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A HISTORY OF THE WAR
BETWEEN
GREAT BRITAIN AND THE UNITED
STATES OF AMERICA,
DURING THE YEARS 1812, 1813, & 1814

‘¢ Ferrum quo graves Perse melivs perirent.?

INTRODUCTORY CHAPTERS ONX THE CAUSES OF THE
WAR,

CHAPTER I

From the Berlin Decree to the close of Mr.
Jefferson’s Sccond Administration.

21st Nov., 1806..c.00vunn 3rd March, 1809.

Preliminary vemarks.  Ax historical narrative
which wilfully offinds against truth, or distorts
it to serve party purposes, is an imposture;
and one that is devoid of fecling is askeleton:
the one, unprincipled ; the other, spiritless and
forbidding. W, in the discharge of our hum-
ble office, will strive to eschew both; keeping
clear, to the best of our ability, of the lively,
but prejudiced and disingenuous political
pamphict, on the onc hand; and of the
dry and mecagre outline of the mere an-
nilist, on the other. We write, jealously
observant of truth, so faras we can discern it
but, at the same timie, we are not ashamed to
confzss that we wrile with cmotion,—as from
the heart,—and a heart too, which, to its Jast
pulsation, will remain true, we hope, to the
glorious British constitution. To tell of gradual
estrangement and final collision, where nature
herself, no less than intercst, urged to close
alliance ; fo recite the affticting details of war,

where peace, to cither side, was in an emin'
ent degree prosperity, happiness, and wisdom;
—this is our undertaking, and the occasion of
it we well may, as we do, most conscientiously
deplore. TIn such a strife of brothers, victory,
even on our own side, is not recorded without
pain,~—the pain which a man fecls when he
discovers that the errors of human conduct
have given him an enemy where, in the ties
of common language and race, Divine Provi-
dence, he might argue, had designed that he
should {ind a friend. The late war with the
United States, is not the only contest in the
world's history, which warns us that the per-
manent peace of nations, is not to be implicitly
trusted to the mere physical circumstance of
their being “ gentes untus labii; ™ yet the con-
sciousness that we have fought, even in self
defence, with those whospeak the same tongue
and claim the same lineage with ourselves,
will be felt to damp the ardor of triumph in
the monicnt of victory, and to cloud its remem-
brance afterwards.  To this fecling weare not
inscnsible; yet, at the same time, it wouldbe
affectation in us to disguise the satisfaction we
derive from the conviction that the War of
1812 wasattended with,at least,one good result,
It shewed that Canada, as to her deliberate
preference of British connection, and her devo-
tion to the British throne, was sound to the
heart's core. By declaimers in Congress—who
refused to hear the voice of reason from the
just and sensible minority in that Legislature
—the loyalty of Canada was impeached,—

spoken of a3 a thing of nought, to be corrupted
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by the first offered bribe, detached from its
hollow adherence to British rule by the first
military proclamation, or daunted by the first
gleam of the Republican bayonets. Trans-
ported with the genuine spirit of democratic
incbriation, these Congress declaimers were
nevar able, for a moment, to entertain the idea
of leyalty, superior toall the artsand enchant-
ments. of democratic seduction, growing up
to any extent under the mild and equitable
and parental rule of Great Britain :—of filial
~Jove incorruptible, inscparably weaving itself
round the time-honored institutions of a mon-
archy popular, free, and engrossing the hearts
ofits subjects. Disaffection, in their judgment,
prevailed far and wide in Canada : disaffection,
according to their confident but not very states-
man-like vaticinations, was to afford them an
eazy. conquest. The mass.of our population
wereto rush into their arms: very different
was the spirit which our invaders, when they
cross"é‘d the line, found amongst us,—they
found a spirit, not, fondly anticipating their
embrace, but sternly prepared to grapple with
them in mortal conflict; not pliant for proselyt-
ism, but nerved for battle; and they found
that spirit (we say it not in bnttemcss, but we
sy it with honest pride), they found that
spirit too much.forthem. Their invasion was
repelled; and with it were repelled likewise
their groundless imputations against the fidel-.
ity and attachment of the Canadas to the parent
state.

Thus had Canada the credit of contributing
her quota to the brilliant evidence which. his-
tory supplies-~in patriotic struggles and sacri-
fices such as the peasant-warfare of the Tyral,
and the conflagration of Moscow—that mon-
archy may evoke in its behalf & spirit of chiv-
alrous devotion, and implant a depth of religi-.
ous faith, cqual eren in the strength and viger
and courage of themoment, to democratic fer-
vor, and infinitely-superior to.it in.sustained
effort and paticnt endurance.

As.to the gallant spirit and the bold.deeds
of our adversarics,. sorry should we. be—with,
our.cycs open to their merit—to depreciate
them as they, in their imperfect knowledge of
us, depreciated our loyalty. Whilst we frankiy
bear: testimony to their skill and. their valor,
-on-the lakes and.sca more especially ; whilst
‘we_confess that the cnergy.and the. success,
with which they: worked their diminutive navy

 Britain jn the tnnihilmon of his navy. Diss-

commanded the respect, and even awakened
the fears of Great Britain; we do not forget
that their enterprise by land ended in discom-
fiture, and that Canada was greatly instru-
mental to that discomfiture. It was by the
side of a mere handful of British troops that
our Canadian militia achieved the expulsion
of the invading foc; and, what is more, we
do not regard it as an extravagant supposition
that, had the Mother Country been unable to
send them a single soldier, but regular officers
only, to discipline and lead them, their own
truc hearts and strong arms—so thoroughly
was their spirit roused—would, unaided, have
won the day. Be this as it may; Canadadid
her part, and nobly too. Far be it from us
to think of casting away or of unworthily
hiding the laurcls which she has gained;
though most sincere is our desire to interweave
with them for aye the olive branch of peace.

‘Many of her native sons who.took up arms in,

her defence, are still living amongst us, hon-
ored as they deserve to be; and so long as
they shall be spared to-us (and may Almighty
God spare them long), we trust that political
vicissitude will not bring them the mortifica-
tion of sceing the great principle of British
supremacy for which they bore the musketand
drew the sword, falling into anything like gen-
eral disrepute.  And when, in obedience to the
common destiny of men, they shall have been
removed, may their spirit long survive them,
animating.the bosoms of an equally gailant and
loyal race in .gencrations yet unborn, and
cherished as a pearl of great price by an affec-
tionate mother country, in * the adoption and
steady prosecution of a good system of colonial
governmeat.”
We procced now to take up, in the orderof ,

time, the. causes of the war.

The Berlin Decree,  T1aced in & positionof.,
21 November, 1908, power, gpp”cnﬂy Jme-
pregmable, by his recent .victory of Jena (14th |
Oct., 1806), which left the Prussian monarchy .
prostrate at his.fect: but smarting still with .,
the galling memory of Trafalgar, the French |
Emperar deemed. the opportunity: afforded by
the complete. humiliation of Prussia favora-_
ble for returning, asficreely and as fully as he
could, the. terrible blow inflicted by Grm "

~
.
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bled from attempting his revenge where the
ruinous catastrophe had befallen him,—on thé
sea, from which his fleets had been swept by
the skill and courage and maritime genius of
his island-foe; ke put forth the full strength
“of his passionate nature and ‘his prodigious
encrgics to accomplish on the land, where his
-arms had been hitherto irresistable, those plans
for the destruction of British commerce, which
—as Mr. Alison has described them—were
“owing to “no momentary burst of anger or
sudden fit of exultation; but the result of
‘much thought and anxious deliberation.”
These plans were embodied in the ‘famous
manifesto which is known by the name of “the
Berlin Deeree,” having been issued on the 21st
"November, 1806, from the subjugated court
of the unfortunate King of Prussia.

The Berlin Decree is an ordinance familiar to
all, mainly through the medium of Mr. Ali-
son's widely ¢irculated history; but in order
to make our present publication as complete
in itsclf as we can, we will introduce the eleven
articles of the Decree,* as they appearin that
admirable work to which, no less than to its
own extraordinary pretensions, the Berlin De-
cree is likely to be indebted for immortality.

It is undoubtedly cor-
rect to consider Buona-
parte’s anathema against British commerce as
‘being, in one sense, extravagant and frantic,
for it introduced a system of warfare unparal-
Ieled in the annals of civilized nations, and the
menaces it expressed very far excceded the
-ability of its author to carry themout. Itis,
‘however, quite contrary to fact, to represent
it as 2 mere cbullition of rage, and & proceed-
ing utterly Quixotic and impracticable. It
said, in cffcct, to Great Britain,—* The French
Eniperor declares that you shall hivenotrade;”
and, although the extinction of British trade
was groutly beyond his power, there is ne
‘question that he was able to inflict upon it
and did inflict upon it, scrious damage. The
‘Berlin Deeree was far from being s vapoury.
threat. Tt did not, by any means, tesolve
itsclf into cmpty air, but was rigorously exe-
cuted ; and the lossesknown to hadebeen suf
fered under its operation were in many in-
stances coxtremely severe. In the Hans
Towns, for example, the proprictors of English:

Rigorous cXecution
ol the Decree.

‘payment of £800,000.

* See Decree at end of chapter.

merchandise were glad to be allowed to cora-
pound for their valuable goods with the large
The Berlin Dectee
obviously, thén, was not—as politiciansin the
United States would have it—a dead Ietter.

Pressed by this un-
usual and threatening
emergency,the British Ministry were evidently
forced to adopt defensive measures. Accord-
ingly, on the 7th January, 1807, the Order in
Council, which will be found in the note
below,* was issued,—being the first of those

British Order in
Council:7th Jan. 1807,

* BRITISH ORDER OF COUNCIL.

At the Court at the Quecen's Palace, January
7, 1807,

PRESENT,
The King's Most Excellent Majesty in Council.

“Whereas the French Government has issued
certain orders, which, in violation of the usagesof
war, purport to prohibit the commerce of all neg-
tral nations with his majestys dominions ; and also
fo prevent such nations from trading with any
other country in any articlesthe growth, produce,
or manufacture of his majesty's dominions; and
whereas the said Government hasalso taken upon
itself to declareall his Majesty’s dominionito be in
a state of blockade, at a time when the fleets of
France and her allics are themselves confined
within their own ports, by the superior valour and
discipline of the Britishnavy ; and whereas -such
attempts on the part of the enemy would give to
his majesty an unquestionableright of retaliation,
and would warrant his majesty in enforcing the
same prohibition of all commerce with France,
which that power vainly hopes to effect against
the commerce of his majesty’ssibjects, a prohibi-
tion which the superiority of his majesty’s naval
forces might enable him to support, by actually
investing the ports and coasts of the enemy with
numcrous squadrons and cruisers, so as to nake
the entrance or approach thereto manifestly dan-
gerous; and whereas his majesty, though unwilling
to follow the exanple of his enemics, by proceed-
ing to an extremity so distressing to all nations
not engaged in the war, dnd carrying on their ac-
customed trade, yet feels himself bound by a due
regard to the just defence of the rights and inter-
cstsof his people, not to suffer such measures to
be taken by the cnemy, without taking some
steps on his part to restrain this violence, and to
return upon them the evils of their owninjustice;;
his majesty is thercupon pleased, by and with the
advice of his privy council, to order, and it is
hereby ordered, that no vessel shall be permitted
to trade froni one port to another, both which ports
shall belong to, or be in the possession of France
or Licr allics, or shall be so far under theircontrol
as that British vessels maynot frecly trade thereat
and the commanders of his majesty’s ships-of
war and privateers shall be, and are hercby in-
structed to wain every neutral vesscl coming from

- any such port, and destined toanother sich port,

{0 discontinue her voyage, and not to proceed to
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two memorable Orders which, unhappily, con-
tributed to aggravate the prejudices previously
entertained against Great Britain by a large
majorily of the inhabitants of the United
States, and supplicd the ostensible, but—as
circumstances, to be hereafter noticed, entitle
us to argue—not the real ground for the War
of 1812. It is well to bear in mind that this
Order was not the production of a Tory Min-
istry ; but of a Whig Cabinet, headed by Mr.
Fox,—a man who will hardly be charged,with
any bias towards the arbitrary exercise of the
influence and power of the British Crown. It
is still more important to remark that, when
Mr. Munroe, the United States Minister in
London, communicated the Order to his
government, he did so with comments expres-
sive of concurrence and satisfaction. * The
spirit of this Order,” observes Mr. Alison, “was

to deprive the French, and all the nations sub- |

ject to their control, which had embraced the
Continental system, of the advantages of the
coasting trade in necutral bottoms: and, con-
sidering the much more violent and extensive
character of the Berlin Decree, there can be
no doubt that it was & very mild and lenient
measure of retaliation.”

The Order in Coun-

cil though strictly juse,

not perhaps 1he hest
course open o the

The issuing of the Or-
der in Council, zuongh

British Government.  Just and defensibie, was,
perhaps, an infelicitous proceeding.  The
British Government might have tried nstead
one or other of two expedients, cither of which,
as matters twrned out, wonld probably have
answered better than that which was adopted.
If they would not have been justified in treat-
ing the Emperor’s fulmination with contempt ;
they might—on the one hand—have paused,
at least, to ascertain whether neutral powers
would acquiesce in his furious enactment.

any such port; and any vesscl, after being so

warned, or any vessel comiug from any such port
after a re-\somblc time shall have been afforded
for receiving information of this his majesty’s
onders which shall befotind proceeding to another
such port, shall be captured and brou"ht in, aud,
together with her cargo, shall be cond-.mncd as
lawful prize.  And his najesty’s principal secret-
aries of state, the lards commissioners of the
admimlty, and the Jud"cs of the ligh court o
admimlty, and courts of vice m\mmlt\', are to take
the necessary measures licrein as to them shal.
respectively appertain,
; W. FAWKENER,

This would have put the United States to the
test. Ilad they acquicsced, their French sym-
pathies would have stood confessed, and the
pretext of a grievance—not discovered until
an interval of some months had elapsed*—in
the Order in Council, would have been com-
pletely shut out; had they remonstrated;
that would have been taking part with justice,
and Buonaparte might have given way. Or—
on the other hand—the boldest course of all
might have been pursued, and the whole
strength of our irresistible navy sent to lay
waste the French coast from Ostend to Ba-
yonne, which would soon have brought Buona-
parte to reason, and made him consider deliver-
ance from such a scourge—the severity of
which'he had good cause to know and dread
—cheaply purchased by the abrogation of his
Decree.  The British Government, however,
resolved on a middle course; and published
the “Order in Council,” which, whilst it was
insuflicient to repel the violence of the enemy,
assistéd afterwards to bring on collision with
a neutral power.  Still—as we have said. and
will repeat—the Order in Council, if it were
comparatively feeble and incfficient, stands
nevertheless, as to justice, on & position per-
fectly unassailable.

The United States The alternative of ob-
raise no voice against . . . .
Buonaparte’s Deeree.  Servant inactivity might

have been tried at the outset; but certainly
could not have been long maintained ; and
must have given place soon to energetic resist-
ance. Whilst the Berlin Decree was being
unsparingly executed, the neutral nations of
Denmark, Portugal, and the United States—
by abstaining from remonstrance—received it,
as we are warranted in considering, with at
least silent acquiescence.  The silence of the
United States is the more to be deplored,
beeause that country—remole from the theatre
of war, and completely sccure from any at-
tempt of Buonaparte to shut up its ports—
might have spoken out in frank and honest
terms with safety. It is to be regretted, how-
cver, that the current of public feeling had
already begun to sct the other way. When
tidings ofthe first aggression on the part of
the French Emperor reached them, no voice

* The first notice of itis to be found in the Pres-
ident’s angry message of October 27, 1807%.
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of public indignation was raised ; no authori-
tative document emanated from the govern-
ment indicating, even indirectly and in the
mildest terms, their sense of the outrage which
had been committed by the oppressor and
trampler of Europe. Not a word even of
expostulation was breathed by the great North
American republic—independent as it was of
Napoleon’s iron-handed despotism, and deeply
interested in British commerce; until the arm
of French violence fell heavily on the ships
of its own citizens; and, cven then,—although
confiscation followed on confiscation, and mil-
Tions of francs accruing from the sequestration
of American property enriched the French
treasury,—the tone adopted by the President
of the United States towards the French gov-
crnment, though petulant enough, was gentle
and plaintive and supplicatory, compared with
the strong and angry language frequently ad-
dressed from Washington to ministers and
plenipotentiaries of Great Britain.

The affuir of the

Cég: e ok 228 Tute, Whilst dissatisfaction
1807.

was thus too evidently
increasing on the part of the Government and
inhabitants of the United States, an inauspi-
cious cnforcement of the right of search, by
H. M. ship Leopard, against the Amecrican
frigate, Chesapeake, contributed still further
to agitate the public mind.

As it was known that scveral British sea-
men had deserted from different ships and
vessels of 1. M. navy, whilst lying at anchor
in Hampton Roads, Va,, and that, after the
whole body of the deserters had openly pa-
raded the streets of Norfolk, under the Ame-
rican flag, and protected by the Magistrates
of the town, four of them, at least, had been
received on board the U. S. frigate Chesa-
peake, Admiral Berkeley, then in commmand of
the North American station, issued instruc-
tions for their requisition and removal,—the
deserters having been previously demanded,
but without effect, by the British Consul at
Norfolk, as well as by the Captains of the
ships from which they had deserted.  About
one month after the issuing of these instruc-
tions,—afterwards disavowed by the British
Government, as an improper extension of the
right of scarch {o armed vessels—Captain
Humphries, of H. M. ship Leopard, 74 guns,
on the 22nd June, followed the Chesapeake

to sea, off Cape Henry; and in a few hours
came up with her. On being hailed by the
Leopard, and receiving an intimation that the
Captain of that ship desired to send a message
on board the Chesapeake, the commander ‘of
the latter vessel, Commodore Batron, hove to;
whereupon a letter was sent by Captain Hur-
phries, covering an order from Admiral
Berkeley, in which the men known to have
been receiyed into the American frigate, and
alleged to be deserters from the Melampus,
were designated by name and claimed. Com-
pliance with the order was refused by Com-
modore Barron, who repliecd by letter to
Captain Hymphries, denying that he had the,
men, intimating his unwillingness to permit
the search, and adding that his crew could not
be mustered for examination by any other
officers than his own. Captain Humphries,
on receiving this reply, fired a broadside into
the Chesapeake, to which the latter vessel re-
turncd a few shots, in a confused manner ; the
Leopard then repeating her fire, the Amieri-
can frigate struck her colors. A boat was
then put off from the Icopard; and the men
were discovered and removed. In this affair
the Chesapeake had three men killed and
eightecn wounded, amongst the latter of whom
was Commodore Barron; besides which the
damage done to her hull and masts was con-
siderable. The captured deserters were taken
to Halifax and tried; and one of them, being
found guilty of piracy and mutiny, was hanged.
it is a circumstance worthy of notice,—as
evincing on the part of the U. S. navy at the
time a spirit gallant and resolute enough,
though too irascible, —that Commodore Bar-
ron was censured and suspended soon after-
wards by a naval court, for not preparing his
vessel more fully for action, when there was
sufficient time to do so, and thus incapacitat-
ing himself from making more than the slight
and very inxffective resistance which he offered
This collision between the two vessels was
specially unfortunate at such a juncture ; but

'the hasty proceeding of the President of the

United States scrved to make matters vastly
worse. On the 2nd July following, he set
forth precipitately an angry proclamation, in
which, after reciting the transaction, in lan-
guage calculated to inflame the public mindin
& very high degree, he peremptorily * required
all armed vessels bearing commissions under
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‘the Government of Great Britain, then within
‘the harbors or waters of the United States,
‘fmmediately and without any delay to depart
from the same, and interdicted the entrance.of
all the said harbors and waters to the said
‘armed vessels, and to all others bearing com-
missions under the authority of the Brmsh
Government.”* This, in its bearing, was a
hostile measure; for, at the same time that
't!ns mterdxct:on of British vesscls was pro-
‘claimed, the flects of France had free access
to the ports from which their enemies were
thns imperiously excluded. .And this step
_was taken, before the President knew in what
light the British Government would view the
act of its officer. The proclamat?on was, to a
considerable extent, a retaliation of the vio-
lence complained of, for, by the sudden stop-
page of supplies, it caused no small inconve-
nience and privation to many of H. M. vessels
at that time in the harbours of the United
States ; whilst at the very moment when this
_method of selfredress was put in execution, a
demand for satisfaction and reparation _had
been despatched to the British Government.
That Government, before any suit for satisfac-
tion had reached it, disavowed the act on the
ground that “the right of search, when ap-
plied to vessels of war, cxtended only to a
requisition, but could not be carried into ef-
fect by actual force.” Captain Humphries
was recalled and Admlml Berkeley suffered
‘{he severe dwgrace of bemg superseded. In
this frank and honorab]e spirit did the British
Govemmcnt,—before one word of complamt
or expostulation had been bornc across the
Atlantic,—promptly and spontancously testify
their concern at the mistaken proceedings of
their ofﬁcer, and their cordial desire to make
‘reparation. It will be apparent, we think, to
_every one that their treatment of the aﬁ':nr
exhibits, in a vcrj strong llght, the Pres:-
dent’s proclamation as a measure premature
md un,)ustxﬁable. \

Right of Search,t In the American mer-

* American Weekly Register, 26th Sept., 1811,

+ Extract from Mr. Sheffey’s speech in the
House of Representatives, on the bill to raise an
additional military- force—January, 3, 1812 :—
“He protésted against waging & war fof the
protection of any other than native born American
seamen, or those who were citizens whcnthe inde-

chant service, about the time of the war, there
‘were| between thirty and fifty thousand of our
scamen employed, many of them dese. ters,

and liable to be reclaimed as such; qnd asto
the.rest, their impressment was j_ust'as lawful
from o merchant vesscl of the United States
as an English vessel; for surely their having
sought the service of the United States,—
probably for the very purpose of evading that
of their own country in the hour of ,perxl——dnd
not absolve them from their allegiance, nor
render nugatory the established law of nations,
that “ every State has a right to the services
of its subjects, and especially in time of war.”
On the trial of the men taken. from the Chesa-
peake, it was shown that threc of them were
unquestionably American citizens, but that
they had entered the service of Great Britain
voluntarily : the fourth, who was convicted of
piracy and mutiny, and for these crimes
hanged, was a native British subject.

‘We can readily understand that American
seamen, whether native or naturalized—lan-
guage, garb, appearance, and other character-
istic peculiarities being the samein both eascs,
—may have been now and then mistaken for
British seamen, and, as such, impressed
into the service of Great Britain; but there
is positively no proqf, either that the im-
pressment was made with wilful disregard
of ascertained origin, or that the mistake

pendence of the country was achieved. It was
enough to protect them while they remain within
our territories, Within these we hnd a right to
make regulations. But We had no right to ‘make
regulations on the ocean, which would confliét
mth the pretensions of all civilized nasions, who
claimed the allegiance of their native born sub-
jects eitherby the- divine right of the g govcmom,
or by implied compact. He should not inquire
whether these claims were compatible with the
rights of man. It was sufficient that they grew
out of the established wsages and principles ¢ of
civilized kingdoms, which we had no right to
controvert out of our own limits. He would
thercfore not protcct any other than natural Am-
erican citizens on the ocean. 'We did not deny
the right of England to search for property; she
went further, and claimed the privilege of searchi-
Ing for her seamen. The simjlarity of our man-
ners and language occasioned “her to abuse the
privilegein some cases by the impressment of our
seamen. This was not an abuse of principle bus
of honor. And before we go to war with her for
ifmpressment he would make her this offer: he
would agree not to let any man cnter our mer- .
chant veseels but a natural citizen of these Unit-
ed States
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_occurred so.frequently as to.involve anything
like the wrong and the suffering depicted in a
proclamation of the President of the United
..States,—in which document it is stated, that
“4under pretext of searching for her seamen,
thousands of American citizens under the safe-
.guard of public laws, and of their national flag,
have been torn from their country and from
everything dear to them.” The question, as
_it happoens, was discussed, soon after the decla-
.ration of war, by an “ AMErIcAN CiTizEN,” a
member of the local legislature in one of the
.New England States, and evidently aman of ta-
lent and education. Fror: a vigorous and lucid
pamphlet, published by this writer, in opposi-
tion to the .intemperate policy of his govern-
.ment, weborrow the following extract bearing
on the “right of search :"—
¢ The whole number of sailors pretended to have
been impressed from our ships, for fificen years
past, was 6258, out of 70,000, and of which, all
but 1500 have been restared. Of thisremainder,
.,gt,leasc one half are probably British seamen, and
of the residue it i3 probable that at least another
moiety entered voluntarily. The whole number
of British scamen in their mavine, or public ships
anly, is 150,000, and in their merchant ships, over
whom they have a perfect coutrol, 240,000. - Is
it probable, we ask, that for the sake of gaining
1500 seamen, they would hazard the peace of their
country."*
‘What the United States should have done,
is simply this:—they should have taken effec-
tual steps to prevent the entrance into their
service of Britishseamen, during the war with
‘France. This would bave put a stop at onceto
the grievance. Instead of doing this, the mer-
chant service of the: United States offered them
double the pay given to a seaman in a British
ship of war, besides not disdaining to use other
moro direct allurements ; so that, whilst Great
Britain was striving to rally round her stand-
ard all the stout hearts and stalwart armsshe
could bring together of her own sonsin a strug-
gleforexistence, the States of Maryland, North
Carolina, South Carolina, and Georgia were
employing—for lucre’s sake—three foreign
seamen to one native American,

Some merchant vese
aels of the-UU'S, under
British convoy.

It is a curious and signi-
ficant circumstance.that,

® Mr. Madison's War, by a New England
_Citizen, ’

whilst this exciting topic was in debate, in-

 stances were occurring of mierchant vessels of

the United States placing themselves under
British convoy. Casessuch as these, however,
were no doubt rare; for, to say nothing of the
hostile interpretation likely to be put upon
them by France had: théy been numerous,
there was, we fear, but little inclination on the
part of citizens of the United States, to seek
protection under the guns of a British ship of
war. Still, few as they were, they may serve
to -suggest the reflection, how readily the
national.fecling on both sides might have been
conciliated into firm and mutually profitable
friendship, had the United States been able to
perceive at once—as Washington had striven
that they should perceive—that their in-
terest, no less than their origin, bound them
to Great Britain ; and had they sincerely and
strenuously labored, under that persuasion, to
suppress their strangely misplaced and deeply
prejudicial sympathy with France ; a coun-
try, at that time the very antithesis of a
popular State; ambitious, merciless, despotiz-
ing; secking toenslave the rest of Europe, and
herself virtually enslaved by as thoroughpaced
a tyrant as the world has ever seen,

British  Order in

Council, 11ih  Nov., The Treaty of Tilsit
1S07, and‘Milan De- (7th July, 1807) havin_g

Cree.
secured the adhesion of Russia to the Con-
tinental league, and established Buonaparte in
his coveted position of supreme arbiter of the
destinies ofthe Continent,it became imperative
on the British Government to enact a more
effectual measure than the Order of the Tth
January, which not only was, in its actual
bearing, comparatively lenient and mild; but
had been very generally evaded, and afforded
to Great Britainlittle or no protection against
the extreme and unscrupulous proceedings of
her adversary. In this condition of affairs,
on the 11th November, 1807, the Order which
we give below 'was issued* To this Order

* The Government on this oceasion were well
supported by Parliament—in-the Upper House by
a nigjority of 127 to 615 in the Lower by.214 to
94.—Alison, vol. 3, p. 559.

°  ORDER IN COUNCIL
At the Court at the Queen's Palace, the 11th
of November, 1807, present, the king's most

Excellent Majesty in Council. - ’

¢Whercas certain orders, establishing an un-
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Buonaparte, on the 17th December of the
same year, replied by his Milan Decree,which

precedented system of warfare against this king-
dom, and aimed especially at the destruction of
its commerce and resources, were sometime since
issued by the government of France, by which
 the British Islands were declared to be in a
state of blockade,” thereby subjecting to capture
and condemnation all vesse]s, with sheir cargoces,
which should continue to trade with his mujesty’s
dominions :

Aud whereas by the same order, “all trading
in English merchandise is prohibited, and every
article of merchandize belonging to England, or
coming from her colonies, or of her manufacture,
is declaved lawful prize :°

And whereas the nations in alliance with France
andunder her controul, were required to give, and
have given, and do give, eflect to such orders:

And whereas his majesty’s ovder of the 7th of
January last has notanswered the desired purpose,
either of compelling the enemy to recall those
orders, or of inducing neutral nations to interpose,
with effeet, to obtain their revocation; but, onthe
contrary, the same have been recently enforced
with increased rigour:

And, whereas his najesty, under these eircum-
stances, finds himself compelled to take further
measures for asserting and vindicating his just
rights, and for supporting that maritime power
which the exertionsand valour of his people have,
under the blessing of Providence, enabled him to
establish and maintain; and the maintenance of
which is not more essential to the safety and pros-
perity of his majesty’s dominions, than it isto the
protection of such states as still re*ain their inde-
pendence, and to the general intercourse and hap-
piness of mankind :

His majesty is therefore pleased, hy and with
the advice of his privy council, to order, and it is
hereby ordered, that all the ports and places of
France and her allies. or of any other country at
war with his majesty, and all other ports orplaces
in Europe, from, which. although not at war with
his majesty, the British flag is excluded, and
all ports or places in the colonies belonging to his
majesty's enemies, shall, from henceforth be sub-
jeet to the same restrictions in point of trade and
navigation, with the exceptions hereinafter-men-
tioned, as if the same were actually blockaded by
his majesty’s naval forces, in the most strict and
rigorous manner:—Anditishereby further ordered
and declared, that all trade in articles which are
of the produce or manufacture of the said coun-
tries or colonies, shall be decmed and cousidered
tobeunlawful; and that every vessel trading from
or to the said countries or colonies, together with
all goods and merchandize on board, and all
articles of the produce or manufacture of thesaid
countrics or colonies, shalt be captured, and con-
demned as prize to the captors.

Butalthough his majesty would be fully justified,
by the circumstuances and considerations above
recited, in establishing such system of restrictions
wish respect to all .the countries and colo-
nics of his enemies, without exception or quali-
fication ; yet his majesty, being nevertheless
desirous not to subject neutrals to any greater in-

put the finishing stroke to his excommunica-
tion of Great Britain*

convenience than is absolutely inseparable from
the cartying into effect his majesty’s just deter-
mination tocounteract the designs of his enemics,
and to retort upon his enemies themselves the
consequences of their own violence and injustice 3
and being yet willing to hope that it may be pos-
sible (consistently with that object) still to allow
toneutrals the opportunity of furnishing themselves
with colonial produce for their own consumption
and supply ; and even toleave open, forthe present,
such trade with his majesty’s enemies as shall be
carried on directly with the ports of his majesty's
dominions, or of his allies, in the mauner herein-
after mentioned:

His majesty is therefore pleased further to order
that nothing herein contained shall extend to
subject to capture or condemnation any vessel, or
the cargo of any vessel, belonging to any country
not declared by this order to be subjected to the
restrictions incident to a state of blockade, which
shall have cleared out with such cargo from some
port or place of the country to which she belongs,
cither in Europe or America, or from some free
port in his majesty’s colonics, under circumstances
in which such trade from such free ports is per-
mitted, direct to some port or place in the colonies
of his majesty’s enemies, or from those colonies
direct to the country to which such vessel belongs,
or to some free port in his majesty’s colonies, in
sucn cases, and with such articles, asit may be
lawful to import into such free port ;—nor to any
vessel, or the cargo of any vessel, belonging to
any country not at war with his majesty, which
shall have cleared out under such regulations as
his majesty muy think fit to prescribe, and shall
be procecding direct from some port or place in
this kingdom, or from Gibraltar or Malte, or from
any port belonging to bis majesty’s allies, to the
port specified in her clearance :—nor to any vessel
or the cargo of any vessel, belonging to any coun-
try not at war with his majesty, which shall be
coming from any port or place in Europe which is
declared by this order to besubject to the restrics
tions incident to a state of blockade, destined to
some port or place in Europe belonging to his
majesty, and which shall be on her voyage direct
thereto ; but these execeptions are not to be un-
derstood as exempting from capture or confiscation
any vessel or goods which shall be liable thereto
in respect of having entered or departed from
any portor place actually blockaded by hismajesty’s
squadrons or ships of war, or for being enemies’
property, or for any other cause than the contra-
vention of this present order.

And the commanders of his majesty's ships of
war and privatcers, and other vessclsactingunder
his majesty’s commission, shall be, and are hereby
instructed to warn every vessel which shall have

* IMPERIAL DECREE.

Rejoinder to his Britannic Majesty’s Order, in
Council, Nov. 11, 1807.—At our Royal Palace,
at Milan, Dec. 17, 1807.

Napoleon, emperor of the French, king of Italy,
and protector of the Rhenish Confederation :—
Obscrving the measures adopted by the British
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Dislr‘csf,il‘l I‘J“:'::leizl ‘We can sympathise in
cament ol ic Ul . .
. States. the distress to which the

United States, the only neutral power, were

cominenced her voyage prior to any notice of this
order, and shall be destined to any port of France,
or of her allies, or of any other country at war
with hizmajesty, or to any port or place from which
the British flag as aforesaid is excluded, or to any
colony belonging to his majesty’s enemies, and
which shall not have cleared out as is here-Lefore
allowed, to discontinue her voyage, and to proceed
to some port or place in this kingdom, or to Gib-
raltar or Malta ; and any vessel, whichafter having
been so warned, or after a reasonable time shall
have been afforded for the arrival of infor-
mation of this his majesty’s order at any port or
place from which she sailed, or which, after having
notice of this order, shall be found in the prose-
cution of any voyage, contrary to the restrictions
contained in this order, shall be captured, and
together with her cargo, condemned as lawful
prize to the captors,

And whereas countries, not engaged in the war,
have acquiesced in these orders of France, pro-
hibiting all trade in any articles the produce or
manufacture of his majesty’s dominions ; and the
merchants of those countries have given counte-
nance and effect to those prohibitions, byaccepting
from personsstyling themselves commercial agents
of the enemy, resident at neutral ports, certain
documents, termed, * certificatesof origin,” being
certificates obtained at the ports of shipmept,
declaring that the articles of the cargo are not of
the produce or manufucture of his majesty’s
dominiong, or to that effect:

And whereas this expedient has been directed
by France, and submitted to by such merchants,
as part of the new system of warfare directed
against the trade of this kingdom, and as the most
effectual instrument of accomplishing the same,
and it is therefore essentiully necessary to resist
1t

His majesty is therefore pleased, by and with
the advice of his privy council, to order, and it is
hereby ordered that if any vessel, after reasonable
time shall have been afforded for receiving notice
of this his majesty’s order at the port or place
from which such vessel cleared out, shall be found
carrying any such certificate or document as afore-
said, or any document referring to, or authentica-
ting the samie, such vessel shall be adjudged lawful
prize to the captor, together with the goods Jaden
therein, belonging to the person or petsons by
whom, or on whose behalf, any such document
was put on board.

And the right honorable the lords commission-
ers, &c. are to take the necessary measures herein
as to them shall respectively appertain.

W. FAWKENER.

Government, on the 11th of November last, by
which vessels belonging to neutral, friendly, or
even powerstheallies of England, are made liable
not only to be searched by Euglish cruisers, but
to be compulsorily detained in England, and to
have a tax laid on them of so much per cent. on
gc cergo, to be regulated by the British legigla-
re:

now exposed. The ocean, whose waves had
borne for ycars vast wealth to their shores,
whilst it was strewn with the wreck of Europ-

Observing that by these acts the British govern-
mentdenationalizes ships of every nationin Europe;
that it is not competent for any government to
detract from its own independence and rights,
all the sovereigns of Europe having in trust the
sovereignties and independenceof their flag ; that
if, by an unpardonable weakness, and which, in
the eyes of posterity, would be an indelible stain,
such a tyranny was allowed to be established into
principles, and consecrated by usage, the English
would avail themselves of it to assert itas a right;
as they have availed themselves of the intolerance
of governments to estublish the infamous principle,
that the flag of a nation doesnot cover goods, and
to give to their right of blockade an arbitrary ex-
tension, and which infringes on the sovercignty of
every state ; we have-decreed, and do decree, as
follows: ’

“ Arr. 1. Every ship, to whatever nation it may
belong, that shall have submitted to be searched
by an English ship, or toa voyage to England, or
shall have paid any tax whatsoever to the English
government, is thereby, and for that alone, de-
clared to be denationalized, to have forfeited the
protection of itsking, and tohave become English
property.

¢ II. Whether the ships thus denationalized by
the arbitrary measures of the English government,
enter into our ports, or those of our allics, or
whether they fall into the hands of our ships of
war, or of our privatecrs, they are declared to
be good and lawful prizes.

“III. The British islands are declared to be in
a state of blockade, both by land anud sea.  Every
ship, of whatever nation, or whatsoever thenature
of its cargo may be, that sails from the ports of
England, of those of the English colonies, and of
the countries occupied by English troops, is good
and lawful prize, as contrary to the/present decree;
and may be captured by our ships of war or our
privateers, and adjudged to the captor.

«1V. These measures, which are resorted to
only in just retaliation of the barbarous system
adopted by England, which assimilatesits legisla-
tion to that of Algiers, shall cease to have any
effect with respeet to all nations who shall have
the firmness to compel the English goverument to
respect their flag. They shall continue to be
rigorously in force as long as that government
docs not return to the principle of the law of
nations, which regulates the relations of civilized
states in a state of war. The provisions of the
pre ~atdeeree shall be abrogated and null; iu fact
a8 soon as the English abid2 again by the princi-
ples of the law of nations, which are also the
principles of justice and of honour.

** All our ministers are charged with the execu.
tion of the present decree, which shall be inserted
in the bulletin of the laws.

(Signed) ¢ NAPOLEON.
“ By order of the Emperor, the Sccretary of
State.

(Signed) “II. B. Marer”
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ean navies, had ceased to be to them a safe
highway to commercial affluence. Their
ships, liable to be captured by one or other of
the belligerents, could only at great risk carry
ou their commercial intercourse with either.
- But it must be remembered that the United
.States, not having interfered when their inter-
Yosition might possibly bave checked Bona-
parte, and perhaps recalled him within the
limits of international law, made no effort to
arrest and remove at once the original cause
of their subsequent misfortunes; so that it is
impossible to say how far they had themselves
“to blame for those misfortunes. That the
_attitude which they might have assumed, had
they chosen, was likely to have some influence
on Bonaparte, can hardly be ‘doubted. He
thought it worth his while to manceuvre in
various ways—at one time pillaging, at another
“flattering them—in the hope of either driving
or coaxing them into a war with Great Britain.
‘Their policy, therefore, was not a matter-of
Jndifference to him; so that we may not ven-
ture to say with what effect remonstrance
from thatquartermight nothavebeen atiended.
As to the eminently characteristic avowal of
-attachment,—“His Majesty loves the Ame-
ricans,"—which, after a while, he thought
might answer his purpose better than spolia-
tion,.the pcople of the United States have no
doubt made up their minds by this time as to
what interpretation they ought to put on that
.declaration—as to whether it be genuine regard
or shameless effrontery. His protestation of
love may be accepted for what it was worth;
Jbut the fear of compelling the United States
o throw themselves eventually.into.the arms
of Great Britain might have induced him to
treat a remonstrance from that republic with
Aat-least some respect.
pocs, el by It was pleaded by
by the United States.  France, and the plea #as
echoed by the United States, that the ‘British
‘blockade of May, 1806, as constituting the
first aggression, justified .the Berlin decree;
but the two cases were; in principle, ‘widely
different. The blockade declared by Great
Britain embraced no greater extent of coast
than the immense strength of the British Navy
‘supplied the means of adequately watching;
and special pains were taken beforchand, by
communication with the Admiralty, to ascer-

tain whether the coast from tho Elbe to Brest

could be guarded, and the blockade effectually

enforced. The French Emperor, on the other

hand, prociaimed the blockade of the entire

coast of the British Isles,—no half-dozen ports

of which could he have actually invested with

his navy, shattered and almost extinguished.
as that had been, by the gigantic victories of
Great Britain at sea. Thus to attempt, by

means of & wrathful manifesto what the law

of nations recognizes as the function only of.a

sufficient naval force—which naval force- he

had not—was-an outrage on international law,

not surprising in the man to whom the rights

of nations were a fiction, and treaties medi-

tated treachery and violence in masquerade ;

but it is incongruous and startling that such
an outbreak of lawless and anti-commercial

rage—such a mercantile excommunication of
England, as we may call it,—should have evér
found apologists on this side of the Atlantic,

amongst a people, like the inhabitants of the

United States, animated by an ardent spirit of
commercial enterprise, and claiming, even in
advance of Great Britain herself, the posses-
ston of free institutions*

‘The perfect honesty
tefore the Beetin st OF the plea of absolute
Milan Decrees. ‘necessity, advanced by

the British Government, agrees with their

liberal and even munificent treatment of the

United States, in regard to the commerce of

that country, as a neutral State,. prior to the

Berlin Manifesto. In 1808, when hostilities

with France were renewed, the commanders

of His Britannic Majesty’s ships of war and
privateers, were instructed ‘‘not to scize any
neutral vessels which should be found carry-
ing on trade directly between the colonies of
-the cnemy .and the neutral country ; provided

Liberality of the
British Government

* ‘Nine-tenths -of the revenue of the United
States was at this time derived from commerce;
yet their biaglay with a man who-was a downright
hater of commerce ; who evinced a sort of fanati-
cal malice-against commerce. His policy was to
make France independent of commerce (a scheme
wilder than the Crurades!); and in his efforts to
realize this, he literally attempted to forcé nature
herself into sibservience to him :—“Enacting
penal ‘statutes to force the cultivator of the
soil to employ his land in endeavouring to raise
‘certain products in a climate ungenial to their
growth : to plant beetinstead of corn ; and cotton
and-tobacco “and ‘indigo, where nature'never in-
tended them to grow.”
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that such neutral vessel should not be supply-
ing, nor should, ou the outer voyage, have

gipplicd the enemy with any articles contra-| .

band of war, and should not be trading with
any blockaded, (that is, actually blockaded,)| -
ports.” The generosity, and the value of this
indulgence,—for indulgence it literally was,
are to be apprecigled from the fact, that it had

been a law generally .understood and acted.

upon for a century, at least, that a neutral has
no right to carry on a trade with the colonies
of one of two, or more, belligerent powers in
time of - war.” Great Britain, however; during
her contest with revolutionary France, relaxed
thisrulein 1794, and .still. further in 1798,
when. permission-was-granted. to ncutrals-.to

carry the produce of the.French West Indian |.

colonics, either to a British:port, or to any one;
of their own ports,. This rclaxation. had .the
efiect of throwing the. French .carrying trade:

almost wholly into .the. hands-.of .the.United |-
States,.and fromit the commerce of.that:coun- |-

try prospered.amazingly,—great.wealth being:
realised by .American merchants, . who-were
able;to make a lucrative profit out of British
munificence, and, as-it was shown, to the-de-
triment of British commerce.
1806, when, to arrest.the farther introduction

the blookade from the Elbe to Brest.was.de-
clared, the interests of the American Republic

were- specially consulted, in an explanation .

communicated by Mr. Fox to Mr. Monrae,
that “such blockade should not extend.to.

enemies, and not.being. contraband of war,
from -approaching the said .coasts,-and enter-

ing into and sailing from. the .said rivers .and|.

ports.”” We .dwell complacently;.upon.these
concessions; ‘we regard them with national
pride; for they shew conclusively .that.the.
disposition of our Goyernment towards.the.
American Union was the. very-reverse.of:ar-

bitrary,. selfish,.or. oppressive... Now,.if.sub-j.
scquently to. the publication..of the. Frennh .
decrees, Great. Britain was compelled to.adopt |b

a different course, who, with a knowledge .of|.
her-previous Jiberality, will .suspect.that.any,
desire to impair the trade of the United States,
entered.into her motives, or-that the step was
other than, as the Bnusthmstryreprmnted.
it to be, an equitable.* retorting of his own via-.

Even g0 lateas|

‘ment with vehement-zeal,

lence on- its author's head,” and. as such, & -
measure of just retaliation, , -

Embargo Act of-U,

s mew‘%m LU Despatches: from the

United States Minister-
at Parxs—-—Geneml Armstrong—were received
at Washington on the<16th ' December, 1807,
from which it appeared plainly that ‘the cons -
fiscation of the American ship Horizon* was
merely -the first enforcement of a rule which-
the French. government intended to pursue; -
and that, consequently, it was no part of the -
Emperor's policy to exempt the United States -
from the operation of -the Berlin Decree. In~
telligence- was brought at the 'same time;
through: London-papers of 'the 12th Novem~
ber;'to- the effect  that orders in council werer
about to be issued, declaring France'and thé-
countries uunder her contfol in- a state of”
blockade, a reference no doubt to-the -orders’»
dated-the day before;-but-which had not then"
been published, and were not until a -week -
aftérward.”t At this period- it’ was- that the--
first-step in-the-way-of commercial restriction'~
was taken by the United States, An -cmbar- -
go was-laid- on all the shipping in their ports,
the measure being recommended to Congress;
on the mere responsibility of the-executive,}

of:supplies into France from the United States,: ‘and passed with-the utmost precipitation. “It.:

‘prohibited the departure, unless. by .special-.

direction -of the President, of any vessel:
from any port of the United States bound to .
any foreign couniry, except foreign armed,
vessels possessing public commissions, .and:-

prevent. neutral ships and.vessels Jaden with foreign-merchant ships in ballist, or with such

goods, not being the property of His Majesty’s |,

cargo as they mirht have on hoard when no-.
tified of the act. All registered:or:sea-letter: -
vessels—the latter denomination-including fo-.

* This wasthe first confiscation. of :American..-
property under the Berlin. decree, and. occurred: ;
on the, 10th November, 1807, The Horizon had:.:
‘accidentally. been stranded on the French. coast ;.
‘and the ground of confiscation was that the cargo 0

‘consisted of merchandise. of British origin.~Hul-

dreths -
{ Hildreth."

ai On this occasion John Quincy :Adams;.who.
récently abandoned the federal. party.and,: -
unhappily, had. lent the aid of.his .remarkahle :
‘powers:to the democrats, supported the governs
*The President, -he--
urged,, has: recommended.. this measure on-his
hngh ‘respongibility.. I would..not consider. I -
would not.deliberate, I would act.. Doubtless the..:

‘President possesses such further- information a8~

will justify the measure.”

f
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reign-built vesscls owned by Americans—
which, during this restriction from foreign
voyages, might cngage in the coasting trade,
were to give bonds, in double the value of the
cargo, to re-land the same within the United
States, *“Thus"-Mr. Ilildreth forcibly remarks
in regard to the legislative proceedings of his
own countrymen on this occasion—*on the
mere recommendation of the exccutive, almost
without debate, with closed doors, without
any previous intimation to the public, or op-
portunity for advice from those most able to
give it, was forced through, by night sessions,
and the overbearing determination of a ma-
Jjority at once pliable and obstinate, an act
striking a deadly blow at the national indus-
try, and at the means of livelihood of great
numbers; the real nature and inevitable ope-
ration of which seem to have been equally
misapprchended by the cabinet which recom-
mended, and by the supple majority which
conceded it.” The embargo thus imposed was
afterwards made still more stringent by sup-
plementary measures denouncing severe pen-
alties, and excluding foreign vessels from the
coasting trade altogether.

Mr. Rose’s Mission, On the 25th Decem-
ber Mr. Rose, envoy extraordinary of Great
Britain, arrived in the United States, with in-
structions fiom our government to offer repa-

« * “In whatever spirit that instrument was is-
sued, it is sufficiently obvious, that it has been
productive of considerable prejudice to his ma-
Jesty’s interests, as considered to his military and
other servants in the United States, to the honor
of his flag, and to the privileges of his ministers
accredited to the American government., From
the operation of this proclumation have unavoid-
ably resulted effects of retaliation, and self-assumed
redress, which might be held o affect materially
the question of the reparation due to the United
States, especially inasmuch as its execution has
been persevered in after the knowledge of his
Majesty’s early, unequivoceal, and unsolicited dis-
avowal of the unauthorized act of Admiral Berk-
eley~his disclainer of the pretensions exhibited
by that officer to search the national ships of a
friendly power for deserters, and the assurances
of pronpt and cffectual reparation, all communi.
cated without loss of time, to the minister of the
United States in London, so as not to leave a
doubt a3 to his Majesty's just and amicable inten-
tions. But his Majesty, making every allowance
for the irritation which was excited, and the mis-
apprehensions which existed, has authorized me
to proceed in the negotiation upon the sole dis-
continuance of measures of s0 inimical a ten-
dency."—Mr., Rose to Mr. Madison,

ration for the affair of the Chesapeake. There
was an indispensable preliminary, however,
that the President’s proclamation* of the 2
July should be previously withdrawn. Before '
this should have been done, he stated that he
had no authority to enter on any negotiation,
and even declined to specify the reparation
which he was empowered to offer. As the ,
President declined recalling the proclamation
Mr. Rose returned home, and the scttlement
of the difficulty was postponed.

u ) Throughout the irrita-

the Siates unfeiendly N . .

to Great Britain, ing discussion which en-
sued, the disposition of the American Repub-
licis to be taken into account, as evidently
operating to protract and embarrass negotia-
tion.—That disposition was unquestionably
the reverse of amicable towards Great Britain,
Whilst the effort was made to remain strictly
neutral, the heart of the nation was not in its
profession of neutrality. Eversince the acces-
sion of the Democratic party to power under
Mr. Jefferson—who was inaugurated into his
first Presidency on the 4th M.arch, 1801—.the
war spirit against Great Britain was steadily
growing up, withsome few exceptions, amongst
the inhabitants of the United States. Under
the administration of that rigid republicanand
philosopher of the Rousseau school, the idea
of quarrelling with Great Britain scems to have
become, by degrees, palatable rather than
otherwise to the party who raised him to the
chief Magistracy, and these formed a large
majority. We do not forget, however, that
in the very respectable minority, chiefly in the
Eastern States, who participated not in the
defiant spirit so widely cherished and exhib-
ited towards Great Britain, wero to be found
that sterling part of the nation who, in point
of fortune, talent, education, moral and religi-
ous principles, have always compared most
favorably with the rest of their countrymen.

