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MONTRE AL, FEBRUARY 15, 1834,

AlSALOM,

‘The waters slept. Nights silvery veil bung low
On Jordan's lmsmu, and the eddies curled

Their glassy vings beneath it, like the still
Unhroken beating of the sleeper’s pulse,

‘The reeds bent down the stream—the willow leaver,
With 2 soft cheek upon the lulling tide,

Forgot the lifting winds—and the long stems,

W huw flowers thc waters, Jike a 50'1119 nurse,
Bear on its hosom, quietly gave way,

And lumed, in gracetul attitudes, 10 rost,

{low strikingly t!u. course of nature tells,

By its light Bieed of human suflering,

‘That it was fashioned for a happier Tworld !

King Oavid’s Jimbs were weary.  Tic had fled
From fo’.)'«.m«.zlun, and no he stond
With his fuint people for o little rest
Upon the shore of Jordan.  “The Hght wind
Of morn was stivring, and ke bared his brow
T'o its refreshing bremh, for he had warn
The mourne’s covering, and he kad not felt
That he vould see liis people until now,
They gathered ratud hin on the fresh green bank,
And %pu}.u their kindly words—and as The sun
Rose up in Heaven, e hnelt among them therg,
And bowed his head upon lis hands to pray.
Oh ! when the heart 3s full—when bitter thoughts
Came crowding thickly up for utterance,
And the poor common words of courtesy
Are such at very mockery—how much
The bursting heart may pour itseld in prayer?
e prayed for Istacl ; ; and his voice went up
Strangly < and fervently-—he prayed for tiose
Whase Tove had been his shickl'; and his deep tones
Grew tremulous—but oh ! for Absalom—
Vor his estranged, misguided Abalom—
The proud, lm«ht bcm-r who had burst away,
In )l his prmcd_v lnamy to dufy
The heast that cherisl’d him—~for him he pow’d,
In agony that would not be control'd,
Strong supplications, and forgave him there
Before his Godl, for his deep sintulness.

4 L d - - L) -
The pall was settled. e who slept beneath
Was straiten'd for the grave; and as the folds
Sunk to the still proportions, they betrayed
The matchless symmetry of Absalom.
is hair was yet unshorn, and sitken curls
Weie floating vound the tassels, as they sway'd
To the adxmm.d airn, as glossy now
As when, in hours of "u:tla. dalliance, Luthing
The snowy fingers of Judew's gitls.
His helm was at s fect—his | hauner, soiled
With trailing through Jerusalem, was Jaid
Revers'd beside him~—and the jewell'd hilr,
Whose dimmonds lit the ygsage of his blude,
Rested Jike mockery on 'cmcr *d brow.

1

The soldiers of the king trod to and fio,

Clad in the garh of battle, and their Chicl,

"Che mighty Joab—stood beside his bicr,

And gazed upon the dark pall steadfastly,

As it he feared the sluberer might stir,

A slow step startled him. e "l"l\])(‘d his blade,

As if a trumpet rang ;3 but the bent furm

OF David entered, :and he gave command

In 2 low tone to his fow followers,

And left bim with his dead.  “The King stood stil)
“Cill the lust echo died 5 then throwing olt

The sackeloth from lu> brow, and l.unw back

“The pall from the still features of his child,

He bowed his head upon him, and broke forth

In the resistless eloquence of woe :o—

“ Aluy, my noble boy~—that thou shou}d\t die?
llwu, who wert made so beautitully
That death should settle in thy "Iomm's Eye,
And leave his stillness in this du\luml" hair ?
How could he mark thee for the silent wmb,
My proud boy Absalom?

-

¢ Cold is thy brow, my san *——and I am chill,
As to my bosom { have tried to press thee—
How was 1 wont to feed y pulses thrill,
Like a rich harp-string, yearning to caress thee !
And hear thy sweet €omy Father” from these dubs
Aad cold lips, Absalom !

“The grave hath won thee—T shall hear the gush
Of wusic, and the voices of the young—
And life will pass me in the mandm b!usll,
And the dark tresses to the soft wings fiaig—
But thou no more, with thy sweet voicc, shall come
T'o meet me, Absalom !

“ And now farewcll? “tis harl 1o give thee up,
With death so like 2 gentle slumber on thee—
And thy dark sin !—-()h, I could drink the cup,
11 from this woe its bittesness had won thee—
May Gad have called thee, like 2 wanderer, howe,
My crring Absalom ="

He covered up his fice, and bowed himsel'
A moment on his child—then giving him
A laok of melting tenderness, he clasp'd
s hands convubively, as it in prayer,
Aud as a strength were given him ol God,
He rose up calmly, and campos'd the pall
Firmly and decently, and leit him there,
As if his rest had been a breathing sleep.

.

Shakespeare calls bees,
The singing masons building veols of gold,
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DR, ROWLAND TAYLOR. .

On the Oth of February, in the year 1553, Dr. Rowland
‘Taylor, vicar of Hadleigh in Sutlulk, one of the first towns
in England that entertained the Reformation, suffered death
there fur resisting the establishment of papal worship in his
church,

Rowland Taylor was “a doctor in both the civil and ca.

