and reins jn hand, carries a
revolver in his belt, and a Sharpe’s revolv-
ing rifle on the seat at his side, and the lat-
ter official is armed to the teeth. The dis-
tance travelled each day varies from 125 to
150 miles, with & change of drivers twice o
day,

The Stimulnus of Land Ownership,

The stimulus of proprietorship is undoubt-
edly the most powerful that can be applied
to labor in any department, and especially
that of soil-cuiture. John Stuart Mill, one
of the greatest of modern writers on politi.
cal Economy, sums up in its favor in this
language :—+¢ If there is a first principle in
intellectual cducation, it i3 this—that the
discipline which does good to the mind ig
that in which it is passive. The secret for
devetoping the facultics is to give them
much to do, and much inducement to do it
Few thing surpass, in this respect, the occu-
pations and interests created by tho owner-
ship and cultivation of land.” A Swiss
statistical writer speaks of the *almost
superhuman industry of peasant proprictors
Arthur Young says, “ [t iz the magic of
property which turns sand into gold”
Michelet says it ncts like a ruling passion on
the peasantry of France; and that in Flan-
ders, the peasant enltivation is affirmed to
produce heavier crops in equal circumstan-
ces of soil, than the best cultivated districts
of England and Scotland,

Sie James Outram and the Tiger.

The London Review remarks that one an-
ccdote is illustrative of the man. A magni-
ficent tiger, o “ man-eater,” was hunted and
struck, but not mortally wounded : the bheust
dashed away, as only wounded tigers can,
followed by the stannchest sportsmen of the
party. At last it was again found, but to the
disgust of all, the brute had gone to carth
in a dark and ugly cavern, about the last
blaco to close.single-handed with such a
“Titan.”  Men who have fought in the
““open ” like Spartans, would not go to be
crushed like rats in a sewer, and tho tiger
appeared to have escaped, when out of the
crowd came a thick-set Feringee, with a quict
black oyc and a pleasant smile upon his face.
Merely asking where the beast was conceal-
ed, h~ auickly dismounted, grasped his rifle,
steppou into the den, and passed from the

sight of the admiring natives. DPresently
there was heard the sharp ring of the daunt-

N

less sportsman's rifle, and Jas. Outram reap- r

peared a conqueror indeed of the 1nan-eater,
but quite as much so of the impulsive Ish-
maelites, who recognized in him honor and
civilization associated with true courage,
Londy Phyalcians,

No less an authority than Sir James
Clarke, has said as regards the instruction of
young women in physiology : “I venture to
suggest, for the consideration of those ladies
who have gono through a systematic course of
medical education, with the idea of qualifying
themselves as medical practitioners, whether
devoting their time to the instruction of their
their owu sex in the laws of health would
not form an cqually useful and a more ap-
propriate profession than that of a physician
or surgeon In adopting as their sphere of
action the hygicne of female and infantile
life, ladics would be in their right social po-
sition ; and assuredly they could have no
higher vocation than that of teaching their
own sex the important duties which devolve
on them as mothers—how to manage their
own health and that of thejr offspring. If
ladies, properly educated for such duty—
they necd not be fully cducated physicians
—would devote their time and energies to
this noble work, they would confer an ines-
timable benefit on the rising generation, and
merit the lasting gratitude of prosperity
The Liearned TowneDrummer of Dundec.

Daniet M'Coraick, the late town-drummer
of Dundee, was a person of accuracc and ex-
tensive scholarship. He was particularly
conversant with Oriental literature. An
itinerent teacher of Hebrew had visited the
town, and issned handbills, intimating that
he undertook to impart a competent know-
ledge of the Hebrew language in a few les-
sons. Ie had sccured a public hall as his
schoolroom, and was proposing to engage
MCormick as the door-keeper. * Do you
teach Hebrew * ith or without the pointg ?”
snid the drummer. The soi-disant professor
asked impatiently what he knew about the
matter. M Cormick took a Hebrew Psalter
from his pocket, and procecded to read a
portion both with the Masoretic points and
without theiruse, Tho pretended Hebraist
looked aghast, and was silent. He had not
expected to find such learning in Dundee.
If the town-drummer was so accomplished,
how erudite must be the magistracy aud the
merchants! Numbers assembled at the hall
for & Hebrow lesson, but the preceptor had
decamped.—Rodgers's Nllustrations of Scot-
tisk Character.