It is evident that the well known prevalence
of a predilection for France and antipathy
towards her adversary, must have materially
influenced, in a manner injurious on either
side to just and reasonable and advantageous
policy, the controversy which preceded the
declaration of war.

‘Whilst Great Britain had reason to be ex-
tremely cautious in negotiation, for, as we shall *
see hereafter, France had laid a deep plot”

Public feeling in
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sgainst her through the United States!—the
Iatter country, on the other har ., would jeal-

- ously, but most unworthily, guard against con-
ceding, except for its own obvious bencfit, and
not always even then, anything likely to
strengthen the hands of the British Govern-
ment in the terrible contest it was waging with
that colossal despotism which threatened to
beer down and obliterate, beneath its wither-
ing tread, the last vestige of free institutions
in Europe*

Additions 10 the U. icati
5. rooms vored - by On the application of

Congress, with sup- the President at this

plies. time, an addition was
made to the army of 6,000 men, to be enlist-
ed for five years unless sooner discharged.
Authority was likewise given to him to raise
100,0001roops; whilsta subsidy of five millions
of dollars was voted for the establishment of
the arsenals, and for other military supplies.

1]
Effect of the Em.
RO,

The effect of the em-
. bargo and its supple-
mentary exacerbations—as we may style the
rigorous enforcement-acts which followed it—

* In his message to Congress of 5th Novem-
ber, 1811, Mr. Madison, at that time president,
spoke thus with reference to what he termed
Sthe hostile inflexibility™ of Great Britain—
% Congress will feel the duty of putting the Unit-
ed States into an armour and an attitude demand-
ed by the crisis, and corresponding with the
national spirit and expectations.”” But four
years before, upon the passing of the embargo
act, The Intelligencer, an official journal, did not
hesitate to write in this inflammatory strain:—
“The natianal spirit is up. That spirit i3 inval-
uable. In case of war itisto lead us to conquest.
In such event, there must cease to be an inch of
British ground .on this Continent.” And this
wa3 when the second Order in Council had only
been heard of, but not yet made public.  With.a
goverpment, go fiercely thirsting for strife with
Britain, was friendly negotiation likely to be suc-
cessful? Was an awicable adjustment of difB-
culties possible with the spirit which possessed
them? Hildreth cites a. remarkable ingident
which exhibits, in a strong light, the unhappy
hosiility to England at this period (1807-8). How
strong and prevalent this antipathy to England
was, fully appeared on the floor of Congress. A
suggestion. by Liverinore, of Massachussetis, that,
since the United States were driven by invincible
neczssity to choose, between the belligerents, a
regard as well for commercial intevests as for the
independence of nations, ought to induce them to
side with -Great Britain, was réceived with mark-

od indignation, almost as if there had been
somiething treasonable’in it.” L

was highly prejudicial to the United States.
Their commerce had reccived the severest
blow it had yet suffered, from: the hands of
their own rulers. Despair settled on the minds
of all who depended for their livelihood on
the sea. Merchants gloomily anticipated the
time when their ships should sink beside their
wharves, and grass grow in their streets. The
British Order in Council—they said—had left
them some traffic, but the acts of their own
legislature had cut every thing offt By men
who were never tired of asserting their free
and inalienable right to the highways of the
occan, the ocean had been treachcrously
abandoned.

Non-intercourse For the emb“go wag
Act, 1st March,1308.  substituted, on the 1st
March, 1808, a non-intercourse act, whereby
all commercial transactions with cither of the
belligerent powers was absolutely prohibited,
but the embargo was taken off as to the rest
of the world. This act, however, contained
a clause ( §11.) authorizing the President,
by proclamation, to renew the intercourse
between America and cither of the bellige-
rent powers who should first repeal their ob-
noxious orders in council or decrees. *This
non-intercourse act”—observes Mr. Alison—
had the effect of totally suspending the trade
between America and Great Britain, and -in-
flicting upon both these countries a loss ten-
fold greater than that suffered by France, with
which the commereial intercourse of the Uni-
ted States was altogether inconsiderable.”

3d March, 1509. Nothing of nate oc-
curred between the passing of the none
intercourse act and Mr. Jefferson's retirement
from his second term of office on the 8d of
March, 1809. He declined presenting himself
for election a third time, both becausc—as
he stated—he considered a third tenure of
office would be alien from the spirit of the con-
stitution, and because, as it seems, he was
thoroughly weary of the cares and distrac-
tions of public life. Un the eve of his retire-
ment into private life his language was this
—“never did prisoner released from his
chains feel such relief as I shall an shaking
off power.” He was a man of great ability;

‘but, urifortunately, both for Great Britain and. -
{his own country, his strong anti-British pre. .
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judices stood very much in his way in admi-
nistering, with impartiality and wisdom, the
government with which during eight years
he was entrusted. We can make allowance
for the perplexities and annoyances of the
time during which he held the reins of power;
but, had Washington been in his place, with
his dignified and sagacious views of relations
with Great Britain, we have little doubt that
he would have brought his country through
the dark and trying time, not by nourishing
the war-spirit as Jefferson did, but by firmly
facing and repressirg it. It was an inauspi-
clous circumstance that, just at that critical
time, the chiefl magistracy of the United
States should have been vested in a man
whose heart was filled with hatred of Great
Britain ; and who had more than once patron-
ized and placed in positions of authority dis-
affected subjects of the British Crown* Li-
berally endowed, as he unquestionably was,
with natural talent, this was greatly recom-
mended and rendered in a very considerable
degree practically influential, by agreeable
manners and plausible address. As to his
religious opinions, we believe that all that can
be said in their favor is this—that he admired
the morality of the Gospel. His belief in
any of the articles of the Christian faith what-
soever would seem equivocal, if on no other
account, from his letter to the notorious Tho
mas Paine, in which he invited that avoweq
and immoral enemy of divine revelation to
the bosom of his country, with “prayers
for the success of his useful labors.,” A dis-
ciple—as he was—of that philosophy which
overthrew the throne of the French monarch,
and brought its unhappy occupant to the
guillotine, his sympathies were thoroughly
with France and against Great Britain. Nur-
tured under the congenial associations of
French republicanism,f his sympathies—as
with many others of his countrymen—were

* Duane, for example, to whom Mr. Jefferson
gave a colonel’s commission in the V. S. militia,
and the editorial charge of the Aurora newspaper,
had been shipped off just before from Calcutta—
having been detected in attempts to excite dis-
turbanoe and insurrection in that city.

+ We do not mean to say he approved of its
bloody atrocities: perhaps the wildest democrat
in the United States would have hesitated there.

not stifled when republicanism in France had
been fairly shackled and put under-foot by
military and imperial despotism ; so that his
heart, it seems, still went lovingly with the
ruthless soldiers of France, even when the
“sacred” flame of republicanism had long
vanished from the points of their swords,
But, if Mr. Jefferson's administration, in point
of French predilections, was bad, that of Mr.
Madison, his successor, was vastly worse. Both
were decided in their bias towards Napolcon
Buonaparte ; but whilst the former was too
dextrous and wary to be made the tool of
French intrigue, the latter—thereis too much
reason for believing—was completely entan-
gled in its toils,
(To be continued.}

BERLIN DECREE.

1. The British islands are placed in a state of
blockade. 2. Every species of commerce and
communication with them is prohibited ; all let-
ters or packets addressed in English, or in the
English characters, shall be seized at the post-
office, and interdicted all circulation. 3. Every
British subject, of what rank or condition whate-
ver, who shall be found in the countries occupied
by our troops, or those of our allies, shall be
made prisoners of war. “4. Every warehouse,
merchandise, or property of any sort, belonging
10 a subject of Great Britain, or coming from its
manufactories or colonies, is declared good prize,
5. Commerce of every kind in English goods is
prohibited ; and every species of merchandise be-
longing to England, or emanating from its work-
shops or colonies, is declared good prize. 6. The
half of the confiscated value shall be devoted to
indemnifying those merchants whose vessels have -
been seized by the English cruizers, for the lossea
which they have sustained. 7. No vessel com-
ing directly from England, or any of its colonies,
or having touched there since the publications of
the present decree, shall be received inte any har. -
bour. 8. Every vessel which, by means of a falge
declaration, shall have effected such entry, shall
be liable to seizure, and the ship and cargo shall
be confiscated, as if they had also belonged to
England. 9. The prize court of Paris is intrusted
with the determination of all questions arising ous
of this decree in France, or the countries occupied
by our armies; that of Milan, with the decision of
all similar questions in the kingdom of Italy. 10,
This decree shall be communicated to the kings
of Spain, Naples, Holland, and Etruris, and to our
other allies, whose subjectshave been the victims,
Jike our own, of the injustice and barbarity of
English legislation., 11. The ministers of foreign
affairs, of war, of marine, of finance, and of jus.
tice, of police, and all postmasters, are charged,
each in his own department, with the execution
of the present decree.”
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CITIES AND TOWNS OF CANADA.

COBOURG.

Ix the township of Hamilton, on the north
shore of Lake Ontario, and at the lower end of
a fertile and extensive valley, sloping upwards
gradunlly from the water’s cdge, stands
Cobourg, the capital of the United Counties
of Northumberland and Durham.  Built on a
gravelly soil, the town enjoys the advantage of
dry, clean streets, which are judiciously laid
out, broad, and well planked on cither side.
Few places present from the Lake a more
pleasing ensemble than does Cobourg, and
the tourist will be still farther gratified at find-
ing, on landing, that this really pretty town
requires not distance *to lend enchantinent to
the view,” but that it is clean and well-built,
presenting to the most carcless observer evi-
dences of daily-increasing and well-deserved
prosperity.

In the engraving which accompanies this
description, but few of the public buildingsare
to be distinguished,—Victoria College—the
Court-Ilouse—and a portion of the Anglican
Church. Victoria College is built on rising
ground, somewhat in {he rear of the town,
and commands a fine view of the town and
lake. Tt was completed in the year 1836, at
a éost of nearly £12,000, raised by the volun-
tary offerings of the Methodist body in England
and Upper Canada. The land on which the
building stands was the gift of Mr. Spencer, a
resident of Cobourg, and in June 1836 the In-
stitation was opened under the name of the
“ Upper Canada Academy,” by the Rev.
Matthew Ritchic, who for the period of three
years occupied the position of Principal.  For
six years the Academy continucd in operation,
and in the year 1841 application was made to
Parliament, and a University charter was ob-
tained, by which the name was changed to
“Victoria College,” and.in June 1542, opera-
tions in the collegiate department commenced.

The preparatory school,however, hasbeen con- |

tinued in conncction with the College, and
students are prepared for enirance on the cofle-
giate curriculum, or reccive such sound prac-
tical cducation as is fitting for thos¢ not in-
tended for the learned profcsswns. .
In ordér to pnmae more fully the p poc
means neécessary for the eficient opertion of
the Institution, scholarships have beeh estab-
¥oL. 11, —%

o aariye dud

ll.l'y::

lished designed to accomplish the two-fold
object of securing a permanent endowment for
the college, and affording to the holders of
those scholarships the opportunity of obtaining
an education for themselves or their friends,
on the casiest and most advantageous terms.

We believe that we may state with correct-
ness that the prospeets of Victoria College
were never more promising than at the present
time—and that a larger number of students
than at any previous period (115) are now
cnjoying the benefits of an education at
this college. The winter session commences
the last Thursday in October, and the summer
session the third Wednesday in June.

In addition to Victoria College there are the
following cducational establishments: —The
District Grammar School, Cobourg Church
Grammar School, besides a great many other
excellent private schools: the Diocesan The-
ological Institute was for many years in
succcssful operation and produced several of
the scholars who now adorn the pulpits of
the Anglican Churches throughout the Pro-
vinee, it is, however, now merged into
Trinity College, Toronto, where thé samé
resulis, only on a more extended scale, are be-
coming \'isibvle.l

The Court-House, which occupics a very
conspicuous position in the plate, is a large
and commodious building. Cobourg contains
places of worship for members of the English
Church, the Church of Scotland, Free C!mrcb
Wesleyan Methodist, Episcopal Methodxst, )
Congregational, Bible Christian, and Catholi¢
persuasions. The Banksand Insurance Office
Companicsall have branches,thriving establish-
ments, and the man of business will ficd every
facility for the conducting of his business.
The Jail and Court-House, & handsome stone
building, has been built at a short distance
from the town, and forms the nucleus of a
small village which has sprung up round it
since its crection. A dredging machine is in.
constant operation, cleaning out the basinand
forming a safe harbour of refugé, which
on 2 late occasion, during alnost & hurricins,,
afforded perfect shelter to the steamer I’naua
Royal, on her passage from Kingston € this
westward.

‘1‘!\e extensive cloth ﬁctory of l(ms.!to-
Heéhme and Winans is the largest eshBhsb-
‘nent of 2he kind in the Province, and affordd’
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employment to ncarly two hundred hands.
“The consumption of wool,” says Smith's
Canada, “wamounts to about 223,000 Ibs. per
annum, 175,000 of which is Canadian, and the
remainder imported; (we have reason to be-
lieve that we do not err in stating that the
quantity manufactured has increased very
considerably since Mr. Smith wrote,) every
variety of cloth is manufactured in this estab-
Yament.®  Inaddition to this important fac-
tory there are numerous grist mills, foundries,
tanncries, gypsum mills, saw and planing
mills, breweries, &e.

Steamers are daily callers on their passages
up, down, and across the lake, while stages
run in every direction.

In 1843 the population of Cobourgamounted
to nearly 3400 souls; at the present time it is
considerably over 4600 souls.  “ A short time
since (vide Smith’s Canada) asnbscription was
raised in Cobourg,for the purposce of construct-
ing a bridge across the Otonabece river, a steam
fary-boat being at the same time intended to
ply on Rice Lake, so as to give the inhabitants
of Otonabee and the adjoining townships a
passage to the lake.”  The undertaking, from
some local causes, did not succeed at the time;
but measures kave since been taken to supply
the wants of the trade of the back townships.
The township of Ilamilton is gencrally well
seftled and contains a large number of excel-
Ient well-cultivated farms, on which a large
proportion of the fine cattle and sheep that
annually carry oft'the prizes at our agricultural

fairs are mised: to the improvement of the
breed of sheep, in particular, have the farmers
of these countics applied themselves, and the
texture of the fabrics manufactured at the
Ontario mills afford conclusive evidence of the
complete suceess of their labors.

About two miles from shore, and nearly
‘half-way between Port Hope and Cobourg, is
arock on which a light-house has been built
by the governnent.  Cobourg is distant from
Toronto 70 miles, from Kingston 95, and from
Montreal 293 miles.

Jnformation that might be interesting, but we regret to sy
that aur application, as isalmost invariably the case. has
Temained unanswered : weare conscquently exoncrated
from any Liame vhat might be athcrwisc imputed 1o us for
paseing over o curily our nice of this. certamly the mast
extensive establishmentin Upper Canada. W siate this,
Wt the pullic may judge how diffcelta task it 35 1o cole
Ject information, where we reccive no assistance,  Each
or¢ is auitc ready to condemn on the score of incorrect
o’ iciRl dnformation; Lul, as is oo fien ths cnec,
i unwilling 10 comrilute the inforznation Tequired,
m Perhape, the solc source from wheuce it can be

® We applicd 10 the head of this establishment for any
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COXNCERNING THE DOMINIE AND TIIE DUCAT.
Dovusrress the whole civilized world has heard
tell of the memorable and never-to-be-forgot-
ten contested clection case of the Royal Burgh
of Dreepdaily. 1 would therefore be but re-
tailing “ piper’s news " if I rehearsed how Mr,
Treddles MeShuitle, the great Glasgow power-
loom weaver, had the assurance to oppose Sir
John Sumph for the representation of the
Burgh, and on being defeated, brought the
matter by petition before the ITouse of Com-
mons. It is advisedly that T use the word
“assurance,” in speaking of McShuttle’s con-
duct. For three hundred years, at the most
moderate computation, had the Sumphs been
returned for Dreepduily. The seat, in fact,
had become an heir-loom, so to speak, to
which the family had acquired a moral pre-
seriptive right; and when the manufacturer
madde his appearance asa candidate, sober folk
regarded him as but few degrees better thana
common highway foot-pad.

Sir John, I need havdly observe, was re-
turned with drums beating and colours flying,
and his adversary being maddened at the de-
feat which he had so righteously sustained,
and having, mercover, plenty of lucre to spare,
(it was a perfect coining of sillar with the
weavers during the war,) determined to bring
the matter before Parliament.

For more than six months did the proceed-
ings last, and I speak within bounds when I
say, that two hundred witnesses, at least, on
Dboth sides of the blanket, were carried up to
London, in order to answer such interrogato-
ries as the Jawyers might think fit to prepound
to them.

It would have been something exiraordin-
ary if I had been passed over in this gencral
impressment.  From time immemorial the
barber's shop has been regarded as the fount
tain-head of news or intelligence of cvery de-
scriplion, and, accordingly, Ircceived citations
from cach of the competitors. Little, if any-
thing, could I'say, cither pro or con, on the
matier at issue, but having an anxious crav-
ing to see the world, cspecially without cost
to mysclf, I prudently held my tonguc, touch-
ing the paucity of the information which I
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Though my heart, as T have every reason
to believe, is as courageous as any which doth
pot beat behind 2 red coaf, yet truth con-
strains me to confess, that it gave many a
flutter and throb, as I was packingmy pock-
mantle in the back shop,on the night preceding
my exodus from Dreepdaily. Never before
had I been farther from that beloved spot
than Flasgow, and that only once in my ex-
istence, when, at the pressing request of iy
cousin, Peter Pirn, I had officiated as his best
man, on his marriage with Miss Jenny Dang.
Now, I was about to visit, what I might call
a forcign country, for my ancestars being all
staunch Jacobites, had ever held the union of
the kingdoms in especial dislike, and taught
me to look upon the English as greater aliens
than the French, who, from the carliest ages,
had been allies of the Scottish nation.

Uowever, as the Powheads had always
been a valorous race, I determined that their
reputation %wuld suffer no tarnishment from
me, so, adding an additional codicil to my last
will and testament, and bracing my nerves
with an extra cheerer of toddy, I completed
the preparations for the road. It is properto
mention, that T kept up the belter from con-
sidering that Mr. Paumic was to be my fel-
low-pilgrim, his attendance, likewise, having
been required by Parliament. I had the
greatest confidence both in the wisdom and
prudence of the Dominie, who, moreover,
having travelled on the Continent with young
Lord Clayslap, as tutor, was fully acquainted
with the ways and wiles of what he termed
“the great world.” Under such guidanceand
protection, I felt assured that the perils of my-
Jjourncy would be mightily diminished, and so,
to use the words of the inspired Tinker of
Bradford, “I girded up my loins, and was of
good cheer.”

It would clean exhaust the patience of my
readers if I detailed all the cvents which oc-
curred from the moment when T ascended the
xoof of the Kilmarnock and Glasgow stage-
coach, till, with Mr. Paumic, I cmbarked at
Lcith, in the good smack, Dainty Darvie,
Gibbie ITowison, master. Imagination must
picture the stoun which went through my
heart as T lost sight of my beloved shop,
with my faithful journcyman, Job Sheep-
shanks, standing at the portal thercof, and
wiping his eyes with the slecve of his shirt,

As for the Dominie, he fairly fell a greeting
when, on passing the schuil'his disciples, who
were congregated upon the itoof, saluted him
with three valedictory cheers. Barely could
he muster words to falter forth a bencdicite
upon the striplings, conjoined with a hope
that they would respect the birds' nests and
apples of the Burgh till his return. 1t was,
indeed, a touching scene; but the dolour
thercof was somewhat mollified in my estima-
tion, when, on looking back, I descried the
youthful brigade eagerly commencing prepar-
ations for a game at shinty. This latter fact
I did not deem it necessary to communicate
to their preceptor, who, for half the journey,
dwelt upon the grief which his flock experi-
enced at his departure.  As the poet says—
“ IWhere ignorance is bliss, 2is folly to be wise.”

As we were entering the Dainty Davie my
attention was arrested by an clderly weather~
beaten gentleman minus an arm, the anchor
stamped upon whose buitons demonstrated
that he cither was, or had been, in the Royal
Navy. Such indeed turned out to be the fact,
this personage afterwards becoming developed
to us as Licutenant Trunnion, a grand nephew
of the celebrated ITawser Taunnion whose
achievements are set forth in the veritable
history of Peregrine Pickle. The Licutenant
had lost his “ fin,” as he called it, at the battle
of the Nile, and was now a gentleman at large,
keeping Lent upon the frugal half-pay which
his thrifty country had awarded him for
services performed on her behalf,

“ Gibby my hearty I exclaimed the muti-
lated hero to our skipper—* do you think yoa
will have a long passage this here bout
Taking a survey of the horizen, the party thus
interrogated replied “Indeced, I do, old mess-
mate! the wind is chopping right a-head, and
I should not wonder, fromn the scason of the
year, if it be three weeks before we behold the
Tower$” “That is preciscly my own opinion,™
r¢joined the Licutenant, “and so I will take
a passage with you. My traps are in the
Lord Nelson closc at hand, all ready for sea,
and I shall have them aboard before you can *
say Jack Robinson.”

While this onc armed navigator was absent
in quest of his luggage, I could not keep ex-
pressing my surprise to the commander of
the smack, at the singularity of his conduct.

“I6" said ¥, “the prospects of the weather.
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had been diametrically the reverse of what
they are, then indeed, I could fancy a man,
who had not much to do, taking a trip to
London, for the pleasure of the thing. That
any one, however, should seek to expose him-
self, with open c¢yes, to all the discomforts of
a long and tempestuous voyage, far passes my
simple comprehension.”

But the skipper speedily explained this
scemingly contradictory state of things. ¢ The
truth i5," quoth he, “our vessels are admirable
sea craft, wa keep tables not to be excelled by
any crack frigate in the service, and the fare
which we charge is exceedingly moderate.
In these circumstances, there are mauy half-
pay officers, having no employment ashore or
afloat, who frequently, like my old friend
Trunnion, take a passage with us whenever
there is a prospect of the trip being a pro-
tracted one.  They do so, ot only that they
may geta breath of the sea air once more,
which is as envigorating to them as a stiff
glass of grog, but because they can actually
live cheaper and better in our cabins than
thiey could do in a lodging or inn.”

In due time the Licutenant made his ap-
pearance, and proved to be a most agreeable
companion duving the voyage, which, as an-
ticipated, lasted move than twenty days. By
good chance the wind thongh adverse was not
overly high, and accordingly the Dominic and
myself were spared much of the hideous
torments of sea sickness.  Only once was I
constrained to ** cast up my accounts ” to use
the language of navigators, and as for Mr
Paumic, on no single occnsion did he play
truant when summoned to the mess table by
the steward’s bell.  Surely the owners could
have made but seanty profit out of us during
that crnise, for the viands which they pro-
vided for our sustentation might have won
the affections of Iclingabolus himself, and our
appetites, aggravated by the fresh breezes of
the ocean, were sharp as the best razor in my
possession.

Multiform and  diverting were the stories
which the worlhy Licutenant or * Ancient”
as the Dominic used to ¢all him, detailed to
s over his grog. e had been in all quarters
of the world; and met with as many adventures
a$ the Seven Champions of Chiristendom. One
«of. these which tickled us not = little, T may
take the Kberty of recounting, more: be token

that it possesses brevity, that characteristic
at once of wit and a roasted maggot.

“YWhen we were stationed at Bombay,” said
Trunnion, “in the Fire-cater, Captain Blue-
blazes, some of us made a party one day to
visit the far famed caves of Elephanta. Never,
before or since, have I beheld a scene which
filled me with so much awe and admiration,
Just conceive of an immense Temple cut into
the face of 2 mountain, exhibiting rows of
pillars formed of the native rock, and with
gigantic figures of wierd and unearthly demons
carved upon the walls, by a people of whom
the most ancient traditions give us no certain
account.

“When the first sensation of wonder had
subsided, I was enabled to notice that the
cave conlained a visitor not belonging to our
company. .He was a little, snub-nosed, bandy-
legged fellow, strongly indented with the
small-pox, and with a keen, inquisitive-Jooking
eye. No one, to all appearance could be more
intensely wrapt up in contemplatin than he
was.  Standing with arms folded at onc of the
extremities of the cathedral—if I may so term
this triumph of heathenism—he seemed abso-
lutely absorbed by the influence of the sur-
rounding wonders. You could have sworn
that he was just on the eve of falling down
upon his knees and doing homage to the Deity
of the locality. At length he broke silence,
and exclaimed in an audible soliloquy, and
withanaccent which indubitably demonstrated
that he was a son of the muslin-cngendering
town of Paisley—* Guid guide us @' the day,
but this i3 a decvlish place! It wud haud,
scestu ! mair than a thousand steam looms "

But if T go on gossiping at this rate we
shall be-at sea to the end of the chapter, so I
shall make a long story short, by stating that
the Dainty Davicarrived safe and sound, one
fair evening at the Tower wharf,

Being alover of truth and probity from my
youth up, I cannot conscientiously say that
the first sight of London inspired me with
much admiration. Indubitably it is a perfect
marvel for vastness, putting ye in mind o’ &
million Drecpdaily's, and the muliitudes that
throng its streets seem: sufficient to populate
3 decently sized world. But when ye. have
said this, -there islittle clse to add. Evcry
‘thing hasa sulky, stoked, clatty look; and.

as for the Thames about which pocis have
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made so many grand sangs, it resembles
pothing else than the gutter of our main
street seen in a rainy day through the magni-
{fying glass of a showman?

Following the directions which we had
received, we put up at a decent house of call,
named Furnival's Inn, situated in High Hol-
born—or Hob'n—as the ignorant Londoners
pronounce the word. It stood at the upper
end of a big court or square, inhabited for the
most part by lawyers, who had their bed-
rooms off their offices and took their break-
fasts, and bit chacks of dinners at the tavern
where we pitched our fents.  Asour expenses
were paid by Sir John Sumph’s man of busi-
ness, we lived at rack and manger, never
fashing our thumbs about the score, which I
will be bound to say did not amount to a
trifle.

Long as we had been on our voyage, we
learncd on our arrival, that our examination
would not come on for at least.a week, and so
being masters of our time, and baving nothing
better to do, we employed ourselves in seeing
every thing that was to be seen.  During the
day we inspected the public buildings, such as
St. Paul’s and Westminster Abbey, and at
night tirled our bawbees at the pit doors of
the play-houses. At first I was a trifle shy
of visiting these domiciles of Mahoun, having
the fear of the Kirk Session before my eyes,
more by taken that, T had once to thole a
rebuke for witnessing Patic and Roger, acted
by soms strollers in Bailie Bellyband’s barn.
The Dominie, however, laughed my scruples
to scorn. Though un elder, ‘he belonged to
the moderate side of the cstablishment, and
could see no harm in a play, especially as the
tragedy of Douglas was written by a minister.
“Mind you, Peter my man,” he would say—
‘“that we are not now in the parish of Dreep-
daily, butin the diocese of London, and being
at Rome, may safely do as the Pope does!?
Asit wasnot for me to contradict my spiritual
superior, I abandoned my opposition; bul
often when looking at the painted Jezcbe]s,
ranting and raving about love and murder
and what not, I have looked round with a
quictly sheepish glance, fearful that some of
the Presbytery might be present and cye-wit-
nesses of my sore backsliding! IfThad had
my serses about me, Twould have remem-
bered that had any Mcess Johus been there to

see me, their guilt would have been cqual, and
a fraction more, but an evil-doer is seldom a
calm reasoner2 Truly singeth the bard that
' ‘ Conscience makes cowards of us all "

It was at a Theatre called Saddlcr's Wells,
(though neither saddle nor pump could I dis-
cover about it) that the adventure which Tam
now to chronicle happened.to Dominie Paumie,

On the night in question a great Professor
of hocus pocus was to hold forth, in addition
fo the usual entertainments of such places,
and as his fame was great Mr. Paumie clected
that we should witness his cantrips. Remem-
bering the unwholesome doings of Nong-tong-
paw, I atfirst startled at the proposal, but the
Dominie ussuring me that the enemy had
nothing to do with the matter, I consented to
bear him company.

In order to avoid the crush, we determined
to be gentlemen for once in our lives, and
took our seafs in the select quarter krown by
the name of boxes. It was St. Andrew’s day,
as 1 well remember, and my friend, though
far from being slawed (as skipper Howison
expressed it) had taken an extra tumbler of
something more potential than pure water in
honour of the occasion. Fractious, indeed,
would be the moralist who could visit this
indulgence with the pains and penalties of
unforgiving censure! The Scotsman’s heart
warms in a strange land at the recurrence of
his national festival and he has so many old
friends to toast, and so many loved scencs to
commemorate that the malt naturally, runs
a risk of getting above the meal ® .

Just as we were entering the house, Mr.
Paumie, who was behind me, cried out, “I
say Peter, look out for pick-pockets! Some
one, I fear, has been making free with my
personal effects!”  Nothing more passed till
we had got out of the pressure, and seated
ourselves in our places, when the Dominie
anxious to discover the amount of his loss,
began to make an overhawling of his pouches.
To his great satisfaction he ascertained that
he was quite asrich as when he left the inn—
handkerchief, snuftbox, and faws, (which,
from ancient habit, he always carried out with
him to kirk or market,) being all in statu quo.

The investigation, however, was productive
of astonishment as well as pleasure.  Lurking

*Father Matthew did net flourish ill long afier the
worthy burber’s cre. -
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in the corner of his pocket he discovered a
silver coin, about the dimensions of a crown-
piece, and evidently from a foreign mint. It
bore all the marks of considerable antiquity,
and indeed, when narrowly scratinized, was
found to bear the venerable date of 1505,

What could be the meaning of this unex-
pected windfall 2 )

For a scason Mr, Paumie sat.in a brown
study, gazing upon his newly-acquired trea-
sure, when at length abright thought seemed
to light up his shrewd features, and he gavea
dry, caustic chuckle, which he generally in-
dulged in, when anything out of the usual
track struck his fancy.

In the box, immediately opposite to the
one which we occupied, was seated a stout,
bluftlooking personage, evidently of the old
school of gentlemen-farmers. e wore a ca-
pacious blue coat, garnished with huge gilt
buttons, the pockets whereof were apparently
of the dimensions of meal sacks. Iis hair
was powdered and tied behind in a queue,
and altogether he had a strong savour of an
unsophistocated Yorkshire squire fresh from
his hunter and fox-hounds.

Telling me to sit quiet and say nothing, Mr.
Paumic arose, and went out, and presently I
discovered him in the box of which I have
been speaking. Pretending to be luoking
about for some one, he came behind the old
gentleman, and dropped the newly-found picce
of money into his pocket, which loomed con-
veniently open.  So quictly and adroitly was
the operation performed, that no suspicion
was excited cither in the recipient, or in any
one clse, and the Dominie having accom-
plished his scemingly incomprehensible mis-

- sion, regained his former quarters, and seated
himself at my side.

When I questioned him as to what his mo-
tives were for acting as he had done, the peda-
gogue nudged me with his elbow to hold my
peace, whispering, at the same time, “ Ask no
questions, and you will be told no lies. When
the pear is ripe, it will drop of itself” The
Dominie, T may mention in passing, was asin-
corrigible & proverb-monger as Sancho Panza
himself, and could cnunciate them by the
bushel, when the mood was upon him.

Presently the performances commenced and
progressed much to the satisfaction of the
audience. If T had time to spare, I could

make your very teeth water by a recapitula-
tion of the wonders which were then and there
exhibited, but I hasten to the point more im-
mediately in question.

By and by the Professor made his appear-
ance upon the stage, and went through his
manceuvres with a skill which fairly took away
the breath of the beholders. Ile was a per-
fect master of his light-fingered trade, and
more than once I had diffically in keeping
down the suspicion that e was in league with
a certain individual who shall be nameless,

At last he reached what was cvidently in-
tended to be the climax and cope-stone of his
opcrations.  With much stale and solemnity
he drew forth from his purse a coin which he
held up to the view of the beholders. “Ladies
and gentlemen,” quoth he, “ you behold here
one of ‘the rarest picces of money which
is known to exist. It is a Venitian dueat, of
a description never to be met with except in
the cabinets of the most celebrated collectors.”
Ilc then proceeded to detail the marks and
features of the coin, which Mr. Paumic at
once recognized as answering to those of the
one which had been so unaccountably bestow-
ed upon him. *Now,” whispered he to me,
with a knowing wink, “the goose is wellnigh
cooked!”

The conjurer continued :—“The trick which
Tam about to present for your approbation,
has never been attempted by any human be-
ing save myself, and I bespeak for it your un-
divided attention. I take this coin,—blow
upon it three times, thus !—touch it with my
rod, and, presto! cause it to vanish from my
hand, and fly into the coat-pocket of that gen-
tleman in the boxes!” Here he pointed to
Mr. Paumie, made him a bow, and begged
that he would take the trouble to cxamine,
and sce whether the event which. he had men-
tioned had not taken place.

Inspired, doubtless, by the potations he
had drained in honour of the Land o' Cakes,
the Dominie stood up with all the coolness of
a cucumber, and pretending to draw forth the
ducat, exclaimed, in toncs of well-acted amaze-
ment—* Prodigious! Here is the very picce,
surc cnough! By the hook-nose of Julius
Coesar, but this is passing strange!”

Ilereupon the assemblage broke forth into
a salvo of cheering, much to the delectation
and pride of Herr Herman, who looked mag-
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nificent as the groom of the wardrobe to the
Empress of all the Peacocks!

When the applause had subsided, the
Dominie stood forward, and waved his hand
for silence., ¢ Mr. Necromancer,” said he, ““it
is now my tarn to dispose of this famous, and
remarkable ducat! You behold it in my hand ?
(here he held up a five shilling piece.) Very
well—I order it to take wing, and find a nest
in the pocket of that worthy gentleman with
the blue coat and pig-tail on the opposite side
of the house!” Herman heard this address
with blank amazement, glaring alternately at
the Dominicand the Squire. The latter, after
the first feeling of confusion, at being thus
publicly singled- out, had passed away, com-
menced a deliberate overhauling of the con-
tents of his capacious pouch. Dog-whistles,
cork-screws, hunting-whistles, tobacco-boxes,
and handkerchiefs beyond number were lugged
forth, and deposited in front of the box, the
appearance of every fresh article being hailed
by the democracy of the galleries with yells
of laughter.

At length, the visage of the sclf-cxaminer
assumed an air of the most bewildering
astonishment and perplexity.  “ Od’s bobs!”
he shouted forth, “may I ncver crack a
magnum of claret again, if the bewitched
luck-penny be not in my pocket, after
all! This beats cock-fighting, dash my wig
and buttons!”

If the spectators’ applause was loud before,
it was now like te split the roof of the house!
For more than a month thereafter my cars
were ringing with the preposterous din, which
far surpassed any thing I had cver listened to,
the roaring of the Burn of Ayr not excepted!

As for the conjurer he looked as if he had
potten a bloody nose from some invisible
pugnacions ghost, and pleading a sudden fit
of indisposition, craved that the residuce of his
performances might be dispensed with for
that evening.  Indeed, it was self-evident that
there was no sham-work in this plea. His
hand shook like an aspen, and his knees
knocked against cach other as if engaged in a
ducl!

Just as the curtain fell a message was
brought to Mr. Paumie from IIarr Herman,
craving the honor of an interview behind the
scenes. Determined to see the joke to an end,
the Dominie complied, and presently was

ushered into the presence of the much wonder-
ing and sorcly dumb-foundered professor of
legerdemain. i

No sooner had he entered than the Herr,
making him an obeisance down to the very
ground, thus spol\c in tones of almost whining
humility. “Sir,in you I fully and frecly own,
that for the ﬁrat time I Behold my master in
the mystic art! If it be not too presumnptuous
might I beg to be informed, how your most
wonderful and magnificent trick was perform-
¢d? Should money be an object {o such an
illustrious man I will not grudge five hundred
pounds for the knowledge !”

Mr. Paumic looking cautiously around the
apartment, as if fearful of being over heard,
replied with a portentous shake of the head:
“ Money is not of the slightest avail in this
case! The secret which you covet to learn
can only be acquired by complying with con-
ditions from which most mortals would shrink.
In the first place you must burn the Bible,
and renounce your hopes of salvation! Next
* F kK % K % k K Kk K %k Kk ok XV

The horrified Herman could listeri no longer.
Making the sign of the cross with one hand,
and opening the door with the other, he im-
plored the waggish Dominic to take his de-
parture forthwith, and, if possible without
carrying the end of the building along with
him! »

And so ecnded the never-to be-forgotten
adventure of Mahoun’s ducat.

——— i ——————

' FROM THE HUNGARIAN OF PETOFL

X7 rains,—how it rains!—

A pleasant rain this is,
For I'm with my love,

And fast shower the kisses.

‘With rain comes the lightning,
When storms break above i—

So blaze from thine ¢yes, dear,
The lightning of love!

But it thunders,—it thuuders!—
My dove, I must fly,

For here comes your mother; —
Good-by, love,—good-by ! -

—ULliza Cook’s Journal.
————
A NOMILY BY COCKER.
The excesses of our youth (says a mercan-
tile moralist) are draughts upon old age, pay-
able with interest about thirty years after date.
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OCCASIONAL SAYINGS AND DOINGS
OF THE BLINKS.

CHAPTER VIL

¢1 will tell you whata slave is. A slave is he who
watches with abjeet spirit the eye of another. ¢ ¢
No man can be tlus unless he pleases.  If he has falien
a8 1o externals into another’s power, till there is a point
that at lus own will he can reserve. ¢ ¢ andafhe
that a nispudging world calls u slave may retain all that 15,
most substantial in independence, is it possible that he
whom crrcumstances have sade free, should voluntarily
put the fetters upon his own teet, the manacles upon his
own hauds 27? . .

Godwin's Mandeville.

Our last chapter came to an untimely end,
just as old Blinks surrounded by the members
of liis family, was about to recall the attention
of Tom to the subject of his dog.

« Come and sit down here,” said the old
man drawing forward a chair with his right
hand, and placing it in such a position beside
him, that he coald both see and hear to advan-
tage the person who was to occupy it; “you
promised to give me some account of that
semi-wolf down stairs, and Frank is getting
impatient to hear something inore of his history
since 1 have led her to believe there is a story
conneeted with him.”

% Qh, yes," said Fan, lifling her head quickly
from its resting place, and shaking back her
shining hair, as she arranged hersclf to listen,
it will be so delightful while we are all
sitting round the fire; do tell us a story Tom,
you used to be such a capital story-teller ; and
indeed you owe us something on his account,
in consideration of the fright he gave us.”

“Nay, if he frightened you he shall certainly
make atonement,” said the young man gal-
lantly. *Thope my dear wother,” (Tom was
in the habit of so addressing Mvs. Blinks,)
*you will allow me to call him up and intro-
duce him; he has a rough exterior, but he
improves vastly upon acquaintance, and I will
make mysell personally responsible for his
good behaviour : his sagacity alimost amouunts
to intellect, and he possesses in an exalted
degree one or two old-fashioned qualifications,
which, perhaps, on accourt of their rarity at
the present day I value most higlily ; T mean,
reverence for his master, and obedience.”
Here old Blinks put on his spectacles, and
turned a curious glance towards the master
alluded to, Lut said nothing; while Frank
ventured to hint that such qualitics, though
highly creditable to his heart, said very little
for his discrimination.

“1 suppose,” said John, “you have been
teaching him a little of your sca discipline;
knocking him over with a handspike occasion-
ally when he was refractory, or some other
gentle inducement cqually persuasive.”

“No!” said Tom, vehemently,” 1 never
struck him myself, nor allowed others to do
so: indeed, for the latter, Boreas looks out for
himself; and though wanting in words to ex-

press himself clearly, he has a way of speak-
ing with his eye when threatened, which is
very rarely mistaken.”

“T hate these sneaking, crouching animals,”
said John, trying to draw him out, ** I noticed
the way he cowered at your fect upstairs;

« | but T suppose you sailors are accustomed to

exert such, despotic authority over your own
little floating dominions, that you expect every-
where else to meet with the smune cringing
obedience and submission.”

Tom read in an instant the spirit in which
this was spoken, and saw before him the
schoolfellow of former days. Ile well recol-
lected the contradictory spirit of the boy, and
his love of argument, but he could not allow
Boreas to liec under such a foul impeachment,
and though he hated the mental exertion jt
would require to explain himself, he returned
to the charge. :

This was what John intended and had
foreseen.  He knew theinherent indolence of
his disposition, and took a malicious delight in
what he called “stirring him up.” Tom
continued :—

“There is a great difference between
obedicnce, and obsequious subservience.  The
first is quite compatible with, nay, a necessary
consequence of reverence, and what it springs
from, love ; the latter is the child of far other
parents, viz., fear, hatred, and not unfrequently
contempt.” ’

“I deny the latier assumption,” said John
jumping up from his chair (he was hardly cver
at rest for five minutes together,) and turning
with his back to the fire so as to face his
opponent, “I deny that obscquiousness can
cver spring from contempt; we look down, it
is true, upon those whom we despise, but we
do not stoop to them.”

‘¢ Oftencr perhaps than you are aware. The
relative positions in which men are placed,
joccasionally produce the strangest results;
( passion aud the ebullitions of our true feelings
heeoming subservient to interest.  The slave
who crouches beneath the lash of his master,
no less hates him for the power he holds over
him, than he despises him in his heart for the
tyrannical and cowardly manner in which he
uses it. None but g coward will strike aman
whose hands are ticd, and the slave, be he dog
or man, knows and feels this keenly as you or
I: he despises the coward as we despise him
but his free-will is bound by the chain of
circumstances, and while hate rankles at his
heart, he stoops from fear in slavish servility
and degradation of soul beneath the hand that
bows him, because he feels that for the present
he is altogether in its power, but the slave
who crouches submissively at his feet to day,
may put a knife in his throat to-morrow.”

“ Right, old fellow ! said Johm, striding up
to him and giving him a hearty slap on the
shoulder, “you're a trump after all. Those
arc my own scotiments, But I trust and

|
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believe that wany a man now lives, who born
to a lifc of bondage, is yet spiritnally free.
You may trample a man’s body under your
fect if you possess the power, but no act save
his own can ronder him in the true sense of
the word a slave. Does it not scem a mystery,
that free men, who own no such fetters as
those you have discribed, should yet, from
choice and an inherent wmeanness of soul, for
the sake of filthy lucre, stoop to the position
of moral slaves? Do not misunderstand me,
Tom; no one respects the honest laborer in
any capacity more than I. The position of
my boy, Mike, if he does hisduty uprightly, is
intrinsically as honorable as my own: But
then, there are menwell educated and of good
standing! I could show you some in this city,
who will flatter and fawn upon you, and be
the most contemptible lickspittles for the sake
of the paltry five shillings you may spend in
their shops,that ever disgraced their species by
going upon two legs. I never meet such men
without a sensation of diszust, nor leave them
without feeling that they have offered an insult
to my understanding, by supposing that T am
such an idiot as to take their gilded plausibility
for sterling coin : but they are great favorites
with the ladies, and it is not to be wondered at;
for if there is any door leading to a woman’s
heart which always stands open, that door is
flattery.” '

“You. impertinent coxcomb,” exclaimed
Frank, * the idea of such a schoolboy talking
about the road to ladics hearts! You are
prejudiced against poor Mr. Slimyways, for I
know who you mean, and are as rough and
uncivil when you meet him as a bear, morée
shame for you; but it makes no difterence
with him, for he is as polite and friendly to-
wards you as ever.”

‘ Confound his politeness! Yes, he sees I
know him, and loves me none the better for
the discovery, though he is as full of “ wreathed
smiles” as ever; butif he saw instead that
he could dupe me, he would despise me as
much as he already does some people of my
and his acquaintance, whose money he pocke(s
with such delicate consideration, or rather
“wriggling lubricity.” I have scen that man
play upon the vanity and credulity of lady
customers in such an impudent, but I suppose
Jascinating manner, that I have been tempted
1o knock hisspectacles over his villainous little
eyes with the back of my hand, as if by so
doing I could unmask him.” John lisped out
the words italicized with such an excess of
sham servility and mock politeness, and sud-
denly straightening himself up, delivered the
last sentence in such a savage and threatening
manuer, that it was impossible to help smiling
at his violent impetuosity.

“Thave seen such characters in my travels,”
said Tom, “everywhere, and in all ‘situations
of life we find them : and often filling higher
positions than the one your friend appears to

occupy. This is only one of the many things
in which man might with advantage take a
lesson from his dog. Boreas will fawn upon
no one but his master, and then only to show
his attachment: he is civil and obliging to
whoever treats him well, and is not afraid to
show his dislike or his tceth to those who
behave in what he considers an ungentlemanly
manner. With shame to mankind be it spoken,
he is with one exception, the truest, noblest,
firmest friend I have ever made. Sunshine
and storm, poverty, sickness and disgrace,
make no change in him, save a more earnest
solicitude to prove his devotion. 1Iis acts are
the true index of his feelings. Fraud, duplicity
and double dealing, are incompatible with his
nature, which is clear and open as the day;
and he does Lis duty without fear of punish-
ment or hope of reward. He has been my
pillow in places of danger, and has watched
while I slept in safety. We have shared many
a short allowance between us, and have mutu-
ally risked our lives to save that of the other.
Orphan as I am, without father, mother or
kin, he has filled in my breast the empty void,
which, without some such kind and faithful
inmate, would have been but a dismal vault,
whose hollow echoes might only remind me
of the dead.”

Frank, young, warm-hearted and impulsive,
felt that she could have thrown her arms
round him as he concluded ; but the feelings
which do most honor to our hearts, are under
existing rules of society, the very ones weare
most desirous to conceal; and unless her cye
told more than she intended, she was silent.

As Tom finished speaking he rosc and left
the room in search of his four-footed fiiend.
“Ile’s a strange composition that fellow,” said
dJohn, as he closed the door; * Sometimes as
light and trivial as the merest world-worship-
per, whose highest ambition is to float like a.
bubblein its froth and foam, and yet evincing
when you sound him, a depth of feeling and
sensibility, of which many of our fine, fiddling

!1adies are altogether ignorant.  There s some-

thing in his nature which scems to draw me
to him, asto one whose worth I have long
known and estimated; and yet, though in
some respeets the same, he is altogether most
unlike what I remember of him as a boy.
unity of ideas, rather than of habits and pur-
suits seems to bind us.  You had better take
care, my fair Desdemona, (turning to Fan) or
this fellow with his

¢ Moving accidents by flood and ficld,”
may prove another Othello.”

“Ie is a striking instance ™ said old Blinks,
unmindful of the latter part of his son’s speech,
and consequently of Frank's confusion, “of
whatI think Hazlitt has somewhere remarked ;
that peculiarities of mind, no less than of the
features of men, are transmitted by descent,
often at intervals of one or two -gencrations.
That boy can haveno recollection of his father;
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and yet their manner of thought and expression
arc exactly similar. T can almost fancy, if T
close my eyes when he is speaking and look
back thirty years, that I hear the voice of the
dead, What is even more remarkable is, that
their hand writings are the same; though I
doubt if he ever saw more than a few stray
scraps of his father’s correspondence.”

As Tom’'s footsteps were heard approaching,
the subject under discussion was dropped,
and the next moment he entered the room,
gravely followed by his dog.

“What a noble looking animal he is,” said
Frank, as Boreas who had leisurcly made the
circuit of the room, walked up to her, and
pushing his black muzzle under her hand,
scemed to invite her caresses, “I never saw
any:hing like him before.”

“T dare say not: although a native of this
continent, hic is, comparatively speaking, very
little known beyond the Lounds of his own
country. e is an Esquimaux, born amidst
the icy deserts of the frozen zone.  Few dogs
of his breed have enjoved his .opportunities,
and being naturally of a sagacious tempera-
ment, he has made a profitable use of them.
He has several times crossed the “Line,” and
is no less familiar with the melting beams of
a vertical sun, than with the six months night
of frist and desolation peculiar to his native
land.”

“ And how came you, an eastern navigator,
to get possession of a native Esquimaux dog,”
inquired old Blinks.

“It is a melancholy story,” rcplied the
young sailor, “and recalls scenes such as I
would fain hope I may never witness again;
scenes however which have a close connexion
with much of my past life—and as such may
interest you. If Frank is really in earnest in
the wish she expressed, T will relate it

Do so, by all means,” replicd Mrs.Blinks—
T am sure any part of your adventures will
interest all present,”—and thus urged Tom
began his tale.