non lawes, and a right perfect divine.”  On induction to his
benefice, he resided with his flock, “as a good shepherd
abiding and dwelling among his sheep,” and % not only was
his word a preaching unto them, but all his life and conver-
sation was an example of untiined Christian life and true
lholinesse : he was void of all pride, humble and mecke as
any child, so that none were so poore but they might boldly,
as unto their father, resort unto him ; neither was his low-
linesse childish or fearfull ; but, as occasion, time, and place
required, he would be stout in rebuking the sinfull and evil
docrs, so that none was so rich but he would tell him plainly
his fanlt, with such carnest and grave rebukes as beeame a
good curate and pastor.”  1e continued in well-doing at
Hadleigh during the reign of king Edward VI till the duys
of queen Mary—when one Fuiter, a Jawyer, and one John
Clerk, of Hadley, hircd one Averth, passon of Aldam, a
zight popish priest, to come to Hadley, and thiere to givethe
onset to begin again the popish masse ; to this purpose they
builded up, with all haste possible, the altar, intending to
bring in their masse again about the Palme Munday.”
Thealtar was thrown down iu the “night, but on the follow-
ing day it was replaced, and the Aldun priest entered the
€hureh, attended by Foster and Clerk, and guarded by men
with swords and bucklers.  Dr. ‘Laylor, who was in his stu-
dy, and ignorant of this irruption, hearing the church bells
ring, rcpaired thither, and found the priest, surrounded by
his armed foree, ready to begin mass, agaiust whom he was
unable to prevail, and was himself thrust, ¢ with strong
hand, out of the church.” ‘I'wo duys afterwareds, he was
summoned by Gardiner, bishop of Wincliester, to come Le-
fore him at London, and answer complaints.  His friends
counsclled him to fly; but Taylor determined to meet his
chiemics, “aud, to their beards, resist their fulse doings.”
He took his departure amidst theiv weeping, “leaving his
cure with a godly old priest named Sie Richard Yeoman,
who afterwards, for God's truth, was burnt at Norwich.”
On his appearance, bishop Gardiner, who was also lord
chancellor, reviled him, “ecalling him kuave, traitor, here-
tike, with many other villainous reproaches.”  Taylor listen-
od patiently; at last hesaid, « My lord, I am neither traitor
nor heretike, but a true subject, and a faithfull Christian
man ; and am come, ‘according to your commandment, to
know what isthe causc that your lordship hath sent for we 2*
“Ihe bishop charged upon him that he was married. ¢ Yea,”
quoth Taylor, *that I thank God I am, and have had nine
.children, and all in lawfil matrimony ; and blessed be God
that ordained matrimony.” ‘Then the bishop charged him
with having resisted the priest of Aldam in saying wass at
Hadleigh. Taylor also adwmitted this, and, after stout dis-
pute, was committed to the king’s bench, where he spent his
time in praying, reading the seriptures, writing, preaching,
and cxhorting the pri to repent and amendiment
of life. There he found *¢ master Bradford,” whom he com-
£irted by his courage.  While imprisoned, he was cited to
appear “in the Arches at Bow church,” and was carried
thither, and “ deprived of his benefice because he was mar-
ried.”  On the 2th of January, 1533, Taylor was again
taken before Gardiner and other bishops.  He gives a lang
account of his disputations with them on that aud like ocea-
sivns. They urged him, and others with him, to recant;
the prisoners refused, and “then the bishops read sentence
of death tipon them.”

After condemnation, Dr. Tayvlor was “bestowed in the
Clinke till it was toward night, and then hie was semoved to

the counter by the Poultry.” On the 4th of February,
l!onucr, bislxp]) ot London, came to the counter to degracde
him; first wishing him to return to the church of Rome,
and promising him to sue for his pardon.  Whereunto Tay-
lor answered, 4 I woulde youand your followers would tuine
to Christ; asfor me, T will not turn to Antichyist,” “Well,"
quoth the bishop, I am come to degrade you, wherefore
put on these vestures,” % No,” quoth Dr. Taylor, « I will
not”  “Wilt thou not?” said the bishop; « T shall muke
thee ere T goe”  Quoth Doctor ‘tylor, “ You shall not, by
the grace of Gods”  Then Bouner caused another to put
them on his back 3 and when thus arrayed, Taylor, walking
up and down, said, « Ilow say you, my lord, am I not a
goodly fuot?  How say you, my masters; if 1 were in
Cheap, should T not have boys enough to laugh at these
apish toys, and toying trumpery 2 ‘The bishop proceeded,
with certain ceremonies, to his purpose, till at the lust, when,
according to the form, he should have struck ‘Laylor on the
breast with his crosier, the bishop's chaplain said, « My Jord,
strike him not, for he will sore strike again,”  “Tavlor fu.
voured the chaplain’s suspicion. % ‘The cause,” suid he « is
Christ's; and T were no good Christian it I would not fight
in my master's quarrel.” It appears that “the Bishop Laid
his curse wpon him, but struck him not ;” and after all was
over, when he got up stairs, * he told master Bradford (tor
both lay in one chamber) that he had nude the bishop of
London afraid 5 fur, saith he, laughingly, his chapluin gavs
him counsell not to strike with his crosier-stafl) for that }
would strike again; and by my troth, said he, rubbing his
hands, I made him believe I wonld doe so indeed.”

Thus was Taylor still cheerful from rectitude. In the
afternoon his wite, his son, and John Hull, bis servant, were
permitted to sup with kim.  After supper, walking up and
down, he impressively exhorted them, with geave advice, to
good conduct and reli on Provide “Then they,
with weeping tears, prayed together, and kissed one the
other 3 and he gave to his wife a book of the church service,
set ont by king Edward, which in the time of his imprison-
ment he daily used; and unto his sonne Thomas hie gave a
latine booke, containing the notable sayings of the old mar-
tyrs, gathered out of Leclesiastica Historéa ; and in the end
of that booke he wrote his testament and Jast rale.”  In this
“vale,” dated the Sth of February, he says to his family, « I
goe before, and you shall fullow after, to our long home, 1
goc to the rest of my childrens 1 have bequeathed you to
the onely Omnipotent.”  In the same paper he tells his
“ dear friends of Hadley, to remain in the liglit opened <o
plainely and simply, truly, throughly, and generally in all
England,” for standing in which he was to die in flames.

In the morning at two o'clock, the sheriff of London, with
his officers, brought him, without Jight, from'the counter to
Aldgate. HMis wife, suspecting that he would be carried
away thus privately, had watched, from the time they had
parted, within the porch of St. Botolph's church, havisg her
daughter Mary with her, and a little osphian ginl named Elie
zabeth, whom the honest martyr had reared from three years
old to her then age of thirteen ; and when the sherift’ and
his company came nigh to where they stood, the child Eli.
zabeth cried, ¢ O my dear father! Mother, mother, here is
ny father led away *  ‘The darkness being so great that the
one could not see the other, his wife cried, * Rowland, Row-
land, where art thou?” Taylor answered, “ Dear wife!
I am hiere,” and hie stayed 3 and the sheriffs men would have
forced him, but the sheriff” said, « Stay a little, my nasters,
I pray you, aud let him speak to his wife.”  Then he took
his daughiter Mary in his arms, and he, and his wife, and the
orphan girl, knecled and prayed ; and the sheriff; and many
who were present, wept; and he arose and kissed his wife,
and shook her by the hand, and said, “ Farewell, my dear
wife 3 be of goud camfort, for I am quict in my conscicnce
~~God shull stir up a father for my chikiren,” e had

o,
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three others, hesides his davghiter Mary and the young Eli-
zabeth. e then kissed Mary, and then Blizabeth, and he
Pade them also farewell, and enjoined them to stand steadfast
in their fith,  His weeping wife said, * Gad be with thee,
dear Rowlind—I will, with God's grace, meet thee at Had-
feigh.,” ‘I'hen he was led on to the Woolsack inn, ut Ald-
gate, where he was put in n chamber, under the custody of
four yeamen of the guard and the sherift™s men.  Here bis

wife again desired to sec him, but was restrained by the she-

¥, who otherwise treated hier with kindness, and offered |

fier his own house to abide inj but she preferred to g0 to
her mothers, whither two officers conducted her, charging
lice mother to keep her within till their return.