Low Crewned Hats,

Says that facetious grumbler, *the Gov-
ernor” in one of his late papers in the N. Y.
Atlas :— It i generally ndmitted by physi-
cians that sunshine is necessary for human
health, and that a house in whioh [t does
not pour down on the roof, at least at inter-
vals, and glimmer in occasionally at the
windows, can never be a wholesome resid-
ence. I am fully prepared to endorse the
fact ; but I do not argue, from that, that the
roof of the human body—i. e., the hend—
needs to be beaten upon by the sun of J une,
July or August, in order to produce the
same desirable result ;—or that the pouring
in of the full glare of the sun at the windows
of the body ¢ e., the eyes—is necessary for
health or comfort. For those reasons, I do
not endorse the Godenski, or any of its kin-
dred abominations, the tarbouch or the fez,
all of which are constructed with especial
reference to letting the sharp needles of the
sun pierce into the brain with the least pos-
sible difficulty, —or the nonsensical imitatjon
of the sailor hat, the crown of which is so
low that it rests on the top of the skull and
acts a8 a baking-dish or frying-pan for cook-
ing whatever small amount of brains there
may happen to be in the head.”

A ¢ Victim¥ of the Tclegrayh,

Some print out West gets off the annexed
bitof carricature : — A gentleman bearing the
highly honorable and respectable namo of
John Erskine, was recently arrested by a
police marshal in St. Louis, and taken be-
fore a magistrate. When captured, Mr.
Erskine, who is a severe looking personage,
with sickly whiskers, was apparently endea-
voring to carry away the stone steps.of a
banking-house, and occasionally calling
seme invisible individual a * durned mean
ab litish-ish-ish~onist.”

Upon being arraigned before the court,
Mr, Erskine balanced himself majestically
on one leg, shut one eye indignantly, and
said, severcly :

“ G'on with the (bic) show I

“What i3 the matter with this man 7
thundered the magistrate, who felt some.
what ruflled by Erskine's profound remark.

“Drank, your honor I roared the marshal,

“ltzall & mistake, Mr Chairman—1I mean
your honor!” responded the injured Mr,
Erskine %[ wag not drunk, sir-no, sirl
Drunk, sir —no, 8ir — no, sir—drunk, sir, no
sir—hoge 1"

Here the court observed that the prisoner
was rambling,

“No, sir” ejaculated Mr. Erskine, falling
suddenly into the arms of the marghal, and
then righting himself again with a heavy
lurch. “I'ne not rambling, sir; but it's the
cussed telegraph. That's what's the matter,
['take a paper and read all the telegraph.
That's what's the matter. First, the tele-
graph says that Abe Lincoln hag taken Vir-
ginia, and then it says that he’s marching on
Canada, That's what's the matter. Six
telegraphs an hour, and all dif-fiferent—
hic! I want to know akout the war, and I
read the telegraphs, Whatdo I learn by the
telegraphs? Why, I learn that what took
dace yesterday didn’t take place yesterday,
but will take place to-morrow ; and that the
stirring events reported to have taken place
to-morrow won't oc-kee-kec-cur til] some
time last weck—hic! T%hay's what's the
matter. I'm so confused that I don’t kyow
what I'm about, and it's all the telegraphs.
I hope your honor will not think I'm at all
intox—ex—oxes—-intoxes-oxes—isticated——hic !
That's what's the matter |
Currants Gratitude.