CHAPTER VIINL

' The vessel now tossed through the low tmiling rack
of the tempest, is lost in the skirts of the thunder cloud.”
Shelley.
“Ir is now nearly three years since, on a
return voyage from Bombay, we encountered
in the Bay of Biscay one of the most appalling
storms it has ever been my let to witness, I
have seen, as you may imagine, a good deal of
rough weather round the Cape, and bave had
a taste of a typhoon in the China seas, where
we had to cut away our masts to right the
ship, which was thrown upon her beam ends
by the first fierce shock of the hurricane. All
this you will admit was bad ¢nough ; but no-
thing T have ever been exposed to at sea, has
left such a clear recollection of its horrors
belhind it, as onc night during that fearful
gale,

“J have since been told that ships at that
time entering the channel, were driven by its
irresistible fury, many hundred miles into the
broad Atlantic, and I helieve it; for though it
raged with greater violence farther to the
south’ard, it left many sad memorials of its
devastating progress upon the shores of our
own island. Ilad we been upon a lee shore,
that night would have been our last.

“The wind in the morning had been west-
erly, and though blowing a good stiff’ breeze,
was nothing more than common at that time
of year: but the atmosphere was dull and
heavy, and as the sun rose, its position in the
heavens was marked by a murky, lurid red-
ness, such as you may have seen at night upon
the sky, indicating a distant conflagration.
The wind, too, as the day advanced, backed
round against the sun, freshening to a gale at
noon, and blowing great guns from the south-
cast as night closed in; and such a night—it
was as if no light had ever illumined it; a
pitchy darkness, as if the spirit of night had
descended with outspread wings upon the sea,
and shrouded it in her murky embrace. Such,
I thought as I vaiuly endeavoured to pierce
the gloom, might have been its condition ere
the morning of creation rose; when ¢ the earth
was without form and void, and darkness was
upon the face of the decp, and the spirit of
God moved upon the face of the waters.’

“T cannot say that I felt afraid, for I did
not; my spirit seemed to rise and expand in
the awful majesty of that night; but that the
very inmost depths of my soul were stirred I
argue from the fact, that to this day, it often
presents itself to me again in dreams. We
were like a nutshell upon that raging sea: a
mere bubble upon the mighty maélstrom
which roared and plunged around and beneath
us. I never felt so deeply my own insignifi-
cance, and at the same time, the higher power
which lived within me, and bore me up
superior to its terrors. In that terrible night,
I felt, if ever, the might of immortality,—{elt,
that though the next moment I might be
engulphed beneath the waves ; it was mine to
live for cver, eternally, when time, and all
that now floated upon its surface should be
numbered amongst the things that were,

“It is impussible for me to express what I
then felt ; nor can T ever recall in their clear.
unclouded strength, the sensations which then
overwhelmed me. T have since thought, that
excitement, and the scenes which were passing
around me, had rendered me temporarily in-
sane ; but if so, it was a glorious insanity, and
death itself with all its horrors had lost its
power over me. The free, bounding motion
of the sea in a storm, has always possessed an
inexpressible charm for me. I have never
from a child known what it was to “sicken
o'er the heaving wave,” but have in its fullest
sense realized and appreciated that fine senti-
ment in the Corsair:
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or

«Oh, who can tell save he whose heart hath tried,
And danced in trivmph o’er the waiers wde;
The exulting sense, the palaes maddening play.
That thrills the wanderer of that trackless way.”?

“It must have been an exaggerated fecling of
this kind, which took possession of me in that
night. It was my watch on deck, and with a
turn of & rope round my body, I was holding
on to the belaying pins at the foot of the
main mast. We had not a rag of canvas set:
the little atom we had attempted to show, had
been blown from the bolt ropes like gossamer;
but the speed of the ship must have been
terrific, for we were almost dead before the
wind; and the soaring surges as they rose
beneath her stern, seemed to hurl herhead-
long through the sky, until, as if exhausted,
she would sink backwards, while the torn and
seething billows foamed madly out from under
her bows, sceming to laugh scornfully as they
passed her in-the race. Any onc of those
surges had we overrun them, would have
rolled over us and engulphed us for ever: and
T knew it—knew it then as well as T feel it
now, but it did not affect me: what were the
parting cry of a single mortal amidst the
howlings of that dread storm! T remember
looking steadily,almost firmly, into the eye of
the pursuing gale, which whistled wildiy,
fitfally over and around us; and while it
almost wrenched me from my firm hold, my
spirit scemed to defy its power. But if T
thought little of my own fate, I thought less
of others; tho' many a gallant bark and fearless
mariner, saw the light of morn no more,

¢ Atlast the dawn broke upon us,and gleam-
ed with a redand wrathful eye upon the drunk-
en revel of the elements, and lighted up the
dripping spars of our spectre looking ship:
and the wind which had wantoned wildly,
uurestrained, through the dark and dreary
night, scemed to cower and shrink away
before it; coming and going in fitful gusts, as
if uncertain whether to disputc its power or
way; until by slow degrees as the round and
glittering orb of day rose upon the heavens,
it died away in low wailings upon the vexed
and troubled sea.

“We had murmured at the storm while it
was upon us, but it had become necessary to
us; aud now as we watched with wistful cyes
its rapid departure, our only salvation seemed
to depend upon its presence. The night storm
had been appalling—but the morning calm,
accompanied as it was by the unsubsided sea,
was even more to be dreaded. The lofty
masts and spars, which had defied the rude
embraces of the gale, creaked and tottered
like falling trees, as our vessel rolled helplessly
in the trough of the sea. There was no rest
to be found upon her; cverything that was
not firmly lashed to its piace, rolled and bound-
cd in wild confusion from side to side. Our
seams were beginning to open, and soon the
quict rest of the sleeping winds had accom-
plished what their wildest fury had been

unable to attain; but it was ordered otherwise,
and a light westerly breeze springing up, we
were cnabled again to gather way, and lay
our course with renewed hope to our yet
distant island home,

“\¥e had several passengerson board, What
their feelings were during the period 1 have
described it would be impossible to say. Isaw
little of them during the night ; but the worn
and haggard features I encountered upon
entering the cabin next morning, told how
fearful their mental sufferings had been,
Amongst others were a newly mavried pair:
the lady was young probably about cighteen,
and more than beautiful. Ier husband who
was much older, was a captain in one of the
Ilon. E. L. C. native infantry regiments: he
had seen some hard service under an castern
sky, and probably looked older than he really
was; but he must have been at least fifteen
years her senior; and, as report went on
board, had amassed a considerable amount of
moncy. Captain Paisley was a fine soldier-like
fellow, and appearcd doatingly fond of his
wife.

“The cabin of an East [ndiaman is a world
in miniature. It is astonishing what free and
social intercourse springs up during a four
months voyage : a week at sea gives you a
better insight into the character of a fellow-
passenger, than 2 year in the ordinary way of
associating on shore. You see him morning,
noon and night ; in sickness and in health, in
good spirits and in bad spirits, and often with-
out any spirits at all. One undes such
circumstances seems to cast away reserve,
and to contribute to the best of his or her
ability to the general amusement and interest
of the whole. ~ Personal narratives are in such
circumstances common topics of discourse,
and you thus necessarily become acquainted
with much of the private history of youw
associates. "

It was partly through these means,increased
by the interest I felt in the youthful bride,
and partly through what T gathered from
oceurrences which afterwards transpired, that
Tlcarnt such parts of her history asTam about
to relate. She, like myself, had been born
beneath a distant sky, and her native land
was also my own. Like most other European
children born in that climate, she had been
carly separated from her parents, and sent
home to be cducated and brought up under
the care of a maternal aunt, then in England.

“ Ah!” broke in old Blinks as if soliloquising
aloud, “it is a terrible necessity and one of
the many disadvantages under which a family-
man labours, in the East. He must either see
his children like hardy mountain-plants trans-
ferred to a hot-house, shoot up rapidly and
luxvriantly around him, only to be prematurely
blighted ; or rend away the closest ties of his
nature, by consigning his loved-ones, almost
ere they have well known their father’s voice



28 OCCASIONAL SAYINGS AND DOINGS OF THE BLINKS.

to the nurture and care of strangers : sending | settlement of his son, became aware of the
the soft and plastic minds of his children, to | circumstance; and thinking that abience
be moulded by other and often unknown; would soon eradicate any such transient feel-
influcnees, and to twine themsclves round | ing as had been aroused in the breast of his

other than a parent's heart.”

“T have felt it,” said Tom, sorrowfully, as
the old man concluded. “Tam one of many
victims to the evils resulting from it.”

“So you were, my dear boy,” said old
Blinks, Kindly, laying a hand on his knee; “ I
had forgotten that circumstance j indeed both i
myself and Mrs. Biinks have been so long in
the habit of regarding you as our own child,
that I could not naturally have remembered
it: but I am interrupting your story, pray
proceed.”

“She was an only daughter,” continued
Tom, “and her father, Colonel Winterly, also
an officer in owr Indian army, had risen to a
position of high rank and distinction in that
distant land. e had long wished to retire,
and join his child, unscen for many long years,
but still tenderly loved, in his native country;
but duty he fancied requirved that he should
keep his post, and feeling that he could no
longer be without her, he had written about
a year previous to the time of which Uspeak,
for lier to join him at Calcutta; but sceds of
mischicf had already been sown, and were one
day to bear bitter fruit. It happencd that
the aunt with whom she had been brought up, .
had a son at Eton ; who had been in the habit
very frequently of bringing a young friend
and schoolfellow to spend the holidays with

boy, determined on sending him a voyage in
one of his own ships about to sail on'a wha-
ling expedition to the north-west, It wanted
only a few weeks of the day of her sailing;
hut his mind being fully made up on the
course to be pursued, this mattered little ; and
immediate preparations were made for his
departure, care being taken as much as possi-
ble to prevent the meeting of the young cou-
ple before the vessel sailed :
¢ But he who stems the tide with eand,

Or fetters flame with flaxen sand 5

IIas yer a harder task to prove.

By firm resolve to conquer love,
Even in boys and girls. Certain it is; that
young Sidney, by some meaps or other, out-
witted his father, and held 4 stolen interview
with Emily. The result was not difficult to
anticipate; compulsory separation has much
the same effect upon young love, as wind
upon a smouldering fire. There were abun-
dance of tears, vows, kisses and protestations
of cternal love; and at the last moment of
parting, they mutually exchanged riags, as a
pledge that their love for cach other should
be as pure and endless as the circling gold.
It is needless to describe it farther. Such
seenes are of daily, hourly occurrence, though
we walk in their midst, unknowing and
unknown, Each mossy bank and shady

him at home. Sidney Bennington was a fine | knowe Jupon which we linger in our country
open-hearted boy; at the period of his first | walks, is, for all we know, wet iith the tears
visit about sixteen years of age, and between and fragrant with the sighs of lovers, whose

him and Emily Winterly there had arisen a
mutual childish attachment.”

“The rising generation,” interrupted old
Blinks, “dream of putting on matrimony, as
their father’s did their first tail-coat, and at
abeut the same period.”

“I suppose we come to maturity carlicr
now,"” said John. ’

“XNo doubt,” continued his father, “and
hence the haggard old men of thirty, with a
loadl of cares upon their brow, whom you meet
daily. .\ manbefore he builds a house should
first caleulate whether he can pay for it when
done, but young men now-a-days marry and
build up a family without reflecting that

Childrer. raust be paid for.»

course the poet truly remarked :
“Never did run smooth.??

The end, however, came at last, and they

jparted; and from that day to the period of

her leaving England, no tidings had been
received of the vessel or her crew. A return
whaler had seen a ship, answering to the des-
scription of the one in which he sailed,
moored under the Iee of an iceberg in Baflin's
Bay, about three months after her departure ;
and as the term usually required for making
the voyage had long expired, the opinion was
very generally entertained, cven among sea-
faring men, that the vessel with all her crew
had perished.

To this latter opinion she had herself

“XNot at all,” answered Tom, *though per- | become an unwilling convert, shortly before

sonally inexpericnced in such matters,
have witnessed so much misery as the conse-
quence of marriages entered into unadvisedly

on the part of others, that I willingly sub-

scribe to all you have said. The aunt of
Emily, however, had accustomed herself so
long to consider her as a child, that an idea
of the kind never entercd her head, and the
feeling Letween them incressed  gradually
from one vacation to another,

I,

the arrival of her father's summons; and
though to her young and simple heart, it
stemed as if the star of hope had forever set;
and that all places upon the desolate earth
were henceforth alike to her, she heard his
commands with sorrow and regret,

Her father was to her a stranger, no lessin
form and features, than in feelings and sensi-
bilities. She recollected only a tall and hand-

until the father | some man, who in a trapsicnt visit, many long

of Sidney, who hud far other views for the! years before, had called her his Emily, dandled
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her upon his knce and given her toys, Her
mother, a delicate English flower, had long
since withered in that sultry clime, and her
aunt with a mother’s kindness and fond atten-
tion, had supplica her place and claimed a
mother's love. Her ties, her affections, were
all in England, and her heart suffering keenly
under its late afflictions, revolted at the
thought of leaving, what to her had ever been
home, and going forth among strangers; but
the command had gone forth and must be
obeyed; and under the care of some friends
of her father’s returning thither, she set sail
with a heavy heart for Caleutta,

Here she was received with the greatest
kindness by her father, and everything that
luxury could give or art devise was placed at
her disposal. For a while the novelty and
excitement of the scenes in which she found
herself, diverted her thoughts from sadder and
sweeter recollections; flattered and caressed,
she might have been eminently happy, but she
had been brought up under other influences ;
her tastes had been formed under different
circumstances, and moulded upon different
models, her spirits which had been crushed
by ihe silent and unknown suffering she had
undergone at the fate of her childish love,
could not yet recover their elasticity. The
attentions which were lavished upon her, in
time grew wearisome, and wealth and splendor
but ill-supplied to her sensitive soul, the loss
of her early attachments and the quiet and
endearing comforts of her English home. The
heath which grows and flourishes in the keen
air and sterile earth of the rude mountain side,
will lose all its freshness, strength and beauty,
however carcfully removed to what we in our
short-sightedness might consider a warmer and
more genial situation in the teeming valo
below. She longed to return to those ever
dear scences of her childhood: she was like a
bird taken from its dréary nest upon the
barren and storm-beaten crag, and fed and
fostered with all that nature could give or art
invent, in a gilded cage. It loathes the dainties
which an erring though kind intention places
before it, and pines to soar again in freedom,
half famished though it might be, amongst the
wild and unhospitable regions which it yet
looks back upon-as its home,

“While in this unhappy state of mind, she
received the attentions of Captain Paisley. He
was, as I have said, a fine soldicr-like fellow,
with handsome features and good address;
while she was even yet little more than a
child, though a seasitive one. Her little heart
was lonely in that distant land, and the loss
she had so recently sustained had left a void
in it which was doubly felt in a place where,
with the exception of her father, in whom even
yet she could not implicitly confide, she had
no. intimate friend. Captain Paisley was of
all men the very one, from his kindness of
heart and quick perception of the feelings of

others, to gain her confidence and respect.
Her vanity and sclf-love were flattered by his
preference, and she felt gratefnl towards him
for the kindly interest he appeared to take in
her welfare; but thonghin every respect well-
worthy of her love, her true feelings, of which
as yet she knew but little, were not engaged.
He soon perceived, for he was a man of dis-
crimination, that her present position,however
enviable some might have .deemed it, was
altogether distasteful to her: he saw that she
was better fitted to adorn some quiet English
fireside, such as remembrance painted, than
to blaze in jewelled splendor, the meteor of a
fashionable route: the current of his thoughts
and ambitions was changed, as a stream
rushing madly castward will suddenly turn
at some new and unexpected feature in its
path and flow as swiftly to the west. The
future offered to him now a new and not less
pleasing prospect; no more he dreamed of
high military honors gained in
“The imminent deadly breach.”?

“The gay and noisy camp * and all the pomp
and circumstance of glorious war® no longer
lured him with their spirit-stirring voices : the
silent tones of affection and home, like the
noiseless beams of 2 summer sun upon an ice-
bound sea, had melted his soul; and streams
of pleasurable anticipation, the sweeter from
their freshness, rolled in joyous currents
through his breast.

¢ Hitherto she had paid but little attention
to his suit, but now when he told her of his
love for her, of the change which she had
wrought in his tastes and inclinations, of his
desire to return at once with her to their own
happy England, to place her ggain amidst the
scenes and friends of her childhood, and make
her the chief ornament of his peaceful retire-
ment ; her heart heard him with such avidity,
painted in such glowing colors the mere
outline which his master-hand had traced, .
filling up all that was wanting to make a
perfect picture of happiness and contentment;
thatin the flood of feclings which tumultuously
gushed towards him, as the tides towards the
moon, she, in the warm flush of her childish
feelings, fancied that shie loved him and gave
him her hand.

“Woman is' not meant to stand alone: if
she does so, she unsexes herself and is no
longer wominly. She is like the delicate
crecper which spirings up in the forest shade,
amongst trees of all and various descriptions,
clinging to the first whicli offers its rough and
time-worn breast for her stay,—too: often
mistaking the bosom shé leans upon. Carried
dloft by some into places of honor and renown,
andspreading over them even then a soft and
delicious verdure. Falling with others who,
while presenting & smooth and fair exterior,
weré hollow and rotténat heart, into the mire
at their feet; but in all cases whether for good

or evil, clinging affectionately still, whethiés
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standing or falling, to the rugged stcm round
which it hath early entwined itself, and cover-
ing cven its falling frailties with a kind and
beauntifving shroud.”

“Why, Tom, my boy, youw're growing
poetical; T had no idea you had a taste that
way, this is better and better,” said John,
involuntarily grasping his hand and shaking
it, * we shall be sworn friends from this day.”

“Poctry is the language of nature,” replied
his friend, “and consequently the natural voice
by which man finds utterance. It is the voice
with which God by tire mouth of his prophets
appeared to mankind, and he who is insensible
to its silent but persuasive toncs, has little to
boast of beyond mere animal endowments,
The words of truth are maturally words of
poetry,* and so far as there is truth in my
delineation, T am poetical, and no farther.”

During the occurrence of this little scene,
old Blinks and his wife had mutually exchang-
ed glances of pleasure and satisfaction, and it
was casy to read in the cager countenance of
Frank how much she felt interested in the
tale and its narrator.

¢ Captain Paisley had now retired from the
service and with his young and lovely bride
was returning to put the bright vistons of
both to the trial of actual experiment.

“But though nothing could exceed his kind-
ness and attention to her, she had even before
this time discovered her mistake. However
much she might respeet his character and
appreciate his devotion, she felt that the true
Jove which ought to have united them, upon
her part at least was wanting.  She saw when
too late, that youth, inexperience and the
longing desire she had felt to return, had
blinded her as to the true nature of her feel-
ings, and the consequences of the step she was
taking. True, she was rcturning to the scenes
and companionships of her childhood, but no
longer as the child she had left them; three
months of wedded life had given her a deeper
knowledge of herself than years before : she
felt towards her husband as she might have
done towsards 2 kind and indulgent father ; she
could not help respecting and admiring his
character; but when she thought of Sidney
and his unknown fate, she felt that with him
was buricd all that in her breast could claim
the name of love.”

Juet at this particular period of the narra-
tive there was a knock at the hall door, a few
moments alter which the servant entered the
room and announced & visiter, Mr. James
Daly: and a tall athletic young man advanced
into the apartment and saluted the host and
hostess cordially, shaking hands with John,
and bowing courteously to Frank who had

*The proveshial cxaression * there is more trmth than
poctey i iLY islike many vihier thing< @muctioned by time
and custom ulicrly false. Poctry is 10 wrath what teauty
and frag wre 1o the fl timpressing 1 d
scascs—but leading through them 1o the beart,

Rrre,

risen suddenly from her half recumbent posi-
tion at the entrance of a stranger.

We must freely confess to thoese discrimi-
nating readers who have followed us thus far,
that we perfectly agree with them, that the
entrance of the stranger in the very middle of
Tom’s story is most inopportune and pro-
voking. We fecl, as our friends over the
water would say, “riled” at it ourselves,
and are inclined in one of their still more ex-
pressive phrases to “cut up dirt, and act
kinder darned sarey ;” but what would it avail
us? In this true and veritable history, he
appeared as we have indicated at a moment
when his room was more desired than his
company, and having thus intruded himself
and as it were incorporated himself with our
occasional glimpses of the Blinks family, he
must take the consequences, and whether of
good or evil repute be exposed in all his beauty
or deformity mental and physical, to that
cnlightened portion of the civilized world into
whose hands these papers may pass.

It is needful however that we should know
Lim again when we meet him, and for this
purpose we will {take a short run over him as
he stands, and then Iet Tom conclude the
g}story of his dog with as little delay as possi-

e

Tow rose as the new comer was introduced,
and saw before him a tall well made young
man, some 20 years of age; not so tall however
as he might have been had he carried himself
crect,for he stooped in his shoulders consider-
ably. With his hat on he might have passed
for a handsome man, for his features gencrally
speaking were well formed; but as he now
appeared with his hat off, the extreme lowness
of his forchead with the hair encroaching upon
cither temple, gave him a most unintelicctual
look ; and tlLough he was evidently bent upon
rendering himsclf asagreeable as possibile, Tom
flt a rising dislike towards him which he
could in no way account for, almost before his
introduction was complcted.

“That's a formidable looking animal you
have there,” he remarked,as his eye encounter-
cd Boreas. * I suppose,” turning to Tom, “he
is yours ?” Tom replied in the affirmative, and
old Blinks ook occasion to acquaint his guest,
that at the time of his arival they were
listening to some incidents in his history.

‘Daly expressed a hope that his coming
might not interrupt their amusements, and
Ieaning forward in his chair was about to lay
his hand upon the head of Boreas in a con-.
ciliating manner, which proffer of acquaintance
Boreas repelled with a deep, smothered growl,
of so threatening a nature that theyoung man
hastily withdrew his chair to a safe distance
upon the opposite side of the fire. Frank, too,
at whose feet he was lying, had startcd in-
voluntarily at his savage r¢jection of Daly’s
addresscs, but Boreas rising to a sitting pos-
turc at the moment Icoked up in her face with
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such a kind and benignant expression of
countenance thit she becameat once reassured,
and resumzed her seat, and at the general re-
quest of all parties, Tom Ferrers went on with

his tale.
(20 be Continued.)

_ LINES,
ON SEEING SOME AGRICULTURAL
EMIGRANTS EMBARK.

<

Gon speed the keel of the trusty ship
That bears ye from our shore,

There is little chance that ye'll ever glance
On our chalky sea-beach more.

You are right to seck a far-off earth,—
You are Tight to boldly strive

Where Labor does not pine in dearth,
And the honest poor may thrive.

God speed ye all! ye hopeful band,
O'er yon boundless path of blue;

But you'll never forget your own old Jand,
Though wealth may gladden the new.

You'll often think of the blackthorn leaves,
And the dog-rose peeping through;

And you'll never forget the harvest sheaves,
Though the wheat was not for you.

You'll often think of the busy ploughs,
Aund the merry-beating flail;

You'll sometimes dream of the dappled cows,
And the clink of the milking-pail.

God speed ye all! ye hopeful band,
With hearts still high and true;

But you'll never forget your own old land,
Though wealth may gladden the new,

You'll call to mind good neighbour Head,
And the widow down the lane;

And vou'll wonder if the old man’s dead,
Or the widow wed again.

You'll often think of the village spire,
And the churchyard green and fair;

And perchance you'll sigh, with drooping eye,
If you've left a loved one there.

Gad speed ye all! ye hopeful band,
With hearts still high and trues

But youw'll never forget your own old land,
Though wealth may gladden the new.

Perhaps ye leave a white-haired sive,
A sister, or a brother;

Perhaps your heart hias dared to part
For ever from & mother;

If so, then many a time and oft
Your better thoughts will roam,

And Mcmory’s pinions, strong and soft,
Will fly to your English home.

God speed ye all! ye hopeful band,
O'er yon boundless path of blue;

But you'll never forget your own old land,

. Though wealth may gladden the new,

SCRAPS FROM MY COMMONPLACE-BOOK.
BY CULPEPPER CRABTREE.

——

No. L.
FUNERAL OF OLIVER CROMWELL.
Evelyn, in his diary, under date 22d Octo-
Dber 1658, mentions that he witnessed the fu-
neral of Oliver Cromwell. It was very gor-
geous, “‘but,” he remarks, the joyfullest T
ever saw.  There were none that cried but
dogs, which the soldiers hooted away with a
Dbarbarous noise, drinking and taking tobacco
in the streets as they went.”

1

AN EDITORIAL PRESERVE.

The uninitiated can form but a very inade-
quate idea how precious, at times, an appe-
tizing morsel of news is to the cditorial bro-
therhood. YWhen there happens to bea dearth
of intelligence, a “ cold-blooded murder,” will
make the eyes of the most philanthropical
knight of the scissors and paste-pot to sparkle
with hcartfelt satisfaction. And though he
may be a type and walking advertisement of
all the domestic virtues, *anclopement” caus-
cth his grinders to water consumedly.

There is a notable story of an English coun.
try cditor, who, discovering that onc of his
neighbors had hanged himself in a sequester-
ed out-house, would ncither cut him down,
nor mention the occurrence to any one, bu
kept the suspended body under lock and key
for three entire days. He bhad an orthodox
and a simple reason for this, apparently, un-
accountable conduct. Ilis paper appeared on
Thursday, the broad sheet of a rival on Wed-
nesday. “Do you think™he triumphantly
asked—*do you think I was going to say any
thing about the suicide of neighbor Blue, and
lct that scoundrel over the way have the par-
azrapht”

——

WOMAN,

Witlings who make a constant practice of
jeering and flouting at the gentler sex, would
do well to ponder the following observation of
that distinguished lawyer, Sir SamuciRomilly:
“There is nothing by which T have through
life more profited, than by the just obscrva-
tions, the good opinion, and the sincerc and
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gentle encouragement of an amiable and sen-
sible woman.”

MODERN LONDON.
London at the present day, with its two
millions and a half of souls within seven miles
of St. Paul’s, has a population equal to one-
half of that possessed by the whole kingdom
in the reign of Queen Elizabeth.

—

PASSABLE PUN.
The following is one of the most tolerable
of the pun family, which we have recently
met with. Whenever 2 wish is futher to the
thought, it will be a(p)parent!

WIIAT IS A NEWSPAPER?

In England thisisa question more easily ask-
cd than answered. Baryn Parke,recentlystated
in the Court of Exchequer, that in the case of
Houschold Words, the Bench were not agreed
as to what constituted a newspaper, within
the stamp act.

¢\Who shall decide when Judges disagree?”

TINT TO CONTROVERSIALISTS.

The learned and eccentric Bishop Wilkins
gives the following sound advice to arguers.
¢ Ttis au excellent rule to be observed in all
disputes, that men should give soft words and
hard argaments.”

GEXNUINE POLITENESS,

Many dcfinitions have been given of the
word politeness. but, perchance, Col. David
Crockett has furnished the most practical one.
Crockett, speaking of the late Philip Ione,
with whom he was in Congress, obscrved :
“Ile was the perlitest man T ever knew, was
Hone, cause why? He allers put his bottle
of milk-punch on the sidehoard before he ask-
ed you to drink, and then turned his back so
s not to see how much you took.”

FIGITING BY MEASURE.

A Tocality, called Fifteen Acres, used to be
a common place of resort for Dublin duellists.
Sir Jonah Barrington tell us that a Hibernian

attorricy, in penning a challenge, cilled upon’

His antagonist to meet him “at the groiind
called Fiftécn Acrcs, e thesame more or lgs™

RICH WIDOWS.
Benjamin Franklin used to observe that
wealthy widows were the only species of se-
cond-hand goods, that sold at prime cost !

WIT,

Wit is one of the few things which hasbeen
more frequently rewarded than defined.

A certain bishop said to his chaplain:—
“TWhat is wit? “ The rectory of Z: is
vacant,” replied the chaplain—* give it to me,
and that will be wit.” “ Prove it,” said the
prelate, “Why, my lord,” rejoined the peti-
tioner, ‘it would be @ good thing well ap-
plied I” e gained his request.

The dinner daily .prepared for the Royal
Chaplains in St. James's, was reprieved for a
time from suspension, by an effort of wit.
Charles II. had appointed a day to dine with
his chaplains, and it was understoad that this
step wasadopted as theleast uiipalatable mode
of putting an cnd to the feed. 'Whenever the
monarch honoured his chaplains with his pre-
sence, the preseribed formula ran thus: “God
save the king and bless the dinner.” On this
occasion it was the turn of the famous Dr.
South to invoke the benediction, and he took
the liberty of transposing the wonted words,
saying: * God bless the King, and sare the
dinner!  “ And it shall be saved!” exclaim-
cd Old Rowley, who, with all his faults, could
keenly appreciate genuine wit.

CANADIAN NEWSPAPERS PLEASE COPY—CANA~
DIAN HOTEL-KEEfERS PLEASE READ ¢

Mrs. Swisshelm, who cdits the Pit{sburgh
Adzertiser, narrates the following incident,
which occurred on a tour which she recently
made through a portion of the United States:
“When we sent for our bill, the landlord sent
his compliments, and said, *he did not make
out bills against cditors, bit hoped that Mrs.
S. would make his house her home whenever
she came to Akron.” This said Akron must
be indubitably aliterary EZ Dorado. Verily
the Bonifaces of Canada might gracefully
borrow a leaf from the book of their repub-
lican brother.

—

A DEFECTIVE TITLE.
It has been suggésted by a wag sorely afftict-

ed with conundrumania that Louis Napoléor,
instead of being cilled Bone-a-part, should -
l‘}::eiqu'fcxrcd upon him the title of Grad-
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FOREST GLEANINGS.
BY MRS, TRAIL,
Authoress of the * Daclwoods of Canada?

—

THE BLOCK-HOUSE.

CHAYTER IIL,
AN EVENING AT WOODLANDS—ALICE AXD PHILIP,

(Continued.)

Pur lightning flashes not more swiftly from
the cloud than the vivid red blood rckindled
the ashen cheek of Savab, as she replied :—
@ came on no unworthy errand, Phitip Uard-
ing. 1 have a message for yon, Philip,—tAat
brought me hither.  Your father,” and she
spoke slowly and distinctly, “lies at the point
of death : retwrn and veceive his last words.
It was to tell vou this that I came through
the dark woods,” and she turned away ; his
unkind manner had wrung her heart.

Philip stagzered backwards, as if struck by
some heavy blow.  With all his faults he was
generous and affectionate.  All cause for of-
fence was forgotien at that moment; he
thought only of a dying father. Something

éakin to remorse filicd bis heart: the yearnings

of his better nature were strongly felt. e
had been rash, too, in his judgment of Sarah.
The hot flush of shame rose to his temples, as
he thought to what unworthy motives he had
attributed her appearance at the cotfage. Ilad
jtnot been to save him from the pangs of
sclfreproach that this devoted creature had
hurried through the lone forest at dusk-fall,
and overcome by cmotion and over-fatigue
had sunk at the deor.

Philip was not indeed aware that the proof
of lis love for Alice had stricken a death-
blow to the hopes of the unhappy Sarah, and
had been too much for her sensitive nature
to bear.  Hopeless and heart-stricken she now
slowly turned away, as Philip said in hurried
tones “farewell, Alice, dear Alice,” and wrung
the young girl’s hands, lfting them for 2 mo-
ment to his lipg, and pressing them o his
breast : then turning to Saruh, he said, * You
are tired and weak ; come Iean upon my arm
and I will support you,” as if to make amends
by the altered kindness of his wmanner for his
former harshness; but she refesed his prof
fored help coldly and briefly, and they pro-

,ceeded to vetrzee the path to the block-house
in silence.

It was some relief to Philip when the tramp-
ling of 2 horses’ hoofs met his ear, and at 2
turn in the forest-road he beheld his friend,
Mr. Sackville, who wrung his hand, as he
lcaned down from the saddle, and said,—
* Hasten, my dear boy, or you will be too
late. Your father desires to see you, but is
failing fast. I have tricd to bleed him without
cffect. This has been a sudden and X fear a
fatal stroke of apoplexy.” Thenassuring him

VoL, I1.—C

that he would be over early in the morning,
Mr. Sackville bade Philip good night.

From Sarah, Philip now gathered the par-
ticulars of the sudden attack which had taken
place during a violent altercation between his
lather and mother, a matter of only too fre-
quent occurrence,—she had been summoned
by a strange cry. On cntering the sitting-
room, Sarzh beheld Mr. Harding lying on the
floor, black and convulsed, his eyes fixed and
starting from their sockets apparvently in the
agonics of death. '

“And my mother £ asked Philip.

“She stood with folded arms, silently re-
garding him as he lay at her feet.”

Philip shuddered. ~ * What apathy towards
the husband of her bosom 1

“ Fortunately, onc of the sawyers chanced
to come up to the house on an errand, and
with his help, T got your father Iaid upon his
bed. 3. Sackville rode past a few miantes
afler this, and sent me off to summon you,
Philip, for your father gasped out your name,
and so I hurried away.”

“Did my mother render any assistance in
this extremity 2"

“She paced to and fro thestoop, but would
not look upon your father’s face.  Philip, Tdo
not think she cared to look upon the dying
man, in spite of her high spirit.”

They now reached the dwelling-house, and
Philip. springing up the steps, was hastening
| to his father's room, when his mother, laying
Ther hand on his arm, detained him,

“Mother, Iet me see my father,—let me
speak with him,” saisl Philip stifling the agi-
tation, and speaking slowly and distinctly.

“It is uscless, Philip,” she answered, sink-
ing into a chair, and covering her face with her
clasped hands, “heis dead " There was a con-
vulsive motion of the body, a movement of
the tightly clasped hands, but no tear fell nor
sob broke forth to teil the grief of the newly
made widow.

Philip gazed upon her in mournful silence
for aminute. He then rose, opened the door,
and entered the silent chamber of the dead.
With terror-blanched cheek, he gazed upon
the dark and rigid face of his father. How
changed within o fow brief hours! It was
the lirst time he had ever looked upon death.
e knelt down beside the bed and wept and
prayed : his heart was softened : forgotten at
that moment was all hisfather’s harshness, ait
his fanlts. He remembered only how often
he had rebelled against his authority,—how
often he had disputed his will and Trrtated
him by contradiction. Hethought of hislove
%o }ﬁm in his boyhood, and his tears Howed
ast.

“Mother,” he said, “let us pray. Tt is
zood for those who arc in sorrow to pray.
Did my poor father pray before he dicd 27

*He cursed me with his last breath.




o4

FOREST GLEANINGS.

A deadly shudder scized the young man,
as he listened to this awfil declaration.

“And me—me, mother,—his only son?”
he gasped forth.

¢}le asked for you, Philip,—he desired you
to care for Sarah—for—for your mother—
that is all.  Leave me: this isasudden blow !
T cannot think—T cannot ialk. Teave me to
mysclf;” and the young man, accustomed to
obey her stern commands, left the room and
continued to pace the verandah till the streaks
of carly dawn lightenad the castern horizon
He had listened all night to the never-ceasing
foot-fali of his mother, as she paced through
that loncly room. He had watched, with al-
most superstitious awe, the dark flitting sha-
dow of her tall unbending fizure, as it passed
and repassed the window. There was some-
thing <o unlovely, so unnataral, in that stern,
pale, temrless countenance. Grief there was
nonce—a restless moan—a stifled groan, was
all she gave vent to.  The workings of that
iron heart what mortal could penetrate?

It was great relief to Philip when he heard
the kind soothing voice of his friend, Aln
Sackville, who came to give dircctions in re-
gard to the Iast rites to be performed for the
dead, and to offer such consolations as his
friendly heart suggested as most desirable to
allay the grief that this melancholy event had
called forth.

* Philip,” he said, when the young man had
become more composed, *has your father left
- no will, or private letters, or papers?”

1 do not know of any. T have made no
search: I have not yet had time to think of
these things.”

“My young friend, it is necessary that this
should be attended to.  Much of your future
welfare may depend upon it. I doubt, my
young fricnd, that there was much want of
harmony between your father and mother?”

“They lived in constant warfare, sir.”

“T feared su; your mother scems a woman
of violent temper. Yet, Philip, remember
that she is your mother—your only surviving
parent.  She needs your care and support, in
her now desolate widowhood. 1 trust you
will do your duty by her”?

%1t hiis ever been my desire to do <o, But,
Mr. Sackville, must ¥ confess my fult? 1
love her not. T have heen accustomed to how
beneath her iron sway; to tremble at the
glance of that cold, hard cye,—but love her 1
could not—and T cannot.  Tn spite of my fa-
ther's harshness, still there were times when
he would relax, when his heart wonld over-
flow with tenderness and love; and then T
loved him, yes, with al my heart—a heart
that ycarned for love, and jound it not, till
you, sir, became my friead.”

The warm grasp that wet Philip's out-
stretched hand, as he said this, brought tears
into his cyes.

“Philip, Ilove and csteem you, and fecl for

you scarcely less than a father's interest,”
said the good man, in a voice broken by emo-
tion. “Never forfeit that respect. In all
your {rials look to me, and I promwise {o aid
you to the best of my puor abilities,”

**Mother,” said Philip, some howrs after this
conversation had taken place, “did my futher
leave any papers, or letters, or any wiil 2"

“IWho directed you to ask ?” was the eva-
sive reply.

“Tt is necessary that I should make my-
self acquainted with them, if he have

“There are none of any consequence. Of
course everything remains as it was. [ am
mistress  here,” and she rose and left the
roomn, leaving no opportunity for further dis-
cussion.

Philip bit his lip.  © Mistress here,” he re-
peated, and  his thoughts flew towards some
gentler mistress,—some more loveable ruler
of the houschold.

CHAYTER IV,
THE FUNERAL—THE DISCLOSURE.

Tne funeral rites were ended ; the fow scat-
tered inhabitants from the distant settlement
that had’been summoned, as was the custom,
to assist in the interment of the dead, hadv
gone away, after having been courtcously
treated at the Block-house. Mr. Sackville
read the burial-service.  In remote places (for
it is now many years ago) the funcral rites
were performed by the nearest or eldest friend
of the deceased,—a simple head-stone or
young sapling, or, if a catholic, 2 wooden
cross, being the only memorials of the dead.
The spot selected was at the foot of a silver
hirch, near the stream in the glen, but on the
rvising ground, to ensure the grave frem inun-
dations, which usually occur after the melting
of the winter snow.

Full of mournful reflections, Philip turncd
his steps to a secluded spot, not far from the
mill, but had not proceeded far when he be- .
held Saimh sitting ona block of stone, at the
foot of a thorn-tree that grew on a little grassy
monad in the glen.

He paused, struck by the girls attitude.
She was sitting with her head bent down upon
her hands, her clhows resting on her knees;
tier long black hair, of which she was usually
so proud, all unbound, fell like a veil over her
arms, and hung down till it almost swept the
ground. She did not notice his approach ll
he was close beside her, and laying Dis hand
gently on her head, said, in a voice of much
kindness:—*Sarah, why sit vou here all
alone?  Come, come, bind up your hair, and
dry your tears; we cannot recall the dead,”
for };c thought she was fretting for his futher's
death.

She mechanically obeved his injunction,
and bound the masses of silken hair like a tur-

ban above her forchead, and then saidina
low subdued voice, .
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«Dhilip, let us leave this place : it is dread-
ful tome.  We will leave it and go together.
I will work for you; I am young and strong;
we cannot starve.”

“What nonsense is this, Sarah?” angrily
replied Philip, stamping his foot vehemently
on the ground. ‘It cannot be, 1t is impos-
sible. I will not leave this place.”

Tt is because you will notleave Alice Sack-
ville,” scornfully remarked Sarah, drawing
herself up and fixing on Philip her wild flush-
ing eyes ; then asshe marked the angry glance
and reddening cheek of her companion, she
lowered her voice and said—* Your life will
not be safe within these walls. She hates
you: her heart is hard asiron. What she
dares that she will do,—I know her well
Even now, this very day, she tauntingly de-
clared her intention of forcing you to quit that
house. She says she holds some paper, sign-
ed by your father, which wills it all to her;
and that you must quit her house ere long.”

“Q, monstrous! A mother drive her son
from his father's roof, and that ere hisbody is
cold in his grave! And can this be my mo-
ther—the mother that bore me?”

“That is she not, Philip!  You are no child
of ha's.”

“J thank my God if these words be true!”
passionately exclaimed Philip. “But bark
you girl! If you deceive me,—if this be
false 1" and he sternly grasped her arm, and
looked into her face with a searching gaze;
but Sarah shrunk not from his scrutiny.

“ Philip, I repeat, that woman is not your
mother; neither was she your father's lawful
wedded wife. Your own mother, if she be
still living, is in England. The time is come
when you must know all, and T will tell you
what, T would long since have told you, but
for the love I bore your father; for he was
kind to me in my childhood, when Twasa
poor orphan girl, with no onc to care for me.”

It were difficult to center into the various
feclings that agitated the heart of the young
man, as he listened with breathless interest to
the tale that his companion now imparted to
him.

“ And first, Philip, I must tell you some-
what of myself, though that is not much, for
of my own parentage I know little. I know
not who was my father. My first vecollee-
tions were ofa small mud-walled cabin on the
borders of a green waste, skirted by a thick
grove of copse-wood, fall of primroses and
violets and blucbells, where T used to play
and pick the flowers, when T was a very,'very
small child. X have some faint recollections
of my mother; she was dark, very dark-skin-
ned; her hair was of jetty blackness, like
minc, but it fell in thick twisted curls to her
waist. T used to climb her knces to wind it
about my fingers and tic it in all sorts of
knots. 1 have some faint rccollection that
your father used to come -occasionally to

the cottage-and take me in his arms and kiss
me, and call me his gipsy girl.™

“CWell, Sarah, what has all this to do with
my mother?” interrupted Philip, with some
impatience in his manner.

“ Be quiet,” she answered; “T must not be
put out. llave patience, rash boy! and you
shall hear in time, but I must tel my own
story my own way.”

“ My mother died, Philip, when I was but
alittle child. I was ill of a scarlet fever, to
which she fell & vietim.  When 1 recovered I
was alone, only an old withered woman was
with me, and soon after that I was (aken
away to the parish work-house, where T re-
mained for several years. I was taught to
read and sew and write a little, and thenlwas
bound out, asthey termed it, for seven years,
I recollect the day ; your father it was that
came and chose me out from a number of
other girls. He spoke kindly and lovingly to
me, and 1 felt glad to leave that dull old place
and go away with him. He bade me not to
ery, but said T should be well dressed, and
have a dear babe to nurse; and I dried my
tears and laughed withjoy.  Well, Philip, he
took me to his home, and there I saw his fair
young wife, your own mother. She did not
take as much notice of me as your father did.
Not many wecks after I had been brought to
your father’s house, you, Philip, were born,
and Tloved you from the moment that 1 first
held you in my ayms: you seemed, asit were,
a gift of God to me; something 1o love and
cherish and care for. I lovid you too well:
my love for you caused me to commit a great
crime.

“But now T will tell you sonething about
your mother. She was the danghter of a cler-
gyman: her name was Ellen Grantley.  Her
own mother dicd; and her father; your grand
father, married 2 widow, with one daughter,
a year or morcolder than his own motherlesg
gith.  Your mother was small and delicate,
very fair, and, thought by many, pretty. Her
cyes were blue and her hair golden; but she
was not a woman of strong mind: like her
frame, it was weak, and timid, and delicate,

1t was whispered among the servants in
the house, that she loved your father better
than he loved her; that he married her for
money, and that his heart was with her step-
sister, Margaret Wilson,—that Marzaret Wil-
son who, for somany years, has vsurped your
mother's place,—your reputed mother .

“8heit was, who coming into your father's
housc, as an invited guest, by every woman's
wile that she so well knew how to practice,
robbed your poor mother of your father's love,
if, indecd, she ever possessed it.

* ‘The reader may draw- his or her couclusions from
this circumstance. and it is &_prolable inferrnce that
Narah was the daughter of a gipsy gisl. by Vhilip Hrrde
ing’s father.  The girl herselfseeme 10 have leen vncons
scious if it were 0.

~
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“Stung with jealousy, your mother openly-, by her wrongs, taunted your father and Mar-
charged her step-sister with the guilt, and that  garet Wilson, before sohe guests, at her own
before strangers who were present—an oﬂimcc‘t:xblc. I was not present, but l‘t was i gnd
that she never forgave. From that time, scene of confusion, as Lheard.  That evening
scenes of violence were of frequent occurrence, , the lovers met in secret, and vowed vengeance
andat last anappeal was made to your grand- | upon your mother’s head by cloping, 1 think
father to interfere,—not from your mother,  they called it, and tuking you away with
but from his artful step-daughter, who had them as a punishment, the most painful to
gained the upper-band over him as well as ler that they could devise, I was to bear
every other person on whomshe exercised her, them company, to be jour nurse; and my
witeh-like influence. Most people took your heart fluttered with joy, Lecause that you
father’s part, and despised your mother as a would then be all my own; there would be
weak, jealous woman.  Your grandfather also no one—no emvious mother—to share your
¢hid her, and talked much of the injury she love with me. It was cruc,—was it not?
was doing to her husband and to her innocent | Oh, yes! I feel and know that it was devilish
step-sister.  Your mother, ncarly Uroken- to tear the babe from its poor desolate mother,
hearted, confined herself chiefly to her own and leave her to pine in loncliness of heart,
chamber, or to the nursery.  Sheloved you , uncertain of its fate; and yet I—yes 1, Philip,
so passionately that she could scarcely bear j (nay, do not look so reproachfully upon me,
you out of her sight, even while it was acces- for you will break my heart)) stole to your
sary to carry you out for hcaith-suke. She slecping mother's bed, and took you from her
would say, as she clasped you to her heart,— | side. Tt was your birth-day : you were one year

¢ She has robbed me of my husband’s love, but
she cannot rob mec of my child, my darling,
my only earthly joy ' Alas! Philip, she little
knew what that Lold, bad heart was capable
of in its depths of dark revenge. And now,
Philip, Imust confess my own crrore, but re-
member that T was a child, Philip,—1I was but
a child, acting under an evil influznee, which
had already beguiled older and wiser heads
than minc.”

And here Sarah paused, tears fell fast from
hereyes: they were the workings of a noble
remorse, Philip wassilent; he knew her ve-
hement temper, and he feared to rouse it.
After a few minutes she resumed, in a low and
subdued voice :—

“Philip, T know nuw it was wrong, very
wrotg, but at that time T was jealous of your
mother’s love for you, my nurse-child. I en-
viedevery caress she won from you. Iwasa
child—but a young child. I had no one but
_you to love,—none but you to love me; and it
was my warm_nature to love with all my
heart, and mind, and strength, as they taught
me God only should beloved. I often wished
that I could talke you away to some spot,
where I could have you all to myself; where
you could not see your mother, and love her
‘better than you loved me. I loved your fa-
ther, too, for he was kind to me, kinder than
your mother was. Ile bought my secreey to
much that I would have revealed to your
mother.

“I toock = strange interest in the stolen
meetings, that I only was privy to, between
the guiity pair, and they rewarded me with
gay ribbons and trinkets and sweetmeats, and
_praises of my beauty.

“Yes, Philip Harding, it was they who
‘made me vain,” and the poor girl sighed as
she said it.

“Well, I must be brief. Onc day, your
‘mother, roused to & state of madness, almost,

Lold that day.

Can you wonder if the remem-
brance of that day 1s full of pain and anguish
tome? Tt scems written with a pen of fire
on my heart and brain! It was a day of woe
and crime!

“We lived near the sca-side, within one
short mile of the seaport town of A
short waik, and then an open boat took us to
a vessel Iying in the bay. It was a merchang
ship, bound § - the coast of America. It had
doubtless « narranged beforchand, for I
must tell you that they took away all the va-
luables that they could carry ; among other
things, they robbed your poor mother of her
box of trinkets—things of some value in gold
and jewels. T packed all your clothes, Philip,
even to some toys that had been sent you by
your god-father and aunte. I coveted them
as treasures for you; and so we left England
forever. At first all was so new to me that I
felt strange and uncasy, but soon I grew re-
conciled to the change.  Your father and Miss
Wilson at first were all kindness to me,
though even then T hegan to see traits of her
haughty, impcrious temper; and I early no-
ticed how little love she bore to you, and how
spiteful she looked if your own father did but
bestow upon you one kind carcss.

“We lived at Charleston, where your fa-
ther got cmployed by a timber merchant, and
obtained an excellent salary, and they lived
in great comfort for many years, till the break-
ing out of the war with England; then your
father was away for some time with the sol-
dicrs, first on"one side, then on the other—so
people said.  But though there was much
trouble and many faniilics suffered, we did
not, for your reputed mother was a good pro-
vider: she took care to live when others per-
ished.

“When we had been about three years in
this country, another son  was born to your
father, by her who passed as his wife; and
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this child she loved with all her heart.  There
was a sort of fierceness in her love, like that
which a lioness or tigress might feel for her
young; and as her love for her own child in-
creased, her hatred to you grew with it. At
last, God, to punish her for her wickedness,
sent & deadly sichness into our house. You
fell sick and then little Gideon,—{or so she
called your brothier.  You recovered, and her
chuild dicd. It was by no care of her's that
you lived, Philip; Lut for me, you would
have perished from neglect.  And O it was
fearful to witness the wild despair of that mo-
ther when she looked upon the face of her
dead son. But I will not dwell upon these
things, or tell you all the miseries that fol-
lowed, fur she bore no more children to your
father, and her heart seemed scorched and
withered.  You have scen and felt this from
your youth upwards. She possessed the pow-
er over us all that a strong bad mind can ex-
ercise over the weak and helpless.  Your fa-
ther's spirit scemed to quail before her. |
think she knew something that he desired not
to'be made public.  She was his evil genius,
his tempter, and would have been his be-
trayer, if he had ventured to rebel beyond
mere words.