Meautime, as soon as ‘Taylor entesed the chawher, he
prayed ; and he remined at the inn until the sherifl of Es.
sox was ready to receive him. At deven o'duck the inn
gates were shut, and then he was put on horseback \\:nlmr
the gates.  When they arrived ontside, “Paylor saw his son
‘Thomas standing against the rails, in the care of his man
Johm Iull; and he said, « Come hither, my son Thomas.”
John Hull lifred the ehild up, and sct him on the horse
before his father 3 and Taylor put off' his hat, and spoke a
sentence or two to the peaple in behalf of matrintony, and
then he lifted up his cyes and prayed for his son, and laid
his hat on the childs hiead, and blessed him.  ‘This done,

e delivered the child to John 1lul), whom lie took by the |

hand, and he said to him, ¢ Farewell, John Iull, the faith-
fullest servant that ever man had.”  Having sosaid, he rode
forth with the sherift' of Fssex and the yeomen of the guard
to go to his martyrdom in Suflvik.

Wien they came near to Brentwood, one Arthur ‘Taysic,
who hiad been servant to “Laylor, supposing him free, took
him by the hand and said, ¢ Master Doctory 1 am glad to
sce you again at liberty 3 but the sheritt drove him back.
At Brentwood, a close hood was put over Taylor's face,
with holes for his eyes to look out at, and a slit for his
mouth to breathe through.  These hoods were used at thiat
place to be put on the martyrs that they should not be
known, and that they should not speak to any one, on the
road to the burning-places.

Yet as they went, Taylor was so-cliverful, and tatked to
the sherifl’ aml his guards in such wise, that they were

1 at his v. At Chelmsford they met the she-
rill’ of Suflolk, who was there toearry him into his county.
At that thne he supped with the two sherifls,  The sheriil’
of Essex luboured, during supper, to persuade him to ye-
turn to queen Mary’s religion, telling him that all present
would use their suit to the queen for his pardon, nor doubted
they could obtain it.  ‘LThe sherifl’ reminded him that he
had been beloved for his virtues, and honoured for hislearn-
ing; that, in the course of naturc, he was likely to live
many years 3 and that he might even be higher esteemed
than ever; wherefore, he prayed him to be advised : ¢ “This
counsel I give you,” said the sherift, “ of a good heart and
good will towards you ;™ and thercupon he drank to hiw;
and the yeomen of the guard said,  In like manner, upon
that condition, master Doctor, we all drink to you™ When
they bad so done, and the cup came to Taylor, hie staid
awhile, as studying what he might say, and then answered
thus: « Master sherifl; and my wasters all, I heartily thank
you for your good will. I have hearkened to your words
and marked well yonr counsels 3 and, to be plain with you,
X do perccive that T havebeen deceived mysclf; aud am likely
to deceive a great mauy of their expectation.” At these
words they were exceedivgly glad.  « Would ye know my
meaning plainly ?* he sid.  « Yen, good master Doctor,”
answered the sherith, “tell it us plainly.” ¢« Then,” said
Taylor, “I will tell you:” and he said, that, as his body
was of considerable bulk, and as lie thought, if he had died
in his bed, it would hiave been buried in Hadleigh church-
vard, so he had deceived himself; and, as there ave a great

. many worins there abiding, which would have mealed hand.
somely upon him, so they, as well as hiwmselfy were deccived ;
“ for,” said bie, “it must be burnt 1o ashes, and they will
thereby Jose their feeding.”  The sherift’ and his company
were thereupon astonished at him, as being a man without
foar of deathy, and making a jest of the flunes,  Duriug
their progress, many gentlemen and magistrates were ul-
mitted to see him, and entreated him in Jike manner—but
ke remained immovable,

Thus they drew near to Hadleigh 5 and when they rode
over Hadleigh bridge, a poor man, with his five small chil-
dren, awaited theie coming,  When they saw Taglor, they
{ul[.fcﬂ down on their knees and held up their hands, and
' cried aloud, ¢ God help and suecour thee, asthot hast many

atime succonred me and my poor children.”  “Uhe strects
- of Hadleigh were crowded ou cach side by men and wonten,

of the towa and country, sorely weeping, and with pitcous
i voices loudly bewailing the loss of their pastor, praying thut
: he might be strengthened and comforted in his extremity,
¢ and excliming, ¢ What shall iecamne of this wicked world 1
i ‘Taylor said, ¥ have preached to you God's word and truth,
Vand am come to seal it with my blood”  When he camie to
, the almshouses, he put some money, that had been bestowed

on him during his imprisonment, into a glove, and this he is
{ said to have given to thepoor almsmen as they stood at theiy
doors, to sce their wonted benefactor pass. At the last of
the almshouses he inquired, «Js the blind man and blind
woman, that dwelt here, alive 2" He wasanswercil, ¢ Yes;
! they are there withind”  Then he thvew glove and all in at
{ the window, and so rode fosth towards the feld of his death.

Coming where a great multitude were assembled, be ask-
»edy ¢ What place is this, and what meaneth it that so much
- people are gathered hither 2 It was answered, « This is

Aldbam common, the place where you must suffer.” e
said, ¢ Thauked be God, Tam cven at home.” Then he
alighted from his horse, and with both his hands rent the
Ilwod from his head.  His hair was unscemly, for Bouner,
when he degraded him, had caused it to be clipped in man-
ner of a fuol’s, At the sight of thisancient and reverad face,
and his long white beard, the people burst into tears, and
prayed for him aloud. e would have spoken to them, but
whenever he attempted, one or other of the yeomen of the
guard thrust a tipstall into his mouth,