 Allow me, geutlemen,” said Curran one
evening to & large party, “to give you a
sentiment. When a boy, I was one morning
Playing at marbles in the village of Ball
Alley, with a hght heart and a Jj ghter pocket,
The gibe and tho jest went gaily roung,
when suddenly among us appeared a stranger
of & remarkable and very cheerful aspect.
His intrusion was not the least restraint
upon our merry little assemblage. He wag
a benevolent creature, and the days of in-
fancy (after all, the happiest we shall ever
see), perhaps rose upon his memory. Heaven
bless him! I 3ce his fine form at the dis-
tance of half a century just as he stood be-
fore me in the little Ball Alley, in the day of
my childhood. His name was Boyse; he was
the rector of Newmarket. To me he took a
particular fancy, I was winning, and fuil
of waggery, thinking " overything that wag
ecceniric, and by no means g miser of eccen-
tricities ; every onc was welcome to a share
of them, and I had plenty to spare after
having freighted the company. Some sweet-
meats easily bribed me home with him. I
learned from Boyse my alphabet, and my
grammar, and the rudiments of the classics,
He taught me all he could, and then he sent
me to aschool at Middleton. In short, he
made me a man. I recolleet it was about
thirty-five years aftecwards, when I lLag
risen to some eminence.at the bar, and when
I had a seat in Parliament, on my return one
day from the court I found an old gentleman
seated alone in my drawing-room, his feet
familiarly placed on each side of the Italian
marble chimney-piece, and his whole air be-
speaking the consciousness of one quite at
home. He turned round; it was my friend
of Ball Alley. I rushed instinctively into
his arms, and burst into tears. Words can-
not describe the scene which followed,
*You are right, sic—you are right ; the chim-
ney-piece is yours—tle pictures are yours—
the house is yours. You gave me all 1 have,
my friend~—my benefactor!’ He dined with
me; and in the evening I caught tho tear
glistening in his fine blue eye when ho saw
poor little Jack, tho creature of his bounty,
rising in the House of Commons to reply to
a right honorable. Poor Boyse! He is now
gone; and no suitor had a larger deposit of
practical benevolence in the court aboye.
Thisis his wine ; let us drink to his memory {”

—

It is estimated that tho tunnel through
the Alps at Mount Cenis Pass will be.com-
plated in about six years. The machines on

the Italian side cut about eight feot per day,
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(CONTINURD FROM TIURD PAGE.)
toro—Dbravo! toro,” and so forth, aad the
ladies nwarded the courage ot the poor brute
with the approval he deserved, and shouted
out, * Beavissimo I at the top of the highest
octave; but they were goon prepared for a
different ery.  Tho Picador put spurs to his
horse, levelled his lanee, and drove straight
against his antagonist; the Iatier lowered
his head, plunged forward, threw his tail
into the air, and with one bound ripped with
his horns the entrails out of the horse, fling-
ing both him and his rider across the arena!
All the host runs out to protect the fallen
man ; his leg is broken, and the dead horse
is drawn out by males from the _arena.
While the man remained down, the infuriat-
¢d and angry beast made another charge to
make his assurance doubly sure, but he was
atiracted oft by a red cloak or capa, which
was flourished in his face by a boy, who
laughed as he did it. If he had not a little
corner to run into for security, he ‘might not
have laughed so heartily and with such con-
fidence, for such little “ securitics” are, made
in every arena, large enough fo: a man to
enter, but not for a Toro. A fresh horse is
brought forward, and a fresh horseman.
Now their arc no feints, everytning goes on
prosperously and earnestly.  Another charge
iswadeat the bull, he wheels round and avoids
the lance, and the ladies very scriously and
carnestly brand him with the name and stig-
ma of coward (* cobardo” in the Spanish).
The horseman pulls in his horse with all his
might, like lightning turns to avoid a counter
blow, and again ¢ levels,” but stirs not—he
is drawing breath, and gulphing in the air
(a tolerably warm draught, too), and he
awaits his enemy. The latter is in a corner,
neither tired nor cowardly—his eyes are like
the glow of red hot iron; he is covered with
foam, and his head is down; but anon he
waves his tail into the air, throws his horns
up, and shakes the foundation of the build-
ing with a roar! Majestic brute l—savage,
.grand, and proud! e is but doing his duty,
obeying the law of his being: are his tor-
mentors doing theirs? What has man’s
intellect to do with this? Surely kere man
s “in harmony with death and desolation ”