“But for your sake, Philip, I would have
left them both, for I'was now a young woman
of sixteen, and there were some who sought
my hand, but T cared not for them. All my
affections were centered upon you, my child;
and sometimes I thought, that but for the
tronbles that had broken out, I would have
gone away with you, and restored you to your
own poor mother; but, Phillp, I could not do
it; and so [ continued to sharc the fortunes
of your father and Margaret Wilson, that I
might be ever near you, to be your friendand
guide, and to supply to you the place of the
mother from whose care we had torn you.
Wemorved from onc place to another; at last
we settled on this spot, but peace has never
been within our walls, for it is said Philip,—
so I have heard,—that there is no peace for
the wicked.

“IWhile we abide with that wicked woman,
I feel as if the curse of God were on us.
think that she is glad that your poor father is
dead, that she may grasp all he has left, for
she is as covetous as a miser of gold. But,
Philip, remember, she is not your father’s
Iawful wife, and has no legal claim to any of
his property.”

“Why did you not tell me of these strange
things Lefore, Sarah 2

“Because I dared not ; for not my life only
but your's, would have been cndangered.”
Sarah paused, then added in hurried, hesitat-
ing tones—** And, O! Philip, must I tell you,
that this bad woman bribed me to sitence?
She told me_that when yon were grown up
that T should be your wife. And I—and I—
fool that T was, cherished that theught in iy

heart—till now—till with my own cyes I saw
yowr love was with Alice Sackville,” and
Sarah  bowed her blushing fice upon her
hands to hide it from the stern unloving gaze
of him on whom she now feared to look.

“Sarah,” said Philip, after a minute]s pain-
ful silence on both sides.” This was of a
piece with the rest of this vile woman's fiend-
ish conduct. Dismisssuch unnatural thoughts
from your mind : brought up in your arms,
dandled on your knces, loving you as a nurse
and mother, or at least eldest sister, how could
it ever enter into my head to make you my
wife? Forget that such an idea was ever
given birth to, or I shall shun you and hale
you, and abandon the spot where you are with
horror.”

A torrent of passionate, agonizing tears
gushed forth at these words, but after a few
minutes of violent agitation, the woman’s pride
came to her aid, and, wiping her tears, she
said mournfully,—* Philip, I never thought to
have heard words like these from your lips,—
but you are right. It is unscewly in one of
my age and low estate to have loved one of
yomr’s. If I had notbeena vain, weak fool, I
might have reasoned better. Y shounld have
known that it was but one of her wicked wiles
tolead us both o ruin. Forgive me, Philip,”
she continued, raising herself, and holding out
her hand to i, ¢ forgive me, pity me, but do
not hate—do not despise me, and I will never
again shock you with my unhappy, misplaced
alfection,—even though my heart break, T will
subdue it. Ah, Philip! pardon and forgive
meforthe wrongldid you, in aiding to rob
vour poor mother of you ; but the sin hasbeen
deeply repented of, and sorely punished.”

Philip was moved by thedistress of his com-
panion. Her self-devotion to him, her con-
stancy, her disinterested affection, touched his
heart. e wrung her hand with much emo-
tion, and said—* Take comfort, Sarah. I for-
give you, from my heart. Act as you have
promised, and God will give you comfort and
strength : for me, I shall ever regard you as a
dear sister, and faithful generous friend.” And

1| so they parted.

That day, Mr. Sackville, aided by Phihp,
made a search for a #ill ; and folded within the
leaves of an old Jedger, was found one, purport-
ing to be the last will and testament of the de-
ceased, in which all his landed and other pro-
perty was left tohis wife, Margaret. This will,
of course, was valucless as a legal document,
as soon as it could be proved that Margaret
Wilson wasnot the lawful wife of the testator.
While steps were being taken to invalidate
the will, Philip gladly availed himseif of Mr.
Sackville’s invitation to reside with him and
his daughter.
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CHAPTER V.
A MYSTERY—THLE CONFLAGRATION.

Sanaw, forsome days after Philip’s leaving the
block-house, had remained as usual with™ her
mistiess, coming up, from time to time, to
speak with Philip; but some days clapsed
and she il not appear, and Philip became
anxious and uncasy, lest mischicf should have
befallen her, and so, one morning caly, ac-
companied by his friend, Mr. Sackville, he bent
his steps towards the mill by the valley path.
As they wound their circuitous way by the
stream, they became sensible of a dense cloud
of smoke hovering above it, and soon it scemed
to fill the whole glen.

“There must be fences or the woods on
fire,” observed Mr. Sackville.  * Let usascend
the hills again, Philip, for the wind is driving
it down upon us.”

“Itis the mill I exclaimed Philip, in great
alarm, as a burst of flame surmounted the
dense volume of smoke, and leaped upwards:
and now the roaring, crackling of the fire was
heard on all sides.  Philip was right ; the mill
and allits timber were fast consuming heneath
the power of the raging element.  No carthly
power could check its fury; and the next
thought was the block-house and its helpless
inmates. By quitling the valley, and gaining
theroad above, they were enabled to obtain a
view of the scene of destruction. The black-
encd beams and smoking ruins alone marked
the.spot where the dwelling-house had once
stood. Iow the fire had originated, and
through whom, remained wrapped in mystery.
No living creature was there to tell the tale;
and whether the fire had broken out in the
night, when the inhabitants were asleep, or
whether they had fallen victims to its fatal o
fects, or had saved themselves by timely flight,
was 4 mater of doult.

All was horror and distraction on the part
of Philip, who forgot his own losses in the ter-
rible thonght of the loss of life involved in the
conflagration.

No light was ever thrown upon the burning
of the mill and dwelling : all was a mere mat-
ter of vain conjecture.  Whether it had been
the result of accident, or the revengeful act
of his reputed mother, who had left the place
previous {o having ignited the buildings,—
was one of those vague guesses that people
arc apt to make, when the truth cannot be
clicited.  One thing was certain, thatafter the
charred beams and brands were removod, hu-
man bones, black and calcined by the fire,
were found on what had once been the hearth-
stone of the sitting-room.  Possibly, the mis-
tress of the house had fallen asleep in her
wicker chair, and a spark catching her dress,
had caused first her own destruction, and
then that of the old log building : the destruc-
tion of the mill, with the dry piles of lumber
below, was the natural consequence of the

burning premises above. That Sarah had
also perished, there scemed to be no doubt;
and Philip long lamented and mourned over
the untimely death of this devoted friend.

Incourse of time, the block-house was re-
built, the mill was again restored, and Philip,
now a cheerful, happy man, brought to his
home a smiling, lovely bride, torule his house
and bless his hearth, and all things went well
with the young couple. A thriving village
sprang up beyond the hills that bounded the
valley. The mill was a source of honest
wealth, and the voice of joy was in their happy
dwetling when Alice became the delighted
mother of a healthy babe—alittle Philip, the
living iiage of its father,—a great compliment
to him, as the nurse and wother both assu-2d
him. Andmonthspassedon: the infant grew
and throve, and was the delight of the whole
houschold,—for where was there its equal for
infant beauty and intelligence, in the admir-
ing eyes of father, mother, grandfather, and
nurie ?

* ok ok ok ok ok ok %k

The evening summer sun was pouring its
flugd of golden light upon the wood-crowned
hiils, glancing upon the foaming waters of the
mill stream, and stealing through the quiver-
ing leaves of the hop-vines that shaded the
stoop, casling their dancing shadows athwart
the gay Indian matting that served to carpet
the smail parlor, and playing in fanciful lights
and shades upon the netted coverlet that hung
over the birch-bark cradle in which the little
Philip slept.  His young mother sits beside
him, busied with her knitting-pins and balls
of yarn: a dark shade intercepts the sun-light
and she looks up with a bright smile, think-
ing to meet the admiring, loving glance of her
hasband’s cycs, resting upon his slumbering
treasure; but no—a stranger is there—a fe-
male, clad in the sombre garb of a widow;
her hair, white as silver, is scarcely scen be-
neath the close lawn cap ; her brow is furrow-
cd, and her thin fragile figure is bent with
weakness and age.  Such was the appearance
of the stranger that now, with hands clasped
together, and eyes rivetted upon the face of
thesleeping child, met the eyes of Alice.

With the natural vanity of the young mo-
ther, Alice supposed the charms of her little
son had attracted the attention of the way-
farer, and laying aside her knitting, she has-
tened to the doorand courtcously invited the
widow to come in and rest herself, and take
some refreshment.

Tn tremulous accents, the stranger replied :
“They told me that I should_find my son
here, madam—my babe. Ah! if you have
him, restore him to me¢! Give me back my
child, my dear, dear lost child;” and hur-
rying past the terrified and astonished Alice,
she snatched the infant from the cradle, and

.clasped tho struggling affrighted child pas
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sionately to her breast, while tears, like rain-
drops, fell upon its face.

Awakened by her f..ntic caresses, the little
Philip scrcamed and held out its arms to its
mothier, who implored to be allowed to quict
it, gently observing—* These little ones arce
so frightened : he is not used to strangers.”

“ He docs not 1emember me t—he has for-
gotten me!  Ah! T was afraid this would be
so,—they so soon forget !”

Alice, almumed at the singular manner of
her strange guest, hastened to the door at the
sound of steps advancing. It was Philip, and
by his side a femaic—that female she recog-
nized as the long-lost Sarah.

“This, Phitip, is your mother,” she said,
‘¢ but her miad is not quite right.  You need
not be alarmed ; she is quite gentle, but you
must humour her. See! she thinks yourlittle
son is the babe, even yourself, whom she lost
more than twenty years ago. The grandson
will be to her as the son.  Sheknows not the
time that has elapsed,—to her it scems but as
yesterday.”

And so it was; the bereaved mother had
been attacked by brain fever, after the clope-
ment of her husband and the abduction of her
child.  After a long and severe illness, reason
partially returned, and she became as rational
as formerly, except on this one subject, the
loss of her babe. All other griefs seemed to
have been swallowed up by this one engros-
sing thought—*My child lives; I shall see
hin again before I die.”  “ Pime,” as the poet
says, “gives such wondrous casing” She
ceased to grieve, but she did not cease to
hope ; and, strange to say, asage deadened all
other feelings, the maternal flame burned
brighter and brighter. A sort of harmless
monomanix took possession of her mind, and
she sewed and smiled, and smiled and sewed,
aud talked to her friends of the dear little head
that was to be adorned with the fine point
Iace caps that she worked, and the fair neck
and arms that were o be graced by the frocks
and robes she embroidered : trunksand chests
of fine needle-work were stored against his re-
turn.  The idea that the lost babe had grown
up to man’s estate, never scemed to cross her
mind. It was the babe, and only the babe,
that lived in the mother's heart.

And Saral* that devoted creature, full of
the noble determination of re-uniting the mo-
ther and son, regardless of all difficulties, had
left the block-house some days previous to
the fire; and taking advantage of the protec-
tion of some Freuch lumberers and their
wives, returning to the coast, accompanied
them, and after many difficultics, found her
way to Boston; here she engaged in service
till she had carned money sufficient to pay her
passage to England, and finally found herself
in the seaport town of , from whence she
had sailed so many yearsprevious, Shelearn-

ed that Mrs, Harding was still living in afllu-
ence, her father having long been dead.

It needed but little persuasion on the part
of Sarah to induce the widow to accompany
her to America, for the sake of once more be-
holding her lost child. 'Fhe result has been
told.

Philip looked with melancholy interest on
his mother; she reccived his attentions with
thankfulness, and seemed pgrateful and grati-
ticd by his kindness; but it was upon the in-
fant Philip that all her love was lavished ; she
dressed him in the fine linen that her fingers
had worked for his father, and absorbed in
her newly-found treasure, she found a balm
for her wounded heart.

Aud now my tale is ncarly told. Not long
after this, the block-house, the mill, and all
the lands belonging to Philip arding and his
father-in-law were sold, and the families mi-
grated once more to England.

Sarah accompanied them no farther than
Boston; for she was wooed and wedded by
the captain and owner of the ship which had
brought her out to England, when she sailed
on her mission of love; and though she had
no living children, she saw her name -perpet-
uated in the fast clipper-built ship—* Tug
Sarau or Boston.”

The principal cvents of this story are
founded on facts with which the authoress
was acquainted some years ago.

iy >~ B

THE I'OWER OF MUSIC.
THurRE is more romance in every-day life than is
dreamt of in the philosophy of every-day people,
and more sympathy and sentiment than is out-
wardly shown ; for fashion unites with this cold
world to repress our best feelings, and conceal,
under the specious appearance of indifference or
unconcern, all that nature intended should form
the gentle basis of the mind of woman.

These modern checks on our humanity soon
render the heart more fitted for the stern realities
aud rude necessities of life, by frequently becom-
ing cold, calculating, s2lfish, and disinterested.

It fortunately happens, that music i3 the mas-
ter key to the sensibilities of most people, in
kindly disclosing the stores of tenderness of those
whom modern custom has failed to make com-
pletely apathetic.

In an excursion to the county of Wicklow,
with a select few, well chosen from the noncon-

formists of thec modern system, we stopped at

the beautiful village of Euniskerry, on the do-
main of Lord Powerscourt, to visit & pretty
Gothic cottage, kept as a sort of lodging-house
for invalids who seck the salubrity and tempera-
ture of this almost tropical air.

After partaking of a late breakfast, or rather
a second cdition of the f7s¢, and preparing again
to mount our cars, in coming down stairs, I
heard a sweet and plaintive voice singing the
beautiful air, “*Ok,leave meto my sodpow I accom-
panied by the piano-forte. I was chained to the
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spot. I had heard that song, with repeated
pleasure, by one now no more, in my country,
and, now distant from the home of my childhood,
tit sccmed to possess a double charny in reviving

thoughts of home, hallowed by the memory* of
the dead. In approaching nearer, to hear the
concluding lines,

¢ Time brings forth new flowers aromnd us,

And the tide of our grief is gone,»
the door opened, and an elderly widow lady ap-
peared.  She bowed, while I '1])olom/od for my
apparent rudencss; but what parentis there who
will not forgive a dch"hted listener to the accom-
plishments “of an only child? She had obscrved
the very unfashionable fear which some local re-
membrances had called forth, and begged I
would enter the room, saying, Jessy should re-
peat the song for me.

““Jessy, my love,” said the mother, “ oblige
this lady, of the party just arrived, by xepc'\(nm
your l.\st song.” She gracefully co.xcentu’l, and
sat down to the msm\mcnt but soon after left
the room.

“X am at a loss to conjecture,” said the anxi-
ous mother, the cause of my daughter’s illness;
she was once gay and cheerful,” ~ “Then is it
left for me, a su anger to explain the cause? LA §
asked, overloolun" her musie book: “The sclee-
tion alone of these songs convinces me, that she
has had some blight in oy qﬂ‘echons—some ten-
der string has been tous ied by sorrow.” *Oh,
no! cheerful society is all my child requires, with
this fine air; and let me hope,” continued she,
¢ that I may have the pleasure of your company
on your rcturn.” “If possible,” I promised;
¢if not, some other day soon shall find me your
guest.” Jessy mow entered the room, and
strengthened her mother's invitation.

The route, on our return, lay in a different di-
rection, so that the pxonmced visit was deferred
until some other opportunity. Near three weeks
clapsed ere it suited my convenience to go to
Emiskerry, and, onmy entrance to the village,
I anticipated how cheerfully X would rally the in-
valid out of her low spirits, by discouraging eve-
ry thing sentimental or plaintive, cither in con-
versation or music, and how gaily I would parody
¢ Lovc’s young dream” for her.

‘With a bounding step, and a heart as light as
a May morning, I appronch 2d the cottage. Some
of the houschold appeared in the act of removal,
for there was a cart at the door, and some few
trunks and a writing desk were placed in it. The
door was soon open, but my entrance was stopped
by two men beaving a piano-forte, packed in a
case, followed by the owner, of the coftage, in
tears, I felt my heart sink, and was unable to
speak.

‘¢ Oh, procrastination! how didst thou accuse
me at this moment!® She who had interested
me was now beyond recall; and her widowed
mother far from my consolation; and the very
instrument which had imparted such nomentary
delight was going too. I could not look upon it
without o p'mg H “and in this last trace of the once
lovely Jessy, I thought of the words I had first
heard her sing, and 2 again they seemed applicable

—*Oh, leave me to mv sorrow!”

Such is the.power of music in reviving years,
scenes, and days gane by--in sy n\patiuzm" with

the sufferer in concealed sorrows, and in awaken-
ing our best feelings in the memory of those who
have but gone before, to another and a better
world !

-t B

TOE MUSIC OF NATURE.
BY WILLIAM SMITH.

There’s music in the whispering wind,

" That bears at eventide

The fragrance of the scattered flowers
That deck the mountain’s side;

There’s music in the gushing strea,
There’s music in the sea—

There’s not a spot but hears a tone
Of Nature’s melody.

There’s music in the distant roar
That trembles oit the breeze,

There’s music in the surging tide
Of ruffied angry seas;

In every pealing thunder’s voice
That booms along the sky,

A tone is struck on Nature’s harp—
And it is melody !

There’s music in the wailing winds
That stir the slumb’ring mwht

And shake the sea-foam from e locks
Of mermaids dancing light;

There’s music in the c.\rly breeze
That bears on golden wing

A thousand touchmf* minstrelsies
From warblers of the spring.

The lark trills forth his strains above,
The sparrow on the ground ;
On cither side there’s mclody
And no place silent found.
The strings of Nature’s harp are long
From polc to pole they span g
Ten thousand minstrels touch the chords—
The listener is man.

A TALE OF THE OLD SPANISH WARS.
FOUNDED OX msmnv,

By William Smith, “«_Author of * Alazon and
other Poems.”

CHAPTER V.

Ix coming from Ronda, the day being extremely
hot, Kempthorne supposed he had exposed him-
self too much to the hot sun, and used too little
caution in his draughts of the cold springs by the
wayside; as he was taken with a sort of low fever
which reduced his strength sadly without actually
confining him to his couch. The physicians
preseribed the waters of a mineral spring, at the
foot of the mountains a few miles from Ronda.
Thither he went by easy rides, taking with him
his own servant, Acton; he found the place an
old decayed place of note, with the ruins of baths
and palaces of Moorish construction, heautiful in
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their desolation—and a convent of busy monks
there established, very officious, but withal very
hospitable and ready to oblige. IIc was permitted
to go in and out without serious annoyance ; but
his servant was taken in hand by some of the
monks, who laboured most assiduously for his
conversion ; Acton, however, was a Pwritan, and
while he abhorted hierarchs and prelates, and
much more, monks, was fall of a zealous energy
which could adapt itself to many emergencies, and
on this oceasion he in his turn had high hopes
of inducing the brotherhood, from the prior down-
ward, to renounce their profession and creed, and
adopt his. Kempthorne was mmnused at thisdouble
attack ; seeing, what his servant did not, that the
deference with which the monks listened to
Acton’s harangues arose from their national
politeness; while their attempts upon his faith
were dictated by a realintention of good, according
to their ideas of right.

Ie was soon able to take daily rides of con-
siderable length with benefitand pleasure to him-
self. Being a short distance only from Ronda,
he made many journeys thither; at first from
politeness, and to learn Maria’s coundition, and
afterwards for the sake of company and conversa-
tion. IIe found that Maria grew more lovely on
acquaintance. Her mind was uncommonly acute
in its perceptions, while her education had
furnished her with stores of solid information
scldom acquired in that day by females. Her
disregard of the rigorous mandates of fashion in
dress and deportment only showed her native
appreciation of beauty and fitness both in manners
aud attire; furnishing a striking contrast to the
affected ways of many of the ladies of rank whose
company she kept.

The house had large grounds attached, with
labyrinths, bowers, and fountains; and in this
garden Kempthorne and Maria passed many a
happy hour. The Spanish guitar, an instrument
in Spain, of the softest and sweetest tone, was in
her hands the very cmbodyment of musical
plaintiveness. She was deeply versed in the
old Moorish lore, and had many of their legends
and theirc airs, still played in Spain, soft and
wild as the wailing adieu of Moorish maiden to
the vine-clad steeps of Granada. Led out of her
usual reserve concerning her own history, by the
narrative of the state of affairs between the monks
of the healing spring and his servant Acton, she
confessed one day that she was under an implied
promise to center a convent herself, “there arve
but few persons in the world,” said she, “that a
young girl would be willing to link her destinies
with, and one of the mast repulsive of all men in

my eyes was the Count Alfonso Marado. He
was destitute of all gentleness, without a spatk of
native nobility of soul, and utterly incapable of
affection.  Yet he was courted and flattered, he
was rich, was young, was called handsome, and
did me the honor of treating me with more
respect than he generally treated women. I was
then agirl of sixteen, and rvather than marry such
a man, (and his suit was favoved and pressed by
Don Manuel,) T spoke of,a wish to join a convent.
The death of the Count prevented the completion
of that sacrifice, (for so I considered it;) but
I still lic under the half-promised penalty of a
conventual life. A girlish promise, at sixteen made
to escape an impending evil, is brought to bear
upon my sense of honor now, when I see the
subject in a cleaver light, and totally differ
(though in Sccret;) from many of the tencts there
inculeated, and openly condemn many of the
practices of these institutions. I had been
tanght to believe that convents were the bulwarks
of truth and the depositories of religion for many
ages, and it may be so still; but yet there are
drawbacks enough in the system now to hinder
me from immolating myselfon the altar of perbaps
a blind zeal,and shutting myself up from the world
which needs so much the good offices of us all.”

She pansed, and rose hastily, as if convinced
that she had said too much, and went to her
own room. At dinner she was quite reserved
and Kempthorne thought, sad.

Just before his departure, she had been playing
on the guitar, some wild and mournful airs;
and when he rose to go, she lingered at the win-
dow without noticing his preparations for de:
parture, until he advanced to give her his parting
compliments. Her guitar rested on the window,
and one hand lay over it—he raised her fingers
to his lips and murmured ‘‘adios! Maria.” She
turned her eyes upon him, and when her glance
mgt hig, his eyelids dropped. He .could face
death at the cannon’s mouth unmoved, but he
could not meet her glance without emotion, for
her eyes were full of tears. ¢ Maria,” said he
softly, “I am but rude in speech and may offend,
but if there be aught beneath the sun that John
Kempthorne can do, or say, or think, to tend
to dry that tear of thine, even to death itself it
shall be done!” ¢TI am weak and foolish Senor.”
said she,*“ and sometimes betray feelingsunworthy
of me. You can give me nauglt but your kind
wishes, your——" she hesitated for a word,—
your—respect” she added suddenly. .

Circumstances prevented Kempthorne from
taking his lately daily ride-to Ronda until the
second day from the one we have spoken of. He
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found the SenoraFelipein an evidently ungracious
mood, and on enquiring for Maria was told that
“Dona Maria could not be seen to-day.” Ile
want off’ in no good humour, and rode long and
far to distract his thoughts. The consequence
was that he was seized during the night with a
fresh attack of fever, and did not leave his room
foraweek, Meanwhilehe had sent Actonseveral
times to enquire of Marin’s welfare, who returned
with the information that she was from howe, but
where, or on what account, he could not discover.
e mentioned, in a passing manner, that the first
time he went, he saw Father Avarando the
Inquisitor, come out of the house. “Ifark thee,
Acton !” says Kempthorne, “I have cause to
know that Dona Maria is fearful of being secluded
in a convent; X also know that she is at heart as
good a Protestant as thou; and my judgment is
that Avarando is laying some plot to secure her
for the monasteries, Now, bestir thee, for I am
lelpless at ‘present, and discover something in
this matter.”

“ Master Kempthorne,” answered the sailor, “I
will attend the Inquisitor as the pilot-fish does the
shark, and stick to him faster than the barnacles
did to Drake’s keel on a three years' cruise.”
Kempthorne smiled at the whimsicalities of his
servant; and confessed bitterly to himself that
after allhe could give him no specific instructions
nor advice.

About ten days passed in this manner; little
or nothing being discovered of what Kempthorne
wished most to know, when one afternoon Don
Manuel presented himself. He was kind and
engaging as ever ; showed unfeigned pleasure at
the favorable state of his friend’s health, Kemp-
thorne being rapidly recovering; regretted ex-
ceedingly his inability to come sooner, having
heard of his relapse; and urged his return to
Malaga as soon as his convalescence would
warrant, Kempthorne after promising this, spoke
of Maria, and frankly stated that he had been
greatly agitated by her sudden disappearance, and

the unaccountable coldness of his reception from |

Senora Felipe 3 so much so as to affect hisalready
precavious health. ¢ Senor,” said Don Manuel,
“Jet there be nothing but frank dealing between
us. Maria has been irrevocably and voluntarily
devoted to a monastic life for some years. It was
time that her vow were performed, and your
presence, believe me,” said he, extending his
band, “I speak to you as to a brother,—your
presence, it was thought tended to indispose her
to assume the initiatory step in this matter; and
by the advice of her confessor and othersinterested
in the welfare of her soul, I have sent her to the

Sisters of Mercy, in Seville, to perform her
novitiate. Pardon the sceming mystery that
prevented you from giving her an adicu; it was
better for her peace. A few months hence,
when she has been in some degree weaned from
the world, she will visit us for a few days.

CHAPTER VI

Frve months had passed. Kempthorne had
mingled in the gay company of Malaga, cven to
surfeit of pleasure. e had been a caressed and
welcome visitor at the castle of the Marquis
D’Amaral, who had urged him to enter the
Spanish service, promising him the highest
honors and emolwinents, though without success;
he had ridden for days among the lofty ridges of
the Sierra Nevada, or on the beach that stretched
away unbroken even to Carthagena; he had
pulled for hours and hours along the coast in a
boat, caring not whither he went; he had sat on
cottage steps or under trellised vines, and listened
to engless tales and legends of the Moors; and
he had shut himself up for days in Don Manuel’s
library, poring over illuminated chronicles, and
strange and bewildering manuscripts, and rare
tomes of the carliest imprint ;—all this he did,
vet could not beguile recollection. The image of
Maria haunted bim continually. He would often
stand and ask himself * amn I acting honorably to
Guilinas, to barbor such dreams.  When he knows
in some manner her feelings, and yet sends her
to a nunnery, do I act honorably to draw her,
ceven in fancy, from her destiny ?—and yet a3
often would 2 beating at his side and a swelling
at his throat give themselves tongues and answer
3 yQS !)7

Maria at length came:  She was accompanied
Ly a sister from the convent at Seville; a woman
of almost passionless features, whose animation, if
she ever possessed any, had been long parched
up in the dronght of ascetic observance. Maria
wore a white veil the symbol of her novitiate ;
while her companion wag enveloped in the black
habit of the sisterhood. Maria looked pale and
pensive, and seemed uneasy and constrained in
the presence of her companion, whom she called
Sister Ursula. Shehad partially acquired the low
tone of voice in vogue among the monasteries,
but not yet the placid and staid expression
of countenance so often met with, and of which
Sister Ursula furnished so admirable a model-
Kempthorne found few opportunities of speaking
to Maria at all, and never alone, till Acton came
to his assistance.  Of his own accord, he assumed
such an anxious expression of countenance, and
seemed in such perplexity about the soundness of
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his creed, and so pointed were his appeals for
instruction and guidance, that Sister Utrsula,
moved by that spirit of proselytizing so common
amougst all ereeds, devoted a great proportion of
the attention to him she had intended for Maria,
She would argne with him for hours at a time, and
when he appeared to be thoroughly convinced,
would give him what was really good advice at
great length.  Next day, however, another doubt
would apparently preseut itself, and the whole
ground was to go over again. During these
couversations or arguments, Kepthorne had
many interviews with Maria, and learned from
her what he most feared, that her present situa-
tion was none of her seeking. She suspected
Father Avarando of having something to do with
her removal, as she had seen him at her grand-
mother's house ; and the same night was informed
by Don Manuel, who had that day come to Ronda,
that she was to procced with Fernando next day
to Seville.

She looked forward with dread to the day, not
now far distant, when the assumption of the black
veil should shut her forever from the world, I
know,” said she, *“ Don Manuel too well to hope
anything from him. Iis sense of an obligation
or vow is such, that he would spurn me from his
presence if I would dare to speak of breaking my
promised engagement; and I have too much
consideration for his happiness to acquaint him
with what would but torture his feelings, but
would not change his determination.

“Would that I could save you, Maria!® ex-
claimed Kempihorne. '

“Vhat mean you, Senor $”

“Would that I bad some cottage in England,
as Isee it now, with the greensod at our threshold,
and the Jinnet 'neath our eaves, where the cuckoo
sings and the daisy springs, and the sun goes
dreaming through a fleecy sky; wheve true love
nestles, flics, and sings, and comes for warmth into
your bosom—there would I shelter thee from the
sun, and guard thee from the cold ; X would win
thee from thy sadness, I would sing thee into
smiles;—I would love thy country for thy sake,
I would bless even poverty and want with thee.”

“ Senor, it cannot be, but we shall meet in
Heaven I?

“ Maria,” said he with voice as rich and low as
her own guitar, ““if, before that hand of thine is
laid upon the altar in an irrevocable renunciation-
of the world, I am free to return to England,
would you think it desecration to lay it in niine,
where my heart should be to meet it 2"

¢ Senor, Don Manuel would never consent.”

“Don Manuel is willing to sacrifice your

feelings and happincss to a promise made under
fear and restraint, as hé then was to sacrifice you
to ambition and weajth; and the worse for you
and for me, though none the more pardonable,
that he considers it connected with his honor and
your own—besides, Don Manuél may never know
it; he goes to Malta in a few weeks to pay his
term of service to the order, and may never
return now that Spain will have fewer attractions ;
or it he does, will surely forgive one whom he
loved so well, whose only crime was herself to
love.”

¢ Senor, God’s will be done! We shall at least
meet in Ieaven, shall we not 2"

“Yes Maria! no veils are taken there, nor
hearts broken 1

Here Sister Urdula was heard approaching.
A silent pressure of the hand, and a whispered
word of hope and faith, and Xempthorne quitted
the apartment, :

Time sped on, and changes came. Maria had
gone back to Seville attended by Fernando and
Martin, Don Manuel himself setting her forward
two days’ journey. The knight was making
preparations for joining his brethren of the White
Cross at Malta, and was looking out for some
opportunity of sending Kempthorne to England,
having told him that he had no wish to keep him
longer in captivity, much as he coveted his
society. About this time Luis again made Kemp-
thorne’s acquaintance. Circumstances led to a
certain  degree of familiavity between them,
sufticient for our captain to discover that the
maw’s love of money held every other fecling in
abeyance. He resolved accordingly ; and Luis
was soon bribed to go to Seville and open a
communication with Maria. About three weeks
afterward he -again made his appearance, telling
Kempthorne that there was no one in the
world trusty enough for a messenger, and besides
he could not afford to pay one, and so had come
himself to tell bim all he had learned.

Just at this time & French vessel was ready to
sail for Brest, and the Knight had stipulated for a
passage for Kempthorne, his mate Lincoln, and his
servant Acton. Kempthorne had already an un-
derstanding with the French captain, and hastened
the messenger to Seville, with a fresh supply of
money and copious verbal instructions, and a
small billet for Maria, ambiguously worded in
English for better sccurity.

The ship sailed. Don Manuel's adien was
warm and generous; the officers of the ship were-
pleasant and social; the weather was delightful,
and all things ware a prospercus appearance, In
due time they anchored in the harbor of Cadiz; a



44

A TALE OF THE OLD SPANISH TWARS.

voyage being seldom made in those days without
calling at ahnost every friendly port on the way.
Here XKempthorne was quite at home, having
been there often hefore.

IIe soon made his arrangements for going to
Sevillein anassumed character.  IIeaccompanied
a merchant, who was in his confidence, as 4 body
servant; performing the meanest offices with all
due alerity.  Lincoln and Acton were to come
separately, a day ortwo apart, with other portions
of the merchandise which was being transported
to the interior.

They all rendezvoused without accident, and
found Luis there before them. Ie affected
to have been robbed on the way, and had to be
comforted with an extra bonus.  With the assist-
ance of his friend the merchant, our captain
procured 2 light and strong boat, and 2 moonless
night was appointed to eilect the liberation of
Maria. The convent was situated on the Guadal-
quiver,the detached buildings of the establishment
running quite to the water. A small chapel
occupied an angle of the grounds, close to the
brink of the stream, and was conunected by a
secrel passage with the vaulted apartments of
the main building. It was near this chapel that
Luis had directed the boat to be Iying about cleven
o’clock on the night in question.

The night came; dark as could be desired—
with thick black clouds sweeping across the sky,
and scarcely a star in sight. A stout two-oared
boat with Kemptiworne in the bows; an agile
Spaniard,Jorge Carvajal by name, a trusty servamt
of the friendly merchant Diaz at the helm, and
Lincoln amd Acton at the oars, was on its way to
the place of rendezvous ; creeping up the stream
under shadow of the huge overhanging walls and
buttresses of ole Seville.  Not 2 word was spoken;
every man kne  his duty, and all the prol):d;lcl
contingencies haa heen so well discussed, that no i
orders were needed.  The hoat passea silently the i
steps leacding down to the water, then suddenly

“Arragon!™ said Kempthorne, in the same
cautious voice, heard only by the ear to which it
was addressed, and by the crew in the boat.

The figure crawled up the steps again, and
vanished over the little horizon that bounded the
view of the adventurers.

"A few scconds clapsed, and something again
showed itself in relief against the sky, and again
crawled down into the thick darkness.

“ Arragon !” said a voice in a suppressed whis-
per; “Castile!” said Kempthorne, the signals
Leing this time reversed; and the boat was
pushed forward by a light stroke of the oars till
the bows touched. IXempthorne stood with one
foot in the boat and one on the lowest step, and
streiched out his arms, for the darkness was total.

“Sir Thomas!™ said he in a voice husky with
emotion, giving the last signal.—* Rutledge!”
whispered Maria, completing the name of her
grandfather, as she came trembling within his
grasp.  He lifted her into the boat and got in
himself, pushing it off with his foot as he entered;
and the boat glided out into the middle of the
stream, as the darkness was now impenetrable.

They rowed hard for abouttwo hours, when by
the advice of Carvajal, they slackened their
efforts somewhat, while he stecred the boat near
the right bank of the stream. IIis object was to
discover two great trees standing close by the
water, and which formed his only landmark in
this thick darkness. It was after half-an-hour’s
sailing that they were descried, and immediately
after passing them the boat was run sharply into
a creck, where the overhanging shirubs rendered
the darkness such as might be felt.

Here the boat was grounded, and Jorge
informed the company that this was their first
destination, and that the first danger was passed.
Kempthiorne handed Maria out on the sand, and
the men drew the boat up on the beach, and
then Jorge led the way through the bushes.  As
it was impossible to see anything, and the ground

stopped ; when Carvajal, taking a short oar which { was unsnown to the rest of e party, Jorge
he had, sculled the bLoat noisclessly into a;pulled a short picce of rope from his pocket, and
sheltered covert, with the prow within a yard or ! pressing it into cach onc’s hand, started off with-
two of the end of the steps, and there she was  out a word, pulling at the cord.  Much amused
held by the oars of the English sailors.  Not the at this original method of showing the way, the
slightest sound was heard from the hoat—not ajrest followed briskly; and after crossinga large
limb was moved, nor a head twimed, but cach jmeadow and two or three small enclosures, found
man awaited in silence the slightest signal for, themselves -under the balcony of a large dark-

action.

house, inhabited by a priest, brother of the mer-

Soon a dark figure—so dark as only to be scen { chiant Diaz, who was himsclf within.

on the top of the steps in velief against the sky,
and then lost, crawled down the steps and
feit for the water.  As soon as that was reached it
raised its head and whispered hoarsely ¢ Castile ®

The house, though dark without, was light
enough within, and a sumptuons entertainment
awaited the newly-arrived guests.

“Permit me, father,” said Scnor Diaz, ad-
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dressing hisbrother * to present to you the friend
of whom I have spoken, Senor Kempthorne; and
his affianced bride, Domna Marin Guilmas; and
to pray that you will join their hatds in marriage,
according to the rites of our holy church.”
“Children,” said the priest, standing before
them in his robes, with the white hair falling over
his temples, his dark eye speaking pleasantly, and
o smile of satisfied benevolence on his lips.—
“ Children, where God gives love between his
creatures, man should never thwart it; and

where the vow is mutually desived, the church-

ought of right to sanetify and receive it; and I
had rather that our converts and abbeys shoald
be desolate, than tenanted with broken hearts.”
The priest then according to the rites of his
chureh, and in the presence of the assembled
witnesses, received from them the irrevocable
vow, and joined their hauds, with his Dlessing.
Maria blushed as she looked at the nuptial ring
on her lefe hand and the written attestation of
martiage by the priest, and then looked up to
smile ; while Kempthorne stood with a glow upon
bis noble face, and the light of soft affection in
his cye. e kissed her warmly, and then they
arranged themselves at table.

Time passed merrily on; but after an hour
the priest began to be anxious for their safety,
and proposed that Jorge and Acton should bring
the boat downto & poiut in thebend of the river
below the villzge hard by asthere wasa ferry there
and there might be danger of detection in pass-
ing with all aboard. This was agreed to, and
they departed, Diaz and his servant were to
return immediately to Sevilleto prevent suspicion,
aud so Kempthorne and the merchant parted at
the house of the Padre with all the regrets of
warm and generous friendship. The Padre gave
them his hearty blessing, as Jorge, who hiad now
arrived to say that the boat was ready, led them
off; and they struck out once more into the
pitchy darkness of the nighl. They were soon
all seated in the boat, Kempthorne this time at
the helm, and Marda close beside him, and the
fuithful Jorge Cavajal, after warmly shaking
hands with all the rest, and kissing the fair hand
of Maria, amid showers of blessings aud good
wishes, pushed them off.

Once morc upon the bosom of the * chainless
Guadalquiver,” with the dull sound of the steady
oar, and the low hum of whispered love at the
stern of the boat, broken by the motion of the
helmsman, as he “ guides her way,"—with the
ripple of the inky waters undei ~eath the gun-
walc—and erewhile the breaking light and flush-
ing glory of the morn—and thea the bright and

sunny day, when autunm weds with winter, in
that genial clime where green leaves laugh at
Cliristmas—and then the night again; toiling
now—ifor human arms are not of iron—first one
at the helm and then another—and then the
second day, when the great sand-bars and vast
extended mouth of the river is past, and the
Llue Atlantic opens out before them, with a speck
upon its bosom far to the left; and the speck
«rows bigger and asswines a shape, and soon i3
hailed the ship bound for Brest; and the wander-
ers are on hoard, wearied and watchworn, but
safe from pursuit, with the world and its joys
before them,

CHAFTER VII,

Croxwery had .passed away. The old order of
things was again established, and the nation
opened its eves too late to the consciousness of
the splendid opportunity that was lost of estabe
lishing the liberties of England at the restoration
of Charles II.  The smothered embers of discon-
tent blazed forth in 1688, but at the time of
which we write all was calm on the swiface of
public events. The gay and dissipated court pur-
sued its heartless pleasures, and the notorious
canaL perverted the public wead into the channels
of private ambition and aggrandizement. Qut of
the veach of the court however, domestic felicity
and rural peace sunaed themselves in many a
quict valley, and plenty stood smiling o’er many
a lovely landscape; and down in Devonshire,
with antique gables, and tasteful shrubbery
around it, with overhanging oaks—and the
great chalk dowag, with their velvet verdure
stretching away like mighty waves to the horizon
—was a house, like many another house in Eng-
land, with peace without and love within, with
childish voices ringing in and out its casements,
the swallows twittering round its roof or perched
upon its clustered chimneys, and great house-
dog shaking himsclf up to listen for coming foot-
steps, and then bounding off to meet the comer
—the master of the house; who came with firm
step, and open brow, and a ribbon at his breast:
Sir John Kemnpthorne, commander of Iis Majes-
ty's ship, the Resolve, now lying at Plymouth.

A fewdays after, Sir John was in London, with
some reports on the works at Plyraouth, for the
Lord Iligh Admiml; and quite unexpectedly
met Gommodore Ven'in the street.  The Commo-
dorc was in high good humour, very like a man
flished with victory; and shook Sir John warmly
by the hand when they met, and turning took lis
arm and went on in company with him,

 Commodore,” said Sir John, *“ I hear pleasing
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accounts of your late success—ceaptured a Span-
jard and three of his convoy in the straits 2—that
was well done, two or three more such would
make an Adiniral!”

“Truly,” remarked the Commodore, *‘our
men did nobly; and the Don would not strike
till he was completely crippled. A noble fellow
was the Don, and as well-bred a gentlemen as
ever trod a quarter-deck. A knight of Malta, by
the way.  Is it not strange, Siv John, that thesc
kuights will engage in the wars of Christinn
states, instead of spending their valour on the
infidels, as bound by their laws?”

“1 doubt if they are as strict as of old in that
respeet,” said our knight, ¢ but T am afraid they
would mahe England an exception even if they
were; for indeed they have no reason to be
grateful for the manner in which the order of
Suint John was used in the time of King Ifenry.
Their estates were confiscated, the order sup-
pressed, and the knights themselves loaded with
indignities, even to the peril of theirlives. What-
ever may be said of the iastitation, I can bear
witness to the noble dealing of some of the
knights belonging to it. I knew not that your
prisoner was a Hospitaller when 1 passed the
Tower this morning, or I should have been fain
to cnquire for a brother knight to whom I owe
many obligations, and not the least, for my lady,
who was his ward.” Iere the conversation
passed into other chamnels, and they soon after-
wards parted.

The next morning Sir John waited on the Lord
High Adiral, and having completed his business,
obtained an order of admission to the Tower,
and thitherward bent his steps.  What was his
surprise oun finding that the prisoner he had come
10 see was none other than Don Mannel Guilnas.
e was cqually surprised to see Kempthorue,
and many queries were mutually proposed and
answered. At the very outset, Kempthorne
confessed frankly the sharche had taken in the
abduction of Maria, aud gave 2 wapid sketch of his
subsequent successes in life.  Guilmas, who had
believed Maria dead, was greatly astonished at this
recital.

“Just before T set sail for Malta,” said he, 1
heard from Seville that Mada was drowned;
whetheraccidentally, was n t proved. A small
silk scarf of hicrs was found on the steps leading
down 20 the Guadalquiver; and as she had been
remarkably chicerful and happy, her death was
considered accidental—these were all the particu-
lars I could learn.  Well,'I have mourned for her
as dead, and now that she is alive and happy, I
cannot reproach her” Kempthorne cut short

the interview by saying that the Lord Admiral
was just leaving London, and that he wnust sce
him before he went, but would be back in a couple
of hours at farthest.

e hastened to whence he came, and soon
agreed as to the ransom of Guilmas, Ie never
told the sum it cost liim, but it cannot be sup-
posed to have heen a trifle.

IIe was soon at the Tower with an order of re-
lease touching the prisoner, and two hours more
saw them on their way for Devonshire. Sic
Thomas Rutledge, the grandfatlier of Lady Kemp-
thorne, who had forgotten all his ancient wrath,
was there, and there was a merry meeting on the
night of their arrival.

The old Knight staid with them for some timej
but his joyousness gradually faded—he was likea
bird in a strange clime.  The White Cross which
he had upheld in the face of the Turk in Candia,
Rhodes, and Barbary, lived now only in his
thoyghts—there was no symbol of it in England ;
and he pined for the sunny South again.

“Rest with us!” Maria would plead, * thereis
none of your name or race in Spain, and why
should we part?” It was all in v-in—he still
pined for home. ¢ Oh,” said he, * for the sunny
hills and the clear blue sky of Spain! Far away
from this misty sca,—where the blue wave comes
from adate-grown shore, and the orange fragrance
aud the notes of song come stealing through your
windows!—where the gloriousbanner of St. John
is free to float and gather heroes 'neath its folds;
and J here, like a cast-away limb of a glorious tree
—no! I must home again®

And home he weat.  Maria in her tears went
with him to Plymouth, and then they parted.  Sir
John had made every provision for his comfort,
paving for cverything generously. The grey-
headed Kuight of Malta left them a soldier’s
benison, and went his way.  We have little clse
to relate. It is merely stated in history that Sie
Joln Kempthorne lived to be a Rear Adwiral,
deserved and reccived many honors, and died in
16%9.

% Ceclum non animum mutant qui trans mare currunl)?
Honacx.
) 8
Well the ancient poct knew,
What my soul has long proved truc;
Allin vain we mortals try
From our inmost thoughts to fiy.
Ifat home we fail to find
Satisfaction for the mind;
Other lands in vain we clioose,
Disappointment still pursucs.
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2,
Oh, how restlessly we range
O’er this earth from change to change;
Ever toiling onward still,
Be the present what it will,
Happiness, like maiden shy,
While we follow, still will fly 5
But when far our footsteps roam,
Weeps our harsh negleet at home.

3.
In this life whate’er we sow,
Will around our footsteps grows;
‘Joys, since Adam was beguiled,
Must be planted—cares grow wild.
Yet how many wander blind
Through this garden of the mind,
Or but cultivate the sceds
Of the vilest, foullest weeds,
4.
Ydleness, where'er we go,
Is the root of every woe.
Action disciplines tlie will,
All our dutics to fulfil.
From thyself disdain to fly;
Up, and labour manfully—
Then shall self thysclf approve,
And all nature whisper Jove.
“Erro.”
SKETCIES IN SCO'é‘{::?’l;)‘ IN “AGLD LANG-

MARY O’ PIRLY-DILL,

CHAFTER I

%0 weel do T mind o the folk at Lindores.
Though it’s lang since 1 had ony troke a1 Lincores,
“Fhe lang winter night
Flew owre us fu? hright.
Wi the sang, an? the dance, an’ the joke, at Lindores.”
James Stirling.
Apogur the twenty-first year of our age, wespent
a winter and part of the following summer. in o
retired village in Stirlingshire. At first we liad
few or no acquaintances in the place; but aletter
of introduction, from a friend to a rclation of his,
was the means of procnring us excellent lodgings.
Our landlady was all that we could wish—cheer-
ful, cleanly, kind, and attentive; and our land-
lord, a worthy, honest, roystering, rolicking
mortal, with a strong natural propensity to ait
Kkinds of fun aud diversion, which even the cares
of a family could hardly subdue; but still, he
never permitted this tendency to interfere with
the dutics of his daily orcupation—a master mason.
Amid all his fun and frolic, he kept always a
steady cye on the * main chance.” .

The inhabitants of the village and ncighbour-
hood secemed generally to have amrived at that
bappy statc so ardently desired by Agur; that is,
they were * neither poornor rich.”  But perhaps
we err not when we say, that they thought other-
wise themsclves, for, to the majority of them,

wealthalone seemed to givesuperiority. Wherever
this feeling exists in a community, it has a strong
tendency to cut up society into classes; the
wealthiest man being looked upon, as a matter of
course, as the best; at least, it was sq to a con-
sideralile extent in this place. In the neighbour-
hood there was one extensive fanded proprictor,
and he was lovked up to with all the respect and
reverence due to a king. At the head of the
“aristocracy ? stood the lairds, that is, the
possessors of some fifty or sixty acves, less or
more, of land, little better than the * howling
wilderness,” for the whole parish, as well as a
good way heyond it, was of very inferior quality.
These lairds looked upon themselves, and were
looked upon by others, as persons of some con-
sequence; and, as a mark of respect when spoken
of, or spoken to, they were always named or ad-
dressed as the “laird,” or, what was far more
common, by the name of the place they possessed ;
such as, for instance, Whiterigg, Greenhill, Bog-
side, &c.—** Hoo's 2, wi ye the day, Whitelees ?
an hoo’s @ at hame?” “Thank ye, Birnichill,
hoo are ye yoursel’, an’ hoo is the gude wife an’
the bairns?”  These may be taken as a sunple
of the way in which these really worthy people
areeted cach other.  These, with the tenants that
rented a hundred or sixscore acres of land, with
the more opulent of the feuars in the village,
formed the upper class, or, as they were called,
*“the better Kind of folk.” The * democracy”
was formed, asisusual, of tradesmen and labourers.
And it is but justice to state, that although these
distinctions were quite observable on many oc-
casions, yet they neither gave rise to overbearing
or haughtiness on the one side, nor envy or
insvlence on the other.