Then he desived licence to speak, of the sheriff'; but the
sherift refused himy, and bade him remember his promise to
the council. ¢ Well" quoth Taylor, “promise must be
kept.”  What the pronise was is unknown.  Seating him-
self on the ground, he called ta ane iu the crowd, “ Soyee,
I pray thee come and pull oft' my boats, and take them for
thy labour ; thou hast long looked for them, now take them.”
‘Flien he arose, and putting off’ his under-clothes, them also
lie bestowed,  ‘Lhis done, he cried with aloud voice, “Good
people! I hiave taught you nothing but God's holy word,
and those lessons that 1 have taken out of God's blessed
book, the Holy Bible; aud I am come hither this day to
seal it with my blood.” One Holues, a ycoman of the
guard, who had used bim cruelly all the way, then struck
him a violent blow on the head * with a waster,” and said,
“JIs that the keeping of thy y thou heretick 2
Witercupon Taylor kuelt on the carth and prayed ; and a
poor, but faithful w s | from i the people
to pray with him.  The guards would fuin have thrust her
away—they threatened to tread her down with their horses 5
but she was undismayed, aad would not remove, but re.
wained and prayed with him.  aving finished lis devo.
tions, he went to the stake, and kissed it, and placed himself
in a pitch-hareel which had boen set for him to stand in 3
and he stood with his back upright against the stake, sud he
folded his hands together, and he litted lis eyes towards
heaven, and he prayed continually.  “Then they bound bim
L with chains, and the sheritf called one Richard Domiingham,
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4 butcher, and commanded him to set up the faggots; but
he said, ¢ I am Jame, sir, and notable to lifta faggot.”  The
sheriff threatened to send him to prison, but the man refused
to obey his command notwithstanding. Then the sherifl
appointed to this labour one Mulleing, of Carcey, “a man
for his virtues fit to be a hangman,”  Soyee, a very drunk-
ard, & man named Warwick, and one Robert King, “a de-
viser of interludes.” ‘These four set up the faggots, and pre.
pared for muking ready the fire, and Warwick cast a faggot
at the martyr, which lit upon his head and wounded his
face, so that the blood ran down.  ‘L'aylor said, ¢ O, friend )
1 have harm cnough, what ucedeth that 2 “Chen, while he
repeated the psaln Miscrere, in English, Sir John Shelton
struck him on the mouth. ¢ You knave,” said he, “speak
Latin, or I will make thee.” At Iast they set the taggots on
fire; and ‘Taylor, holding up both his hands, called on Gad,
erying, * Merciful Father of Heaven ! for Jesus Christ our
Savioar’s sake, receive my soul into thy hands * e stood
during his burning, without erying or moving, till Soyce
struck him on the head with a hulbert, and the brains falling
out, the corpse fell down into the fire,

While some may deem this narrative of Rowland Taylor's
conduct too circumstantial, others, perhaps, may not so deen..
Itistobe ed as exemplifying the s of the pe-
riod wherein the event occurred, and may at least he accept-
able to many. It will assuredly be approved by a fuw who
regard inflexible adherence to principle, at the hazavd of
death itself, as preferable to a conscience-consuming subser-
viency, which, while it truckles to what the mind judges to
be false, depraves the heart, and saps the foundations of pub.
lic virtue.

THE BLIND BOY.

The day was bright and beautiful—
The boys to play had gone—

Save one, who.sat beside the door,
Dejected and alone;

And as the tone of merry sport
Came faintly to bhis car,

He sighed, and from his swelling lids
He brushed the falling tear.

His little heart was rent with pain—
He could not join their play ;

He could not run about the ficlds,
And by the brook side stray.

The rolling hoop—the bounding ball—
The kite borne by the wind—

The acorn hunt—were nought to him:
Tor hic, alas ! was blind.

He could not sce the setting sun,
And watch the glowing skics—

The beauty of the moon and stars
Fell not upon his eyes.

The rainbow, when it spanned the clowds,
Was lost unto his sight—

And waving woods, and sparkling streams—
For all to him was night !

These truths came fresh into his mind,
While sittting thus apart—

No wonder that the tear drop feli,
‘And heavy was his heart.

Al, littde did the youtliful throng,
Whose hearts were fnll of joy,

Refect upon the lonely state

LIBRARY,

When I Jook around upon my library, consisting of the
literary remains of the most cmiiient authors that once lived,
what an enormous wealth of intellect I, behiold before me,
bequenthed by them to their posterity, which is often as
much squandered and neglected by thousands of its thank-
less hieirs, who care as little for the inheritance as for the
memory of the testator. It is only a choiee few, as it is in
family inheritanees, who appreciate and improve the trea-
sures, and with the servant in the parable, put out their
talent to usury.

If a Jibrary be the wardrobe of litcrature, it is o wardrohe
that manifests the taste and intellect of the possessor, as the
character of an individual may he generally estinated by his
dress and company with which he usually ascociates,  Some
wardrobes contain clothing all decovated with tinsel and or-
naments, but too flimsy and thin to conceal the wearer’s
nudity, and protect him from the inclemency of the elements.
Such are works of the depraved fmagination, which neither
edity the understanding nor benefie the heart,  Others are
mwore substantial, and destined perkaps to outlast the wearer,
but they are too cumbersome to put on, and, consequently,
useless.—These are works on speculative metaphysics and
subtle theories of philosophy, which, living only in the
brains of' theiv inventors, are found to he of” no practieal
utility, and are, therefore, only remembered for the sake of
the genius which devised them.  Some dresses are coloured
with so precarious # dye as to soil the individuals who put
them on; and sueh are all works which offend the eye of
moral delicacy and ténd to demoralize the mind and the
heart of the reader.  Others again are not only durable but
beautiful in their appearance and  texture, affording a
warmth, dignity and grace to all who wear thew 5 and sueh
are all those waorks which tend to improve the powers of the
mental and moral inderstanding, and to call forth a kindred
spirit of love and admiration from all who contemplate the
moral picture. It is in the wardrobe of literature, as it has
been at the marriage feasts of the orientals, cvery one is
privileged to obtain the richest suit without cost; and all
Pthat is required of himis simply to enter the temple of
; knowledge, and wait upon the goddess till she grauts him
 the unpurchasable boou.

3ooks may be also termed the chests or repositaries of
thought.  And aswe would not estimate a chest by the
richness of the external ornaments, but by the value of what
it contains, so those bovks which have nothing to recom-
mend than but their outward dress, are only ornamented
chosts, destitute of any thing that is worth possessing.  Yet
who docs not now-a-days enter romms misnamed libravies,
containing Looks, it is truc, but proving, on examination, to
be merely empty chiests, neither beneliting the owner nor his
cnquiring friends.  Let my literary trunks be ever so un-
sightly, as it respects their covers, if only they contain plenty
of the pure mental coin within them. T surrender to any
one who pleases the empty satisfaction of possessing golden
caskets, but mack jewels, gandy frames, but daubed-up pic-
tures to disgust the cye of the discriminating critic.