The horse trembles, like an aspen leaf; he
looks as if he had the ague; he cannot be
brought forward, and his fore-legs are launch-
ed out stiff, to hold himself a-back against
the will of his rider. The rider plunges the
spwrs an inch deep into his sides; the blood
streams out, and the poor animal obeys the
dreadful dictate of the spur. The rider
dashes forward, and the spear is broken in
the shoulder of the bulll Another spear
is called for, but it is too late——horge and
man are killed! A general murmur per-
vades the erowd ; the horse is drawn out, and
the rider is taken out to be attended to—not
for this world, but for the grave, which his
confidence and his buoyant spirits prevented
hm from anticipating, and obtiuded every
idea, save those of conquest and reputation,
When the Toro scems strong and undismayed,
there is no end to the number of his enemies
on horseback ; but when futigued a little
(which the present one did not scem), those
on foot follow up the prolonged butchery, or
what is termed in Spanish, “.4 corride de
foros a muerta” But out comes another
rider, well proportioned, tall, handsome, and
cavalier-like. A small black moustache js
curled up at cach end of the mouth; his cap
sits aslant upon his tall forchead, and his eye,
dark and flashing, scems to give u3 an an-
ticipation of his success. The moment he
cntered, the ladies and gentlemen shouted
out “ valiante I “bravol” and a few whi
pers of ejaculation went round the fajr sex,
who have always a regard for the personifi-
cation of chivalry, ¢ Che hermosa cabullero 1
(What a beautiful gentieman.) Well, hie was
& splendid looking fellow, and put one in
mind of the ancient chivalry of Spain, more
like a Cid (a lord) than a man of ordinary
bull-fighting pretensions, He spurs his horse,
and makes a fow flourishes and feints. The
bullis in the corner well rested ; the foam that
hitherto oozed from his joints and covered
‘his huge neck and shoulders, has disap-
peared; his head ig slightly turned; but,
Leavens! what a look of disdain ho gives]
There is.a fate in that singlo glance; there

is & certainty of what i3 to come. Tlhe
people shout  Faliente, toro " "The 1ider is
undismayed ; theve is confidence in him also.
I believe he would prefer death to relinquish-
ing his design.  The man who was killed
and  faken out before his eyes was his
clder, and only brother! A more proud,
determined, or valiant-loohing man I never
sl In the presenee of death or in the face
of danger! He spurs his horse's flanks ngain
—a larger horse than the one which pre-
ceded him - but he iz likewise bandaged ; no
horse in the world can stand against the ook
of an Andalusian or a Salamanca toro,
Another flourish of the Iance nnd the bull is
brought to his vantage-ground. Now for
the aim-—fuace to fuce they stand. It is hard
to say which has the firiest eye, the man or
the monster. A half-eharge is made for the
purpose of following it up by a full one, and
of pufting the bull oft' his guard ; but it is
not effectunl-—before tho rider can retreat
for the length of the second, the buil rattles
and thunders against the horse--the horse
gets a side peep at his antagonist, and flies
to one of the corners built in for the protec-
tion of a Chulo, but too small for his body ;
and his head being in, he fancies himself safe.
Poor animal! death is upon him like a flash
of lightning ; the rider cannot turn him, and
the bull makes a literal paste of him, and
fills up the door of the little corner with a
quivering and bleeding carcase. There i3 n
general fear entertained for the man, and

they ail shout out “matalo! matalo "~ kill

him! kill him! But the man dismounts un-

huri and seures himself from a “ doulle

attack; the prima espada comes forward in

bis beautiful costume—n bright blue vest,

embroidered with gold, crimson breeches,

with broad gold stripes, crimson and blue

cap and tassel, and gold-buckled slippers

aud white silk stockings, He has a keen

Toledo in his hand, and is about saluting

the audience, particularly some noble lady,

who is the lady patroness of the Juncion,

when the. dismounted rider, makes an ad-
dress and begs permission to ho the slayer
of the slayer of his brother. There was
cloquence in thig appeal, and it was goc;}'f'
answered by the cries of # 84, senor,” * Bra-
vo!" “ Valiente!" and so on; and the lady
patroness smiled assent from her conspicu-
ous bhox, artivulating a compliment, uno ca-
ballero! uno caballero !—a gentlemanl g
genileman!  This was agninst precedent,
but allowable under the circumstances. The
bull gets a quarter of an hour's rest, and
who should come in but the rider, in the
costume of the prima espada——the first sword-
bearer; he steps in buoyantly and confident-
ly, bows to the galleries, flings his cap into
the air, catching it on the point of his Tole-
do, and having uttered something, makes a
salute and faces his antagonist on foot. Ie
puts himself en guarde, and then takes a
feint, and the bull flics at him with all his
force; but that hand is steady—there is
nerve, and power, and confidence in the man
—one moment and the keen Toledo, that
glittered like a needle, is buried in the heart
of his brother's murderer. Garlands are
flung down; the man, flushel with success,
retires from the applauses of the shouting
multitude,

THE LATE KING LOUI% PHILIPPE.