It was customary then, and it may be so still,
for anything we know, for the young people to
have two balls in the village about the commence-
ment of the year, the upperclass holling their’s
first, and in two or three weeks their followers
and imitators, the lower classes, their's, Dancing
and inerrymakings of all sorts were our besetting
sins; so here was a temptation which was irresis-
tible. Friendships arc in general easily formed
among young people; and accordingly, before we
had been many weeks in the place, we had made
the acquaintance of several young folks, both male
and female, and had also made up our mind,
although we had said nothing about it to any
one, to attend the ball of the latterclass, to which
we had received two or three Iavitations. We
certainly should, in one respeet, have preferred
attending the other one, for we were then am-
bitious to ** go ahead,” asSam Slick morc recently
has said ; but how were we to get admission?
We had no claim to prefer, aund to ask adwission
as a favour was what we couldnot bring ourselves
to. It happencd, however, that our landlord
belonged to the patrician rank, as bLeing the
possessor of a **land™ of houses, which brought
him in some twelve or fifteen pounds yearly. 1lis
social qualitics fitted him admirably for taking the
lead iu all kinds of merrymaking, and he had becn
clected for that year, as he had been for several
preceding ones, as asort of master of the cerewmo-
nics, assisted, of course, by & committee. Scveral
meetings took place preliminary to the “ grand
affair,” all of which were held in his house, and
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in our room teo! We agin and again offered
to withdeaw, but were not permitted, as they
dec
Being deeply shilled, as we fnagined ourseh es,
in all the mysteries of the ball-rooms, we were
referred 10 as a ** gade authoritie™ ju all disputed
points 3 amd vur decision gave s0 much satisfaction
generally, that we were unanimously chosen a
member of the otder of * vesnectables ™ at the last
of these meetings.  “ There is glory and honor
for us!™ thoughi we; “ up higher yet our bonnet.
No pretensivas! no solicitazions on our part!
none; merit, puve merit, is for once revwarded.”?
Pretensions, forsvoth! why, il an inventory had
been at that moment taken of all our worldly
goods and chattels, the swm total should searcely
have amounted to as much as that of the tailor's,
who, in the words of the old song, had but

‘The pre: Wle broke,
The sheers b * T fulk,
“The bowkin was kis ain, 0,7
Flattering as this tifling wark of respect was to
our vanity, we were mortified to think that we
coulil not aceept of it, so fav as the attending of
the ball was concerned, and that for two reasons.
Fist, and chiefly, the exchequer was vather at a
low ¢bb with us at the time, owing to some
previousirregilar expenses or other, aud we were
not in the possession of ways and means to re-
plenish it at ; 't anctice.  As for borrowing,
we ‘“everly horred it, and would have suftered
any privation wather thaan have had recourse to it.
Then, in the next place, where were we, a com-
parative stranger, to get a partner of befitting
rank in so short a time? The first reason we kept
to ourselves, but the sccond we pretended to put
great stress upon ; so, having duly thanked them
all for the honor conferred, &c., we stated our
objection, **sorry, very sorry (as we were) that
we could notavail gurselves of theirunprecedented
Kindness—hoped we should be better prepared hy
another time—wished them 2 merty meeting,”
and so forth. Several remedics were proposed
for onr accommodation, to all of which, for good
and suflicient reasons, we were as adanant, At
length we agreed to attend as a spectator; this
we could safeiy do, as, notheing clogged (begging
the ladies’ pardon) with a partner, we should have
the time at our own disposal; and as we kuew
that there were several “reckontings™ in the
course of the evening, we could easily withdraw
before our last shilling came to be in request.
This compromise satisfied all parties, and every
one scemed happier than another in anticipation
of the important event.

The appeinted day came round in duc course 3
and by six o'clock in the evening, four or five of
us were busily employed in placing chairs, planks,
and whatever we could lay our hands upon, for
seats, in a large unfinished room, used for the
most part as a sort of “granric” (granary), but
which iad heen cleared out and scrubbed up for
the occasion. In ane corner of the room was
placed 2 kKitchen table, and upon it = plentiful
supply of waterials for making whisky-toddy. In
the opposite corner stood two barrels on end,
three or four feet apart, upon which a seaffolding of

ed they had nothing mivate to discuss. ;sutts of' t

deals was crected, and on this were placed two
chairs for the fiddlers;  Between the barrels and

about them sat two or three huckster wives, with
baskets containing oranges, raising, and several
sh intended for confectionarics. Many
a town-bired beaw and belle would no doubt have
turned up their nuses at the sight of such a ball-
1oom; but conutry fulls ave less fustidious § at any

yrate, we all thought the place * fu weel,” secing

we had aloft fluor to dance upon, a thing not to
be had everywhere in a country phece.

By the time that things were put in their proper
plices, the dancers caune pouring in, to the num-
ber of three dozen or so, male and female, The
night was clear, sharp, and frosty, so that, what
from the pure air, a simart walk fora mile or two,
and the excitement proper to the occasion, there
was a fresh, vigorous, healthful flush on every
check—a flush which all the appliances of art can
never ¢qual, and only poorly imitate. As the
greater proportion, if not all, of the company
were ucighbours or acquaintances, there was
little restraing or awkwarduess, except, perhaps,
on some “young thing,” such as her of whom
50 sweetly sings Macneil, “just new come frae her
mammy,” or some raw Iad who had got a coat on
his back and 2 hat on his head for the first time
(an all-impertant event). The greetings might be
a fitde noisy and boisterous, to be sure, but they
had that honest, sincere, heartfelt kindness about
them which cumot he conveyed ceremoniously,
however much of *“itchy-katic ” (etiquette) there
may be. There are many people stil—mzaay
worthy people, too—who rail against (as they call
it) *promisceous dancing.” They must rail on
for us!  We cannot agree with them, we never
coull.  Dancipg has its abuses—granted 5 and g0
has everytling else; butare we to deny ourselves
a litdde oceasional innocent recreation, because it
is possible to abuse it 2 Certainly not.  For our
part, We never yet saw a score or so “of young
folks " met to amuse themselves in this way—
their countenances beaming with joy, countenan-
ces on which care has not yet planted a wrinkle,
their every wish, every endeavour, only to please
and to be pleased—but we felt a gush of happi-
ness which we have rarely experienced on any
other occasion.

Having no partuer of our own to attend to, we
had leisure enough to notice and farm an opinion
of every young woman present.  This to us was
an agreeable occupaticn, for we have ever taken
great delight in female socicty; and, like most
young country lads, was willing to be thought “a
sad roguc among the lasses” Our success in
amusing some siily, raw, “young thing,” and ia
tickling the fancies of some others of a certain
age, had made us look upon ourselves, forsocth,
as a sort of lady-killer in a small way, and, as we
had no intention of allowing our gallant taleats to
o to Tust, we missed 1o opportunity of exercising
them.

Among the company present, there was one
fair Eve, who, from the moment we sct our cyes
upon her, gave us a wound within; and yet she
was not the most beautiful of them cither, but
there was a something in herair and manner that
scemed to us to give her a supceriority over every
other. Jler dress was plain, but neat.  She wag
rather tall, well proportioned, aud her outline was
well filled up and rounded, approaching if any-
tbing to plumpness, and her cvery motion and
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action free, easy, and unrestrained. Ier counte-
nance, though occasionally a little pensive—the
elfect, perhaps, of reflection—was sweetly agree-
able and engaging, and strongly indicative of
serenity of mind, keen perception, self-reliance,
and fivmness of purpose; nor was there wanting
a trace of that kind of pride which gives dignity.

She danced well, and, like almost every other
good dancer, was fond of it; but she was badly
matched with a “Johnny Raw ™ of a partner. Ile
was a farmer—a sober, industrious, wel-behaved
young man, well-to-do in the world : but he was
entircly out of his element in a ball-room. Dancing
he knew as much about asone of his own bullocks.
Even in a common *foursome,” he was a down-
right “John Trott” Ilis address was Dblunt,
boorish, and awkward. Ignorant, moreover, of,
as well as carcless of practising, those little
civilities and attentions which every woman thinks
herself entitled to, but for his **weel-stocked
mailin,” he was no very great favourite amnong
the lasses.

Couuntry-dances and reels were the order of the
night, for waltzes, gallopades, and polkas were
not then heard of ; so a country-dance he behoved
to try, and it was really laughable to see his
stupid, bewildered looks, as he was hauled and
pushed about, three or four voices bawling out
at the same time, *‘ This way, Bauldy;” ¢ Han’s
across ;"  Cast aff, Bauldy ;" *“ Hook your partner,
Bauldy ;" * There, sct noo—that’s it, lad.”

By dint of hauling, bawling, pushing, jerking,
and drawing about, Bauldy kept on his feet until
the dance was concluded ; then, wiping the sweat
from his brow with his coat-tail, he placed himself
down beside us, asking us at the same time, if we
would take his place when it was next his turn,
adding, good-humouredly, *Before he wad gang
thronghane o ’thae deevesome, hook-your-partner,
doon-the-middle, crinkum-crankum things again,
Tie wad sooner plongh twa o’ the roughest rigs in
a' the parish—Dby his feth wad he.”

We had forescen all this in some measure, and
our heart bounded with joy in the prospect, so
that we wera not slow in‘accepting his proposal.
We asked him to introduce us to his partner, and
cxplain the matter to her, which he did in his own
awkward way; and we were vain enough to
suppose that the lady was nowise displedsed with
the exchange; no great compliment, however, at
the hest.  Now that we had a closer inspection
of her, she scemed to be younger, and had more
of raw simplicity about her, than we had at first
imagined; so that we thoughit that wé might
safely practise a little flirtation with her.

It was not long until it came to our turn to
take a partin the dance, and we availed ourselves
of every opportunity that occurred to pour into
her carsomeflatteriug nonsense, which we thought
quite irresistible, but cvery word of which, we
very soon found, her good- sense enabicd her to
sct down at its-proper value. Inly mortified as
we were, that our very best and hand' picked
“Tuve words™ should miake no impression on this
&s we thought, raw muirland*** Jenny,” we could

not at the same time but-greatly réspect her'

penetration, and resolved to make her acquaint

ance at least, if nothing more.  When' the dance

wasover, we placed ourséives heside Bavkdy, took

some' refreshment: with him, . ¢“19.oar better-sic-
oL, 1.—D

quaintance,” asked permission to have another
dance with his partner on our ownaccount—a favor
which was at once vouchsafed, and welcome.

The dancing had hitherto been carried onin
that sort of dull, formal, dancing-school fashion,
as if it had been a task, which we detested, and
we could easily guess that our partner was of the
same opinion. Therefore we were resolved to
break up this dead, lifeless jog-trot, if no one else
should.  We hinted this to our partner; and,
when it came to our turn to throw off, we admon-
ished the fiddlers to apply a little more grease to
their elbows, and away we went like lightning.
The example was infectious, and couple after
couple came rattling downafter us, as if they had
been dancing on a springboard. By the time we
got through the dance, somehow or another our
partner-and self had got wonderfully pleased with
each other, although we had scarcely spoken a
word to her during the-whole time. Chemists
tell us, that certain atoms of matter have such an
affinity to cach other, that, when they are brought
within a specific distance, they rush into contact.
Whether this applies to human atoms, is more
than we can tell; but this we know, that she
exerted a powerful attraction over us, and, so far
as we could judge, there wag, at least, nothing
repulsive about us to her.

When we had done, we took our place again
at the table; but this time Bauldy was moody,
and rather sulky, and yet he was in good spirits,
for he had made pretty free with the punch-bowl,
and was, in sailor phrase, “ nearly three sheets in
the wind.” Nothing would scrve him but having
a dance himself—ay, and taking the head of it,
too; observing, that although he was “nac bred
dancer, he wasnace a blockhead, but could dae
what ither folk did.”  This was loudly cheered by
some, as being productive of no little fun, so
Bauldy started to his feet, fimaly resolved to
accomplish that, by strength and clumsy agility,
which could only be accomplished by skill and
practice. The music struck up, and to it he went,
dashing through and through, kicking, flinging,
and stamping, regardless of the figure, regardless:
of time, and regardless of the safety of any one
present ; driving the men this way and that way,
flinging about the women, and rumpling their
dresses; and treading on the toes and feet of il
and sandry 3 but all would not do: he was faicly
brought up to a stand-still, amid roars ¢flaughter.

Every one was highly amused with bis conduct
but his poor partner. She, half iz pity, halt in
anger, took him by the hand, as he stood staring,
with a bewildered, stupid, sheepish look, led him
to his seat, and, thoughtlessly perhaps, asked us
if we would finish the dance with her.  This was
a request with ‘which we were but too proud to
comply; so we flew to it with double spirit and’
animation, our friend Bauldy eveing us witha
scowl of mortification and jealousy on his brow,
“gulping™ downatshort intervals glassufter glass
of punch. This, w¢ thought, boded no good to
us; vet'we did not mind it much, for we had
something motre agreeable to think of'at the time.
To tell the truth, we fear we gave by our conduct:
P‘\Moo m:;h cause for g:c cxcih;x;\]ent;-of the.
) n-eyed monster ™ in the poor fellow's min
ﬁ'ug:: doubt: that our lips ca.mp:‘-’nc;r—accidcn%:
ally; of course—if - they'did uot -actually cone in
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contact with, her burning check; but among
** country folks " freedoms ?so-callcd) of this kind
are allowed.

When the dance was finished, we handed her to
her seat, and turned round to go to our ownj but,
to our surprise, there was Bauldy confronting us,
with his eyes flashing fury, He spoke not a word,
but aimed a blow, which, if it had taken effect,
would havebroughtus to the ground, although we
had been a ox. We had barely time to ward it
off, partly by springing back, and partly by throw-
ing up our arms. If we had been allowed 2 mo-
ment for reflection, he was the last man in the
room we should have chosen to try conclusions
with in this way, for in weight and personal
strength he was far our suy erior.  'We were not,
however, altogether a novice in the use of our
fists ; besides, no man likes to show the “swhite-
feather ™ in the presence of ladies, however weak
may be his constitutional bravery. So, in the
slang of the * ring,” we were not slow in returning
his compliment hy ‘planting a right-hander,”
with hearty good-will, in his ‘‘bread-busket,”
which nearly doubled him up, and sent him stag-
gering backwards., We saw our advantage, and
were about to follow up our blow with another,
intended to * broach his claret,” and at the same
time make him measure his length on the floor,
but, befere we could come on, our arm was
arrested, and a hubbub ensued that baffles des-
cription. The menroared, the women screamed
some cried, *“ Put them out!” others, “ Keep them
in!”  One party bawled out, *“ Let them try it!”
another, “Kcep them separate!™  The latter
prevailed, for we were pushed, or rather carried,
to opposite ends of the room.  For many reasous,
we felt oursclves to be in no little peril, and
belicved that we had small chance of * fair play ;”
but our blood was up, and we were determined to
defend ourselves to the very last. Our object was
to lay hold of 4 bottle, a candlestick, anything, in
short, and, standing in a corner, to hold out des-
perately: and to effect this purpose, we struggled,
kicked, and strove, but only to the exhaustion of
our own strength, for we were held as fast as if,
we had been a wedge driven into a growing trec.

Amid the turmoil, we caught a_glimpse of the
poor_occasion of all this mischicf. She was
standing ag if fixed to the spot, and deadly pale.
The moment our eyes met, her animation seemed
$ous to be in some measure restored, for she
threw her innermost thoughts into her counte-
nance—a faculty which she possessed above any
-we have met with—and her look spoke as plain
as a look could speak, *Oh, if you have any
repard for me, let there be no more of this!”

We felt the appeal, and instantly became pas-
sive. “Well, well,” thought we, “surely they
-will not be so savage as to murder us outright;
-and, if we must submit to a ¢ thrashing,’ it will
not be the first time, and with such-odds there
-ean be no disgrace.” No,one, however, scemed
3nclined to do us the smallest injury, and every
one stood staring at another, as if in doubt of
what wasnext to be done. We saw their difficulty,
.and told the company, that if they would allow
usa little liberty, we should soon end the matter.

“This, after some consultation, was agreed to; 80,
with a body-guard more numerous than ever we
are likely to be honored with again, we stepped

up to our opponent, and told him, that it was a
shame in-both of us to break in on the harmony
of the assembly with our squabbles—that it would
be more manly to settle our misunderstandings
elsewhere, when and where we found it con-
venient—that, for our pavt, we should prefer to
shake hands at once, and let all the past be for-
gotten. The latter proposal met with a murmur
of applause, and we were in no dread that Bauldy
would aceept the first, for the falter of his tongue
and the blanch on his check convinced us that
things of this kind were out of his way. Ie
looked, however, as ferocious as he could, mut-
tered something about taking his own time, and
sullenly turned away. We also turned round,
and made the best apology that we could for our
part of the squabble, threw down half-a-crown as
our sharcof the “reckoning,” and, taking “good-
night,” walked towards the door. But our exit
was opposed by all.  Every one declared, that if
we had done Wwrong at all, we had made ample
amends; “an’ if ither folk wad only dac half as
muckle, there wad be nac mair aboot it.” Our
landlord—than whom no Irishman that ever
flourished a shillelah at Dounybrook Fair ever
gloried more in a “row“—got between us and
the door, caught our hand, and squeczed it in his
herny fist, until he made the very bones crack ;
whispered into our ear we had behaved nobly,
and, leading us to a scat, told us to sit down
unless we were desirous to have a “bouy” with
him next.

This turn of affairs greatly disconcerted poor
Bauldy. He stared first one way, then another;
then, going to where his partner sat, desired her
abruptly to rise and go home. She told him to
‘*sit doon, an’ compose himsel’ a wee,” and she
would do so; but to this he would not listen.
Again he urged the same request, adding, that if
she refused him, he would send for him she durst
not refuse. This unmannerly, unmanly threat
made the blood rush to her face. She looked at
him for 2 moment with withering scorn and con-
tempt, then told him that ‘ he micht dae as he
thocht fit,” but that she would not leave the
room with him in the state in which he was. To
this he made no reply, but sulkily walked off,
¢ Never mind him,” cried several voices at once.
¢ He'll rue this nicht’s wark,” said another. ¢ He's
aff to Pirly-hill though, in the mecantime, Ise
warrant him,” said a third. “ Weel, weel, let
him gang,” quoth a fourth; *“but we shanna lose
our New-Year's-day dance for him or his crabbit
temper. Come, wha fits the floor wi' me?" A
score, at least, started to their feet, and the
dancing was resumed.

A consultation was held meanwhile by the
committee, the upshot of which was, that thrce
or four of them left the room, taking Mary—for
that was her name—along with them. We were
not allowed to sit idle, every onc in turn offering
us a dance of his partner. Things went on
tolerably <well for about an hour or so, when a
sort of whisper ran round the room, and a num-
ber of the company left it; those who remained
still keeping frisking away.

At length, a frank, rattling young feilow, with
whom we had formed a little ‘acquaintance, came
in, and desired us (i, ¢., me) tc follow him, telling
us, that' we -sliould likely be wanted sbortly,



SKETCHES IN SCOTLAND IN “AULD LANGSYNE.”

51

adding, as we went along, ¢ Pirly-hill has made
an unco blaw-up ahoot this silly aftair. That born
idiot—de'il nor ye had knockit baith the een oot
o’ his head—has tell't a thousan® lees aboot it
but never mind; he's weel pacefied noo. But,
Aclie, man, speak him fair, an’ never mind what
he says, or he’ll be at ye in a minute, for he's as
quick as gunpouther, an’ yet a kinder man or
better neebor is na to be fand within the boonds
0o’ the parish this day.”

As we entered the room, which was nearly
choke-full, we caught a glimpse of a rough, hard-
featurgd, boorish-looking, middle-aged man, sitting
at a table, on which his elbow rested, with his
chin resting again on his hand; while he looked
intently, to appearance, on the candle that was
burning before him.  Three or four parties were
all speaking to him at the same time, exorting,
‘ wheedling,” coaxing, and explaining to him. If
they had not carried conviction to hig mind, they
had at least tired him out, for he lifted his head
from bis hand, and said, peevishly, ‘ Weel, weel,
weel, say nac mair aboot it; it's a’ by noo, an’
canna be helpit. But whar’s the lan-loupin’
fallow that's bred a’ this mischicf? I've ne’er set
my een on him yet.” At this, an opening was
made, and we were led forward to the table. Up
went his hand to shade the light of the candle
from his eyes; then he set about examining our
dimensions with  look of surprise and disappoint-
ment. We suppose he had expected to see a
giant, for, after surveying us for some time, he
exclaimed, as if to himself, ** An’ Bauldy maun
be a muckle, saft, thowless haggis, after &, to let
a smally cbield like that ding him. I'm no sac
yaud as I hae been, or onything like jt, but I'm
thinkin’, if things cam’ to the warst, I could
warsle a fa’ wi’ thee myscl. Na, ye needna say
a word—yer peace is made up for ance; but I'm
Jjalousin’, my lad, ye ha’e been in mair toons than
our ain wee clachan, an’ that yer han’s are mair
ready at breakin’ anither man’s heed, as at
workin® a turn o’ hard wark. Come, noo, Mary,
my woman, what says thoo (thou)? Are we gaun
hame thegither, or is (are) thoo gaun back tae
the ball room, tac mak’ oot the nicht wi' this rin-
the-kintra joe o' thine?”

Mary, who was sitting by his side, laid her
hand on his arm, and, looking archly in his face,
with great address, suid, ‘“’Deed, ng, faither, I'll
do nae sic a thing. My fit shanna enter the ball-
room this nicht unless ye gang wi’ me yersel';
an’ then if there’s ony mair fechtin!, ye'll see
yersel’ wha's to blame.”

“Yes, yc'll gang,” cried a lively, light-hearted
¢ gilpy,” with a pair of roguish, sparkling eyes,
which had done no little execution, young as she
was; ““yes, ye'll gang, Pirly-hill, an’ I'll ha'e &
dance wi’ ye mysel'—yes I will,” fastening on his
arm, like a brier, at the same time.

“An' I'll ha'e anither, an® a kiss into the
bargain,” shouted & bouncing, buxom quean, with
checks as red as her top-knots, laying hold of his
other arm. >

< Hoot awa’, ye daft tawpies™ rejoined Pirly-
hill, trying in vain to shake them off gently, * gic
wa', gie wa’ wi' ye; what wad I dae smang ye
wi’ my ilka-day claes on, an’ tackeity shoon
forhye.” .

4Say na’ 8 word aboot it, na’, Pirly-hill; ye're

unco weel. Sae jist come awa’; them that disna
likke ye can let ye alane,” was the response. And
away they went with him—onc on each side, and
three or four pushing behind.

Peace and order being now completely restored,
the dancing commenced with life and spirit. What
wasg wenting in grace was amply made up by
vigour and agility, and in a short time *the
mirth an’ fun grew fast an® furious,” the punch
began to operate, and all ceremony and restraint
were laid aside.

On this, as on all similar occasions, an excellent
opportunity is presented of watching and noting
the emotions of the human mind, as they exhibit
themselvesin various ways indifferent individuals.
But, independent of this, it isnota little diverting
to observe the clumsy agility, the rude imitation,
the uncouth caperings aad gambols, of many of
the performers. Several couples, perhaps, go
through the different figures neatly enough, and
without any apparent effort; others stamp, kick,
fling, and ** wallop ” about, rewinding one strongly
of the clumsy antics of as many draught horses
turned out to grass. Others, again, of a more
sober and sedate turn of mind, with eyes iutently
fixed on the floor, keep becking, bobbing,
shuffling, and stumping away, as carnestly as if,
they were performing some laborious task,

Atlast comes the ** cream ” of the thing. When
the dance is done, the fiddler draws out a few
chirping, cheeping squeaks on the fiddle—the
well-known signal for * kiss your partners "—then
what a hurly-burly. Some wanton wag, like he
who erst sung of Habbie's deaib, seems to have
some kind of prescriptive right of “kissin® the
lasses, hale scale ', he glides through the crowd,
bestowing * smack on smack,” easily, neatly, on
every young woman who comes in his way; while
all the resistance made on the part of the **lasses™
almost provokes a second infliction of the same
kind, Others keep “ rugging, and tugging, and
worrying” away at each other for a long time-~
at length a hearty, slashing smack announces the
accomplishment of the feat. Some young, raw,
bashful, “laithfu’” lad, partly ‘daized” with
“love an’ drink,” for the first time in his life,
stands gaping and “glow’rin’,” and looking wist-
fully on, “ willin’ to try, but afraid to venture.”
At last, fired by the example of others, he takes
“heart o' grace,” and, in a fit of desperation,
flings his arms about the neck of some big,
blowsy, broad-shouldered “ Jenny ;" but, for whose
condescension, he might a8 well attempt to kiss
the weathercock. For a little, she flings, him
about with great ease; and—with a laughing
tskirl® of ‘‘e-e-eh, Jock, ye daft sorra—e-c-eh,
Jock ; oh! stop, Jock”—then turning round her
head in a right direction, offers a “flying shot,”
at which “ Jock lets fly ;” butignorant of the laws
of motion, puts on the nose what was intended
for the lips. A hearty, good-humoured *thwack™
between the shoulders rewarded him for his

rawkward attempt; while the young, simple lad—

proud; but half ashamed of his exploit—hangs
his heaq, licks his Jips, smirks and giggies; and
actually conceives himselfto be now & man, * "
Amid the turmoil of capering and kissing, we
(3. e., I) had many reasons for keeping within thie
bounds of moderation. Every moment we could

#pare we.were:by the side of. Pirly:hill, who, 0w
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that he had been told what we were, and “wha
1 had come 0, and being now satistied, moreover,
that we were “nae blaakguard toun chap, or rin-
the-kintra clamjamiry,” to use his own words,
““but belangin’ tac keut folk, an’ ag it war ane o’
oursels,” was all attention; and he actually knew
more of our pedigree, at least by the mother’s
side, than we did oursclves.  We had tact enough
not to let this opportunity slip of endeavouring
to impress him with some favorable opinions of
ourselves, so we talked with him about ‘“ horses,
ploughs, and kye,” and other country matters,
until we daresay he thought we were the most
learned young mau in the room in matters of this
kind. As for bis daughter, although blithe and
cheerful with others, with us she was somewhat
reserved, which, all things considered, we liked
her all the better for. Indeed, the more we saw
of her, the better were we pleased with her. To
us she scemed to be a chavacter entirely new, or
at least very different from that of any other young
wor i that we had ever met.  Ier sceming self-
command, good seuse, and discretion, would at
any time have commanded our respeet, and
perhaps esteem ; but having already (unconscious
to herself, we firmly believe) evinced some little
pertiality in our favour, these feelings were, we
will not deny, mixed up with others of a more
tender quality, for, when we handed her to or
from her scat, a strange corfused nervousness
came over us; and when we adjusted any portion
of her dress, orreplaced a stray ringlet—and her’s
was the loveliest auburn—we thought we felt the
blood rush to our very finger ends.  Then, again,
when our eyes met—which was oftener than once
—ablush was unconsciously called up, as if each
of us had revealed something that we would
rather have concealed. An unconcerned spectator
would probably have secen more in this than either
of us saw ourselves; but, as everybody had their
own affairs to attend to, and our conduct towards
her being nowise remarkable beyond that of
respeet, no other notice was taken of it.

CHAPTER 1L
A rirTLE before midnight, Mary hinted that it
was time to retire, a proposal we heard with plea-
sure, as all the money left in our pocket by this
time would scarcely jingle ; so we did not greatly
oppose her wish. Her father, who was comfort-
ably seated, and “ getting fu’ an’ unco happy,”
thought it was “ time enough,” but nevertheless
rose and left the room with us.  During the cere-
mony of shawling and bonneting, we were almost
tempted to steal a kiss, evenin the presence of
the father, for we thonght we hadneverseen ary
one look so charmingly.  On our way home, the
old man politely stepped out a little in advance,
80 as to leave us by oursclves, which, however,
seemed not to be altogether agreeable to Mary.
By the way, now easily is a hint comprehended,
and how readily we act on it, when it comes from
the object of our affections? We are net quite
sure that we did not imprint a—a—you know
what, rcader—on her rosy lips, in a quiet way.
However, both of us, walking up briskly towards
the father, and taking hold of his arm, we (t.c.I)
requestéd him “ 1o tak’ time, an’ tak” kent folk wi'
bim.” This little picce of self denial, if such it
was, on her part—for we had no har? in it, al-

though we got all the credit—raised us higher
than ever in the old man's cstimation. Nothing
would satisfy him, but that we should go into the
house, to which we were fast approaching. This
proposal we by no means approved of, for we
well knew that it takes no little firmness of nerve
to enter a farmer’s house for the time, in the ca-
pacity of a wooer, and to stand the sidelong,
scarching glances of the old folks and the gaping
stare of the younger members of the family, But
in we behoved to go, and in we went.  We soon
made ourselves at home, took o “ whang” of the
cheese, a “wee drap ” out of thebottle, and had
a roystering crack into the bargain,  We had en-
tertained the hope that Mary would see us to the
door, if but for a minute; but no, this duty the
old man performed himself, and, taking us by the
hand, told us ““ to bea gude lad, an’ no to be a
stranger, but to leuk in at an oma time;” and
slipping a good oak sapling into our hand, told us
to keep the middle of the road in going home,
then bade us farewell. This last act of kindness
gratified us exceedingly, for we saw by it, not
only that we stood high in his favor, but it had
crossed our mind scveral times that it was possi-
ble that cur motions were watched, and that we
might catch a sound * thrashing ” before we got
home, an expectation in which we'were happily
disappeinted.

Every out-of-the-way occurrence makes 2 won-
der among country folk. Our squabble with
Bauldy brought uns some notoriety, aud the tak-
ing his sweetheart from him, too, was held to be
a complete triumph, and, in strict accordance
with poetical justice, for ¢ None but the drave de-
serve the fair.’  But conscious of no great merit,
either in the one case or the other, we quictly
pocketed the compliments and congratulations
that were offered us, and gave ourselves very
little concern about the matter, having got some-
thing clse to think of—so we tried to persuade
ourselves. The truth ig, that although we were
certain that as yet we had not got our death
“frac twa blue een,” yet we strongly suspected
that we had at least caught a wound from *“twa
lovely cen o' bonnie blue.” This we should wil-
lingly have concealed from c¢ven ourselves, for we
pretended to look upon it as a weakness to allow
any impression whatever to take such a firm hold
of our mind, that an ordinary cffort could not shake
it off. But itwould not do. The more we strug-
gled, the more did this same tender feeling cling
to us. We felt abstracted in company, fond of
musing, of solitary wandering, and continual
pondering on thesame subjeet. Ina word, any one
with a particle of discernment might have seen
that * the sweet youth was in love.” We tried
to reason, to ridicule ourselves out of this mump-
ing, moping frame of mind, but all to no pur-
pose. Then came the sage conclusion, * Well,
if we have got ascratch, it is not the first time
(we were wrong though, we only thought.so).
This bonny. muirhen of ours has not escaped alto-
gether skaith free ; shy as sheis, she will yet give
us another chance, and then, spite.of. her witch-
ing glance and winning smile, we'll find her nei-
ther better nor worse than.an ordinary woman;
80 ‘swith away* all. this silly, whining feeling.;
we're too olda ‘sparrow to be caught with chafl’™
Bravo, Aclic! )
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Some two or three weeks passed away in this
half-misty, balfsunshiny state of mind, duving
which we kept as much out of company as possi-
ble; nct that we shut owrselves up—far from it
on the contrary, every hour we could spare was
spentin taking ** daunderings” into the country,
especially—must we confess it 2—in the direction
of Pirly-hill, for somehow or other we thought a
sight of the house did us good. Sceing that nine
days—the allotted time for a wonder to last—
were past, we thought we might safely venture
to the kirk. During the time of the sermon, as
we were taking a casual peep about us, who
should we sce but our Mary sitting at some
distance from us. A look of kindly recognition
was lustantly exchanged 5 but, thinking the eyes
of the whole congregation were fixed upon us, our
faces were instantly buried in our hands. We
cannot very well say how it was, but after this it
o0 happened, that at cevtain times, such as the
rising up or sitting down of the congregation, our
eyes met exactly at the same moment, but in
such a way that evena close observer would have
pronourced it to have been Ly chance. But,
chance or not, we felt every one of those speaking
glances, in the words of the old song, ** gac to our
heart wi' a twang.” Tenceforward, so Jong as
we remained in the place, the minister himself did
not attend church more regularly than we did.
Praatice, it has been said, leads to perfection, and
we firmly believe it does, forit was wonderful how
soon we learned to convey a world of meaning in
the silent language of a rapid, hurrying glance—
silent did we say ? no words are half so expressive,
half so eloguent, in matters of love ! Robert Burns,
with more than even his usual felicity, admits the
force, in many of his best lyrics, of this kind of
language ; and every one conversant with it knows
well that words may deceive, but looks never;
in short, that is the language of nature for ex-
pressing every tender and endearing emotion,

We have said that we made great progress in
understanding each other in our own way. Then
it came about that we met in the entry (porch)
leading to the church-door at the dismissal of the
congregation, and were half jostled and squeezed
together—all by chance again, of course. Then,
by and by, in those same very agreeable crushes,
we found her hand locked in ours, by chance, t00;
and in this way, with faces averted, and seemingly
unconcerned, looking at this or at the other thing,
we were carried to the door with the crowd, a
gentle squeeze of the fingers, and the slightest
possible pressure in return, as much as to say,
“ail right, made us (4. ¢., me) the happiest being
in cxistence for days afterwards.

However, pleasant and encouraging as all this
was, still it was silent. Accordingly we resolved
to speak, at althazards ; but how to do so was the
question. We tried once or twice fo make up
to Mary as we left the church-door, but she guess-
ed our intention, and went off like an arrow to
join some member of her family, or some ac-
quaintance. We tried to slip a few lines into her
hand, requesting an interview, but this was re-
jected, and pressed back into our own, which
almost drove us mad, and set us to ponder on
what appeared so much inconsistency. After
making due allowance for maidenly modesty and
that natural reserve which is tho greatest charm

a young woman possesses, at times we almost
convinced ourselves that we had fallen in witha
consummate flitt, who was practising her arts a¢
the expense of our simplicity. ¢ If this is her ob-~
ject,” we thought, “she shall find herself sadly
mistaken: neither she nor any woman born shall
keep us daugling at her tail, to usc us as she
likes and when she likes. Affection we can
requite with affection, be it ever so strong, but
we have none to bestow where there isnot some-
thing of the same kind in return. It becomes us
to make the first advance, and to follow it up for
a time; but if our addresses are met coldly, or if
our object is to be gained by sheer importunity—
kneeling, protesling, swearing, ranting about
“flames,” and * davts,” “icy bosoms,” and all
that—no woman shall have to complain for any
great length of time of our intrusion.  No, no, the
flame must be mutual, not all on one side, or it
shall not burn-at all with us; ay, and if any wo-
man attempts to impose upon us, she may perhaps,
find that two can play at the same game,

The bare suspicion that we were made a dupe
of would have gone far to cure us, if we conld
have staid away from church; but to the church
we must go, to show (was this all, faiv ladies?)
that we were not afraid of being trifled” with,
forsooth. But a look put all suspicion out of
sight; every little action on her part seemed so
natural, so artless, so genuine, that our chains
became more firmly rivetted than they were
before. There was one way we knew well would
have procured us a private interview, namely, by
going dircetly to Tirly-hill auy evening, and
stopping an hour or two with the family ; but this,
for wany reasons, we could not veature upon.
Tn the first place, it would have been the whole
talk of the parish for a month, a thing we abhor-
red, for in love—that is, where the affections are
engaged—the seerecy of it is half its beauty, at
least so it appeared to us. In the next place, we .
knew that we should be subjected to hints and
questions from the old folks, which, in present
circumstances, we should have been notaltogether
willing to answer. Then, again, we looked on-
love as a very commonplace affair, unless it was
so contrived as in some way to throw a little
romance into it. Then, to be be-praised, put
forward, * wheedled,” if we chanced to be a
favourite with “faither an’ mither, sisters an’
brithers;” and to be * gluncbed ” at, * snashed
at, sncered at, if we were not. Oh, patience,
patience! thoéu universal remedy for every ail-
ment, fret and fume as we may, to thee we must
have recourse at last. Our stock of this virtue
was never very great at any time, and-in this
instance was exhausted to the very dregs; still
we doated on, foved on, hoped on.

At length the mist began to clear away, and
our prospects accordingly brightened up, It came
about in this way. A sewing-school was kept
within a few doors of our lodgings in the village,
which was attended by several girls from the
country. As they could not go home to their
“meals,” each of them brought a bit o’ bread and
cheese, or something of that sort, with her, and
four or five of thewm left these with. our landlady
until the “interval.” These * bread-and-butter
misses,” as a late noble poet would have called’
thew, and ourselves, very soon got on easy terms,.
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In good time for us, & youuger member of the
family at Pirly-hill was sent to this sewing-school,
a nice girl of twelve or thirteen, She was very
shy and modest at first, but before she had been
many days at school, she becune as wad a romp
as the best of them, and, of course, a favorite
with us. We had a volume of songs, which she
took a particular fancy for, and asked the loan of
it.  After some “ haggling,” we told her that we
ghould make her a present of it, and take it to
Pirly-hill ourselves, provided she would promise
to come out some night, and bring her sister along
with her to receive it. She said littleat the time,
but the next day the sly thing took an opportu-
nity of telling us in private that she would do as
we had asked, naning an early evening, and hour
and place of meeting. There is perseverance
rewarded at last! we thonght; but what a world
of time will the intervening houts occupy. How-
ever, although they did not hurry themselves in
the least for us, they did slip past, as they ususlly
do, and long before the time appointed on the
night in question we were at-our post.  Atlength
two figures appearcd, which made us feel put
about, and yet, after all, it was only that agitation
which makes the swelling heart play * pitie-patie.”
There was a good deal of embarrassment on both
sides ; but the presence of little Mageie kept all
right so long as she stopped with us, which, how-
ever, was not long, for the little gipsy knew well
enough what was what, and, pretending to see that
all was quiet ** aboot the house,” left us. We could
do no less than see what had become of her. In
passing, we noticed the door of an_out-house
standing invitingly open, and proposed to step in
for a “quiet crack;” but no! A little foree is
sometimes needful with refractory people, and a
little force was used. In accordingly we both
went, and sat down on a “bottle™ of straw, also
with a little persuasive force. Well, what next?
“Never felt so embarrassed in our life—never.
Should have given the world for the use of our
tongue ;" but it scemed to be tied up. We sat
for a minute or two in silence, until the very
awkwardness of our situation made ug both burst
into a fit of Jaughter.  This broke the spell; and,
long before morning, she would have passed her
word for us that we were not ‘“‘tongue-tackit.”
We had much coyness and modesty to contend
with, for, until then, we believe that she never
had ¢ kept company ” with a “laud ” (lad, lover)
in such a place in her life before ; but, in spite of
these obstacles, we never passed a few hours so
agreeably with any human being; and, long
before we parted,
£ Y hen'd hier heart was a2 wy ain,
I loved her maist sincerely,
Aw? Kiss'd her owre an? owre again,
Amang the ngs o? barley,”
or rather in a place fully as comfortable in a cold
night as the “rigs o barley.” The parting hour
came on a good deal faster than it was wished,
and we separated with, “happy to meet, sorry to
part, but happy, happy, to meet again.”
(2o be continued.)

—

Talent is the lion and the serpent ; Genius is
the eagle and the dove.

Prudence is rightly symbolized with three eyes,
regarding the past, present, ard future.

TELLE EST LA VIE.
A mimic world is found in me,
Of storm and sunshine, land and sea ;
Come, let us read the mystery:
An ocean sleeps within my side,
Like to the sea’s o’erwhelming tide;
The breast from which its muffied roar
Is echoed back, is as the shore
Which marks its barriers; each emotion,
The gentle winds that stir the ocean;
And pleasure, like a placid day,
Bids its vexed billows tranquil lay.

2.

But Passion comes :=—Its surges rise
Like waves. that bound to meet the skies,
When the rude tempest fitfully

Pours its wild fury on the sea.

The tide which lay so late at rest,

Roars like a torrent in my breast,

Whose headlong waters seem to rolt

In wild career above my soul,

And reason, like a bark astray,

Founders upon the stormy way.

3.

And should the skieg again grow fair,
Yet, what a scenc of woe is there!
Love unrequited, feelings torn,

Like weeds upon the wild waves borne:
The thoughts of happiness o’erthrown,
Like clouds across the welkin blown,
‘While Liopes that are to float no more,
Like wrecks are cast upon the shore.
Oh! tho' the tempests breath hath died,
*Tis long before the waves subside!

¢“ Err0.”

THE VINEGAR PLANT.

A FEW years ago, the attention of domestic
circles began to be avoused by the reported intro-
duction “from India” of a wonderful plant, pos-
sessed of the property of converting treacle and
other saccharine fluids intoexcellent table vinegar.
This rumour created an inquiry after thé plant by
thrifty housewives; and the excitement subse-
quently produced Dy the frequent suggestion of
the subject at dinner-parties, led to the speedy
diffusion of the vinegar-plant as a useful, we
might almost add, indispensable article in private
families. Nor was this retarded by the reports
promulgated by some mischievous botanists, that
the use of vinegar so produced would insure the
development of vinegar-plants in the stomach!

The vinegar-plant does not exhibit any of those
peculiarities which our ordinary ideas associate
with a plant, It may be described as a tough,
gelatinous substance, of a pale-brownish colour;
and to nothing can it be more appropriately com-
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pared than to a picce of boiled tripe. It is usu-
ally placed in a small jar containing a solution of
sugar, treacle (golden syrup), and water; and
after being allowed to remain for six or eight
weeks in a kitchen cupboard, or other warm
situation, the solution is found to be converted
into vinegar, this change being due to a kind of
fermentation caused by the plant. While this
change is going on, the further darcivpment of
the plant proceeds; it divides into two distinct
layers, which in course of time would again in-
crease in size and divide, and so on, each layer
being suitable for removing to a separate jar for
the production of vinegar. The layers may also
be cut into separate pieces for.the purpose of pro-
pagating more freely. The solution necessarily
causes the vinegar to be of a syruppy nature ; but
not to such an extent as to conuunicate a flavor
to it; when evaporated to dryness, a large quan-
tity of saccharine matter is left.

When this remarkable production was brought
before the notice of scientificmen,.it was difficult
to form an opinion respecting it.  The microscope
showed it to have an organized structure ; but its
peculiar character, and its remarkuable mode of
life, differed entirely from any other known pro-
duction. It has been instrumental, however, in
opening up a new field of inguiry, and recent in-
vestigations show that it is not a solitary form of
organic life.

The vinegar-plant has been assigned a place in
the large and obscure order of fungi. Itis, in
fact, a fumiliar species of mould, but in a peculiar
stage of development. Dr. Lindley and most
other botanists regard it as the Penicillium glau-
cum (Greville).

It must not be supposed that what is usually
called the vinegar-plant is always the mycelium
of Penicilliwm glawcum. There may be many
distinet species which assume the forn when
placed under the required conditions, and all of
them may have the power of producing vinegar.

Mould of various kinds, when placed in syrup,
shows the same tendency as the vinegar-plant to
form a flat, gelatinous, or leathery expausion,
This is well shewn by Professor Balfour, in a paper
recently laid before the Botanical Socicty of Edin-
burgh,  On the Growth of variouskinds of Mould
in Syrup.” The results of his experiments are as
follows :— i

1. Some mould that had grown on an apple was
put into syrup on 5th March 1851, and in the
course of two months afterwards there was a cel-
lular, flat, expanded mass formed, while the syrup
was converted into vinegar. Some of the original

moald was still secen on the surfuce, retaining its |-

usual form,

IL. Mould obtained from a pear was treated in
« similar way at the sume time; the results were
similar.  So also with various moulds obtained
from bread, tea, and other vegetable substances,
the effect being in most cases to cause fermenta-
tion, which resulted in the production of vinegar.

IIL. On 8th November 1850, & quantity of raw
sugar, treacle, and water, was put into a jar, with-
out any mould or other substance being intro-
duced ; it was left untouched till 5th March 1851,
when, on being eramined, it was found that a
growth like that of the vinegar-plant bad formed,
and vinegar was produced, as in the other experi-

ménts, The plant was removed into a jar of
fresh syrup, and again the production of vinegar
took place. '

IV. Other experiments showed, that when the
syrup is formed from purified white sugar alone,
the vinegar is not produced so readily, the length
of time required for the changes varying from .
four to six months. There may possibly be some-
thing in the raw sugar and treacle which tends to
promote the acctous change.

The professor exhibited specimens of the differ-
ent kinds of mould to the meeting, some in syrup
of different kinds, and others in the vinegar which
had been formed. Several members of the society
expressed their opinions on the subject. Dr.
Greville remarked that he had no doubt of the
vinegar-plant being an abnormal state of some
fungus. It was well known that some fungi, in
peculiar circumstances, present most remarkable
forms; and Dr,Greville instanced the so-called
genus Myconema of Frics, as well as the genus
Ozonium. Even some of the common toad-stools,
or Agarics, present anomalous appearances, such
as the absence of the pileus, &ec., in certain in-
stances. The remarkable appearances of dry-rot
in different circumstances are well known. = Al-
though syrup, when left to itself, will assume the
acetous form, still there can be no doubt but the
presence of the plant promotes and expedites the
change. Professor Simpson observed, that the
changes in fungi may resemble the alternation of
generations so evident in the animal kingdom, as
noticed by Steenstrup and others. In the Meduse
there are remarkable changes of form, and there
is also the scparation of buds, resembling the
splitting of the vinegar-plant. Mr. Embleton re-
marked,.that in the neighbourhood of Embleton,
in Northumberland, every cottager uses the plant
for the purpose of making vinegar,

Fromthe account we huve given of the vinegar-
plant, it will be scen that the numerous reports as
to its introduction from India and other distant
climes are probably without foundation. What-
ever may be the history of individual specimens,
certain it is that the plant in question is a native
production. It will also be seen by those ac-
quainted with botanical investigations, that the
great difficulty in arriving at correct conclusions
respecting the plant, was the absence of properly
developed cxamples. We still want investiga-
tions as to the species which undergo this remark-
able development. The recent researches of the
Rev, Mr. Berkeley and others show that the
fungi, above all other plants, are pre-eminent for
abnormal variation.

We ought to observe, that the remarkable mode
of propagation possessed by the vinegar-plant—in
the absence of reproductive organs—by means of--
dividing into laming, is quite in accordance with
the merismatic division by which many of the
lower alge propagate.—Chambers’ Journal.

———r—r———

THE LAST OF THE TROUBADOURS.

—

Ix reading of the recent excursions which our
aspiring neighbour, the presideut of the French
republic, has been making throughout France,
our cye is caught by the sord “ Agen,” the name
of one of the towns at which he halted, In that

-
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place, situated on the Garonne, about a day's
voyage south of Bordeaux, there lives a man
commonly called the Last of the Troubadours—a
peasant-poet, writing for Languedoc and Provence
—a man who sings and speaks and writes in the
provincial language or patois of the surrounding
distriet, but in such a way as has made him
enthusiastically welcomed all over the south of
France. The name of this man is Jacques Jasmin.
e is a hairdresser, keeping alittle shop in Agen.
e is about fifty-one years of age,strong,vivacious,
frauk, full of passionate energy, entertaining the
utmost confidence in his own powers, but using
them with the greatest good sense relatively both
to their management and to the objects and
manner of their employment. While we know
that he is really popular to an extent of which we
in our staid England can hardly form a conception ;
that his songs and poems are in the mouths of the
countrymen who labour in the fields or sit by the
firesides; that when he recites before assemblies
of perhaps 2000 people, the ladies tear the flowers
and feathers out of their bonnets to weave them
into garlands for him; we hrow, likewise—and
this is the most 1emarhable thing of all—that he
has arule of diligent labour, of revisal and correc-
tion, which he fullows as conscientiously as if his
taste and principle had been fushioned in a
classical scliovl.  Two volumes of Lis poems have
been translated into modern French, and are
printed side by side with the orizinals; and to
these a third has recently been added, which con-
tains several things particulatly worthy of note.
“Through the kinduess of a friend, some of his
rmore recent pieces have reached us, and it is
clear that lie continues to improve. Il¢isin every
way, in s0 far as we can understand him, a very
singular specimen of the poet of the people.  An
inability to enter into other nationalities than our
own, may prevent our rating him quite so high as
his countrymen say he deserves ; but we certainly
do sec that his plan of operation i3 a rare, a
striking, and a most cffective one. Ile stands in
the exceedingly odd position of a troubadoeur aud
a classic combined. Though professing to disdain
extempore cffusions, he is both quick and clever at
them ; but for nothing in the world will he forego
the delight of doing all the justice to Lis favorite
subjects that the most claborate and careful treat-
ment can cnable bim to render. Ilis are no
¢t touch-and-go " compositions.  Ie tells thestory
of the people in fictions so exquisitely true, so
replete with beauty, yetso familiar and peasant-
like, that we can recall nothing similar to these
compositions in the whole round of popular
poetry. Crabbe may be as genuine and hearty—
and there are among his poems some, of which
Jasmin often reminds us—but Crabbe was the
pricst of the parish,and painted from an eminence ;
while Jasmin stands in the crowd below, and
sketches the groups among which he mingles.
Jasmin knows nothing of ancient rules, yet he
is as severe as any master of antiquity in self-
judgment. Still more strange is it, that this Poet
of the Peasants has never disdained his original
profession, but continues as usual to lather and
gbave the chins of his countrymen, and to dress
the ladies’ hair. More strange yet, he refuses all
pay for his recitations. The simple aunouncement
of his name is cnough to draw immense audiences,

and his appearance excites an enthusiasm, com-
pared with which that of a London crowd for
Jenny Lind, is described as cold and faint,  When
hie i3 on one of his missions, undertaken for
religious or charitable purposes, he does not
refuse to scatter impromptus in return for hospi-
tality and compliments; but not {or the best of
objects will ie permanently degrade his art. e
will give out to the public at Iarge only what he
has caretully designed and matured. A sketch
of one of his pocws, entitled Crazy Martha, may
give some idea of the subjects in which he niost
delights, and his manner of treating them.
Martha was « poor girl, well known in the town
of Agen as living thirty years on public eharity :
one whom, as Jasmin says, we little rogues teased
whenever she went out to get her small empty
bashet filled.  For thirty years, we saw that poor
idiot woman holding out her hand for our alms.
When she went by, we used to say: *“Martha
must be hungry, she is going out!” We knew
nothing about her, yet everybody loved her, But
the children, who have no mercy, and laugh at
everything sad, used to call out: “Martla! a
soldiep " and then Martha, who dreaded soldiers,
used to 1un away. So much for fact; but now
comes the question: ** Wiy did she ran away 2’
Jasmin, he says, sat himself down to answer this
question, at somne thoughtful moment when the
image of the poor maiden, graceful even in rags,
presenteditself to him ; and after baving dihgently
sought out her previous history through anumber
of cliannels, the result was the following relation:
It was a Dbeautiful day, and the clear pure
waters of the river Lot were murmuring on their
banks, when a young girl walked up by its side
with a disturbed and 2nsious look. In the next
town, the young men of the village were engaged
in balloting for the conscription.  The young girl
had a lover there; her fate was entwined with
his; and her whole aspeet shewed how deep and
heartfelt was her anxiety. In herheartshe prayed,
but she conld not keep still. This maiden was
Martha. Another girl, too, was there; she also
had trouble in her cye, but not profound like

Martha's,  This was Anneute, a neighbour’s
daughter. The two girls talked together of their

doubts and fears, but each in her own way. At
length, Annette took alarm at her friend’s intensity
of anxiety. She endeavoured to soothe her:
““Take courage; it is noon, we shall soon know;
but you arve trembling like a rced. Your look
frightens me.  If James should be chosen, would
it kill you? “I dont know, indeed,” replied
Martha, Forthwith, Annette begins to remon-
strate: “‘ Surely you would not be so foolish as to
die of love—-nen never do—why should women?
If my young man, Joseph, were to be drawn, L
should be very sorry ; but I should never think of
such a thing as dyiug for him.”