BEAUTY AND POETRY,

Beauty is to a woman what poetry is to a language, and
their similarity accounts for their conjunction ; for there
never yet existed a female, possessed of personal Joveliness,
who was not only poetical in herself; but the cause of poctry
in others.  Were the subject to be properly examined, it
would he discovered that the first dawn of poctical geniusin
a man proceeds almost invariably from hisacquaintatee with
the other sex.  Where love exists, poetry must exist also ;
for one caunat possibly have being without the fellowship of

OF that poor, sightless boy ! |

the other—=they live together, and together they perish,
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DOMESTIC PEACE,

Vain would tiath refieet in <ong
What nameless faseinations throng
Around that guict bearth alone,
Where tenderness hath rear'd its throne.
Oh ! there are feelings, vieh but faint,
I'he hues of language sannot paint ;
And pleastve, delicately deep,
Which, like the palaces of sleep,
Melt into dimness, when the light
Would look upon their fairy sight ;
And there ave chords of happiness
W host spirit-tones our fancy bless,
And make the music of our joy
Complete withont one harsh alloy—
Yot, vain would words one note »
Of melody which mind can Jeel ' —
But who hath lett some eahn domain,
Where home was charm'd by wonmn's veign,
And trifiles, through sonie wmagic, ware
An air they never breathed before—
And enter'd where a proud abode
‘1o ruder man its splendour owed,
Nor felt the contrast sternly cold,
Like winter o'er his spirit roll'd ?

Yet there may gavden, grove, and bower
Attend on each retiving hour
There Yainting, with impassion’d glow,
‘I'he poetry of colmns show ;
While volumes, rank’d in rich array,
The hevoes of the wmind dicplay 3
Yet, like a fice, when death hath chill'd
‘The light that once cach feature i,
Contrasted with its living power

Beheld in some excited hour——

Are homes where single man is seen,
With homes where woman®s spell hath beea.

THE TwO "ILLIERS’, DUKES OF BUCKRINGIIAM,

George Villiers, the son of a Leicestershire knight, was
born in 1592, About the age of twenty-two he was intro-
duced into the court of James the Fivst.  “Llie houscliolds
of kings were, at that time, the surest avenues to great pre-
ferment.  Whatever were the talents or disposition of the
sovercigm, the court was crowded by muititudes of depend-
ants, who trusted to attract notice by applying their abilities
to the reigning wisdom of the reigning folly.  Notice begat
preferment, and preferment was at once rank, wealth andd
consequence.  James, who was always taken with handsome
persons and fine clothes, beeame svon the friend rather than
the master of the young Villiers.  The ambition of the lat~
ter was admirably seconded by his talents, and he very soon
acquired an entire ascendancy over the king,  Ina short
time he was made a barow, a viscount, an carl, a murquess, a
duke, lord high adiniral, and master of the horses  Istawes
poured in upon him as fast as titless e ruled the court,
and at that time the court ruled the country.  The kind of
deference then paid by the lower rauks to the gentry, by
the gentry to the nobility, by the nobility generally to the
courtiers, and by the courtiers universally to the Duke of
Buckingham (Villiers' title) is such as in these days we ean
scarcely comprehend,  The highest points of rank, wealth
and power, centred in thisman.  Every thing caleulated to
gratity an aspiring mind was his.  He possessed the advan-
tage of being the tivourite alike of the reigning prince and
of the heir apparent ; and the dominion of Buckingham was
inercased rather than diminished, by the i cession of Charles
the First te the throne.  Yety the end of those things was
an early and a violent death,  Fle was stabbed at Ports-

moutly in the thirty-sixth year of his age, by John Felton,
who, havinge watehed his opportunity, theust a long knite
with great strength into his breast,

The Duke, when he reecived the strohe, clapping his
right hand on his sword-hilt, eried outy “The sillain has
killed met"  His duchess and sister-in-lnw, hearing « noise
in the hall, ran into a gallery which overlooked ity and snw
from thenee the dukey, with blood gushing from his breast,
nose and month,  11e pulled out the hnife himselty and hav-
ing been carried to a table, he scon expived,  Charles the
Firet was at publie prayers when the event was amnounced
to him. ¢ continued unmoved in gedture or in counten-
ance till the seevice was ended, when he suddenly departed
to his chamber, where, throwing himself upon his bed, he
Famented, with abundunce of tears, the loss hie had sustained.

The ~on of this duke was an infant at the period of his
parent’s death. T hiim were united all his father’s vast poe-
sesstons and rank, together with the greatest abilities,  Every
thing, however, throughout his caveer was marred by the
want of principle, and of a steady  perseverance of purpose.
ITe held the same place in the court of’ Charles the Second
which the former duke Lad done in that of the preceding
momuzehs.  Iis riches were fnercased by a wenlthy ma-
riage—Nis wit and his talent were, even in those witty and
talented days, unrivalled.  But his profligacy was unmea-
sured, and self' was the idol to which he sacrificed every
thing. Dryden, who knew him well, deseribed him as—

A man so various that Le seem’d tc be
Not one, but all mankind's epitomz
Stifl'in opinion, always in the wrong—
Was every thing by starts, and nothing long ;

But, in the course of one revolving moon,

Wits chemist, fiddler, statesman and bufloon ;

‘Then all for women, painting, rhyming, drinking,
Besides ten thousand freaks that died in thinking.
In squandering wealth was his peealiar art,
Nothing went unrewarded but desert.

He langhed himsclf from court—then sought relief
By forming pattics, but would ne'er be chict,

He had areat liveliness of wit, with a peeuliar faculty of
turning all things into ridicule; but he had no principles of
religion, virtue, or friendship.  Pleasure, frolic, or extrava~
gant temporary diversion, was all his object.  And it is no
wonder that he outlived his fortune, health and reputation,
Iiis death was almost as remarkable as that of his father.
Being seized by a fever, the man who had been the wealth-
iest peer in Britain, the delight of courts, and the envy of
the world, cended his days without friends or attendants, in
an obseure aud miscrable cottage near Kirby Moorside, iu
Yorkshive. It is to this fact that Pope alludes, in the
lines—

Tn the worst iun’s worst raem, with mat half hung,
The floors of plaster and the walls of dung,

On otee a flock-bed, but repair'd with straw,
With tape-tied curtains never meant to draw ;
The George and Garter dangling from that hed,
Where tawdry yellow strove with dirty yed—
Great Villiers lies ! alas, how changed from him
That life of pleasure and that soul of whim—
No wit. to flatter, lett of all his store!

No fool to Jaugh at, which he valued more—
There, victor of his health, of fortune, friends
And famce, this lord of uscless thousands ends.