In o sitting of the French Senate, a peti-
tion was read from a private individual,
praying that the mortal remains of King
Louis Philippe might be removed to France
Count de Beaumont, the reporter, observed
that the committee was decidedly of opinion
that a mere stianger was not entitled to a
petition for sucha result, and that a member
of the Orleans fumily could alone make the
request: Were such an application sent in,
there wag nothing to lead to the belief that
it would not be accorded, When the late
king died, the Emperor had declared—ag
was confirmed by a letter from the Minisier
of State, which the reporter had in his pos-
session —that he should not eppose tho trans-
lation of the body of Louis Philippe to Dreux,
That decision was made kn~wa to the Orleans
princes, who did not consider it advisable to
profit by the authorization. In conscquence,
the committee proposed to the Senato to pass

to the order of the day. That course was
agreed to,

- me— L R IS TP

IN PARIS,

ENGLISHL \WORKMEN

The Paris papers studiously avoided men-
tion of the late visit of British worlimen,
The people with whom they camo in vontact
were courteous, the musecums and shows
were thrown open to them, and the hotel-
folk were not rapacious.  And the moen went
mervily on their way baek to England, hav-
ing spont o pleasant week.  But, although
there waz no diteet contact between Enghish
and Iiench workmen, 1 am strongly inclined
to believe thal tids exemsion will not be
without a good result.  In the firat place, it
13 certain that the éxeursionists will, by a
rapturous chronicle of their Pavidian experi-
ences, tempt others to follow their example
From tiie Black Country, fiom smohing Bii-
mingham and Sheflicld, from tilnegow, Newa
castle, Preston, Bolton and Lecds, prosper-
ous operatives will form themselyes in groups,
and put themseives under the auspices of
professional ceursion contrivers, During
this first excursion mnch was seen, but much
was left uuscen.  There is n special fascina-
tion in the first knowledge of Paris, that be-
wilders all who approach for the first time,
It is not surprising, then, that bands of work-
ing men, who had never wandered far ,Tom
their native cottupges, were content, when
they reached this city, to be in 1tg bright
ways, aad to linger where the sun shone,
and where the palaces stood against the
cloudless sky. It is not well, however, to be
“ sipping only what is sweet.” Pleasure tukes
& lew zest, when accompanied by a sense of
a duty fulfilled. I take thiy ground in ve,-
turing to offer advice to future excursionists
of the working-class. I shall boldly suggest
that when a second and third batch of Brit-
ish workmen shall visjt Paris, thoy shall not
keep on the broad and sunny walks of the
capital, sipping only the sweets—sceing only
what is fairest,

I have been much behind the gcenes of this
great capital.  Those solemu nien You have
scen holding lanterns over the gutiers in
search of rags or bones,.I have traced to
their homes, met in their dark drinking-shops,
watched at their strenge and uncouth balls,
L have talked with the Parig costernonger
over his barrow, and have heard the story of
his hardships and his wrongs. I have heen
in the workshops of our tribulent friends of
the Quarter St, Antoine, also, where T haye
watched wondrously skilled men singing
over their work, as though to work trom
dawn to sundown were the happiust of lots,
even under the surveillunce of regiments
quartered hard by, to punish indiscreot ex-
pressions of opinion. Aye, I have been with
the paviors who paved these great streets,
with the sewer-men who chased rats under
them. There is a skeleton hanging some-
where in the, neighbourhood of every great
city, and [ have heard the ratthng of the
bones mote than once hereabouts, Now it
i3 to the byways of this vast pleasure city
that I would direet the footsteps of British
workmen, who may change to travel hither.
[ would lead them to places whers they may
hear something that may be of use to them.
I would conduct them bebind the Chaleau
& Equ~—to a certain court of justice among
other places. Here they should sec some six
or seven men, sented at a semi-cirenlar table,
presiding at a court of justice. They should
recognize ir: these yjudges an equnl number of
masters and workmen, but all decorated
alike with a silver star suspended about their
necks by a broad black riband, They would
besurprised to discover that this was a self-
constituted court of Justice, where quarrels
between employer and employed were ar-
ranged, with little or no expense, and with
perfect satisfaction to both parties.—London
Review,