So the loving and the light young maidens go
on discoursing. The drumis heard ata distance ;
it draws neaver; it announces the return of those
who have been fortunate cnough to eseape.
Now, which of these two girls will have the
happiness of beholding her beloved ? Not Martha,
alas! The thoughtless, gay, joyous Annette is to
to Le the favored one, for Joseph is there among
the youths who have drawn the fortunate number.
As for Jumes, he is drawn, and he must go. A
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fortnight afterwards, Annctte, who would have
been so easily comforted, is married 5 and James
takes his sorrowing favewell of poor Mavtha. If
war spares him, lhe promises to return with a
whole heart to her.  So ends the first part or canto
of the picce.

The second begins: the month of May
returns again; and it is painted only as the

. southern poets can paint it—how often in the
troubadour songs do such pictures as these
return ?—

May, sweet May, again is come,
My, that fills the fand with blaom;
Ou the laughing hedgerows? side
She hath spread her treasures wide.
She is in the gieenwood shade.
Where the nightingale hath imade
<Jivery branch and every tree
Ring with her sweet melody.
Sing ye. join the chorus gay,
Hail this merry. merey May
Up. then, clildren! let us go
Wihere the Bluonung ioses grow';
Tuajoyful company
We the bursting flowers will see, &e.
Bat in the midst of all this happiness, poor
Martha sings her sad song alone :—* The swallows
are come back; my own two birds are come to
their own old nest.” No one has separated them
as are have been parted.  How bright and pretty
they are! and round their necks they wear the
little bit of ribbon which James tied upon them
when they pecked the golden grains out of our
clasped hands.”

Poor Martha! she sings and complains, sick at
hears and ill in body ; for a slow fever has come
upon her, and she scems to be dying. Just at
that juncture, a kind old friend, guessing the
cause of her decline, does a beneficent act with a
view to her restoration. e sells a vine, gives
her the money, and with this commencement of
a fund, Martha labours incessantly, hoping to get
the means of buying her lover's freedom. Her
kind friend dies: this is discouraging; but still
she proceeds. She sells the dwelling he had
bequeathed to her, and runs with the money to
the priest of the village.

¢ Monsieur le Curé,” she says, “I have brought
you the whole sum. Now you can write: buy
his liberty, T beseech you; only do not tell him
who has obtained it. Oh, I know full well that
he will guess who it is; but still do not name
me, nor feel any fear about me, for I can work on
till he comes.  Quickly, good, dear sir—quickly
bring him back.” Thus the second part closes.

The third begins :—Now comes the difficulty of
a scarch for the missing lover; for in the time of
the Emperor’s great wars, it was no casy matter
to follow out the carcer of a conscript. The kind
pricst was skilful enough in his own field: he
could hunt out a sinner in his sin, and bring him
bacl to the fold, but to find a nameless soldier in
the midst of an army—one who had not heen
heard of for three years*-was another thing.
However, no pains were spared. Time went on,
and still Martha worked to replace part of what
she had expended, and to have something niore
tobestow. The news of her persevering love was
spread abroad,and everbodyloved and sympathised
with her. Garlands were hung on her door, and
little presents agaiust her bridal were prepared by
the maidens. Above all, Annette was kind and
eager. Thus every one considered her as be-

trothed, and the marriage only waiting for the
bridegroom. At length, ene Sunday morning
after mass, the good pricst produced a letter: it
was from James. It told that he had received
the gift of freedom ; that he was coming the next
Sunday. Nota word was said of hisreal deliverer.
Having been left in the village a foundling, his
notion was, that his mother had at length made
herself known, and done this kind action. e
exulted in the thought. .

The week passes away, and after mass the whole
population of the village awaits his coming, the
zood priest at their head, and Martha, poor
Martha, by his side. The view which our poct
gives of the scene—of the village road—of the
expecting parties, is in the highest degree beautiful
and artistic.  All on a sudden, at the distant turn
in the road two figures ave scen approaching—
two soldiecs : the tall one, there can be no doubt
about ; it is Janies, and how well he leoks! o
is grown, he is more manly, more formed-by far
than when he went away ; but the other, who can
it be? It is more like 2 woman than a man,
though in soldier’s clothes ; and a forcigner too—
how “beautiful and graceful she is; yes, it is a
canliniére. A woman with James! Who can it
be? Martha's eyes rest on her—sadly, and with
a deathlike fixedness; and even the priest and
the people are dumb. Just at that moment,
Jamessees his old Jove.  Trembling and confused,
he stops. The priest can no longer be silent.
‘“James, who is that woman? and trembling
like a culprit, he answers: My wife, monsicur—
I am married.” A wild cry issues from the
crowd—it i3 Martha’s; but she neither weeps nor
sighs: it is a burst of franfic langhter—thence-
forth her reason is gone for ever.

This is the touching story which Jasmin has
claborated from the idea of poor crazy Martha.
We have sketched it as a fair specimen of his
manner of dealing with a suggestive fact; butin .
truth one grand charm can in no way be made
known to the English reader. Reading his poeins
through the medium of a French translation,
printed side by side with the origiual, we cannot
but see how condensed and expressive is Pro-
vengal. It has been well defined as “an ancient
language, which has met with ill-fortune.” During
the twelfth century—from 1150 to 1220—it had
reached a high degree of perfection, having beea
the first of those to which the Latin gave birth
after the inroads of barbarism. You findin it a
mixture of Spanish, Italian, and Latin.  This first-
formed modern tonguc was violently arvrested
in its progress at the commencement of the
thirteenth century in the wars of the Albigenses.
There was no political centre, however, in the
land of its birth, and it fell into disuse, and becane
werely a_patois. Jasmin has imposed on himself
the singular task of using this language, not
exactly as now spolien in any one place, but as it
was written in its purer times; and wherever he
zoes, he is understood, even by the Catalonians.
Sometimes he brings up an ancient word, and
sometimes coing one of immediate affinity to the
old, but always with discretion and good sense,
An amusing anecdote of him has been recorded
lately. During one of his poetical wanderings in
the south, it seems he was challenged by an
enthusiastic patois rhymer to a round of three
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subjects in twenty-four hours; both poets to be
under lock and key for that space. This is the
answer of our troubadour :—

¢ 8ir,—I received only yesterday, on the eve
of my departure, your poetic challenge; but I
must say, that had it come to me at ever so
opportune a moment, I sheuld not have aceepted
it.  What, sir! you propese to my Muse, who
delights in air and liberty, the confinement of a
close room, guarded by sentinels, where she is
to treat of three given subjects in twenty-four
hours! Three subjects in the space of twenty-
four hours! You terrify me!  Allow me to
inform you, in all humility, that the Muse you are
for placing in 0 dangerons a predicament, is too
old to yicld more than two or three verses a day.
My five principal poems [they ave here named])
cost e twelve years' labor, and they do not
amount in all to 2400 couplets. The chances,
you see, are not equal. Your Muse will have
performed her triple task before mine, poor
thing, has found herself ready to begin,

““I dare not, then, enter the lists with you; the
steed which drags my car painfully along, and yet
comes at last to its journey’s end, is no match for
arailway carriage. ‘The art which produces verses,
one by one, cannot enter into combination with
mechanism. My Muse, therefore, declares herself
conquered heforchand, and I fully authorise you
to register the fact.

¢TI have the honor to b, sir, yours,

“Jaceurs Jasyix.

“P.S—Now that you know the Muse, please
to know the Man. Ilove glory; but never did
the success of others disturb my repose.”—
Chambers' Journal.

TOE LITTLE ANGELS.

Earth, thou art lovely, but brighter far

The land for which in our dreamswe sigh,
Shining beyond the evening star

Inlight unlooked on by waking eve;
Where spirits shake from their wings sublime
The dripping spray of the tide of Time.

o

0, Ulighted hearts in this world of care,
TPale outcasts trouden beneath our feet,
May beam in glorious rudiance there,
Where the pure in heart find a welcome sweet:
And things which now wear a golden gleam,
Be drossin the land of which we dream.

3s.

*Tis the land to which from the harbour, eurth,
Alllife, like ships on the wide, wide sea,
A gallant fizet, loosc their sails at hirth,
Aund steer their course for cternity :
And many attain that smiling shore,
And mauy founder to rise no more.

4.

And some there are, little souls so light,
Eartl's cold attractions cannot them keep;
Who rise distilled to the starry height,
Like exhalations from that great deep =
Springing like pale Aurora’s fire
Straight to the zenith of their desire.

5.

Taken away like the morning snow,
Pure, undefiled by the storms of even;

Gathicred like buds unburst, to blow
Inlight screne at the gate of heaven;

The little angels, whose tender feet

For time's rude travel were all unmeet.

6.
0, father! gazing with fevered eye
Tpwards towards those starry spheres;
0, mother! striving unscen to dry
That bitter fountain, a mother’s tears;
Was it not thus with the gentle one
Who left thee with the declining sun ?

7.

Lifted gently from earth’s cold breast,
Ere fleshly longings had found a name;
Ere sound of knowledge the lip confest,
Or aught save tears from the soft eyc came;
Like Memmon's statue voice to emit
First, when heaven's glory lighteth it.

8.

These are they who have known no sin,
Save having sprung from a sinning tree;
Aud Christ’s atoncment shall let them in
Through those bright gates with a welcome
free;
And joy cclestial, unmixed with pain,
Shall hail the wanderers home again.

9.

Ye little cherubs! hot oft beside

Thy couch of anguish, while here below,
Have we all tenderly, vainly tried

To keep thee when thou hast turned to go;
And deemed it almost a sin to stay
The spirit that fain would flee away.

10.
Thy silent sufferings wehave seen,
And fain around thee an arm had thrown,
But felt that a greater stood between,
And cliimed the seraph no more our own;
And veiled our cyes as the treasure Ient,
Back to the God who gave it went.
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11.

I cannot weep when an infant dies:

Ah! mourner, turn from the little bier;
To the high heavens rear thine eyes,

Thy tender loved one is there—not here ;
It came and found thee too prone to stay,
And went before thee to show the way.

12.

0! weep not for it, Lift up thy head,

Thy tears are wasted—thy grief mis-spent;
Go—follow on where thy babe hath led,

As humble, childlike, and penitent;
And study here to inherit well
The world where the little angels dwell.

“ Erno.”

A CORNISH CHURCH-YARD BY TIE
SEVERN SEA.

Pernars there is no county in aill Great Britain
less known to the bulk cven of the more intelli-
gent portion of the community than Cornwall.
Its geographical position has hitherto isolated it,
and it will probably be very long cre railways in-
troduce any material alteration Sither in thé cha-
racter of the people or in the aspect of the land.
The knowledge of Cornwall popularly diffused in
England, usu'zll) amounts to this—that it is a
desolate pcmnsuh barren and treeless; that it
contains inexhaustible mines, extending far under
the seaj that its miners :md pc.h:mtrg speak a
patots, qmtc unintelligible to the people ofany
cther part of Fn"]'md that it boasts a St. Mi-
chacls Mount and a Land's End; 3 and that its na-
tives have, from time immemorial, enjoyed the
unenviable notoriety of being merciless wreckers,
devoid of the milk of human kindness.  1ow un-
merited this last stigma is, as applied to modern
{ornishmen, thewmecdotes we liave 1o relate will
sufficiently mdxc:\tc

The church of the remote village of Morwens-
tow, in Cornswall, is close on the Severn Sea, and
the vicar's "lchc i5 bounded by stern vifted C]liTa
450 feet ]u"h. Orkney or Shetland itself, per-
haps, does uot contain 2 more wild and romautic
place than Morwenstow. *Nothing here but
doth suffer a sca-change.” Fm"mcnta of wreek
everywhere attest the nature of the const.  1f an
unfortunate vessel is driven by a north-west or a
south-west zale within the Iorns of Hartland and
Padstow Points, God help hier hapless crew ! for
she is doomed to certain destruction.  Along the
whole coast there is uo harbour of rcfu"c—-no-
thing but iron rocks. Iere the roar of the ocean
is mces«mt, and in stormy weather :xpp'ﬂhn
Mwht) waves then fling themselves against the
giant cliffs, and bux\lux" with thundemw crash,
send their spray in sali-showers over thc Iand.
The life led by the dwellers near these solitary
cliffs can be bz Aimly imagined by the inhabit-
ants of inland cities. I)unu" the long dark nights
of winter, they listen betw, 2en the ficrce bursts of
the tempest, expecting every moment to hear the
cry of humau agony, from thecrew of some foun-

>

dumﬂ' bark, rise above the wild laugh of the
waves; and when morning breaks, tllev descend
to the xugged beach, not Fnowi ing whether they
may not find it strewn with wrecks and corpses.
So tremendous is the power of the sea on this
particular part of the coast, that insulated masses
of rock, from ten to t\xcnt) tons in weight, are
hcqueuﬂy uplifted and hurled about the beach.
Whatever stigina once aftached to the people of
the coast as w re(.l\ex\ who allured people to de-
straction, or plunder od and murdered the helpless
crews cast ashore, a character the ver y reverse
may most justly be claimed by the existing gene-
ration. Their conduct in all cases of slup\\'rcck
is admirable, and nobly do they second the exer-
tions of their amiable and gifted pastor, the Rev.
R. 8. Hawker, whose pcrf‘orm’mce of his arduous
duties is apprecmtcd far beyond the boundaries
of old Cornwall, |

Many a startling legend of shipwreck can the
worthy vicar tell \ou. Sand ke will shew you at
his vicarage, five figure-heads of ships, and nu-
merous other mclanchol\ relics of his *flotsam
and jetsam” searches along the const of his parish.
In bis escritoire are 1o less than f ifty or sixty let-
ters of thanks, addressed to him by the relatives
of mariners whose mortal remains he has rescued
from the sea, and laid side by side, to rest in the
hallowed carth of his church-yard. Let us visit
this church-yard with him, and we shall see ob-
Jjects not seen every day ‘‘among the tombs”;
and hear stories which, mel'mchol} as they are,
give us reason proudly 10 own the men of Corn-
wall as our fellow-countrymen.

Not to speak of the numerous scattered single
graves of drowned sailors, three entire crews of
ships here rest together.  Nearly ail their corpses
were found by the vicar in person, who, with his
people, scarched for them among the rocks and
tangled sea-weed, when the storms shad spent their
fur\'; and here the) received at his benevolent
hands solemn and befitting Christian scpulture.
As a lucal paper well remarked at the time:—
‘ Strangers as they were, receiving their last rest-
mrv-pl.lcc from the charity of the inhabitants upon
whose coast they were thrown, they nave not
been piled one upon another, in a common pit,
but arc buried side by side, each in his own
grave. This may siem a trifie; but reverence
for the remains of the departed isa Christian vir-
tue, and is associated with the most sublime and
consolatory doctrines of our holy religion. They
who thus honor the dead, will seldom fail in their
duty to the living.” We cordially ccho this sen-
timent.

At the foot of one group of graves stands the
figure-head of the Galedonia, with dirk and shicld.
The gallant crew slecp well beneath its shade!
The C'xledom-x was a Scotch brig, belonging to
Arbroath, and was wrecked about ten yc‘xrs 1"0.
Fast by, repose the entire cres of the _\lomo,
and near the mounds which mark their resting-
place is a boat, keel uppermost, and a pair of
oars crosswise. Full of mclancholy suggestive-
ness are these ohjects, and the lustor) the vicar
tells us fully realises what we should anticipate
from sceing them ina church-yard. The Alonzo
was a l.\r«c schooner belonging to Stockion-on-
Tees, and camc down this cmst on her voyage
from Wales to Hamburgh with a cargo of iron.



60

TR CITIES OF TIIE PLAINY

OfF Morwenstow, she encountered a fearful storm, |
and despite ev ‘n\ «lort of seamaunship, drove
within the fatal « Points.”

BP0t ey say when tanpests rave,

Bark Cornwall’s sons will haunt the main,
Wateh the wilid wreek. i not to suave
o L 3 . -

Her mee is run—deep in the sand
She yields her to the conquering wave ;
And Comnwall’s sons—they line |ln ~xr-md—
Rush they 10 plundes t—No, to save!®
But, alas! no effort of “duwrk Cornwall's sons”
could now avail.  The captain of the Alonzo, a
stern, powerful man, is supposed to have been;
overnmstered by his crew in the awful excitement
when nnpeuduw destruction beeame a deead cer-
tainty. At mny rate, he and they took to their
bmt, amd forsook lhc wreck. What n moment
was this for the spectstors! For a few flecting
minutes, all was breathless suspense—~the boat
now ndm« on tihe crests of the mad billows, now
sinking fxr down in their mountainous hollows.
One momt.nt it is seen bravely bearing its living

freight—the next, drifting shoreward, s\\.nnpul'
Hark! 2 tersivle ery of dc~pm echoes over the
raging billows : it is the blewled death-cry of llu::
p-.ndmw mariners.  Captain and crew, nine in!

number, all were lost, and all are now ~l<.(~p|n-r*
side by Sde in their last long hone, with their

bhoat xounw over their heads.  One of tie owners

of the vessel posted to Morwenstow to identity the !
hodies of the cre This was doue chiefly by
comparing the initials on their clothes and on
their skins with the ship's articles which were
cast ashore.  Oue of the crew was a young Dane,

a raerkably noble-looking fellow, six feet two in
height, On his broad chest was tattaoed  the
110!3 Rood—a cross with our Saviour oa it, and
his wother and St. Jdoln standing by, On his
stabwart arm was an anchor aud the initials of his
name, P B —which on the ship's list was cn-
tered Peter Benson.  Three yemrs after his burial
the vicar received, thmlwh a Danish consul,
letter of inquiry from the | parents of this ill-fated
marizer in Denmark.  They had tmeed him to
the Alonzo, had heard of her wreek, and were
anxious 10 kuow what had become of hisremaies,

His name was Bengstein, and be was engazed to
be married to his Dunish Pige, or swi u.llw.ul on
his return home. Poor Pige of Demmnarl: ! Never
more will thy lover return fo claim thee as his
bride. Thy gallant sailor vests from all his wan-
deringsina solitar v church-yard in a forcign Jand,

In heaven thou mavest meet him again—on carth,
never!

Another ancedote related by the vicar decply
sffected us. The hrig ero, from Luerpool to
London, drove in ~|"l|t of Morweastow Clifls in a
terrible storm, and dnfted towards Bude, a small
dry haven to the southward, Her erew unhappily
took 1o their hoat, were immediately mp<i7cd of
course, and every sonl p"rixlu_d The s} hip itsel
drove ashore at Bude, with the fire still burning
in her cabin,  They found in one of her berths a
Bible—=a Sunday-school reward. A leaf was folded
down, and 2 passage marked with ink not long dry.
It was the 334 chapter of Isatab, and the 21st, 224,

® “chees fmm Okl Corwall® ;2 beautiful Lade work
by the Vicar of Muanveustow.

Tand 23d verses. There was a picce of writing-
paper between the leaves, whereon the ounex of
the Bible had begun to copy the passage!

Aud who was he who possessed suflicient nerve
and presence of mindd to gquote this striking passage
of Holy Writ when on the very brink of l.lumty
—conscions, as e must have been, that there
was hardly a shadow of hope that he would escape
the fate which actually befell him ahmost immedi-
ately afterwards? e was 2 poor sailor-lad of
seventeen, the only son of his mother, and she
was 4 widow. A letter from her was also found
in his berth. Mis Lody was cast ashore near
Morwenstow.

The wreck of the ITero ccenrred about a year
prior to that of the Caledonia of Arbroath before
mentioned.  Gne man was saved from the latter
vessel, and was the only mourner who attended
the funcral-sermon preached by the vicar of Mor-
wenstow after the interment “of his messmates.
O this oceasion, the vicar took for his text the
verses quoted by the sailur-boy, and every hearer
wept.

We might go on with the reminiscences sug-
wested b\ m.z-u a sailor’s grave, but we have s id
ulmwh to indicate what romantic and puathetic
Ilh(ouca of real jife ave interwoven with this wild
aud solitary Cornish clinveh-yard. Many a gallant
maginer who s Dattled with the breeze of every
clime, here calinly Qlu,p\ his last long watch; and
with him are buried who shall say what hopezand
Toves of mourning friends and Kindred 9— Cham-
bers' Journal.

THE CITIES OF THE PLAIN.

CHAYTER I,

Murcuseprc! What a host of associations,
guesses, dim, half-fermed inquiries, start up (o
every biblieal schol: ar, at the mention of hisname!
Around him hangs a weizght of mystery. Ono
solitary and sublime appemance is all that is re-
corded of him. e steps in before Abmbam on
his return from the shghter of the kings, pre-
sents him with bread and wine, and retives fnto a
profound and mystic obsewity.  Can we wonder
that certain writers have ventured to conjectore
that he was an avatar of some one person of the
Godlicad. for mysterious reasons, tabernacling in
flesh? Reader, we are about to introduce you to
the dwelling-place of this Mclchisedee, King of
Salem, “made like unto the Son of God.” But
tremble not; the man is mortal like thysclf—like
thyselfa l)cm-' of yeal llesh and blood.

It is the hour of noon in an Oriental clime.
The sun is viding high inhis watch tower, a bumn-
ing plain around Thim in heaven, aud the c'nlh be-
low shrinking from his glare. as a child does frem
amaniacs u‘c The scene presented to the view
is one ofa singular and somewhat savage chame-
ter. You are 1o suppose vourself in the centre
of an amphitheatre of bills, some of them clothed
with patches of intense aml exuberant vegetation
but the majority standiang bare in the sublimity of
utter desolation.  In the undulating and uncven
valley lying within the circle of the mountaiuns,
you notice 2 cminenee, studded with dw c]lmgs,
and washed by a feeble brook, the murmur of
which is just audible in the dccp noontide still-
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ness. Living ereatures in the landscape there
are few. Amid the sedge and brushwood which
border the brook, you observe some sheep vepos-
ing rather than grazing, while theiv shephierd,
overcome by the heat, is slhunbering under the
shade of a large willow, such as grow by the wa
ter-courses of the East. At the door of the larg-
est house, on the summit of that gentle eminence,
there stands an old man, who is looking south-
ward, with earncst eyes, along the plain. ~ A few
hlanched hairs streaun around 2 bold expanse of
forchead. DBut it is nos these alone which tell
you that centuries or eycles of centuries, have
passed over that head since it lay on @ mother’s,
breast.  Look at that eye, dim with uautterable
age, yet bright with 2 lustre such g it seems no
age can daricen—that cye which rolls as if impa-
tient of an earthly socket, which is not the rapt
eyve of prophet, nor the eager gaze of angel, nor
the deep and quict eye of patriwrch or sage, but
which looks a chronicle of hygone time—2a mirror
of perished ages and worlds, and whizh scems to
see the past and the future looming through the
present.  One long and waving gariment covers
hisloins. A stafl, cut, pevhaps, from the antedi-
uvian forests, is in his hands, and, leaning on it,
he mutters, as he tooks towards the south, hazy
with sunshine, * Why twries Irad, the child of
my adoption, whose motherless and fatherless
ciiildhoot I watched and wept over—whose first
and feeble steps I guided by the green pastures
and the still waters—whose soul I led into the
Temple of Truth—to whom I expliined the mys-
tery of the stars—who watched with me when X
conld not slumber, and whose golden hair lay on
my Joncly Losom; why tarries Trad, beloved of
Me'chisedec’s sont? Seven sun-risings have shone
upon the Mount of Olives, aud kissed Kedron's
streams, since he, my beautiful, my erring son,
turned his steps towavds the cities of the plain.
Surely 1 told him tiat, thongh Gomorrah's grapes
were sweet, and Sodom’s daughters comely, the
Lord, the Jehovah of tirc Hood, hada controversy
with those cities of Beiial  But he would not
hearken to my voice, and he did not fear the re-
buke of my countenance, 2t whichh Satan has
trembled, and lo! e went out from the dwellings
of Salem, and yet comcth not!  Surcly I have
heard in the visions of the night a voice, fore-
warning me of this, and saying, ‘Melchisedec,
beware of him that eateth of thy bread and drink-
cta of thy cup, and is to thee evenasason. Is
he not of Ham, and of Canaan the acenrsed?  Is
he not of the seed of the serpent?  Verdly, an
encmy cast him at thy door.”™  And the old man
trembled as he spake; but, ashe spake, a speck
amid the blazing south becomes visible, and first
assumes the figure of 2 man, shaped out amid the
right glinuner, and then the form, the face, the
features of Irad, and, springing from the door, the
fond father, by right of adoption, forgets his an-
ger, while kissing thie cheek, the brow, and cyes
of him whom his soul loved—the young, the fair,
the noble Irad, the stafl of Melchised. ¢'s age, the
heir-appavent of his kingly throne, the inheritor
of liis uncarthly lore and tremendous seerets.

“I-havé wandered, O, my father,” said Irad,
with a choked voice.

Jehovah

¢ But thou hast rcturned, my son.
hath brought thes to thy right mind; truly, X

feared that, once sucked, feeble straw that thou
ary, intoithe gull of Sodom’s abominations, thy
soul had become the prey of the destroyer. I
feaved for thee, my child, and I prayed for thee
with unutterable groanings; but God heard my
cry, and thou art again besideme”  And theold
mwan lid his hand on the head of the youth, and
the youth wept much, and then there was silence
in the dwelling.

“ What hast thou seen, my son?
as I told you?”

And the young man answered, *Yea, father,
thou art as though one did consuit with the oracle
of God: have patience with me, and I will tell
vou all. Thou kuowest, my father, how often
and how long I said unto thee, * Let me go, I pray
thee, and see the goodly land, whereof the herds-
men from the Jordan have told me, which is as
the garden of God, well watered everywhere, and
whereon stand the stately cities, the smoke of
which thou showedst.ne from the top of Olivet.

I am weary of seeing the sun rise and set on the
same hills continually.” And thou saidst, ¢ Nay,
my son, be such a thought far from thee: didst
thon not hear me say that, yet a little while, and
those cities, the cry of which had gone up to hea-
ven, would be destroyed ?  Wouldst thou perish
in the destruction of the cities?  Go not, my son,
I adjure thee by the Jehovah of the flood.” But
I heard thee, 0, my father, as one that heard thee
not. I issned from thy dwelling as one who, in a
dream, throws himself over a precipice. South-
castward, following the current of Kedron’s wa-
ters, T went on, startling the snake amid the thick
bushes, which stung me not, and rousing the lion
from his sceret lair, which looked sternly, but,.
without touching me, sprang farther into his
thicket. At times I looked backward to the
mountaing which overhang Salem, and sighed,
and wished to return.  But meanwhile my feet,
asif possessed by the demons, bare me onwards;
and, after a little season, upon climbing a bold
hill which overhung the Kedron, I saw Jordan
rolling its waves through a waste of brashwood
and sand, on its southward journey. I clapped
my hands for joy, when I saw the stream, which
is to this weary land as the rivers that run by
Eden, and bore on them the shadows of angels,
and were rippled by the voice of God speaking
to Adam. Aund I stooped down, and I drank of
the waters, and I cooled in them my burning
brow, and, springing up again, like a lion from
the swellings of Jordan, sped onwards still to-
wards the city. Night came down upon e as I
went, and I stumbled in that valley which is full >
of slime pits, but fell not.  And as I came near
the city, behold! it shone with lampsand torches,
like the night when all the stars are travelling
through the black heavens.  And I wondered, O
my father, for it was midnight, and thy lamp alone
in Salem was wont to see that datk and silent
hour. The gites of the city were open, and ¥
went in with fear aud trembling.  For, asI passed
through the streets, I saw men and wonien stag-
gering in drunkenuess, and I heard shoutings and
singings, and surcly there were some that cursed .
Jchovah.by name, and others that cursed them-
sclves, and others that cursed Abraham and thee,.
O.father. And.a.band of the sons of Belial, mad.
with wine, met me, and lo! uplifted in their hands

Isitnot even
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a naked skeleton, and on its brow a scroll of red
letters, ¢ Death,” and they sang and they shouted,

¢ This is our enemy, we have canght him, and we | gpect, yet hendin
ghall do to him what he hath done to many,” and { fyre the wind.

they threw the skeleton, who had been one of
themselves, into a mighty fire in the middle of the
street, and they danced avound it, and one strip-

l
l

the scattering darkness, did her mild blue eye
gleam through her raven locks. Her form was
o, as that of a cedar bowing be-
Her brow was smooth, and high
and white. She blushed as she saw me, a stran-
ger, and I saw her small white hand tremble as it
held the silver lamp, which showed me her

ped of his garments, and crying with a loud peauty. And I, father, felt my check, too, burn

voice, ¢ Ile must not burn alone,” sprang into the
fire; and the others laughed, and methought that
the skeleton, from the midst of the flame, smiled
borribly ; but I saw no more, for fear gave me
wings, and I fled very swiftly, Andas I fled, I
heard a high female voice shricking out,  Father,
force me not I and other voices said, ¢ Let us to
J0ar, this is hell, and one seemed to reply, ¢ The
time is not come.” And one met nie, and crying,
¢ Whither fleest thou?” grasped me by the hair
and said, * Thou must with me to the square of
the city,’ and I strugaled, but he prevailed, and
dragged me along, and I thought his hand was
hot, as if it bad passed acress the red bars of a
furnace. Aundlo! in the centre of the square, a
great multitude of people, and in the midst of
them a pit of boiling pitch, and many torches
were around it, and by its brink stood three, one
a fair female, and another, her brother, with locks
yellow as gold, and a third, their father, with his
thin grey hairs, flickering in the breath of the
torches. And I heard a hoarse voice saying,
CWill you curse the Jehovah of the flood ?' " And
they all said No3* and I saw them no more, for
the ring closed nearer around them, and I heard
them plunged into the pitch, and a shout, fierce
and loud, arose up in the night, and I heard voices
cry, * Bring hither Lot, his wife, and daughters,
that we do unto them likewise ;” but others said,
¢ Not so, for he dwelleth quictly in the midst of
us.’ And now I found myseclf alone, for he that
had brought me hither had left me, I kuew not
how nor where. And as I went along, I heard
some saying to their neighbours, that a purpose
was determined against the city, but they laughed
and said, ¢ Thereshall be no morefloods” AndX
wandered here and there, till at the western gate
of the city Y met a very aged man.  And he first
stared curiously at me, by the glimmering light of
the moon, just setting in the west, and then said,
¢Whither goest thou, my son? Thou art surcly
astrangerin the city;” and T answered, *Yea, fa-
ther, I an, and weary with long wandering, would
fain repose, though it were on a couch of straw.
And he said, ‘¥ollow me;’ and I followed the
aged man. Andafter a certain time, he stopped
at the door of a large and princely dwelling, and
knocking thereat, it was opened by a young and
lovely maiden.”

—

CHAPTER II.

“Troy hast told a fearful tale, my Irad, and X
thank God, who hath saved thee with a great de-
liverance from the mouth of destruction. But
tell me more, 1 pray thee, for my heart panteth
and trembleth for thy sake, as the wearied deer
for the brooks of water.”

¢ Father," said Trad, © the maiden who met me
at the door was beautiful as the first star which
canie forth from the clouds of the flood upon the
efe of Noah; likc that star as it shone.through

as I gazed on her, for such lovelinesshad I never
scen before, no, not in the visions of the night,
when angels, as thou sayest, come to ourbeds, to
look at us, the ruins of the fall, and to sow sweet
thoughts, like flowers, upon them.  She led our
way into a chamber, large, and lighted with seven
lamps, and then escaped from my sight. Theold
man next followea, but, after an hour’s absence,
returned to the chamber, and while he set bread
and wine before me, I wondered as I gazed at
him, with a great admiration. He scemed like to
one whom I knew, but whose name I could not
for 2 moment remember, till at last I found it
was to thee, O, father.  Yet, oh, his face was far
otherwise than thine to behold, for below his bald
forchead there shone eyes bright and fearful as
thoge of the serpent, which lookedat me as if they
would devour me, body and soul.  Iis tecth were
all uprooted, save one, which scemed like the
tusk of the wild boar. Mis face was darker far
than thine, as if two suns had long shone on it.
His beard hung down to his girdle, and was white
as snow. Iissize was that of a son of Anak.
And on his lips, which scemed Iarger than man’s,
there wasa smile which made my blood cold, and
which ran to and fro upon his face, like bluelight-
ning upon a midnight sky. e seemed as old a8
Satan, and I thought, ‘Is this the enemy of God,
whose laughter, as the last man was drowned in
the flood, shook the ark, and was heard by thee
above the roar of the fountains of the great
deep? ButI ate my bread and drank my wine
insilence. The old man, too, spoke not till my
meal was ended, when he liftod up a club from
the floor, glared on me, and said, *I know thee
who thou art, and whence thouart, and what thou
seckest in this city. Thy nameis Irad ; thy father
(as it is supposed) is Melchisedec, whom I hate as
1 hate the gates of death.  Thouhast come to see
the daughters of the land, but thou shalt never
return again. As sure 88 my name is Caphtorim,
shall I destroy thee. Hast thoun not leaped into
the jaws which have long panted to devour thee ®
And ashe spoke, herose and approached, when I
fell at his feet and cried out, ‘Old man, for the
sake of Jehovaly, spare my life, for verily X am a
peaccful stranger.”  And the old man said, with a
shriek which made the lamps tremble, ¢ Jchovah!
him I hate, for he cursed me, and drave me from
my people, and heated his sun seven times hotter
over my head, and 1nade my children curse me,
and cursed them for my sake, and—but I bave
stirred up Sodom and Gomorrah against him, and
made them a stench in his nostrils, a fire that
burneth 0l the day.  And for thee > ¢Be-
ware, O Caphtorim!” I cxclaimed, ‘of the pur-
pose of the Lord against the city, Jest he take
thee also away by a stroke.” And the old man
drew back, and Jeant himself upon his club, and
laughed 8 wild and hollow laughter, 28 he said,
¢Salem ball sce hell as soon as Sodom, and Mel-
chisedec perish as soon as Caphtorim—but thon
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at least must cumber my ground no more.” So
saying, he struck his club upon the floor, and
there entered, alas! my father, not the beautcous
maiden, but three sons of Belial, whose faces were
black as a coal, and they were all in stature like
the seed of the giants ; and he cried, * Sons of the
curse, bind this perverse boy, and carry him to
my dungeon till he die, for I have given him his
Jast bread and wine.  Yea, and he has seen Tirzah
the beautiful, and will madden with hopeless love,
as well as perish in hunger, for I hated him, and
his father, and his God." And the men of Belial
seized upon me, resisting in vain, and lifted me
in their arms, and carried me out of the chamber
which was lighted up, into one of outer darkness.
And there they wreathed around me a cord, and
I felt myself descending between the sides of a
deep pit; and lo! when I touched the ground, the
cord was cut from above, and I was alone. X
heard them laugh as they left me, and Joud above
all was the laughter of the old man. I heard, too,
& door crashing as it was shut, and then all was
silent. Father, I trembled very exceedingly, and
the more when I stretched my hands in the dark-
ness, and alv! there were dead men’s bones on
every side, and I knew that I was not the first
who had gone down into that prison-house. But
I remembered thee and thy God, and I prayed
and I wept, and my soul came unto me again;
and, to raise me above the mire, I made me a
pile of the dead men’s bones, and I sat upon it,
and I slept, and my sleep was sweet unto me;
yea, even there, with the side of the pit for my
pillow. Two days passed away, and I founu hun-
ger gnawing my bowels like 2 worm, when I
hearkened and heard, and firsta door was slowly
opened, aud then there were steps like the steps
of men, and then for 2 season there was silence.
And then a torch flashed on the top of the pit,
and I saw a vessel descending toward me, and
there came a voice saying, ¢ Arise aud eat’ I
arose at the voice. I opened the vessel, and be-
hold it was a dish of salt and savoury meat; and I
ate it gladly. But I began to thirst and cried
out, ‘%ivc me also to drink.” Andlo! the ves-
scl was taken up, and after a season wasreturned
to me; but, when I opened the lid, tl‘src was not
in it a drop of wine or of water to cool'mny tongue.
And the cords were drawn up again speedily, and
I heard another hoarse Jaugh, and, looking up, I
saw the face of the old man grinning down upon
me, and he cried, ¢Thirst on till we meet againy
and the torches were then withdrawn, and the
bolts of the door were shut; and I wasIeft alone
and burning with thirst in the dungeon of dead
men’s bones. Father, it would gricve thy spirit
1o tell thee how I ran about the pit in nisery,
how I shouted in agony, and was fain to cat of
the wet living creatures that I found in the bot-
tom of the dungcon, amidst the mire. Another
day passed, and I lived still, but was desivousnow
to dic, and thought, indeed, that my end was near,
when suddenly I heard a great sound, as it many
thunders were undermy fect, and the sides of the
pit were moved, and the dead men's bones shook
"around me. X raised myself straightway from the
sleep of death that was passing over me, and
stood up. I heard dreadful sounds, as of fear,
from the chambers of the house, and then there
was deep silence. But surcly now the hour of

my deliverance was fully come. For the bolts of
the chamber were drawn aside, and a step, light
as the dance of rain-drops, was heard, and a torch
flashed again down the sides ofthe pit; butthere
appeared beside it, not now the fuce of the old
man, but, blessed be the God of Melchizedec!
that of the fuir maiden whom I had seenat the
beginning.  She let down to me a light ladder,
and I rose on it in haste to the mouth of the
dungeon. And she said, for she bore with her &
loaf of bread anda bottle of wine, ‘Eat and drink
and then flee for thy life.” And while I ate and
drank, and my strength came to me, she told me
that there had been a great earthquake, which
had shaken all the dwellingsin Sodom, and driven
all the people in terror into the streets; that
Caphtorim and his servants were there, but would
peradventure speedily return; that she had pur-
posed to save me, or to perish with me, and had
tarried in the dwelling, but that I must now de-
part. Father, I besought her to flee with me,
but she said ¢ Nay ;' and while I waited, and im-
plored her to escape from the accursed city, I
heard the voice of the old man crying to his com-
panions without the gate, ‘Surely the bitterness
of death is past,’ and then I knew that I must es-
cape and flee. The maiden broughtme to a door
leading out secretly to the street, and, asshe
bade me haste, she lifted up her voice and wept.
I kissed her, and plunged into the night; and lo!
Ihave now returned into thy beloved dwelling,
and trust that I have received grace in thy sight.

CIAPTER III.

Avr that night was peaceful under the rooftree
of Melchisedee. The youth slept as if he had
never slept before, so profound was his draught
of the waters of forgetfulness. The old man
dreamed long before he slept, as he gazed on the
youthful form of the slumbering Irad, and after
he slept, continued long to dream of his darling
child. But, when at last the morning came, behold
Irad was not in the dwelling! Melchisedec's
heart sunk within him, and he said, “ SurelyIam
bereaved of my only son. Whither can he have
again strayed? Isit, alas! after the eyes of her
whom he saw in the house of bim whom I know
but too well, aud who hates me with a perfect
hatred #”  And as he spoke, he arose and looked
southward over the plain.  But all was empty and
solitary. And as the hour for his daily worship
of God had comé, he betook himself to the roof of
his house, and looking to the east, threw himself
on his face, worshipped Jchovah, and mingled
with it a prayer for Irad, his lost child, and came
down, and, after partaking of his morning meal
of pulse and milk, went forth to judge his people,
as aforetime, in the midst of the little town of
em.

But where was Irad? Me had risen, and had
gone forth to look abroad.at sunrise, when he is
aware of three men passing south-westward along
the ridgy rise of the hills, ~ As they pass, they fix
their eyes upon Melchisedec’s dwelling, and these
eyes to Irad seem, although turncd away from the
sun, to be of burning fire.. But, as helooks, they
revert southwaird their-gaze, and turn southward
their eager and quickening steps, till in the die-
tance they aeem a8 onC man croesing the outline
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of the mount\in and disappearing from view. “1
nmust follow,” sid the youth, and after returning
and I\xesmw softly the lips of Melchisedec, he
bursts away in pursuit of the three. On surmount.
ing the hill, and looking below, there spreads out
before his eye alarge and f'omle plain, hemmed
in on all sides by mm"\f.un\ which become more
precipitous amd ‘tow ering \\hue on the south-cast
they divide the plain from the valley of the Jordan
and the devoted cities. TFlocks and herds ave
grazing onit, andin the centre there stands a tent,
with many smaller dwellings seattered behind lt
and a venerable man cmtcd under a sycamore,
which casts its cool shadow over the door. As
the mysteriousthree draw near, the old man arvises,
runs forward to meet them, "snd bows himself| ¢
down on his face to the ‘rmlmd then rushes back
towards the tent; :md, after brief stay, re-
appears, hasting toward theherd, and takes thence
a calf, gives it to a young man to dress it, takes
Duster and milk, and sets it hefore the strangers,
and they cat, or scem to eat. While all this is
heing done, Irad with fear and haste creeps for-
ward from onc bush to another, till he has reached
a covert whence he can both see and hear clearly.

The appearance of Abraham, whom Irad had
seen before when Melehisedec gave himbread and
wine after the battle of the plain, was that of one
younger far than Melchisedee or Caphtorim, and
seemed as if it were never to be older than itwas,
Long and bushy, although grey, were his locks,
ard descended to his "udle A mountain of
snow, rising amid forests, was his forchead. Ilis
eye was dark as death, \cL wild as spring.  Iis
stature was lofty, and, unlike that of the two now
spoken of, was not bent at all by time: it was
crect as a- pillar of palm.  And while might and
majesty moved in every step, a smile of ineffable
repose, as if born from some glorivus vision for
ever before his view, lay on ]l)a lips, nay, seem-
ed to cireulate over him all.  Iis eye, his head,
his lips, his stature, scemed to loox upward and
forward ; cven when he bowed in reverence hefore
the meswnnra of Heaven, it was as if the faith
and fatherhood of & million of saints were gather-
ed into his face and his bearing.

Scated under the same S\ camore were the
strange three ; and Irad woundered, as he turned
from _Abralizn to gaze at their fuces and forms,
which were not like those of the sons of men.
Clear and distinet above were their three faces,
radiant, wmild, piereing, softer than woman, strong-
ertha  .an, subtler than a shade, and yet more
firin and fervid than a sun shining in his strength
with perfect purity, blended with ¢ grace, and with
aspects which would have been ter rific to repulsion
and dismay to a dweller in Sodom, but were to
Irad and Abraham as attractive as awful. As to
age, they scemed to “wear with difference the
co-nqlnl “hrightness of fadeless youth.”  One face
had more of leonine grandeur in its lines; a
second more of mf'mtmc loveliness, and the tlnrd
more of the piercing visage of an eagle. But when
they looked, their three faces r'ncd out one
meaniug, and when th(,) spoke, their voices, which
were mns’xc'm) sweet, yet strong as a.lion’s ‘voice,
seemed onch'xrmonv woven from three conseuting

chords, like the voices of three streaws- mec&m«r .

at eventide.

Irad with eager carlistened to the conversation.

between them and Abrabam, heard them predict
that Sarah, his wife, was to’ have a son; heard
Sarah l'uwhm" in scorn within the tent; saw a
majestic shade of anger passing over the faces of
the three once and again as she denies that she
had laughed, and heard them renew the promise.
But now the meal is over, the sun is sinking to-
ward the west; the guests arise, and Abrabam
departs a little way with them.  And as Sarah
again retires into the tent, Irad glides past the
door, and, moved by an irresistible impulse, follows
their sonthward steps. At length they reach the
suunumit of a hill, comm.mdm" the course of the
Jordan, the pl.un and the smoke of the cities,
vising up in the still evening aiv like a Llood-red

canopy. Ilere they pause, as if to part, and Irad,
throwing himself down below a tree half-way up
the ascent, witnesses a scene which thrilled his
being to its foundation.

More than mortal, as they stand on the hill, and
in the light of the d)m« day, seem the st wtures
of the men.  But suddcnlv as they talk to Abra-
ham, « bright mist hides ther from Trad’s v iew,
then rises up towards heaven, dilating and decp-
ening as it ascends—furs next into the likeness
of mighty wheels, flashing with all the colours of
the rmﬁbow which clnn"e, and interchange, and
nun"le——and the three faces re-appear from the
midst of a confusion of glory half-way up toward
the zenith, looking down with solemn and stead-
fast aspeet upon Abraham, who has fallen upon
his face in wonder and in worship, Irad, whisper-
ing to himself, “It is the glovy of the great
Ji chovah ? faints in terror away.

When restored to himself, the sun has set, the
large stavs of the oriental m"ht are out, but seem
dint in that blaze of alory which is still shining,
and in those faces which, like three wighty planets
touching each other, form the centre of its bright-
ness.  Between Irad and this unspeakable glorg,
and immediately beneath the wheels and the faces,
lncels, with reverent looks and hands clasped in
supplication, a man. 1t is Abrabam; and as Tiad
listens, he hears him, with strong crying and sobs,
pleading for Sudum and Gomorrah, and it secems
to be thc thunder which is answering at intervals
his words. Trad can only gather that Sodons i to
be destroyed on the morrow, unless ten righteons
persons be found therein. "Aund then there is o
stir amid the still glory, and a noise as the noise
of a host is heard, and the vast wheels lift up
themselves and bocomc wings, stretching out to
the ends of hieaven, and with eyes on each wine,
and the pomp moves slowly upward, and the faces
fade as they ascend, and the stars are again clear,
and the glory of the Lord hath passed uttuly
away. Abrabam, with dejected look, returns to-
ward his place, wd the youth could have toucred
the hem of his mantle, as he came down the bisl
with lingering step. But when he has passed. Trad
leaps up and says alone to himself, *“0: 1y ten
persons. I shall yetsave the city, or perish with
it and with uEr.” And, thus erying, he leaps
like & desperate man into the southern darkness,
and hies towards Zoar.

{To be continuced.)

The man who anticipates too muchi in the fu-
ture, loses the present; he looks before hito, and
has his.pocket picked.



CHRISTMAS EVE.

65

CHRISTMAS EVE.
A TALE OF NEW YORK STATE.,

———

ny “ERrro.”