In his Jast moments he bitterly mourned the follies of his
life, his ingratitude to God, and inattention to the duties of
religion.  Ile exhibited great contrition for his past oflen~
ces, and very shortly before bis spirit left this world hie re-

ceived the saerament {rom the parochial minister.  Ile died
in the sixtivth year of his age, leaving no heirs.  He was
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buried at Kirhy Moorside ; and the register, which is still
preserved, contains, among other burials, that of « Gorges

vilaus, Lord duvke of' bookingum,” as taking place April 17th, |,

1687,

A death-bed may always be made an instructive 1. -on to- |-

survivors; and the following picture of the state of mind of
this celebrated man, druwn by himselfy, when the world and
its follies had- ceased to interest him, may not be without its
uses,  Ilow many thousands upon thousands of God's poor-
est subjects are there, who huve throughout life enjoyed
more happiness than this envied favourite owns himself ever
to have known 3 and who, when upon their deathi-heds, will
have a greater and surer reason for the hope that is in them
than he ever was able to give,  We often need only know
the real condition of othrs, to be cured of all envy.

From the younger Villiers, Duke of Buckingham, when on his
death-bed :—

Dear Docton,

I have ahways Jooked upon you to be & person of”
true virtue, and know you to have a sound understanding
for, however I may have acted in opposition to the princi-
ples of religion, or the dictates of reason, I can houestly as-
sure you I have always had the highest veneration for both.
‘The- world and 1 shuke hands—for I dare affirm we are
heartily worthy of each other. O, what a prodigal have 1
been of that most valuable of all possessions—Time ! 1 huve
squandered it away with a profusion unparalleled ; and now,
when the enjoyment of a few days would be worth the
world, I canuot flatter myself with the prospect of hailf a
dozen hours. How despicable, ob my dear friend, is that
man who never prays to his God but in the time of. distress.
In what mauncr can he supplicate that Omnipotent Being
in his afitictions, whom, in the time of his prosperity, he ne-
ver remembered with reverence?

Do not brand me with infidelity when I tell you that 1
am almost ashamed to offer up my petitions at the throne of
grace, or to implore that divine mercy in the next world
which I have scandulously abused in this.  Shall ingratitude
to man be looked upon as the blackest of erimes, and not in-
giatitude to God, to whom we are indebted for all we have
enjoyed? Shall an insult offered to the king be Jooked up-
on in the most offensive light, and yet no notice be taken
when the King of kings is treated with indignity and disre-
spect ?

The companions of my former libertinism would scarcely
believe their eyes were you to show this epjstle.  Ihey would
laugh at me as a dreaming enthusiast, or pity me as a timo-
rous wretch, who was shocked at the appearance of futurity ;
but, whoever laughs at me for being right, or pities me for
being sensible of my errors, is more entitled to my compas-
sion than my resentinent. A future state may well enough
strike terror into any man wlo has not acted well in this
life; and he must have an uncommon share of courage in-
deed, who docs not shrink at the presence of God. ‘The
apprehensions of death will soon bring the most profligate to
& proper use of his understanding. T'o what a situation am
I now reduced ! Is this anxiety of mind becoming the cha-
racter of a Christian? From my rank I might have ox.
pected affluence to wait upon my life—from religion and
understanding, peace to smile upon my cad; instead of
which T am afflicted with poverty, and haunted with remorse
—~despised by my country, and, I fear, forsakenby my God.

There is nothing so dangerous as extraordinary abilitics.
T cannot be accused of vanity now, by being sensible that I
was once possessed of uncommon qualificativns, especially as
I sincerely regret that I ever had them. My rank in life
made these accomplishments still more conspicuous, and,
fuséinated by the gencral applause which they procured, I
never considered th: pfoper objects to which they should
have been applied.  Hence, to procure a smile froin a Llock-

head, whom T despised, T have frequently treated virtue with
disrespeet; and sported with the holy name of' Heaven to ob-
taina laugh from a parcel of fools who were entitled to no-
thing but contempt.

What a pity that the Iloly Writings are not made the
eriterions of true judgment; or that any person should pass
for o fine gentleman in this world, except he thmt appears
solicitous about lis happiness in the nest.

1 am forsaken by all iy acquaintances—utterly neglected
by the friends of my bosom and the dependents on my boun-
ty; but no matters I am unfit to converse with the former,
and have no ability to serve the latter.  Let me not, howe-
ver, be wholly cast oft' by the goods  Favour me with a visit
as soon as pussible.  Writing to you gives me some case, es-
peeially on a subject T could talk on for ever. 1 am of opi-
nion that this is the last visit I shall ever solicit from you ;
my distemper is powerfule—come and pray for the departing
spirit. of the poor unhappy

ASH WEDNESDAY..

This is the first day of Lent. It is called Ash Wednes-
day, bectuse, in the Roman Catholic Church, the priest
blesses ashes on this-day, and puts them on the heads of' the
people.  ‘These ashes are made of the branchies of hiushwod
or palins, couscerated the vear before.  The ashes are cleaned
and dried, and sifted, fit for the purpose.  After the miest
hus given absolution to the people, he prays ¢ Vouchsafe #4
to bless and sanctify 4 these ashes—that whosoever shall
sprinkle these ashes upon them for the redemption of theiv
sins, they may obtain health of body and protection of soul,”
&e.  Prayers ended, the priest sprinkles the ashes with holy
water, and perfumes them thrice with incense, and the peo-
ple coming to him and knceeling, he puts ashes on their heads
in the form of' a cruss, with other ceremonics,

Platina, a priest, and lilirarian to the Vatican, wlo wrote

the lives of the popes, relates that Prochetus; Archbishop of
Geneva, being at 1lome on Ash Wednesday, he fell at the
feet of pope Bonifuce VIIL, who blessed and gave out the
ashes on that day, in order *» be signed with the blessed
ashes, as others had been.  ‘Thinking him to be his enemy,
instead of uttering the usmal form, ¢ Remember, O man,
beeause thou art dust, thou shalt return to dust,” &ec., the
pope parodied the form, and said, ¢ Remember thou art a
Ghibelline, and with the Ghibellines thou shalt return to ash-
es," and then his holiness threw the ashes in the archbishop's-
eyces,
? It is observed by Mr. Fosbroke that ladies wore fiiars®
girdles in Lent.  “Ihis gentleman quotes, from ¢ Camden's
Remains,” that Sir Thomas More, finding his lady scolding:
her servants during Ient, endeavoured to restrain her;
“ Tush, tush, my lord,"” said she, “look, here is one step to
heavenward,” showing him a friar's girdle. « I fear mne,”
said he, “that onc step will not bring you up one step
higher.”  ‘Fhere are various instances of belief in the vir-
tues of garments that had been worn by monks and friars ;
some of them almost surpassing belief.