L o

“Why are you not danving ?" exclaimed
a young lady (who could never give the pro-
per air to any tune) to a couple who were
standing for the space of five minutes,
whilst she wags endeavoring 1o hit upon the
right notes of o late potka, and which she
thought were correctly repdered, 0, I
can't dance the varintions,” exclaimed one
of the dancers (who was a wit in her way)
“ pray begin the polka.” The duncing ceas-
¢d, and the party disposed of themselves

around & card tablo M. A,

@he AWeekly Tews,

- NS, .\.‘\.\\.\,\'\-\,\\-\,\\1\,\-\\\

Tho ateam<bip Suavoniu ling arcived witlh
thice days luter uews,

The Indian loan of £4,000,600 has been
introdueed,

Spain abandons her claims against Moroe.
¢o {0 declaze Totuan the property of Spain,
to render it impregnable and to colonizo the
territory.

The Pope had recovered sufliciently from
bis indisposition to celebrata on Saturday
lass the Pontificat Mss in St. Peter’s, a long
and fatigneing servico in honor of that APO3-
tle, the Patron of Rome,

The New Otleans Delta says that that the
New York Marine Insuranece policies cover
losses by pirates, but not by privateers;
therefore, if the Northera courts coudemns
Southern privateers as pirates, the inswance
company will be linble

“ Malakofl” writes the New York 7imes
from Paris, that tho rebel Commissioners
have offered the “crown” of the mixed
kingdom of the South to young Bonaparte
of Baltimore, now a Captain in the Freuel
army, and whe, it will be recollected, is a
graduate of West Point

The Great Eastern after n passage of nine
days, has lately placed on our shores someo
fifteen hundred soldicrs, of the regular army
of England, and it is said, that those are to
be followed by some thousands, together
with the regnisite amount of guns, horses,
tents, &c., for an army,

A company in London called the Pheuma-
tic Dispaten Company, are erecting a tunnel
in that city thirty inches in diameter, through
which they intend to send parcels by ex-
hausting the air in front of the cylinder
containing them. The line is firat to be put
in operation between the general post-office
and Bloomsbury.

The Kingston Daily Naws is responsible
for the following :—An article of produce
not embraced in the tarifl of dulies was en-
tered at the Custom ilouse on Saturday
without wn invoice. A young infant wag
deposited in tho vestibule of the building by
a little girl who immediately ran away.
Observant eyes, however, saw the mothcer,
Illen Chambers, not far distant, and she was
taken into custody.,

The New Orleans Delta, of the 111h inst.,
says that further persistence of the Con-
federate States in the endeavor to obtain
recognition of their nationality, is useless. It
also says that the British Ministers had not
the coursge or inclination to apply to the
Confederate States rules which they have
uniformly applied to other nations. It adda:
Too much importance has been assigned to
the iden that France and Eugland would
break the blockade to get Southern products.
The Editor, therefore, proposes .he reeall of
the Southern Comumissioners, and to refuse
the recognition of resident consuls of all the
powers which will not recognize similar offi-
cers of the Confederate States abroad.

Hoxe Jounyar.—~This paper is a credit to
Canada. If it succeeds, which we trust it
will, it will plainly indicate the progress of
the Canadian mind, The ways of literature
are the ¢ways of pleasantness’ —the howers
of philesopny and fancy. The proprictor
deserves credit, for doing what few would
venture to do, viz., of starting a literary
paper ina country where none have hitherto
been properly supported. The Homr Jour-
NAL is the only literary paper in Canada,
aud ithasa good corps of contrinuiors We
notice the names of the following gontle-
men in the Hoxs Jounyar, viz.,, McGee,
Loveridge, McCarroll and Fenton,—the
latter gentlemen hails from. our own town,
and is known to the readors of tho Wav.rly
Magazine,—there is o letter from his pen in
No. 5, for whioh the Editor renders him his
thanks in that number.

No Canadinn houschold should bo without
this journal. Tho matier isabove the stand-
ard of American literature, and what belongs
to our country, should be patriotically sup-
ported. If the numbers are preserved, they
will in o year hence make n handsome
volume for Canadian Librazies, and one’ of
sterling material to boot.~ Chatham JArgus.
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