It is Christmas Eve ; and mankind from the cas-
tle fo the cottage have turned care out of doors.
The *“Yule Log” burns brightly upon many a
hearth—and its red beams flash joyfully upon
many a young and rosy check. Families long
sundered, are again for the happy moment united.
The gray-haired sire, no less than his light-hearted
grandchild, feels the genial influence of the hour,
the gladdening light of that brave old yule log
has struck twenty years from the ages of the
oldest. Not young men and maidens only, but
old men and matrons, fathers and husbands,
mothers and wives, all scem to have gone mad
together, and are children again.  Many a merry
joke and gay laugh goes réund, the scenes of
their childhood are recalled; old, half-forgotten
tales are told; a thousand griefs are forgotten;
poverty, that dread phantom which pursueth
many, fecls for the time that his power is gone.
The old year is on his last legs, with all his sor-
rows, and all his joys; let him go! We bear him
no ill-will!  We will light him out with a rousing
fire ; breathe one sigh over the hopes he has
withered, and light up a thousand-new ones to
hail the coming of the dawning year,

Such is the scene withing but without, the
night is dark, dreary and-dismal. The rain pat-
ters heavily upon the fallen leaves, and murmurs
hoarsely like the rushing of a distant torrent,
through the desolate branches of the leafless trees.
There is but little wind, and. that little seems
unhappy, and wanders moaning alimost inaudibly,
like a homeless outeast, from bill to hill, without
rest or peace. Few would be out willingly in
cuch a night; but on Chrismas Eve, none; and
yet there is an old man muffied to the cyes, sit-
ting' bolt upright upon his ambling nag, the
muddy- road splashing and glancing beneath his
horse’s feet, and the drenching rain.dripping in-
tiny rivulets froin his slouchicd hat as he jogs:
along. 'Who may this bo; who on such & night
of festivity, and at an age when he ought'to
Jknow better, is toiling on through the thick dark-
ness? Is it not a holiday to- the rich and'the
poor, the master and. the laboarer? And can
there be any-work which might not have: been
put off—any journcy which might'not have been
delayed until' the morrow? Or is this some
wretched slave of gold, who, unblest by the
soothing tenderness of ‘a partner, or the gentle
endcarments of a family as he-sinks into the vale
of years, knows no difference between his weary
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days, save by the amount of paltry gain which
cach succeeding one adds to his mouldering hoard ?
O judge not too harshly, too hastilyl—he is a
busband and a father, nor these only in name ;
but one of the tenderestsensibilities. This night
alone of all the year, in accordance with a family
custom, ever religiously observed, have all his
children gathered around him again. There is
but one man in the community, who at such a
time and on such a night, would relinquish his
cosy casy-chair amidst the bosom of his family,
to prosecute a lonely and toilsome journey through
the dreary and broken roads,  the doctor.” One
only inducement which could prevail upon him to
do so—a conviction that it was a duty imposed
upon him.*

Not, let it be understood, a duty to his family
or to himself; like the majority of his profession,
who have nothing eclse to depend upon, he is
poor, but by no means destitute; and the wants
of his family or himself, no longer reguire as
they have too often done, that he should expose
his now aged head upon such a right, to the
inclement weather, or leave Ins social and happy
hearth to obtain for those who are dependant
upon him, necessary food. No!—it is his duty
to his neighbor, the exercise of charity, which
alone could turn him out upon the present ccca-
sion. No fee, however tempting, would foi its
own sake have proved a sufficient consideration.
His heart is richer than his hand ; and notwith-
standing all he has suffered from the ingratitude
of his species, and few have had a better insight
into the human heart, his own has ever over-
flowed with kindness and charity towards them,
and s still, as ever, ready to attend to the mean-
est call of the wretched and destitute.

Heis thinking;—-that old man, jogging along
in the dreary solitude ; thinking of the time, when
with high hopes and higher honors, a light heart
and 2 lighter. purse, he embarked upon the tide of
life, He had high and noble aspirations then:
what would he not accomplish upon earth? he.
has higher, nobler agpirations now—but bishopes:
point not to carth, but to Heaven. Heis think-
ing of all that he has-suffered aud undergone in
the arduous prosecution of the profession, to which
he has devoted himself since then. Of the men-
tal solitude in which for many years he dwelt, an
alien amongst an‘ignorant and prejudiced people,
who, unable to appreciate his talents aud abilities,
jealous of the race from whence he sprung,

& “Erro?? must pardon us for reminding him that the:
Clergy of every Christian communion have always been,
and ever will he, found as rcady and willing to brave the

storm, at the call of duty, as the Doctor—all horor 10 hoth
for 30 doing.—EDd,
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and incompetent to form suitable associates for
one of a highly cultivated mind, were yet in their
narrow-mindedness ready cnough to impute to him
the meanest and most despicable motives, and to
take advantage of every quibble to rob him of the
hard carned fruits of his labor.

Ile is thinking of the weary days and nights of
toil, which have prematurely blanched hishairand
sapped his constitution ; of his wrestlings with
poverty, and all the cvils that flesh is heir to. e
is thinking of the many around him, who, with half
the edueation, ability and perseverance with which
he feels himself cudowed, have long since out-
stripped him in the race—and while he is yet in
his old age, reaping a scanty competence by the
Iabor of his own hands, are revelling in wealth
which they have attained by a far shorter and
easier road ; but he envies them not—he would
go through it all again for the love which he bears
to his own glorious profession. No one knows
better than himself, that death is not the end of
life, but only ashort and necessary change through
which a higher, loftier life must be attained. He
has educated his children as he himself was edu-
cated, and, cach following the bent of his own
particular genius is fighting his own way upwards
through the labyrinthine mazes of this sublunary
world: and what cares he now for wealth? The
few and simple wants which a life of toil and pri-
vation has allowed to become necessaries are easily
supplied ; and in the benevolent exercise of know-
ledge, and the quict retirement of his study, he
can pass almost unnoticed and unknown, as he has
lived and labored, through the few short and
tranquil days which yet lic between him and the
grave.

‘What then should cast a gloom upon his brow,
—what, for the moment, cause that shadow of
discontent and annoyance to flit across his usually
placidface ?  Bitterreflectionsleave theirimpress
there—and this is the cause of them.

It is the fashion in this degencrate age and
country, and one of the most pregnant signs of its
ignorance and imbecility, to slight and throw re-
proach upon his office. Men, contemptible
from their ignorance; formidable from their politi-
cal influence ; the most worthless, unprincipled
and designing of mankind, have taken upon them-
selves to assune his hard carned title and honors,
And the State Legislature, blindly believing that
the popular principles, can be as readily and

appropriately applied to intellectual and scien-
tific pursuits, of which they know nothing, as to

footing as himself, in the social seale.  Heknows,
for he is not a fool, that to do this in reality, is
impossible ;—the story of the daw in borrowed
plumes is familiar to him, and he knows that no
amount of eagle’s feathers will enable a corbie to
soar,upwards to the sun. e feels that the cdu-
cation and intelligence of the country are with
him—that no legislative enactment can taint his
fair fame.  But he feels justly, that the noble and
useful profession to which he belongs, and himself
as an individual, though humble member thereof,
has been grossly injured. With high minded and
intelligent statcsmen, he might hope to be heard ;
but he cannot, in his old age, stoop to the low
trickery and nnderhanded means, which it would
be necessary for him to adopt, in order to meet his
opponents upon their own ground. He cannot
liope to convert the senate-house into a platform
of common-sense and intelligence, upon which
alone he can make a stand—he feels that he has
noredress; that the circumstances of the timein
which he lives, have placed humbug and quackery
at a premium, and plain, straightforward honesty
and sterling integrity at a discount ; heis disgusted
at the indignity which has been offered to him—
and the insult rankles in his bosom.

But he has been trained in the school of advers-
ity ; he is no stranger to neglect and disappoint-
ment ; he has learnt to look to a higher tribunal
than that of his fellow men, for a just appreciation
of hislabors ; and as he plods wearily on,a brighter
and happier expression chases the shadows from
his thoughtful brow, and he enjoys in the perform-
ance of his duty, that true and genuine satisfaction,
whiclrin the present instance,as in toomany others,
is likely to be the only reward or remuneration of
his toil. ’

IIe has some distance yet to travel, nearly nine
miles altogether from his home; and the night is
so dark, and the roads so nearly impassable, that
he is obliged to go on horse-back, as the only
probable way of ultimately reaching his destina-
tion. A few pacesbehind him, upon a bare-backed
poney, his ragged clothes searcely sheltering his
shivering limbs from the pelting shower, and his
red, unclothed feet, kicking vigorously at the spare
sides of his shaggy poney, ashe urgeshim to keep
up with his better mounted companion, is the
urchin who has threaded those dreary paths,
before, that night, in search of the Doctor.

We will pass overthe intervening miles quicker
than they were accomplished by our venerable
friend, and conduct ourrcaders at once to the door

the sale of butter and bacon, of which they know
much, have endcavoured to sink him below his
level, by placing these upon the same apparent

of the small and rude log hut, upon whose latch
his hand i now.]aid in the. act of entering.
1t.is adrunkard’s home : in which short, simple
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and cxpressive sentence, we bave presented a
vivid picture of the nearcst approach to ahell up-
on earth. Christmas eve, the most joyous egening
of the year, casts no gleam of happiness within
that wretched and dismal abode. Heaven hath
abandoned it and its wretched owner; and virtu-
ous Earth, and all who dwell upon her, following
as they usually doyin the footsteps of the crowd,
have long since with a sigh of very cquivocal
charity given them over to perdition. The door
opens, and we enter with himn.

The hut contains but one room, enclosed by
four outside rough, unhewn log walls, imperfectly
chinked with clay and moss. There is no ceiling,
save what is formed by the slabs which compose
the gabled roof, now black, grimy and smole-
stained. There i3 a large uncouth stone fireplace
and chimney, with afew decaying brands smoking
upon the broken hearth, all that is left of a fire
apparently made up many hours ago. Nothing
can be more desolate and cheerless than the whole
aspect of the apartinent, if such it can be called,
~—and it is silent as the grave—the only sound
that is heard ag we enter, being the solitary, dis-
mal drip, drip, dripping of the rain drops which
have found easy entrance through the insuffici-
ent roof ; and yet even here may be traced by
the flickering and uncertain light of the dying fire,
some attempt at tidiness and order. A rough
pine stand of the rudest and most unfinished work-
manship, bearing evident traces of its having been
manufactured by a novice in the joiner'sart, occu-
pies onc corner ; and here, with an effort to make
the best of circumstances, the dilapidated china
and crockery of the household has been carefully,
even tastefully arranged; the least shattered
picces filling the most prominent places; and all,
from the broken plates and cups, here and there
introduced to fill up some hiatus in the arrange-
ment, to the rough pine table in the middle of the
floor, are scrupulously heat and clean. Butevery
little attempt which hasbeen made towards a look
of comfort, scrves only by its lamentable insuffi-
ciency to give the whole interior a more dreary
and forlorn appearance. Within alittle erib upon
the floor, made by nailing four rough boards
together at the corners, and evidently constructed
by the architect of the cupboard, whoever that
might be, are sleeping two children, somewhere
about the ages of two and three respectively, upon
a straw bed ; they are tumbled together as if they
bad climbed in of their own accord, and had fallen
asleep in the first position they fell into; their
ragged dresses’ which they still wear, showing
however, many uncquivocal marks of liaving been
stitched -and mended to' the tmost bounds of

possibility. The doctor’s eye, acerstomed to such
scenes, glanced rapidly over the room as he
entered. There was @ bed in one corner of it,
and towards it his eye, after a momentiry survey
of the objects we have deseribed, turned inquir-
ingly as he closed the door. Alfemale form was
lying upon it, but no voice greeted him as he
entered. Ife closed the door silently ; he had a
heart even for her afiliction, and thinking that
worn out nature might at last hase yielded to
sleep, he stole noisclessly to-the bed side. One
single glance served-to remove all doubt—Death
had beem there before him, and his practiced eye
too surely recognised at the firsthasty glance, the
ineffuceable footmarks he had left upon that pale
and sorrowful countenance. Yes, alone in the
dreary solitude. of that lonely hut, the young and
tender being before him, had met the grim tyrant
face to face, and yielded up her soul to God!
Scencs of suffering, sorrow and distress were fami-
liar as houschold words; but there was some-
thing so terrible, so oppressive, in thesilent lone-
liness of that desolate abode, tenanted only by
unconscious infants and thesleeping dead ; some-
thing which so cried aloud for sympathy o his
heart, in that cold, fixed, appealing eye, turned
in its upward, stony, dying gaze towards Heaven,
that involuntarily as the sad picture of forsaken
misery met his gaze, he covered his eyes with
his hand and wept. .

Alas! poor Mary! The kindly sympathy and
assistance of one generous heart might a few short
hours ago have saved thee. Thine was not an
inevitable death—but the wailings of thy untold -
sufferings fell only upon the insensible ears of
solitude and night. And on the eve of that:
blessed day when the Son of God came down upon:
earth to save sinners, no hand save that of a fee-
ble old man was put forth tohelp thee—and time,
the irredeemable time, had been wasted in delays,,
ere he conld bring thee succour.

As such harrowing reflections forced them-
selves upon him, the door again opened ; and the
ragged, barefooted boy, drenched and dripping,
from the wintry storm,whom we have already men-
tioned, entered the room, and walked towards the.
hearth, where, after shaking himself like a New-
foundland dog fresh from a river, he stooped
down, and gathering together the decaying
brands, scattered 2bout, began making up the fie.
His mission had been accomplished, the doctor
brought; and he felt easy in his mind, though.
his bodily circumstances were anything bit com.
fortable. A good fire, however, would soon iit-.
part new warinth to his chilled limbs, and' reapi:.
'mate his dripping body, and he roge from his krices
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with the apparentintention of bringing more wood
from without to kindle up the fire, Just then,
the deathly silence of the place scemed to rouse
him, and he cast a hasty glance towards the motion-
less bed, where the woman lay.

She was his sister ; and they were orphans and
strangers in a forcign Jand, whose language and
manners mocked them with a semblance of their
own. Poor child! instead of being the mother of
a family, she ought even yet to have beena light-
hearted, josous maiden. She was scarcely twenty,
and had married as too many young girls marry,
knowing little of the character of him to whom
she gave hersclf.  The passion he once felt or
professed towards her, had long since yielded to
one of a baser, ficrcer and more degrading nature,
the passion for drink, Poverty had, as it ever
does, followed closely upon the footsteps of vice,
as ravens in the wake of slaughter. The moral
man had fallen, and was destroyed utterly; and a
hellish, sensual, devilish incarnation of all the
worst passions of man’s evil nature, was all upon
which the delicate, broken-hearted wife and
mother had now to rest.

And yet, she had struggled onward, hopefully
cheerfully, lovingly ; for her’s was the age of hope ;
and love, once an inmate of that fair and gentle
bosom became its inhabitant for ever. Once she
had been mistress of a more suitable abode ;—but
it had flitted with their falling fortunes, as her
besotted husband sank daily deeper and deeperin
the unfathomable slough, whose ways go down to
hell, and its paths unto the dead; until scorned
and forsaken by all her acquaintances, for the very
1ove she still bore to him, pure, bright and hope-
ful as the love of an angel, she had at last been
rcduced to take refuge in this wretched, deserted
hovel, for shelter for herself aud her babes,

Winter, delayed longer than usual, was now
rapidly appronching, and yet another life than
her own beat within her bosom. Ruin and beg-
gary were upon her. She dared not look upon
the future. Like Marjana:

“ Her tears fell with the dews of cven,
Icr tears fell ere the dews were dried ;
She could not look on the sweet Heaven,
Either at morn or eventide,??

But she strove not to despair. With her own
frail and delicate hands had she, she herself, made
t'])g; little cupboard and crib, with'no other aid
than that of her little brotber, and given to the
v'érctched habitation what little semblance. of
comfort it possessed; and arraying her neat little
person in the well-saved clothes of a better, time.
She had that day, happy Christmas day, hallowed
teher gentle heart by happy. memories,of: old,
awaited paticatly the coming, of. her hushand,;

hoping and intending to make one more effort to
recall him to a sense of the misery to which his
cvil ways were leading them.

The sun had settled gloomily amidst dark and
threatening clouds upon the westward verge of
heaven ; darkness was winging its way towards
the.earth, and a few heavy pattering rain drops
were beginning to fall with & hollow sound upon
the roof, when stumbling heavily towards the
door of his abode, the drunkard raised the latch
and entered his home.

Door, wretched, debauched vietim of intempe-
rance, of moral insanity ; already hath the idiotcy
of incbriety laid its mark upon thy brow: thy
heavy lack-lustre eyes have not even the intelli-
gence of thy dog—thy foetid breath stinks of
the rottenness within—thy bloated cheeks and
drooping jaw no longer retain the saliva which
dribbles from them idiotically, helplessly. What
attribute of thy manhood hast thou yet left to
love? Tonor! it is far from thee. Ionesty!
thou art a knave, paltry and cruel. Pity! Love!
thou knowest not their name. Courage! thou art
afraid of thine own bideous shadow. Truth! thou
art a very liar ; a perjured, fulse-hearted traitor-
ous liar, and thou knowest it with what little dull

intelligence or instinet yet cleaves to thee. Who

can look upon thee but with scorn—who regard
thee but with leathing and abhorrence? Ohl
ask it not—there is one, the tenderest and the
best, she who of all others thou bast most imme-
diately injurcd who loveth thee, aye, loveth thee
still!

She had a welcome for thee even then, and no
woid of repining wherewith to upbraid thee——
she would make thy home thy happiest resort,
however ill thou mightest deserve it; and even
now when care graweth within, and hope hath
well nigh vanished from without, she bids thee
welcome.  She takes her seat beside thee, and
thy filthy, worthless hand in her own. She-gently
removes thy battered and clay-soiled hat—she
parts with her smooth, cool fingers, the matted
locks from off thy fevered brow—she Jooks upon
thee with those large, soft, gentle eyes, in which.
such fathomless, depths of pity and love are
dwelling. She strives to arouse thy latent tens
derness with the kindest endearments—she kisses
thee, unmindful, or willingly firgetful of thy
loathsomeness—she places her pure lips-to thine.
Wretch ! Fiend! worthy only of the bottomless;
depths of that hell where the sun of resurrce-
tion never shineth or shall shine, he strikes herl-
He, the demon of uncleanness und pollution has;
dared to lift his murderous hand against his min-
istering angel, 0, had the arm.of manhood then
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been there to dash thy worthless carrion into
dust! 0, had the eye of Him who regarded
thee from above withered thee upon the moment
everlastingly!  But no. The sun now shin-
eth upon the just and the unjust, and the day of
retribution hath not yet come. He rises with an
oath and reels to the door, leaving her where she
fell. Night hath fallen, and into the outer dark-
ness he plunges headforemost ; who knoweth but
it may be for ever!

And she, the wife, the patient, loving, trusting,
ill-requited angel—what of her?  Her last hope,
like the only remaining strand of the stout hemp-
en cable which held the stately vessel to her
moorings, hath parted; and heart-broken and
utterly overwhelmed by the floods of anguish
rolling over her, she is cast a hopeless, helpless
wreck upon time’s inhospitable shore !

But we have made a long digression, and our
feelings have run riot with our pen. We spoke
of the boy, she was his sister, aye, and had been
his mother, father, and all beside: he was too
weak yet to be her champion and avenger, but
he was ever her consolation and friend. e
moved towards the'bed and looked upon her face,
s0 calm, so still, so sorrowful: he placed his cold,
damp hand wupon her brow; alis! that brow
was even yet more cold, and no answering smile
of joyful recognition veturned his own intense
gaze of anguish and despair. With a deep sigh
he fell forward upon the body of his dead sister,
and the worthy doctor, taking his chill, insensible
body in his arms, bore him towards the fire, and
there by assiduous attentions which none kneiv
better how to afford, at length recalled him to &
sense of hislonely and wretched condition. Oh,
melancholy Christmas Eve—such are the festivals,
the holidays of a physician!

And was there no help nearer at hand #—could
no assistance be obtained for that poor, friendless
girl, whose travail-anguish was thus brutally and
prematurely brought on? There was; theré
might have been. At the short distance of a mile
from the hovel, resided one of those self-styled
“doctors” whom a Legislature deserving well of
the state, delight to honor. Practice, in this
branch of the profession at least, had givén hini a
tolerable knowlédge of its mysteries ; and now-he
occupied the post to the exclusion of others more
competent for the duties, and more willing, be-
cause better instructed, to undertake their respon-
sibilities. The people of the neighborhood were
prejudiced and ignorant. A cry of “éxclusive-

ness,” of “innvoation,” of “ parsecution,” had

been got up by the desigiing, and had'siceeeded-

in driving from among them & young, but well-

qualified and educated practitioner, who had ex-
pected, and with reason, to have been received in
that wilderness with open arms, The irregular
practitioner who had cffected his expulsion, and
now reigned triumphant, was a man of a coarse,
brutal, and mercenary nature, garmented, how-
ever, and masked by a smooth and oily covering
of deceit. He had been a ruined swindler many
years ago, and had attempted at that time to re-
trieve his fallen fortunes by turning preacher, and
conducting an extetsivé camp meeting in the
western part of Ohio, of which he was one of the
‘ghining lights.,” Since then he had wandered
and been lost to society for the space of four
years, and whether during that time he resided in
the penitentiary or California, has little to do with
our Christmas tale. Ie then appeared at the bar
of public justice under a charge of forgery, of
which he was ultimately acquitted, and took up
his quarters in the Township of T———; where he
still resides, having risen to the rank of mill-owner
squire, and justice of the peace.

To this man, as the nearest bearer of the title
¢ doctor,” the ragged boy hastened, after assisting
bis unfortunate sister to herbed; but how should
gentle pity or the love of a profession, of whose
simplest attainments he was grossly ignorant,
operate as a sufficient inducement with one whose
only object in assuming the title he disgraced, was
to prey upon the pockets of his deluded victims ?
The tattered garments of the dripping and breath-
less messenger were coolly scrutinized by the
pseudo-physician as he told his tale ; the exami-
nation had proved unsatisfactory ; and in the cold,
pitiless eye of the empiric he read refusal, ere the
voice which bid him seek such aid elsewhere had
fallen upon his indignant ear. There wasbutone
other within many miles—the gray-haired sire
whom we have already introduced; his urbanity
and humanity, no less than his skill, were widely
known, especially amongst the poor; and to him,
like a bird on the wings of the storm, flew the
shivering messenger on his bare-backed steed.
The result of his journey has been detailed.

Morning, dull, dark, and gloomy, at length
broke. The doctor i3 again in the bosom of his.
family, and two strange and ragged children are
undergoing, under his wife's superinténdence, the
process of being reclothed, At early traveller i
upon the road——what arrests his onward way ?
Why does his mettlesome horse snort and refuse
to advance? He alights from his conveyance, and,
in the middle of the road beholds the body of a
man lying face downwards in a puddle of water,
which the heavy rain of Christmas eve had ¢ol-
lected upon the spot; he rolls him over; life is
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extinct! Tt is the body of the miserable drunk-
ard of the log shanty; and this is a fitting end
for kim! Iie hath gone to confront, in another
world, her, who, a ministering angel of mercy
here, shall be an accusing, though silent, spirit
there.

—l -
WIHO IS MY NEIGOBOUR?

Tuy neighbour who ? son of the wild?

 All who, with me, the desert roan ;

The freemen sprang from Abram’s child,
Whose sword's his life, a tent his home—
‘Whose steeds, with mine, have drunk the well,
Of Hagar and of Ishmacl 2”

Who is our neighbour? Ask at Rome
The marble bust—the mould’ring heaps;
At Ctesiphon, the Parthian’s homne—

is bow’s now broke, his charger sleeps—
At every mound that awes or shoclks,
From Indus to the Grampian rocks.

A voice comes o’er the northern wave—
A voick from many a palmy shore—

Qur neighbour who? *The free—the brave—
Qur Lrother clansmen, red with gore,
‘Who battled on our left or right,

With fierce goodwill and giaut might.
Who, then, ’s our neighbour? Son of God,
In meckness and in mildness come!—
Oh! shed the light of life abroad,

And burst the ccrements of the tomb!
Then bid earth’s rising myriads move
From land to Jand on wings of love.

Qur neighbour's home's in every clime
Of sun-Lright tint, or darker hue,—

The home of man since ancient time,
The bright green isles, 'mid oceans blue;
Or rocks, where clouds and tempests roll
In awful grandeur near the pole.

My neighbours, they who groan and toil,
The seif and slave, on hill and plain

Of Europe, or of India’s soit,—

On Asia, or on Afric’s main,—

Or in Columbid's marshes deep,

‘Where Afric’s daughters bleed and weep.

Poor, sobbing thing, dark as thy sire,

Or mother sad, heartbroken, lorn—

And will they quench a sacred fire ?

And chall that child from her be torn?
*is done—poor wreceks, your cup is gall;
Yet ye're my neighbours, cach and all.

My neighbours all—cach needs a sigh,
Each in due form a fricndly prayer:—

¢ Oh ! raise the low, bring down the high
To wisdom's point and fix them there:
TWhere men are men, and pomp and pride
Are mark’d, and doow’d, and crucified.”

» Thou art my neighbour, child of pain;
And thou, lone pilgrim, steep’d in woe;
Our neighbour she, with frenzied brain,
Whose pangs we little reck or know ;
Who loved while hope and reason shone,
Nor ceased to love when both were gone.

Aund if on this green earth there be
One heart by baleful malice stung,
A breast that harbours ill to me,
A sland’rous, false, reviling tongue,~—
My neighbour he—and 1 forgive;
Oh! may he turn, repent, and live.
Axrcus.
————————

THE LATE MR. PUGIN AXD TIE REVIVAL
OF CHRISTIAN ARCHITECTURE.

BY WILLIAM IIAY, ARCHITECT, TORONTO.

CunisTian Architecture is the name given to that
peculiar style of building, commonly called the
Gothic, which predominated in western Europe in
the middle ages. It derived its origin from the
efforts' of Christians of preceding ages to embody
the principles and characteristics of their faith in
the structures which théy reared for the services
of their religion. The name is used to distinguish
it from the different denominations of Pagan
Architecture introduced into England about the
middie of the sixteenth cerntury. This continued
the favorite style for civil and monumental
Architecture, and, until the late revival of
Chiristian Art, most of our ecclesiastical edifices
came under this category.

The Pagan Architecture of Greece and Rome,
embodying, as it did, in every form of construc-
tion and variety of ornamental detail, the symbols
of an idolatrous worship, could be but ill-adapted
(one would suppoz=) to the forms and usages of
the Christian religlon.  Yet, this was the style of
art that superseded ancient Christian Archi-
tecture. The genius of Sir Christopher Wren
that could deform the towers of Westminster
Abbey with Italian details and put a Tuscan
entrance and Venetian windows to Ely Cathedral,
was not likely to cull gews from the ancient
repositories of Christian art to shed a new lustre
on the murky dens and alleys of London. We
have accordingly St. Paul's Cathedral, together
with his fifty and one churches in tho revived
Pagan style as much unkempt from the symbols
of ancientidolatry as was Glasgow Cathedral from
Popish saints before it was subjected to the pitiless
harrow of Andrew Melville and his associates.

For more then two hundred years had English
Christianity been made to assume the architec-
tural garb of every known system of Pagan myiho-
logy—the heathen temple, the Moorish mosque,
the Chinese pagoda, oran ollapodrida of ali,which-



THE LATE MR. PUGIN AND REVIVAL OF CHRISTIAN ARCHITECTURE. %1

ever happened to strike the fancy of the archi-
tect. The sacred edifice was no longer adorned
with the time-honored symbols of the Christian
faith, which pointed to the Lamb slain for the sins
of the world, but with scores
*@ of bulls’ heads decorated for
. Pagansacrifice, and drinking
horns and coronalsborrowed
from representations of the
feasts of Bacchus. The
body of the pious Christian
Metope 0f the Doric urogted in hope” under the
Order. «

inverted to.~h of Pagan

despair” and the flaming urn, emblematical of the

Inverted Torch.

Flaming Urn.

Pagan practise of burning the dead, instead of the
cross, which was wont to inspire sacred hopes of
the glorious resurrection.

Hundreds of Christian churches, religious
houses, and monuments still bear the outward
marks of heathenism, which, although fast disap-
pearing from ecclesiastical design, seem difficult
to eradicate from our monumental architecture.
We hear of cenotaphs evected to the great, asif
we still believed them essential to the admission
of the departed spirits to the regions of bliss, and
we find our fashionable cemeteries teeming with
sarcophagi, urns, and inverted torches, which
would have been full of significance tothe heathen,
but to the Christian can convey no meaning.

Tt is true thatfeeble attempts were occasionally
made to reproduce Christian art in some ecclesi-
astical edifices by way of variety, but the stereo-
typed forms and proportions of the Greecian and
Italian schools were usually retained, and merely
garnished with a grotesque assemblage of the
more prominent featuves of Gothic detail. At
first these were confined to little more than alean
‘tower orsteeple rising out of a very low pitched
roof, & few doors and windows of ghastly width

staring through a bleak wall and the usual allow-

ance of pinnacles (some of them chimnies in dis-
guise), mounting guard on the angles. ~ Later,
however, in this era of debased taste, viz, the
beginning of the present century, a mo: - extras
vagant and incongruous piece of mechanism than
what was popularly termed a fink Gothic edifice,
could scarce be conceived. Gothic, Moorish,
Egyptian, and Chinese found their meet represen-
tations in this confused collection of pinnacle and
minaret, pier and canopy—suggestive of an as-
semblage of foreign delegates at a peace conven-
tion.

The absurd but highly poetic notion that Gothic
avchitecture had its origin in a bower of trees, as
if our finest cathcdmls, with their arched ribs like
“leafless underboughs,” had sprung into exist-
ence at once from the chisel of some ingenious
Goth or Druid, fresh from recollections of the
groves, found high favor with many writers on
architecture. To them the true historical deriva-
tion of Gothic or Pointed Architecture,by gradual
transition from the classic styles of Greece and
Rome, was quite unknown. Indeed, the fantastic
specimens of Battye Langley and his followers
were more likely, from their rude approximation
to arborial petrifastions, to have bheen studied
from the living forest than from the stxll life of
ancient mode]s

The first great movement towards the present
revival of Christian architecture, received a re-
markable impulse from the publication of an essay
by Rickman, a distinguished architect, who, dis-
gusted, no doubt, with the extravagances of
Battye Langley, and others, whose writings had:
greatly corrupted the taste of the time, set about
exploring for himself the remains of the ecclesias-
tical antiguitics of England. This he did with a
zeal and earnestness which,but that he was a sober
Quaker, might not inaptly have been termed en-
thusiasm, Rickman was the first to discriminate
correctly the various phases of Gothic architec-
ture, which he classed into three distinet styles,
to which he gave the names Farly English, De-
corated, and Perpendicular —names- still very
generally retained.  Little was known, however,
beyond the mere nomenclature of the various
styles, until Pugin promulgated his Zrue Prin-
ciples of Christian Architecture, and placed the
study of the art upon a solid basis,

Welby Pugin was the son of an Architectural
draughtsman, of considerable talent and celebrity,
the author of several valuable works illustrative
of Christian Architecturc. The young artist was
early traindd in thestudy of Ecclesiastical antiqui-
ties. At an early age he accompanied his father

in his sketching tours among the fine old churches
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and religious houses of England and Normandy,
when collecting materials for his publications.
The impressions thus early received, no doubt,
originated that predilection for Mediceval Art,
which was the distinguishing feature of his profes-
sional career. e was the author of several works
on Ecclesiastical Architecture, but a treatise he
published in 1835, called * Contrasts; or a peral-
lel beticeen the nobleedifices of the fourteenth and
Jifteenth centuries and similar buildings of the
present day, showing the present decay of taste,”
first brought him prominently before the public
a5 an Architectural reformer.  This production
~ was reviewed at great length by the *DBritish
Critic” and other leading periodicals of the day,
advocating a revivalof pure taste in Ecclesiastical
design.  The justness of Pugin’s strictures was
fully admitted, and the wonder was, that the
anomalies so common in the Architecture of the
time, which are now so apparent, had so long
escaped general detection. His  Contrasts™ were
followed a few years afterwards, by two lectures
on ** e true principles of pointed or Christian
Architecture,” in which he set forth the consistent
cauons of ancient design, and furnished the means
of testing architectural excellence apart from mere
fancy. He demonstated that *“the laws of Avchi-
tectural composition are based on equally sound
principles as those of Harmony or Grammar, and,
that they can be violated with greater impuuity,
is simply owing to their being less naderstood.”
His principles were:—
1. That all the ornminents of pure pointed edi-
fices, were merely introduced as decorations to the
essential construction of those buildings.
o, That the construction of pointed Architecture
was varied to accord with the propestics of the;
various materiuls employed.

8. That no featurcs were introduced in the
ancient pointed edifices which were not essential
cither to convenicnce ¢r propricty.

4. That pointed Architecture is most consistent,
as it decorates tho uscful portions of bui!dings,|
instead of concealing or disguising them.

attention to this ruie the spurious ornaments of
modern Architecture may be easily detected.

On the 2nd principle above referred to, Pugin
not only condemns the adaptation of the.Grecian
style to modern edifices, but forcibly illustrates
the radical inconsistency of that species of Archi-
tecture. When the Greeks built in wood, the
construction of their buildings was in striet accord-
ance with the nature of the smaterial employed.

i
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Primitive Greel: Temple.

They set up rows of posts supporting longitudinal
and teansverse beams, upon which rested the low-
pitchicd roof ;—low pitched because they had not
to guard against a lodgement of snow, as in our
climate. When, however, they began to workin
stone, they had not the ingenuity to devise a style
to suit the difierent nature of thematerial, but set
up stone posts, and laid stone heams across (as
they bad formerly done with wood) just so far
apart that they would not break with their own
weight.  They made their buildings still more
unreal by carving imitations of the ends of the
wooden rafters on the stone friezes; so that in
fact the finest temples of the G'recks are built on
the saine principles as a large wooden shed.

The Christian Architects, on the other hand,
with stones scarcely Jarger than common bricks,
by the use of the arch overcame great space and
erceted temples at once the glory and wonder of
the age.

The absurdity of following a style of Architect-
ure whose fundmnental principles and inflexible
rules are at variance with every circumstance of
material, climate and popular habits, is exposed
by Pugin with considerable force and ingenuity.
Ho illustrates this by aeveral examples, in 1hich
he brings out the plasticity of Christian Artin

i strong contrast with the rigidandinfiexible charze-

5. That truo principles of Architectural propor-1 o, of Pagan Architecture. The consistency of

tion are only found in pointed edifices.

pointed Architecture, for instance, in decorating

6. That the defects of modern Architectureare’ the useful portions of duildings, instead of con-

principally owing to the departure ,Tom oncient !
consistent principles.

The ancient builders never constructed oma-,
ment fo
part of thei

meaming. Tenco all the ornmmental details of

pure pointed cdifices derivo their chief beauty in:
ons of the building. By’ ornamented as thoy ave, in that gracelil and airy

being really useful porld

r the sako of merctricions effect.  Every
r structures had a legitimate use and,

cealing or disguising then is beantifully demon-
strated by the example of an ancient English
Church, with vaulted roof and flying buttresses,—
ihose light arched ribs which span the spaccover
the external roofs of the aisles.  These transfer
the outward pressure of the main roof to the wails
and buttresses of the aisles below, carved and
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manner peeunliar to the ancient Christian Avehi-
tects.  Contiasted with this, he gives a section of
St. Paul's Cathedral, where flying vuttrezser were
found indispensible for the same purpose for
which they are required in the Gothic building;
but as the style of St. Paul’s would not admit of
their being ornamented, a lofly screen wall is
erected on the top of the aisles all round for the
purpose of concealing them. He shows, too, that
the dome which we sce is not the actual covering
of the church, but a thing erccted for the sake of
effect, and to conceal the actual roof; so that in
fact one half of the building is made for the pur-
pose of concealing the other.

To the various and learned writings of Yugii
we are chiefly indebted for the late revivalof
pure taste, and the getting rid of much spurious
architecture of the Brummagem Gothic school,
worse in many respeets than pure Pagan, His
architectural structures, however, have been con-
sidered hv some inferior to what might have been
perhaps, expeeted from one who so thoroughly
understood and ably promulgated tbe principles
of hisart. 3Many of his churches have noble ex-
teriors and gorgeous interior effects, i thereis
in some a strange un-English aspect; the result,
probably, of his early associations with the point-
ed architecture of Normandy. Some of kis later
works, morcover, shew occasional dashes of cc-
centricity in various details.  Still as a whole or
in detai), the great principle of ruth, the foun-
dation of all good architecture, is never violated.

Pugin’s skill as a decorative artist was remark-
able, particularly in polycromic art. A few sim-
ple timbers gracefully disposed in an open roof,
23 stability might demaud, but nothing more,
with a few touches of color from Pugin’s hand
assumed an ccclesiastical character, which the
overloaded material and all the laboured carving
and gilding of less skilful artists would have
failed to produce at ten times the cost.  The nu-
merous works which he accomplished during the
forty years of his brillint carcer, show that he
was possessed of a surprising amount of activity.
Most of his architectural drawings and working
plans of detail were by his own hand. The nu-
merovs etchings, that he published, he exceuted
himself, and he produced a large collection of

paintings, water-color drawings and sketches of’
favorite spots in nature, done with masterly skill
and rapidity. Mis working dmawings were fre-
quently dashed off without rule or square. These
mnerely represented detached portious of the de-
sign, correctly cnongh, but generally so ohscure
and illdefined, that noae, peshaps, save his favo-
rite builder, Myuers, or those fully anversant with
the entire design, conld farm any just conception
of their constructive application.

A peculiar feature in Pugin’s cliaracter wasa
passionate love of the sea. IIe took up his abode
at Ramsgate, where he lived as much in thestyle
of the middle ages as the habits of the nineteenth
century would allow. It is said he at one time
owned and commanded a merchant smack, trad-
ing with Hollund.  Ile kept a Jarge cutter at
Ramsgate, with which he was always ready to put
off’ to the relief of shipwrecked mariners on the
Goodwins, and has .been heard to say ““therzis
nothing worth living for but Christian architecture
and a boat.” He was originally a Protestant, but
joincd the Romish communion at a time when
that bady evinced considerable energy in church
building. To this pursuit he almost exclusively
devaoted his talents and wealth.

To enumeraie Pugin’s works would fill a vol-
ume, but among his finest churches are St. Chad’s,
Biriningham, the church at Derby, St. George's,
Lanweth, St. Giles, Cheadle, Ly far the rickest
in point of decoration and polycromic art.
Among his other works may be specified the col-
leges at Radcliffe, Rugby, Nottingham and Lei-
cester.  One of his latest employments was col-
lecting architectural specimeng, and arranging
his Medieval Court, in the Crystal Palace, which
will be remembered as one of the most attrac-
tive objects in that famous exhibition. His last
work was a church for Mr. Scott Murray, at
Danesfield, Bucks, a structure which was still
unfinished when he was seized with that severe
afiliction, the entire prostration of the intellect,
from which he only recovered to be released
from alt his troubles.

He died at his residence at Ramsgate, on the
14th September last.

IANTUE.

How wonderful is Deain—
Death and his brother Sleep!?
One, pale as yondes waning moon,

With lips of lurid Liue;

The ather, rosy as the morn
When throned on ¢waw’s wave,
It blushes o’cr the waorld <

Yet both so passing wonderful!

Iath then the gloomy Power
Whose reign is in the tainted sepulchre
Seized on her sinless sonl?
Must then that peerless form
Which love and admiration can not view
‘Without a beating heart, those azure veins
Which steal iike streams along a ficld of snowr,
That lovely outline, which is faic
As breathing marble, perish?
Must putrefaction’s breath
Leave nothing of this heavenir sight
But loathsomeness and ruin ?
Spare nothing but a gloomy theme,
On which the lghtest heart might moralize®
<t is it only a sweet slumber
Stealing o'er sensation,
Which the breath of roseate morning
Chascth into darkness?
Till Ianthe wake again,
And give that faithful bosom joy
Whose slecpless spirit waits to catch
Light, Lifc and rapture from hicr smile?
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Yes! she will wake again,
Although her glowing limbs are motionless,
And silent those sweet lips,
Oncee breathing eloquence
That wight have soothed a tiger's rage,
Or thawed the cold heart of a conqueror.
Her dewy eyes are closed,
Ard on their lids, whose texture fine
Searce hides the dark blue orbs beneath,
The baby Sleep is pillowed :
Her golden tresses shade
The bosom’s stainless pride,
Curling like tendvils of the parasite
Around a marble column.
—Shelley.

TALES OF THE SLAVE SQUADRON.
THE COUNTERMINE.

Tux proceedings before the mixed Commission
Court of Sierra Leone, relative to the dashing
sxpleit of the Curlew’s boats, narrated in the last
paper, were more than usually protracted and
vexutions. The chief difficulty raised was the
capture of the negroes on shore in the territory, |
it was pretended, of an independent African sov-
ereign, foras to the biig the Felipe Sequnda, |
there could be Jittle doubt that she with her
dusky cargo wonld be pronounced a lawful capture, ,
It was well understood that 2asco, the real assas-
sin of Capt. Horton, who, thoagh severely wound-
ed, had contrived to escape in the hurry andy
confusion of the fight, was the party in whos
Dehalf the resident Portuguese Consul so stvenu-
ously exerted himself, although ostensibly that,
zealous functionary was solely actuated Ly o pa-;
trintic desire of vindicating the commercial 1'ghts |
of the subjects of Portugal, and the independence
of its flag, trampled upon aad ontraged, aczend-
ing to him, by the vigor Leyond the faw, ass:t-
tled by international treaty, displayed by tie,
British officers.  The death, sudden and uuex-!
peeted, of the licutenant governor, added great-
Iy to Licutenant—now Commander—King's dift
ficultics, by enfechling the action of the Englizh
authorities till his successor should arrive—an,
interregnum, by the by, of frequent occurrence
in days when Theadare Iook’s sarcastic jest,
published in the weekly organ of the British pro-
slavery party, that “Sierra Leone had always
two governors, one coming home dead and ano-
ther going out alive,” was almost literally true.
¥rom the carlicst stage of this tedious and har-,
rassing affuir, a person of the name of Quintana, |
recently arrived from Cuba, of which he was
said to be o mative, interested himself actively in
the matter on behalf of one Senor Cadalso, his
uncle, who, it-was alleged, had advanced a large
gum, secured by a bottomry bond on the Felipe,
Sequnda; and without any knowledge or suspi-,
cion that shie was to be employed in the illegal

glave trafiic.  This pretended guilelessness was, (we 3 ¥ !
! colors of Spain trailing at her tafiril—a flag,

10 oue doubted, all a flam; and if otherwise,
could have no cffect an the legal bearings of the
case,and would have excitedlitdle notice hut forthe
persevering cfiorts of the-smooth-spoken Creole
1o cultivate ¢ ¢ acquaintance of the officers of the
Qurle, the chiel claimants in the suit to which

lic was an adverse and interested party! e,

succecded in lis purposo partially only asregard-

ed Commander King; but with Licut. Burbage, a
frank, warm-hearted young man, his success was
complete-—a result however wholly due to the
attraction of Quintanw’s sister, a young and
charming Creole, the linguishing light of whose
dark eyes soon kindled 2 flame in the susceptible
sailor’s heart, which I feared all the waters of the
ocean would fail to extinguish. That a sinister
design of some sort lurked beneath the honied
courtesies of both brother and sister, was, for
several reasons, clear to me; and very gld I
was when the requirements of the service re-
moved the enamoured licutenant, for a time at
least, from such dangevous philandering with o
Syren whose smiles and graces were, in my view,
but sun-surfaced quicksands in which his profes-
sional prospects might, I feared, sufler wreck.
We sailed out of the estuary of the Siera
Leone river on a splendid morning in summer;
The varied picturesque scenery of the British
settlement on one hand, the low, dull line of
land still dominated by the savage on the other;
the glittering sea avound, in which thousands of
the brightly-tinted nautilus and flying-fish were
sailing and disporting themselves, all waving,
sparkling, exhaling in the warm, odorous e
hrace of 2t clowdless tropical dawn—a gorgeous,
exhilarating spectacle, to the beauty of which the
dullest, most preoccupied brain could hardly
remain insensible ; and I was glad to see that

teven the pale, wo-begone plix of Lt. Burbage,

which had been fixed with melat.choly gaze upon
the palmy folinge which sereencd the Euglish
quarter of Freetown, where the charming Isa-
bella still doubtless shumbered, till an envious jut
of land hid it from view, lightened up aftera
while beneath  its magic influence. I had hopes
of him, and should have had more, Lut that our
cruice for this spell was to be a brief one, Com-

! mander King having determined on returning to

Sierra Leone in time to hear the decision of the
omt of Mixed Commission—adjourned by mu-
' al consent for onc month— prenounced.

Y~ ran northward nearly as fur as Cupe Blan-
o, peeped into the Rio Srande and the Gambia
and Sencgal rivers, without success, and doub-
ting 0. our cuarse, had just seached the mouth
of the most svutherly of those vivers the Rio
Graude, wiser we sighted a stout schooner, whose
vocation was 4 ite swliciently indicated to prac-
tised eyes, by Ler long, low, sharply-moulded
hull, and the excesive . ke of her tapering
masts. She was far ani, 1o windward, and
merely  noticing  the canne <challenge of the
Curlag Ly displaving the Irench ensign, or
« table-cloth,” as Euglish sailors were in the ir-
reverent habit of styling the spotless bamner of
Bourbon Frauce, and shaking out a reef or two—
it was blowing freshly—she very speedily drep-
ped us, and we had not the pleasure of secing
her again till we made Frectown, before which
found her snugly anchiored, with the gaudy

that on boarding her, which Commander King
did unhesitatingly, she was found to be wore
entitled to hoist, il her papers were belicveable,
than the * taole-cloth® of France. Capt. Val-
dez, as hie called himself, a sly, hang-dog looking
raseal, was glib enough with his tongue, which if
you could trust Don Znrique, (the schooner
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hailed it scemed from Cuba) was engaged in
purely legitimate traffic, and the fifty ov sixty
bearded fellows composing her crew, innocent
lamb-like creatuves, to whom violence and cruel-
ty were as abhorrent as cow beef to a pious
Hindoo. Allthis was “very like a whale,” but
as there was no legal pretence for seizing her,
the commander of the Curlew affected to be
quite satisfied wit* Capt. Valdez’ story, and took
civilleave of the worthy man,

An incident, trifling in itself, which occurred
a day or two afterwards, confirmed and pointed
the suspicions which it was evident Commander
King cntertained of Cap. Valdez and his hand-
some craft. Renewed intercourse with Isabella
Quintana, had kindled the love frenzy of Lieut.
Burbage to 2 flame againg and he, of course,
eagerly availed himself of cvery opportunity of
visiting his ¢l -=mer. e was thus engaged when
Commander King despatched me with a mes-
sage requiring his immediate presence. The out-
er door of Quintana’s dwelling was ajar, and has-
tening throngh the passage to a back garden,
where T thought I heard Burbage’s voice, I ran
slap aboard of Capt. Valdez and M. Quintana,
who were, Isaw, in earncst, low-toned confe-
rence. They were a good deal startled, and a
swarthy flush pagsed over both their scowling
faces. I apologized for the intrusion, and asked
for Licutenant Burbage. “He is in the front
apartment with my sister,” sourly rejoined Quin-
tana. I sought him theee at once, and we left
the house together. T awm glad,” said the com-
mander of the Curlew, after I had privately in-
formed him of the foregoing civcumstance ; I am
glad that you said nothing about it to Burbage :
there is reason to suspect that——Dbut T shall
probably have occasion to speak with you further
in the matter i a few days. In the mean time
you x\:zll keep a still tongue, and both cyes wide
open.

On the following morning the Court of Mixed
Commission pronounced judgment, by which not
only the Friipe Sequada, but the negroes taken
on shore were decided to have been lawfully cap-
tured, or more properly speaking, rescued. Com-
mander King immediately afterwards sent Licu-
tenant Burbage with a crew of twenty men, on
boeard the condemned brig, to get her ready to
sail for Dublin, the principal village of thelargest
of the Banaua Islands, whither it had heen de-
i-rmined that seventy of the liberated slaves
shonld be conveyed.  The Banana Islands—only
one of which was at the time I write of inhabited,
and that Sat very thinly—run out a considerable
distance seawavd, from Cape Sierrn Leone, and
form part of the settlement of that name. They
are frequented by the European settlers at Sierra
T.eone ata certan period of the year, for their
more temperate atmosphere, as well as for the
spart which their hunting grounds afford; bat
their chicl’ governmental use is as a depot for
jnvalid Africans. I was also drafltedon board the
Felipe Segunda, whose destination and by whom
to be cammanded was no sooner bruited about,
than M. Quintana solicited a passage in her for
himscelf and sister ; they being desirous, I partly
understood, to visit a relative, temporarily locat-
cd for health’s sake somewhere in one of the
Yclands. Ticutenant Burbage cagedy acceded,

as far as hie was concerned, to thisvery agreeable
request: and Conumander King! subsequently
consented with equal promptuess to the arrange-
nient. It was soon known, tov, that we should
have other company. The AMarys, of Hull, a
small English brig, James Iodgson, masier,
which had still a number of oddments in the shape
of Birmingham hardware and Manchester soft
goods undisposed of, cleared out for Dublin ; and
the Don FEnrique made preparations for sailing
with the first favorable breeze, but for a different
destination—Ascension, it was reported, if I re-
member rightly.

The wished-for breeze was not Iong waited for,
and directly it was felt the Blue Peter flew at the
mast heads of all three vessels. M. Quintana
and his sister came on board; the Africans had
been previously embarked, and the Felipe Segun-
da got smartly under weigh, quickly followed by
the Don Enrique. The Merys, which had the
reputation of being a very fast sailer, did not it
her anchor for some hours afterwards: the reason
of this delay I have now to state.

M1, Sutcliffe,” said Comwander King, when
we were alone together, two or three hours pre-
vious to the departure of the Jelipe Scqunda;
T am about to intrust you with an important
and rather difficult mission. 1 have reason to
believe that Pasco, the brutal Portuguese assassin
of Captain lorton is concealed somewhere in
the Banana Islands; that he is in fact the uncle,
the Senér Cadalso, of whom M. Quintana and his
precions sister speak so aflectionately.”

“ You astonish me, siv!”