Ash Wednesday is observed in the Church of England'
by reading publicly the d 1 against impeni
tent sinners ; to cach malediction the people being directed:
to utter, amen. Many, who consider this as cursing their
neighbour, keep away from church on the occasion ; which
absence, from these motives, Mr. Brand regards as “a folly
and superstition worthy of the after-midnight, the spirit-
walking time of popery.” On this eloquent remark, and
Mr. Brand is scldom warmed to cloquence, it may be ob-
served, that persons far reimoved from superstition, and who
have never approached “the valley of the shadow of pope-
ry,” deem the-conmination of the ¢ Common Prayer Book™
a duparture from the Christian dispensation, and its injunc-
tions of Lrotherly kindiess.

BecxiNanas.
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MEMORY,

Stand on a funcral mound,
thar, thr from all that love thee,
With u barren hieath around,
And a eypross-hower above thee
And think, while the sud wind frets,
And the night in cold gloom closes—
‘OF spring, and spring's sweet violets—
OF sutmner, and suinmer's roses.

Sleep where the thunders fly
Across the tossing billow 3
Thy canopy the sky,
And the lonely deck thy pillow
And dream (while the chill sea-foam
In mockery dashes o'er thee)
Ofthe chicerful hearth, and the quict honw,
And the kiss of her that bore thee.

Watch in the deepest eell
OF the foeman’s dungeon-tower,
ikl hope's most cherish’d spell
Has lost its cheering power ;
And sing (while the galling chain
On every stitf Jimb freezes)
OF the huntsman hurrying o'er the pluin-—
Of the breath of the mountain-breczes.

‘I'alk of the mins.cel's lute,
‘The warrior's high endeavour,
When the honied lips are mute,
And the strong arm crush'd for ever ;
Look back to the sumimer sun,
Tromn the mist of dark Decomber,
‘T'hen say to the broken-hearted one,
iy pleasant 1o remember!”

JUDGE JEFFERIES,

On the 18th April, 1689, the infamous Judge Jefferies died
in the ‘Yower of London, whither he had been committed by
she lords of the council, after he had been taken in the disguise
of 4 common sailor, for the purpose of leaving England.
1le was born at Acton, near Wresham, in Denbighshire,
and being raised to the bench, polluted its sancticy by per-
versions of the Jaw, * His habits and language were vulgar
and disgusting. John Evelyn says, 1 went this day to a
wedding of one Mrs. Castle, to whom I had some obliga-
tion; and it was to her fifth hushand, a licutenant-colonel
of the city. She was the daughter of one Bruton, a broom-
man, by his wife, who sold kitchen-stuff in Kent-street,
whom God so blessed, that the father became very rich, and
was a very honest man; and this daughter was a jolly,
friendly woman.  There were at the wedding the lord mayor,
the sheriff; several aldermen, and persons of quality 3 above
all, Sir George Jefferics, newly made lord chief justice of
England, who, with Mr. Justice Withings, danced with the
bride, and wera exceeding merry!  ‘These great men spent
the rest of the afternoon, till cleven at night, in drinking
healths, smoking tobacco, and talking much beneath the
gravity of judges that had but a day or two before condemned
Mr. Algernon Sidncy, who was executed the 7th of Decem-
ber, 1683, on Tower-hill, on the single witness of that
monster of a man, X.ord Howard of Esecrick, and some
sheets of paper taken in Mr. Sidacy's study, pretended to be
written by him, but not fully proved.” James 11, found
Jufferies a fit instrument for his arbitrary purposes.  After
the defeat of the Duke of Monmouth in the west, he cne
ployed the most sanguinary miscreants, and Jefferies among
the rest, to wreak his vengeance on the deluded people.
Bishop Burnct says, that Jefferics' behaviour was brutally

diszusting, beyoud any thing that was ever teard of in o ¢i-
vilized nation: ¢ He was perpetaally either drunk or in a
rage, liker a fury thun the zeal of a judge.” e required
the prisoners to plead guilty, on pretence of “showing them
favour ; but he afterwards showed them no merey, hanging
many immediately.  ITe hanged, in several places, about six
i hundred persons,  ‘The king had  daily account of Jefit.
ties' proveedings, which he took pleasure to relate in the
drawing-roon to fureign ministers, and at his table he ealled

it Jefteries’ campaign, Upon Jefferies’ return, he created
+ him w peer of Bngland, by the title of Euarl of' Flint.  Dur.
Cing these % boody assizesy” the Iady Lisle,* a noble woman
"of exemplary character, whose husband had been murdered
by the Steact party, was tried for entertaining two gentleo
Dmen of the Duke of Moumouth’s army ; and though the
- jury twice brought her in not guilty, Jefleries sent them out
agin and again, until, upon his threatening to attaint then
, of treason, they pronounced her guilty,  Jefferies, belore he
I tried this Jady, got the King to promise that be would not
pardon her; and the only fuvour she obtained was the change
of her sentence from burning to beheading,  Mrs. Gaunt,
a widow, near Wapping, who was a Buptist, aud spent her
time in acts of charity, was tried on a chiarge of having bid
one Burton, who, hearing that the king had said that he
would sooner pardon rebels than those who harboured them,
) accused his benefactress of having saved his dife.  She ‘was
burned at the stake.  The excellent William Yenn, the
Quuker, saw her die, and related the manner of her death to
Burnet.  She Lid the straw about her for ber burning speed-
ily, and behaved herself so heroically, that all melted into
tears.  Six men were hanged at ‘L'yburn, on the like charge,
without trinl. At lengtly, the bloody and barbatous exceus
tions were so numerous, that they spread horror throughout
the nation.  England was an aceldama; the country, fue
sixty miles together, from Bristol to Exeter, had a new and
terrible sort of sign-posts or gibbets, bearing the heads and
lisbs of its butcliered inhabitants.  Every soul was sunk in
anguish and terror, sighing by day and by night for deliver-
atiee, but shut out of all hope, till the arrival of the Prince and
Princess of Orange, on whom the two houses of parlinment
bestowed the crown. . Jefferies had attained, under James
1L, to the high office of Lord Chancellor. .

ON CONTENTEDNESS.

Suppose thyself in as great sadness as ever did load thy
spirit—wouldst thou not bear it nobly and cheerfully, ifthou
wast sure that within a certain space some excellent fortune
would relicve thee, and enrich thee, and recompense thee, so
as to overflow all thy hopes, and desires, and capacitics !
Now, then, when a sadness lies hieavy upon thee, Remember
that thou art a Christian, designed to the inheritance of Jesus.

Or have they taken all from me! What now? let me
look about me : they have left me the sun, and the moon,
fire and water, a loving wife, and many friends to pity me,
and sume to relieve me ; and I can still discourse ; and, un-
Jess T list, they have not taken away my merry countenance,
and my cheerful spirit, and a good conscience; they still
have Jeft me the providence of God, and all the premises of
the Gospel, and my religion, and my hopes of heaven, and
my charity to them too; and still I sleep and digest, 1 eat
and drink, I rcad and meditate ; I can walk in my neigh-
bour’s pleasant fields, and sce the varictics of natural beau.
ties, and delight in all that in which God delights, that is,
in virtue and wisdom, in the whole creation, and in God
himself.  And he that hath so many causes of joy, and so
great, is very much in love with sorrow and peevishness, who
loses all these pleasures, and chooses to sit down wpon his

little handful of thomns.—Jeaesy Lavror. o

sat:in judg-

* The widow of one of the Regicides, who
ment on King Chatles LE. S, M.
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EARTH'S WEARY ONES,

Open the grave, the vaulted grave,
For the weary ones of carth—
They are pressitigg on, and thir bosoms beave,
For the moni of hieavenly birth 3
‘They are pressing on, in the strength of power,
And the pride of wealth—they wait the houv.

Yeanay trace them in the hall of song,
By the lanp's high flaming light,
Wihere pipe and tabret their notes prolong,
And jewels are sparkling Lright,
I the show of beauty, of mirth, muxd pride,
Light down the masy dance they glide
By the pallid cheek, 'neath the smiles they wear,
And the smothered sigh, ye muy trace thew theres

They are deck'd in the ruby’s ruddy glow,
A wealth of the fur down sea s
And the diamond shines but to mock their woe,
Aund procluim the spitit free.
But, alas! alas! for the fond hopes crushed
For the ones of love in the dark tomb hushed,
For aftection changed and vows forgot—
Nor gems, nor pearls, van that memory blot.

Ruise ye the veil at the festal hour,
From that fair unfurrowed brow—
A bride —but wo for the bridegroom's power—
‘The grave ye may open now 3
From the glittering robes of voyalty,
Peers the broken heart through the sunken cye;
And the wreath of fune crowns the weary band—"
*Mid the honoured crowd, the hopeless stand.

Ye may tracathem in the house of prayer,
On the lowly bended knee—

With uplifted eye, and a brow of care—
‘The burdened soul to free.

‘I'hen open the grave—they are pressing o,

In beauty and youth, but a visage wan;

In festal halls—"neath the Jaurel’s wave,

“Fhey are weary of carth——open the grave !

—es
A QUADROON GIRL,

She was a most lovely, clear-skinned quadroon girl.  She
could not have been twenty; tall and beautitully shaped.
Herlong coal-black tresses were dressed high on her head,
which was bound round with the everlasting Madras hand-
kerchief, in which pale blue was the prevailing colour ; but
it was elegantly adjusted, and did not come down far cnough
to shade the fine devclopement of her majestic forchead—
Pasta's, in Semiramide, was not more commanding, Ifer
eyebrows were delicately arched, and sharply defincd, and
her eyes of jet were large and swimming; her nose had not
utterly adjured its African origin, neither had her lips—but,
notwithstanding, her count shone with all the beauty
of éxpression so conspicuous in the Egyptian sphinx— Abys-
sinian, but most sweet—while her teeth were as the finest
ivory, and her chin and throat, and bosom, as if her bust had
been an antique statue of the ravest workmanship.  ‘The only
ornaments she wore were two large virgin gold carrings,
massive yellow hoops without any carving, but so heav: that
they seemed to weigh down the small thin transparent cars
which they perforated ; and a broad black velvet band round
her neck, to which was appended a large massive crucifix of
the same metal.  She also wore two broad bracelets of black
velvet, clasped with gold.  Ier beautifully moulded form
was scarcely veiled by a cambric chonise, with exceedingly

=hort sleeves. over which she wore a rose-coloured silk petti-
cont, short enotgh to display a tinely formed toot and ankle,
with a well selected puarl-white silk stocking, and o neat
low-cut Freneh black hid shoe.  As for gown she had none.
She wore o large sparhling disaend ring on her marriage
finger,

WALTZING,

Fime was—gitls seavee coulit understand
The pressure of the waltzer's hand,
By slight advanees gently placed
Below the chihy above the waist,
And many a virgin cheek had blush'd,
And snowy breast with erimson Hush'd,
Aund prudish feeling then had sought,
Perchancee, to check some rising thought ;
But now, in  conscious virtue bold,”
Belles can their stoie beaux enfold,
And not a vein shall ¢'er betray
The pulse in move than usual play ;
Mnd beaus ean sean the female form,

- As it 'twere not with lite-blood warm—
Aud clasp it too—indifferent grown,
As though the beauteous thing were—stone !
Oh! let vire blind fanatie rage,
Lhris—this is surely virtue’s age !

————
AN ENGLISH INN,

‘The wayside inns of staid Scotland will 1ot bear compa.
rison with those of merry England,  There you sce them
smiling, with their trellised gables, low windows, and over-
hanging caves all a-twitter with swallows, a little way oft’
the road, behind a fine tree, palisaded in the fiont civele—

¢ In witter, shelter, and in sunner, shade.”

‘The poreh is bloomy 3 and the privet hedgge, running along
the low wall, does not shut out a culinary garden, deficient
neither in flowers nor in fruits, with a bower at the end of
the main gravel-walk, where, at tea or toddy, in love or
friendship, you may sit, “the world forgetting, by the world
forgot ;¥ or take an oceasional pecp at the varjous arrivals,
Right opposite, on entering, you see the bar—and that pret-
ty bar-maid, she is the landlord’s daughter. ¢ ‘Che parlour
on the left, sir, if you please,” says a silver voice, with o
sweet southern—that is, English accent——so captivating to
every Scotchman’s car—and before you have liad ¢ ae to
read the pastoral poem on the paper that gives the p. '~ur
walls their cheerful character, the same pretty creat. c
comes trippingly in with her snooded hair comb-surmounted,
and having placed you a chair, begins to wipe the table, al-
ready dustless as the mirror in which she takes a glance at
her shadow, as you take a gaze on her substance ; and hav-
ing heard your sovereign will and pleasure expressed with
all the respectful tenderness of a subject, retires with a
curtsy—and leaves you stroking your chin, in u mood of
undefinable satisfaction with her, with yoursclfy and with all
the world.
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