“No wonder that I should. I have further
reason to believe that Captain Valdez is in league
with M. Quintana, and that oune of their Jatest
contrived schemes is to get repossession of the
Felipe Segunda, not perhaps by absolute force,
that would require a certain degree of pluck, and
the attenpt, if successfl, would involve a sacri-
fice of life, which such gentry are not fond of
incurring, but by some artful dodge in which the
Sendra’s influcnce over Burbage will play a pro-
minent part.  If we can only catch the master
and crew of the Don Enrigue at such a pretty
piece of piracy, the schooner will, of comse, bo
ours; and better than that, Captain Valdez once
in my power, I will so manage that he shall be
glad to save his own neck, by guiding us to the
hiding-hole of that ruflian Pasco. I have only to
add, thatI aud fifty men shall cmbark in the
Marys, and keep stricjly out of sight till we may
be wanted. Do you comprehend 27

** Yes, partially, but how—"

* This paper,” interrupted Licutenant King,
“which you will, of course, keep carcfutly con-
cealed, will explain all that I have left in doubt,
You will communicate with me through Iodgson,
of the Marys, wha is entirely in my confidence,
Also understand,” he added gravely, “that Licut,
Burbage is not kept in the dark in the matter,
from any doubt of his honor or zeal in the King's
service, but simply because he will better aid our
success by playing unconsciously, therefore natu-
;:}ll.\':'thc part of love-blinded dupe, destined for

.
1 briefly expressed the gratitude I felt for the

confidence reposed in me, and my detenmination
to carry his instructions resolutely into effect, and
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was turning to leave the cabin, when he added
with a kind of grave humour—* And bear in
mind, Suteliffe, the counsel of the Duke of Wel-
lington to an officer intrusted with a confidential
mission, ¢ that he should not only carefuilly guard
his sceret, but so act, speak, and look, that no
one should suspect he had one.””

The trip was a swift and pleasant one to every
body, to Licutenant Burhbage a panoramic para-
dise of which cach object—sun-light, star-fire,
the varied shove, the silver sea, viewed in the
lustre of his lady's eyes, assumed a beauty not
their own. In fact, the poor fellow’s wild talk
as he paced the deck at night suggested serious
doubts of his perfect sanity; and probably, it I
go on transcribing his rhapsodies, the reader may
come to a simikr conclusion with regard to my-
sclf, 1 shall only therefore add, on this part of
the subject, that I indistinctly understood the
divine Isabella was to become Mrs. Burbage on
our return to Sierra Leone, some necessary pre-
Timinaries having been first adjusted with the
uncle Senor Cadalso.

A few hours after we had brought up in Dub-
lin Bay—I believe this name was suggested by
its resemblance to the magnificent expanse of
water which graces the Irish Metropolis—the
Marys was signalled, and before nightfull had
anchored at no great distance from us, Her
merchantly, peaccable aspeet was not in the
slightest manner changed, and it required the
posilive assurance of Skipper Hodgson, with
whom I had a quiet conference the next morn-
ing, to convince me that more than 50 valiant men
of war were stowed away, ready as gunpowder,
and considerably drier I could have sworn, in
her hot, confined hold. The Don Lnrique, he
further informed me, had gone to the westward
of the Island, and would be found lying off and
on about Ricketts, a collection o Negro huts of
that name, not far from which it was conjectured
Senor Cadalso might be found.

M. Quintana and his sister left the brig the
instant the anchor was dropped, and never had
the Iady worn a sunnier smile than when she
softly reminded the enraptured licutendnt that her
uncle would expect to see him the carliest mo-
meint his professional duties permitted him to do
50. Those duties, as far as landing and locating
the Negroes went, were concluded by ngon on
the morrow, and Lientenant Burhage did not re-
turn till midnight.  He appeared much and plea-
sureably excited ; and after giving one or two
routine orders, withdrew to his cabin, desiring
me to follow,

I shall be obliged,” he half-hlushingly began,
¢if you will pay a visit to Sendr Cadalso tomor-
row afternoon.  The marviage contvact is to be
signed then, and I wish you to be a witness. Be-
sides there is to b some slight festivity—na dance
and so on; and Isabella, with whom you area
prime favorite, by the way, quite insists upon
your presence.”

I answered that the lady’s politeness was ex-
tremely gratifving, and that I should very readily
accept of his and her invitation.

“Thank you,” rejoined Burbage; “we have
arrived here but just in time, for Cadalso, who
bus quite rccovered his health, intends leaving

the isl:’xud tomorrow for Cuba, in the Don En-
rique.

q“In the Don Finrique!” I hastily blurted out;
“isn't that odd 27

““ Nonsense,” he quickly replied: ‘Cadalso,
though a rough-grained fellow as far as looks go,
is, I have no doubt, a person of perfect respect-
ability. It will be better,” he added, finding I
remained silent, *that you should take the brig
round to the westward till you are abreast of
Ricketts, where you can be casily rowed ashore,
and the boat can remain on the beach to re-em-
bark us all, as both Quintana and hissister intend
sleeping on bhoard. I shall have to be on shore
carly, and must therefore leave these little ar-
rangements to you." I bowed acquiescence, and
a few minutes afterwards we separated.

Licutenant Burbage left the vessel immediately
after breakfast, taking with himn six men on leave
for the day, at, I understood, the request of our
late passengers, and to dispose of their share of
a gratuity which the Quintanas had sent the brig's
company. This draft, with the six men I was
directed to take on shore with me, and who were
to remain with the boat till we were ready to re-
cmbark, would reduce the hands on board to
cight. Truly a very pleasant game: our sweet-
spoken friends were playing, agd but that others
could plot and countermine as well as they, quite
a safe one too.

I communicated as quickly as possible with
Skipper Hodgson, and it was not long before the
Marys was slipping away under easy sail to the
westward.  We came up with and ran her along-
side in the shadow of a concealing headland, and
received on board to the infinite amazement of
the Felipe Segundd’s scanty crew, some fifty odd
of their old messmates. with Commander King at
their head.  Sail was again made, and before long
we opened up the stragaling village of Ricketts,
and the Don Enrique lying sungly at anchor,
about half a league from the shore.  We brought
up at no great distance from the audacious
schooner, but the glasses which instantly swept
the deck ofthe brig,coulddiscern nothing alarming
or suspicious there. The barge was manned at
ouce, and after about a quarter of an hour's lusty
pull, T leaped on shore, where a black fellow was
in waiting to convey me to Senor Cadalso’s resi-
dence, situate somewhereamongst the hills, at the
base of which Ricketts is sparsely scattered. We
soon rcached it, and a wiscrable tumble-down
place it was, though somewhat more pretentious
than the mud huts of the liberated Alricans.
Quintana received me with much simulated
cordiality, Lut the fellow was too shaky and ill at
case to play the part of hospitable host with even
tolerable success. Burbage and his flancée were
out walking ; and Scnor Cadalso was not for the
present visible.  Neitherdid I observe any festive
preparation in progress. I, however, abstained
from remark, accepted the refreshment proffered
me, drank a few glasses of wine, gossipped a little
upon indifferent matters, and feeling at length
exceedingly drowsy, apolegized for my rudeness;
and to Quintana's great relicf, threw myself upon
a banboo apology for a couch, and soon dropped
fast asteep. I slumbered much longer thau IThad
tatended, for whea I again opened my peepers
the moon and stars were out and shining briltiantly.
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T was just in the act of springing up when the
sound of approaching voices,one that of Quintana’s
the other, a ragping one, I guessed Cadalso, alias
Pasco’s struck my ear, and induced me to resume
my recumbent posture.

“Hush! hush!” I presently heard Quintana
hurriedly whisper; “ speak lower for heaven’s
sake I”  They talked in Spanish, by-the-by, which
I comprehended well enough, though I could not
speak it with remarkable clegance or precision.

“Not I, indeed,” was the surly rejoinder;
“the mask may slip off how and as soon as it
likes. Besides,the young cockerel yonder is fast
asleep.” -

¢ Are you quite sure it's all right with Captain
Valdez?” asked Quintana, an arrant coward if
there was ever one.

¢ Quite sure! why yes; as sure as deathf We
have.got our own again, there’s no doubt about
that. It’s pretty nearly half an hour since the

%elipe Sequnda wasboarded and carried by the
Don Enrique’s boats, though as the pistol shots
told us not without a stoutish resistance. Ilow-
ever, the signal rockets agreed upon between me
aud Valdez, soon showed that all was right.”

¢ Where is Burbage?” said Quintana after a
few moments’ silence.

 With Isabella, to be sure!—with his friend
Pasco’s charming niece—where else® Ia! ha!l
burst out the truculent brute, with such a reck-
Iess ferocity, that I doubted if it could be at all
worth while to feign sleep any longer; *the girl
has managed the business rarely, and yet now,
atthe last moment, the pretty, perverse fool is
whimpering and lamenting about it, and insisting,
forsooth, that the thick-sculled Englishinan she
has so deliciously bamboozled shall e permitted
to depart in a whole skin: yes, he skall I

 You swore that the licutenant should suffer
no personal harm,” said Quintana, * besides—"

‘“ Swore,” echoed the excited savage, ¢ swore!
But you too arc a fool! Go and scek them. Val-
dez and his men cannot now be far off, and it is
quite time the farce was over.”

Quintana left the room; and Pasco throwing
himself carclessly upon a seat began gulping down
the liquor on the table. Ie was quite aware, I
felt convinced, that I was not asleep, but still
I judged it best not to change my position, the
more especially as my right hand, thrust carclessly
as it were under iy coat breast, ezcurely gripped
the stock of a double-barrelled pistol.

A few anxious minutes slowly passed, and then
a confused tumultof voices—Burbage’sthe londest
and fiercest—burst upon us. I jumped to my
feet, and at the same moment tlic licutenant swept
into the room in a frenzy of rage and indignation.
Isabella, preceding her brother and five or six
grim-visaged ruffians following. Her face, 2 glance
showed me, was pale as marble, and her fine eyes
wet with tears.

 Betrayed,~—dishonored,—lost,—ruined "—
shricked Burbage as he caught sight of me;
“and by this accursed murderer too I

It was well for Pasco that a table was between
him and his furious assailant, or the leutenant's
sudden and deadly thrust would have required
no sccondstroke.  As it was, he received a slight
wound only, and Burbage, pinioned in the grasp
of three or four rascals, could only madly curse

the taunting villain, in whose power he believed
himself to be, and upbraid the beguiling serpent
that had lured bim to his ruin; and whose too
late repentance had but revealedthe utter black-
nessof the gulf in whichhe was plunged. “Uncle,
uncle " supplicated the weeping, tertified womnan.,
asshe threw Lerself between Burbageand Pasco’s
menacing pistol ; ** for the loveof God harm him
not! You have an oath in heaven to respect his
life—his safety!”

It would have been easy enough for me amid
the furious din and scuiile to have sent a bullet
through the heads of a couple of the scoundrels,
but as I fully believed ample help wasnot far off,
it would havebeen madness to precipitate matters
till that help arrived. This much to the reader
in excuse of my apparent quiesence, but really
calculated inactivity. I chose rather, as soon ag
I could make myself heard, to implore LBurbage
to have patience,—to ealm himsclf,

“Patience! Calm myself!” he shouted, as he
fixed his bloodshot glance on mine, as if doubtful
that hehieard avight ; ** Patience!  Calm myself!”

“The young man counsels wiscly,” said Pasco
with a malignant sneer, but at the same tine
lowering his pistal; *patience is excellent when
nothing else may be had.  You are in my power,
aceursed fool, and so is the Felipe Segunda, and
as many of her crew as have not alrcady been
thrown to the fishes. IMa! there is Captain
Valdez’ whistle. Buta few minutes and all scores
will be cleared. Off wench!—Is this a time for,
snivelling 2

The hurried tramp of men swiftly appgoaching,
was heard without. Pasco sprang up with
ferocious glee to the door, flung it open,—* Hero
Valdez, heeried with ferocious exultation ; “here!?
—TlIcll and Thunder! who are these 2

“The messengers of justic », scoundrel!” shout-
ed Commander King, bursting in and seizing the
terror-stricken miscreant. His eager crew followed:
and amidst a fierce uproar of shricks and curses,
grappled and secured the whole knot of con-
spirators. The success of the counterplot was
complete ! N

A few words will close this story. Tsabellaand
her brother embarked unmolested for Cuba,
chiefly, I believe, through the intercession of
Licutenant Burbage. Pasco was indicted for
murder, and aiding and abetting piracy (the attack
on the brig by the boats of the Don Enriquc),
but escaped the penalty towhich he would certainly
have been adjudged, by dying of brain fever in
the hospitalat Sierra Leone.  LicutenantBurbage,
though fora time a sadder, became as certainly &
wiser man than when he permitted himself to be
hoodwinked by an artful Syren; who, liowever,
we must not for the honor of womankind forget,
was herself the dupe of a relative, upon whose
bounty she had depended from carliest infaney.
The Don Enriquewas condemned and purchased-
into the service, and under another namn hecame,
with perhaps the cxception of the celebrated
Dlack Joke, the most cflicient and successful
cruiser on the African coast, till the apparition of
arnied steamers proclaimed to the dismayed slave-
mongers that, whether a little sooner or a little-
Iater, the end of their atrocious traffic was marked
indelibly upon the dial of the futurc.—Zliza Cook’s
Journal,
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WINE.

WINE.
Oh! thou invisible spirit of wine !—:f thou hast no
nanie o be known by, let us eall thee—~devill
Shakespeare.

Soxe cighteen months or two years ago, I was
doing my dut_) to my country and myself on board
er “.XJLSQ s fu«'at-. the Astraa, b\ undergoing
seventeen games “of chess pur diem with our first
licutenant, an A illing up every pause with murnnus
at the continuance of ‘ these piping times of peace.’
‘We had been cruising some months in the Medi-
terranean, chiefly for the amuscment of two dandy
cousins of an honourable captain, whom we picked
up at Malta, basking like two yellow, over-ripe
gourdsin the sunshine. We had touched at most
of the ports of the Junians, where cypras may be
had for paying for, and w here Jaldettas ave held
Dy hands as fair as their coyuettish fulds are black
and lJustrous,

At length, one beautiful evening, one of those
thhwh(s of chr ysolite and gold, such as poets
dream of, and the Levant alone can realize (baving
been for thuepxcculuw days, not ‘“spell-bound,”
but ¢ calm-hound amonyg the custering C,\'cladcs”)
jt was the pleasure of our honourable captain and
his cousing to drop anchov in the Bay of
(I have reasons of my own for notbeing more ex-
plicit, where after swearing the usual Tumber of

oaths at the quarantine ol’hu:xs, and the crews of
the Venetian and Trkish traders, who make it
a part of their religion to give offence to the biue-
Jjackets where offence can be givel with impunity,
I had the satisfaction to find m3 scli, atabout seven
oclock r. M., scatedat the mess of Ier Majesty’s
gallant —th, doing as much justice to the roast
beef of Old Engl wnd as if we had not been within
a day’s sail of the Island of the Minotaur.

“ Areyoua punchdrinker?” jnquired my neigh- | .
bour, Captain Wargrave, with whom as a school-
fellow of my elder brother’s, I had quickly madg
acquaintance.

“If I may venturc to own it, no!” said I I
have swallowed too much punch on compulsion in
the course of my life.”

%1 judged as much from your looks,” replied
W'lrfrr.u‘e, who had promised to sce me on board
the fngaw “If you wantto get away from these | §
noisy fellows, we can casily slip oft’ while Lord
Thomas and his operations engagetheir attention.”

And, in complizuce with the hint, I soon found
'm'.aelf sauntering with him, arm in arm, on the
bastions of . We had anhour before us; for
the captain’s gig was not ordered till eleven; "and
in order to l\ccp an eyeat oncc on the frigate and
the shore, we sat down on an abutment of the
parapet to gossip away the mnc.

“There scem to be hard-going fellows in your
mess,” said 1 to War arave, :u; hc sat beside e,
with his zrms folded aver his breast. Thormon
I understand, carties off his two hottles a day, like

a Trojan; and the fat major, who sat opposite to
me, made such play with the champagne, as caused
me to blush for my squeamishness.  For my own
part, I should he well content never to exceed a
couple of glasses of good claret. Wine affects
me in a different way from mostmen. The more
1 drink, the more my spirits aredepressed.  While
others f'ct roaring drunk, I sit moping and des-

pairing ; and the next day my head aches like an
artilleryman’s.”

“You are fortunate,” said Wargrave drily.

“Tortunate?” cried I. 1 wish I could ap-
preciate my own luck !—I am voted the sulkiest
dog unhanged, whenever it is my cue to be jolly;
and after provuw awet blanket to a merry party
over-night, am lcady to shoot myself with the
headachie and blue devils next morning.  If there
be a fellow I really envy, it issuch aoneas Thorn-
ton, who is ready to chime in with the chorus of -
the thirty-sixth stanza of ** Nancy Dawson” be-
tween his two last bottles, and keeps hishead and
legs an honr after all the rest of the party have
lost their’s under the table. Thereis something
fresh and picturesque iu the mere sound of ¢ the
vine—the grape—the cup—the Lbowl!’ It always
appears to me that Bacchus is the universal divin-
ity, and that I alone am excmpted from Lhe
worship.”

Wargrave replied by a vague, unmeamng]aug’h,
which led me fo conclude that my cloquence was
lost on him, Yet 1 continued :—

“ Do you know that, jn spite of the prevalence
of the Bucchanalian xd(jatl), I think we hardly
give honour duc to the influence of wine. It has
ever been the mania of mankind to ascribe the
actions of their fellow-creatures toall motives but
the truc; but if they saw clearly, and spoke hon-
estly, they would admit that more herves have
been made by the bottle than the sword.”

“ Haveyouany personalmeaningin thistirade?”?
suddenly interrapted my companion, in a voice
whose concentration was deadly.

“ Personal meaning ?” T reiterated. Of what
nature®” And for amoment I couldnot but f mey
that peor Wargrave bad taken a deeper share in
the Chateau M rgoux of the fat major than I had
been aware of. A man rather touched by wine
is sure to take fire on the most distant imputation
of drunkenness.

“I canscarcely imagine, sir,” he continued, ina
voice, however, that savoured of anything rather
than inebriety, * that any man '\cqumnt-.d with
the misfortunes of my life should address me on
such a subject!”

“Be satisfied then that your indignation is
groundless, and most unreasonable,” said I, still
doubtful how far I ought to resent the ungracious-
ness of his dcmc'mour' “ for, on the word of a
entleman, till this day I never heard yourname,
Your avowal of intiunc) with my brother, and
something in the frankness of your manner that
reminded me of his, added to the hilarity of an
unexpected reunion with so many of my country-
men, has perhaps induced too sudden a familiarity
in my demeanour; but, inw 1slung you good night,
Captain Wargrave, and a fairer mtcrpret'mon of
the next s'n!or who opens his heart to you at sight,
allow me to_assure you, that not a shiadow of
offecnce was mtcndcd in the rBapsody you are
pleased to resent,”

“Forgive me ! exclaimed Wargrave, extend-
ing his h'mds nay almost his arms, towards me.
“Tt would have afforded only a crowningincident
to my miserable history, had my JC'ﬂOllS sorencss
on one fatal subject produced a scrious misunder-
standing with the brother of one of my dearest und
carliest fricnds.”

While I frankly accepted his apologies and of-
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feved my hand, I could detect, by the light of the
moon, an expression of such profound dejection
on the altered face of Wargrave—so deadly a
palencss—a hagyardiness—that involuntarily 1 re-
scated myself on the wall heside him, asif to
mark the resumption of a friendly feeling. e
did not speak when he took his place ; but, after
a few minutes'silence, I had the mortification to
hear him sobbing like a child.

“My dear fellow, you attach too much impor-
tance to »n unguarded word,” said I, trying to
reconcile him to himsclf, ¢ Dismiss it from your
thoughts.”

“Do not fancy,” replied Wargrave, in 2
broken voice, * that these humiliating tears
originate in anything that has passed between us
this night. No! The associations recalled to my
mind by the rash humour you are generous enough
to see in its true light, are of far more ancient
date, and farmore ineffaccablein theiv nature, I
owe you something inreturn for your forbearance.
You have still an hour to be on shore,” he con-
tinued, looking at his watch, ¢Devote those
minutes to me, and I will impart a lesson worth
ten years® experience; a lesson of which myown
life must be the text—myself the hero.”

There was no disputing with him,—no begging
him to be calm. Ihadonly to listen, and impart,
in the patience of my attention, such solace as the
truly miserable can best appreciate.

“ You wereright,” said Wargrave, with a bitter
smile, *in saying that we do not allow ourselves
to assign to wine the full measure of authority it
holds among the motives of our conduct. But
you were wrong in limiting that authority to the
instigation of great and heroic actions. Wine is
said in Scripture to ¢ make glad the heart of man.’
Wine is said by the poetsto be the balm of grief,
the dew of beauty, the philtre of love. What

_that is gracious and graceful is it not said to be?
Clustering grapes entwine the brow of its divinity,
and wine i8 said to be a libation worthy of the
gods. Fools! fools! fools!—they need to have
poured forth their tears and blood like me, to
koow that it is a fouuntain of eternal damnation!
Do not funcy that I allude to Drunkenness; do
1ot class me, in your imagination, with the sensual
brute who degrades himself to the filthiness of
intoxication. Against a vice so flagrant, how
easy to arm one’s virtue! No! the true danger
lies many degrees within that fearful limit ; and
the Spartans, who warned their sons against
wine by the exhbibition of their drunken Helots,
fulfilled their duty blindly. Drunkenness implies,
in fact, an extinction of the very faculties of evil.
The enfeebled arm can deal no mortal blow! the
staggering step retards the perpetration of sin!
The voice can neither modulate its tone to sedue-
tion, nor hurl the defiance of deadly hatred. The
drunkard is an idiot ; a thing which children mock
at, and women chastise. It is the man whose
temperament is excited, not overpowered, by
wine, to whom the snarcisfatal. Do notsuppose
me the apostie of a temperance society, when I
assert, on my honor, thatafter three glasses, I am
no longer master of my actions ; without being at
the moment conscious of the change, I begin to
see, and feel, and hear, and reason differently.
The minor transitions between good and evil-are

forgotten ; the lava boils in my bosom. Three
more, and T become a madman.”

“ But 1his constitutes a positive physical infir-
mity,” said I.  ** You must of course regard your-
self an exception.”

“No! I am convinced the case is common,
Among my own acquaintance, I know fifty men
who are pleasant companions in-the morning, but
intolerable after dinner; men who neither like
wine nor indulge in it but who, while simply
fulfilling the forms and ceremonies of society, fre-
quently become odious to others, and a burden to
themselves.”

X reully believe you are right.”

1 know that I am right; listen. When I
became your brother's friend, at Westminster, I
was on the foundation,~—an ouly sonyintended for
the church ; and the importance whichmy father
and mother attached to my election for college,
added such a stimulus to my exertions, that, at
the carly age of fourteen, their wish was aceom-
plished. I was the first boy of my years. A
studentship at Christ Church crowned my highest
ambition ; and all that remained for me at West-
minster was to preside over the farewell supper,
indispensable on oceasions of these triumphs. I
was unaccustomed to wine, for my parents had
probably taken silent note of the infirmity of my
nature ; and a very small proportion of the fiery
tavern port, which forms the ncctar of similar
festivities, sufficed to elevate my spirits to wad-
pess. Ilcated by noisc and intemperance, we all
sallicd forth together, prepared to riot, bully, in-
sult. A fight ensued; alife waslost. Expulsion
suspended my election. I neverreached Oxford s
my professional prospects were blighted ; and,
within a few months, my father died of the disap-
pointment! Andnow, what was to be done with
me? My guardians decided that in the army the
influence of my past faults would prove least in-
Jjurious ; and, cager to e¢scape the tacit reproach
of my poor mother’s pale face and gloomy weeds,
1 gladly acceded to their advice. Atfifteen, Iwas
gazetted in the —th regiment of Light Dragoons.
At Westminster they used to call me * Wargrave
the peacemaker.’” Ineverhad aquarrel; I never
had an enemy. Yet, twelve months after joining
the —th, I had the reputation of being a quarrel-
some fellow; I had fought one of my brother
officers, and was on the most uncomfortable terms
with four others.”

¢ And this sudden change —"

*Was ¢hen atrributed to the sourness arising
from my disappointments in life. I have since
ascribed it to a truer origin—the irritation of the
doses of brandy, tinged with sloc juice, which
formed the luxury of a mess cellar. Smarting
under the consciousness of unpopularity, I fancied
I hated my profession, when in fact 1 only hated
myself. I managed to get on halfpay, and re-
turned to my mother's tranquil roof; where, in-
stead of regratting the brilliant life I had forsaken,
my peace of mind and early contentment came
back to mc at once. There was 1o one to bear
me cotpany over the bottle; I was my mother’s
constant comparion; Iscldown tasted wine; I be-
came healthy, happy, beloved as a neighbor and
fellow-citizen. But higher distinctions of affec-
tion followed. A young and very beautiful girl,
of rank and fortune superior to my own, deigaed
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to encourage the humble veneration with which
1 regarded her. I became emboldened to solicit
her heart and hand. My mother assured her I
was the best of sons. 1 readily promised to be
the best of husbands. She believed us both 3 ac-
cepted me, martied me; and on welcoming home
my-lovely, gentle Mary, all remembrance of past
sorrow seemed to be obliterated.  Qur position in
the world, if not brilliant, was honorable. My
mother’s table renewcd those hospitalities over
which my father had loved to preside. Mary’s
three brothers were our constant guests; and
Wargrave—the calm, sober, indolent Wargrave—
once more became fractious and ill at case. My
poor mother, who could conceive no fault in my
disposition, — concluding that, as in other in-
stances, the husband had discovered in the daily
comparianship of mariied life, faults which had
been invisible to the lover,—ascribed to poor
Mary all the discredit of the change. She tooka
dislike to her daughter-in-law, nay, even to Mrs.
Wargrave's family, fiiends, and acquaintances.
She saw that after they had been dining with me,
I grew morose and irritable ; and attributed the
fault to my guests, instead of to the cursed wine
their compauy compelled me to swallow.  Fortu-
nately, poor Mary's time was engrossed by pre-
parations for the arrival of her first child, a pledge
of domestic happiness caleulated to reconcile a
woman cven to greater vexations than those aris-
ing from her husband’s irritability.  Mary palliated
all my bursts of temper, by dcclaring her
opinion that ‘eay man might possess the in-
sipid quality of good humour; but that Wargrave,
if so.aewhat hasty, had the best heart and prin-
ciples in the world.” As soon as our little boy
made his appearance, she excited the contempt
of all her female acquaintances, by trusting ¢ that
Harry would, in all respects, resemble his father.
Heaven bless her for her blindness!®

Wargrave paused fora moment; during which
I took care to direct my cyecs towards the frigate.

““ Among those female friends, was a certain
Sophy Cavendish, a cousin of Mary's; young,
handscme, rich ; but gifted with that intemperate
vivacity which health and prosperity juspire.
Sophy was a fearless creature; the ouly person
who did not shrink from my fits of ill-temper.
When I scolded, she hantered; and when I ap-
peared sullen, she piqued me into cheerfulness.
We usually met in morning visits, when I was in
a mood to take her railleries in good part. To
this playful girl it unluckily occurred to suggest
to her cousin, *Why don’t youmanage Wargrave
asIdo? Why don’t you laugh him out of his
perversity 2 And Mary, to whosc digposition and
manners all these agaceries were forcign, soon
began to assume a most provoking sportiveness in
our domestic disputes; would scize me by the
hair, the sleeve, point her finger at me when I
was sullen, and Jaugh heartily whenever Iindulged
in a reproof. I vowto Heave there were mo-
ments when this innocent for, made me bate
her! ‘It doesnot become yow to ape the monkey
tricks of your cousin,” cried I, onc night when
she had amused berself by filliping water at me,
across the dessert-table, while I was engaged
an intemperate professivnal dispute with an old
brother officer, ¢in trying to make me Jook like a

fool, you only make a fool of yourself?’ ‘Don’t

be intimidated by a few big words,” cried Miss
Cavendish, wheu this ebullition was rcported to
her. ¢ Men and nettles must be bulliedinto tanie-
ness; they have a sting only for those who are
afraid of them. Tersevere!l’ Shedid persevere;
and, on an occasion equally ill-timed, again the
angry husband retorted severely upon the wife
he Joved. ¢ You must not banter him in company,’
said Sophia, ¢ He is one of those men who hate
being shown up before others. But when you
are alone, take your revenge.’

It was on my return from a club dinner that
Mary attempted to put these mischievous preeepts
into practice. I was late—too late; for, against
my will I had been detained by the jovial party.
Mary, who had been beguiling the time of my ab-
sence in her dressing-room with an entertaining
book, by which her spirits were exhilarated, began
to laugh at my excusés; to banter, to mock me.
I begged her to desist.  She persisted. I grew
angry. Iladeher to besilent. She only laughed
more loudly. I stamped, swore, raved. She
approached me in mimicry of my violence. I
struck her!

“1 know not what followed this act of brutal-
ity,” cried Wargrave, rousing himself.  “1 have
a faiut remembrance of kneeling and imploring,
and offering the sacrifice of my life in atonement
for such ingratitude. But I have a very strong
one of the paticnt immobility which, from that
moment, poor Mary assumed in my presence.
She jested no more, she never Jaughed again,
What worlds would I have given had she remon.
strated—dcfended herself—resented the injury!
But no! from that fatal night, like the enchanted
princess in the story, she Lecame converted into
marble whenever her husland approached her. I
fancicd—so conscious are the guilty—that she
sometimes betrayed an apprehension of leaving
our child in the room alone with me. Perhapa
she thought me mad ! Shewasright.  Thebrict
insanity inspired by wine had alone caused me to
reise my hand against her.

“T knew the secret had been kept from her
brothers; for, if not,—fine manly fellows as they.
were,—nothing would have induced themagain to
sitat my board. But there was a person whose in-
terference between me. and my wife I dreaded
more than theirs—a brother ot Sophy Cavendish,
who had loved Mary from her childhood, and
wooed her, and been dismisscd-shortly after her
acquaintance with mysclf. That fellow-I never
conld endure! Horace Cavendish was thereverse
of his sister—grave, even to dejection ; cold and
dignificd in his demeanor; sententious, taciturn,
repulsive. Mary had a great opinion- of him,
although she had preferred the vivacity of my
manner, and the impetuosity of my character.
But now that these qualities had been turned
against. herself, might not a revulsion of feeling:
cause her to regret her cousin?  She must have
felt that Horace Cavendish.would have invited an:
executioner to hack his arm off, rather than raise
it against 2 woman! No provocation would have
caused Zim to address herin thosu terms of insult:
in which, on more than onc occasion; I had'in-
duiged. I began to hate him, for I felt X4i/tle in-
his presence. I saw that he was my.superior:in
temper and breeding; that he would have made:
a bappier women of my wife. Yet I had no pre=
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text for dismissing him my house. Ie could not
but have seen that he was odious to me; yet he
had not the delicacy to withdraw from our suciety.
Perhaps he thought his presence necessary to
protect his cousin? Perhaps he thought 1 was
not to be trusted with the depusit of her happi-
ness ?”

 But surely,” sald I, “after what had already
occurred, you were careful to refrain from the
stimulants which had betrayed you into an uu-
worthy action.”

“Right. T was careful. My temperance was
that of an anchorite.  On the pretext of health, I
refrained for many mounths from tasting wine. I
became myself again. My brothers-in-law called
me mitksop! I caved not what they called me.
The cnrrent of my blood ran cool and free. I
wanted to conquer back the confidence of my
wife!”

* But perhaps this total abstinence rendered the
ordeal still more critieal, when you were com-
pelled occasionally to reswine your former habits 2’

“Right again, I wasstoring a magazine against
mysclf! There oceurred a family festival from
which [ conld not absent myself—the wedding of
Sophy Cavendish.  Even my wife relaxed in her
habitual colIness tow wnds me, and requested me
to join the party. We met; a party of some
thirty, —gige'ing, noisy, brainless,—to jest and be
meiry, [t was settled that T must ¢ drink the
bride’s health ;> and Mrs. Wargrave extended her
glass towards mine, as if to make it a pledge of
reconciliation.  How eagerly I quafied it! The
champagne warmed my heart.  Of my free will I
took a second glass.  The bridegroom was then
toasted; then the family into which Sophy was
marrying ; then the family she was quitting, At
length the health of Mrs. Wargrave was proposed.
Could I do otherwise than honor it in 2 bumper?
I looked towards her for further encouragement
—further kindness ; but, instead of the expected
smile, I saw her pale, trembling, anxious. My
kindling glances and heated countenance perhaps
reminded her of the fatal night which had been
the origin of onr misunderstanding.  Yes, she
trembled ; and in the midst of her agitation I saw,
or fancied I saw, a look of sympathy and good un-
derstanding pass between her and Horace Caven-
dish. T turned fievcely towards him. He re-
garded me with contempt; that look, at least, I
did not misinterpret; but {revenged it!”

Tuvoluntarily I walked from the parapet, and
walked a few paces towards the frigate, in order
that Wararave might recover breath and com-
posurc. Iie followed me; he clung to my arm:
the rest of his narrative was spoken almost in a
whisper.

*In the mood which had now taken possession
of me, it was easy to give offence; and Caven-
dish appcared no less ready than myself. We
quarrelled.  Mary's brother attempted to pacify
us; but the purpose of both was settled. I saw
that hie looked upon me as & venomous reptile to
be crushed; and I looked upon him as the lover
of Mary. Onc of us must die to_extinguish such
hatred. We met at sunrise. ‘Both were sober
then. 1 shot him through the heart! I swrren-
-dered myself to justice; took no heed of my de-
fence. Yet surcly many must have loved me;
1or, on the day of trial, hundreds of witnesses came
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forward to attest my humanity, my generosity,
my mildness of nature. Many of our mutual
friends attested upon oath that the deceased had
been observed to seek occasions of giving me of-
fence. That he had often spoken of me disparag-
ingly, threateningly ; that he had been heard to
say, I deserved to die! I was now sure that Mavy
had taken him into her confidence; aund yet it
was-by my wife’s unceasing cxertions that this
mass of evidence had been collected in my favor.
I was acquitted. The court rang with acclama-
tions ; for I was ‘ the only son of mmy mother, and
she was a widow;' and the name of Wargrave
commanded love and respect from many, both in
her person and that of my wife. The Cavendish
family had not availed itself mercilessly againss
my life.  Ileit the court *without a blemish upon
my character,) and with gratitude for the good
offices of hundreds. I wasnot yet guite a wretch.

¢ But I had not yetseen Mary! On the pleaof
severe indisposition, she had refrained from visit-
ing me in prison; and now that all danger wag
over, I rejoiced she had been spared the hnailia-
tion of such an ieterview. I trembled when I
found myseif once more on the threshold of home.
To meet her again—to fall once more upon the
neek of my poor mother, whose blinduess and in-
firmities had forbidden her to visit me in durance!?
What a trial!  The shouts of the multitude were
dying away in the distance ; my sole companion
was a venerable servant of my father’s, who sat
sobbing by my side.

**Tue windows are closed,” said I, looking
anxiously upwards, as the carriage stopped. ¢ Has
Mrs. Wargrave—has my mother quitted town ?

‘““There was no use distressing you, Master
William, so lung as you was in trouble,” said the
old man, grasping my arm. My poor old mis-
tress has been buaried these six weeks; she died
of a stroke of apoplexy the day after you surren-
dered yourself. Weburied her, sir, by your father.?

¢ And my wife?” gaid I, as soon as I could
recover my uttcrance.

‘<X don’t rightly understand,—I can't quite
make out,—I believe, sir, you will find a letter,
said my grey-headed cowpanion, following me
closely into the house.

¢ From Mary ??

¢ Here it is,” he replied, opening a shutter of
the cold, grim, cheerless room, and pointing o
the table.

¢« ‘From Mary 2’ Y again reiterated, asIsnatched
itup. No! nof from Mary; not cven from any
member of her family ; not even from any friend,
from any acquaintance. J¢ was a lawger's letter ;
informing me, with technical precision, that *his
client, Mrs. Mary Wargrave, conceiving she bad
Jjust cause and provocation to withdraw hersclf
from my roof, had already taken up her abode with
her family ; that she was prepared to defend her-
self, by the strong aid of the law, against any
opposition T might offer to her design; but trusted
the affair might be amicably adjusted.  His client,
Mrs, Mary Wargrave, morcover, demanded no
other maintainance than the trifle allowed by her
marriage settlement for her sepurate use. Instesd
of accompanying me to the continent, she pro-
posed to reside with her brothers.”

“And it was by the hand of a lawyer’s clerk I
was to learn all this! The woman—the wife—



1

82

WINE.

whom T had struck I—was prepared to plead
¢ cruelty ? against me in a court of Jmucc.

“ ¢ Drink tlns, Master William,” said the poor
old man, returning to my side with a salver and 2
bottle of the Madeira which had been forty years
in higkeopiuﬂ. ¢ You want support, my dear boy ;
drink this.

“EGive it me, cried I, snatching the glass from
his hands. Anozhu—-.mothu 1—1 do want sup-
port; for I have still a task to perform.  Stop the
carringe; T am going out. Anotherglass! 1maust
see Mrs. Wargrave ¢¥ Where isshe? o

“Phree miles off, sir, at Sir William's. My
mistress is with her elder brother, sir.  You can’t
see her to-night,  Wait till nmrnm"' wait till you
arc more composed.  You will loo:» your senses
with all these cruel shocks?

4 Jeeve lost my senses!’ I e\chhred throw-
ing myself again into the carriage—* And there-
fore T must see her,—mast sce Irer before T die.”

¢ ind these frantic words were constantly on
my lips till the carriage stopped at the gate of Sir
William Brabazon. I would not suffer icto enter;
I traversed the courtyard on foot; I wished t0
give no announcement of my arvival. It was
dusk : the servant did not recognize me; \\ben,
having entered the offices by a side- door I de-
manded of a strange servant admigtance to Mrs
Wargrave. The answer was such as I anticipated.
Ofes, W argrave could see no one,  She was ill;
had only ]u\t risen from her bed.”  Never thdcss,
T urged the nccessity of an immediate interview,
*T must see heron business.”  Still less. It was
impossible for Mrs. Wargrave to see any person
on business, as Sir William and Mr. Brabazon had
just zone into tow n; and she was quite alone, and
much indisposed.” ¢ Take in this note,” said I
tearing 2 blank leaf from my pocket-book, and
folding it to represent a letter.  And following
with caution the Servant I despatched on my
crrand, I found my way to the door of Mary’s
:\')'xrt.ment. 1t was the bc"umm«' of spring. The
muh.l was sitting in a hmc arm-chair hefore the
fire, with her little boy '1<leep inheramms. 1had
preceded the servant into the room, and, by the
imperfect firelight, she mistook me for the medi-
cal attendant she was expecting.

“tGood evening, Doctor,’ said she, in a voice
so faint and tremulous, that I could scarcely recog-
nise it for her's. ¢ You will find me better to-night;
but why are you so late?’

*You will, perhaps, find 22¢ too ('ar]y,‘ said I,
placing myself resolutely beside her chair, ‘unless
you are disposed to annul the instrumert with
which you have been plcwsed to complete the
measure of your husband’s miseries. Do not
tremble, Madam.  You have no injury to appre-
hend. I come here, a broken-hearted man, to
learn my award of life and death.”  Aund, in spltc
of my fulse eourage, I stagaered to the \ml] and
leaned against it for suppor t.

e \(y brothers ave absent,” faltered Mary. ‘I
have no counsellor at hand, to act as mediator
between us.” .

¢ ¢ For which reason I hazard this appeal. I
am here to speak with my own lips to your own
cars, to your own heart. Do not decide upon the
suggestions of others.'

YT hare decided,” murmured Mrs, Wargrave,
¢ ¢rrevocably.’

¢ No, you have not said I, again #; jroach-
ing her. ‘for you have decided without listening
to the defenee of vour hushand, to the appeal of
nature. Mary, Mary! have you so soon lorgotten
the vows of eternal union breathed in the presence
of God? Are you not still my wife 2—my wife
whom T adore,—my wife whom 1 bave injured,—
my wife, whose patience I woull requite by a
whole life of homage and adoration.  M: ary, you
have no right to cast from you the father of your
child.”

w1t is for my child’s sake that I seek to with-
draw from his authority,’ said Mrs. Wargrave, with
more firmness than might have been expected.

“¢No! Icannotlive with you again; my confi-
dence is gounge, my respect diminished.. This Loy,
as his f’lculnce become developed, would see nie
tremble in your presence ; would learn that 1 feav
vou; that—-"

“ ¢That you despise me!
speak out!’

““That I pity you,” continued Mary, resolutely;
‘that I pity you as onc who has the reproach of
blood upon his hands, and the aceusation of ruf-
fianly injury againsta woman on his conscience.’

“% And such are the lessons you wiil teach
him.!

* ¢Tt is a lesson T would scrupulously withhold
from him, and, to sccure his ignorance, it is need-
ful that he should live an alien from his father's
roof. Wargrave, our child must not grow up in
obscrvation of our estr angement.’

“<Then, by Heaven, my resolution is taken!
You have appc.xlcd to the laws : by the Jaws let
us abide. The child is mine, by right, by enforce-
ment. ILive where you will; defy me from what
shelter yom please ; but this little creature, whom
you have constituted my encimy, remains with me
Swrrender him to me, or dread the consequencest”

“You did not!” T incoherently gasped, scizing
Wargrave by the arm, and dreading, I knew not
what.

‘Have I not told you,” he replied, in a voice
which froze the blood in my veins, “that before
quitting home, I had swallowed half a bottle of
Madeirz? My frame was heated, my brain mad-
dened! T saw in the woman before me only the
minion, the mourner of Horace Cavendish. I had
no longer a wife,”

“ .\l.u v prepared herself for violence at my
hands,” continued Wararave, * for instinctively
she attemptcd to rise and app] oach the bell ; but,
encumbered by the child, or by ber own weak
ness, she fell back in her chair. ¢ Don’t wake
him!’ said she, in a faint, piteous voice, as if,
after all, his helplessness constituted her best
defence.

¢ ¢Give him up, then, at once. Do you think
I do not love him!  Give him up to his father.

“For a moment, as if overcome, she seemed
attempting to unclasp the little hand which, even
in sleep, clung tenderly to her night-dress. For
a moment she seemed to recognise theirresistibil-
ity of my claim.

‘* ¢The catriage waits,’ said I sternly. ¢ Where
i3 his nurse 2’

‘¢ am his nursc,’ cricd Mary, bursting into
an agony of tears. ‘I will go with him. To re-
tain my child, I will consent to live with you
a"'un.

Speak out, Madam ;
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“EWith me?  Live with me, whom you have
dishonored with your pity, your contempt, your
prefecence of another?  Rather again stand are
raigned before a criminal tnbuu'\l than aceept
such 2 woman as my wife!®

¢ As a servant, then; let me attend as a ser-
vant on this little cre.nure, s0 dear to me, so
precious to me, so feeble, so—

“ ¢ Is it Cavendish’s brat, that you plead for him
so warmly ?' cried I, infuri: ited that even my child
should be preﬁ:rrcd to me. Aud I now attempted
to remove him by force trom her arms,

“CHelp! help! help!” faltered the feceble, half-
fainting mother, But no one came, and I per-
sisted.  Did you ever attempt to hold a struggling
child—a child that others were struggling to retain

—a young child—a soft, frail, feeble chitd? And
why did she resist ? Should not she, woman as
she was, have known that mischief would arise
from such contact? She who had t.cnded those
delicate limbs, that fragile frame? The boy
wakened from his xh,ep——\ms sereaming violently,
Ie struggled, and struggled, and moaned, and
gasped.  But, on asuddcn, his shrieks ceased.
Ile was still, silent, breathless.”

“ead ! * cried I

‘¢ So she imagined at the moment, when, at the
summons of her fearful shrieks, the servants rushed
into the room. But no, I had not again become
a murderer; a new curse was in storve for me.
When medical aid was procured, it was fowsid that
a limb was dislocated ; the spine injured ; theboy
a cripple for life !

“What must have been his father’s remorse !

¢ His father was spared the intelligence. Tt
was not for fourteen months that I was removed
from the pli\'.lte madhouse, to which, that fatal
night, I was conveyed, a raving maniac. Thein-
flnence of wine, passion, houor had induced
epilepsy ; from which I was only lOllSed to astate
of frenzy.  Careful treatinent and solitude grad-
ually restored me.  Legal steps had been takea
by the Brabazon fami!y during my confinement;
and my mutilated boy is placed, by the Court of
Chancery, under the guardianship of his mother.

For some time after my recovery, I became a
wanderer on the continent, with the intention of
wasting the remnant of my blighted existence in
restless obscurity.  But I soon felt that the best
propitiation, the best sacrifice to offer my injured
wife and child, was the attempt to conquer, for
their sakes, an honorable position in society. I
got placed on full pay in a regiment appointed to
a foreign station. I made over to my boy the
whole-of my property. I pique myself upon liv-
ing on my pay,—on drinking no wine,—on absent-
ing myself from all the seductions of society. I
lead a life of penance, of penitence, of pain.  But,
some day or other, my little victim will learn the
death of his ﬁxther, and feel that he devoted his
wretched days to the duties of an honorable pro-
fession, in order to spare him further dishonor as
the son of a suicide.”

* Thank God! " was my murmured ¢jaculation,
when at this moment I perceived the boat of the
Astrfm, whose approach.enabled me to cover my
emotion with the bustle of parting. There was
not a word of consolation—of pallnhon, to be
offered to.such a man. e had indeed afforded
me a fearful commentary .on,my text. Never

before had I duly appreciated the perils and dan-
gers of Wixg!

“And isit to such a stimulus,” murmured 1,
as I slowly joined my wmp‘\mous, “that J\\(l"e
and juror recur for strength to iuspire their
decrees; to such an luﬂuenca, that captain and
hclnmu.m turn for courage in the storm ; to such
a counsellor, the warrior Tefers his manauvres on
the day of batte; nay, that the minister, the
chaneellor, the sovereign himself, dedicate the
frailty  of their natare!” That human life, that
human happiness, should be subjected to so devil- -
ish an instrument!  Against all other encmics,
we fortify ourselves with defence ; to this master-
fiend we open the doors of the citadel.”

My meditations were soon cut short by the joy-
ous chorus of a drinking-song, with which Lord
Thomas's decoctions nmpu'ul ‘the shatterad reason
of the commandants, superior and infevior, of His
Majesty’s ship the Astra—Lliza Cook’s Journal,
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ITow beautiful this night! the balmiest sigh

Which vernal zephyrs breathe in evening's ear,

Were discord to the speaking quictude

That wraps this moveless scene.  Hcaven’s ebon
vault,

Studded with stars unutterably bright,

Through which the moon’s unclouded grandeur
rolls,

Seems like a canopy which Love has spread

To curtain her sleeping world.  Yon gentle hills

Robed in a garment of untrodden snow ;

You darksome rocks, whence icicles depend,

So stainless, that their white and glittering spires

Tinge not the moon’s pure beam; yon castled
steep,

Whose banner hangeth o’er the timeworn tower

So idly that vapt fancy deemeth it

A metaphor of peace: all form a scene

Where musing solitude might love to lift

Her soul above this sphere of earthliness ;

Where silence undisturbed might watch alone,

So cold, so bright, so still.

The orh of day,
In southern climes, o'er ocean’s waveless field
Sinks sweetly smiling ; not the faintest breath
Steals o’er the unrufited deep; the clouds of eve
Reflect unmoved the lingering beam of day ;
And Vesper's image on the western main
Is beautiful still. To-morrow comes:
Cloud upon cloud, in dark and deep’ning mass,.
Roll o'er the blackened waters; the deep roac
Of distant thunder mutters awfully ;
Tempest unfolds its pinion o'er the gloom:
That shrouds the boiling surge; the pitiless fiend,
With all his winds and lightnings, tracks his prey ;
The torn deep yawns—the vessel finds a grave
Beneath its jagged gu'f.—Shdley.
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GIVING THE BASKET. cevery day, and thought myself quite 2 beau among
the girls,

My father and mother had grown old, my
brothers had grown up, and some of them were
My grandmother was a wonderful woman.  She | murried, but I 'was never reckoned among them,
lived from her first birthday seventy-five years in | Indeed, it was in my recollection, that the honest
the same old street of Hamburg—changed her | man whose name I bore, when liis memory grew
name three times, with the help of as many [short with suttling the senior eight, oceasionally
weddings—had seven sons and five daughters, all f ealled me “nephew.” It was allowed on all
prosperousiy settled along the Lower Elbe; and | hards, however, that I was to be my grand-
one proverb, which was at once her creed and [mother’s heir.  Quictly kind had the old lady
consulation : *“ What is to be, will be.” been to me from childhood upwards; and her

A quiet Life had my grandmother passed in the [ house, with its corner 100ms and carved-wood
faith of that maxim, notwithstanding her numerous | ceilings, was no cheerlessabode. Tthad descended
family and successive spouses.  She wasreckoned ! to her through a line of Hamseatic merchauts,
rick, 100, cach of the three dear departed having | fhe was an only danghter, and having dvwelt there
in turn endowed her with a comfortable jointure. { all her maiden and married Nfe—1 had almost
There was, consequently, an carnest strife among | said lives—my grandmother held that it should
her kindred as to who should be her hieir; but my 1be the high place of festivity to her remote
grandmotheraimost settled the guestion, by taking | descendants, and kept all the holidays that were
me home in my seventh year, to keep her infever known in Hamburg., Company was never
occupation in the old house.  What moved her | wanting on such occasions; but there was oune
to thet step, nobody ever knew ; unless that I was | household whose members came particulaly often,
the youngest of nine boys belonging to her cllest { and werealways welcome.  They were Holsteiners,
daughter—extremely unweleome, because I was ! and lived far away in the Jittle old town of Mel-
not a little girl—and =aid to resemble her first | dorf, from which my grandfather had come. How
hugband, my grandfuther, who had died at twenty- | they came togettier, I never found out, Lut their
nine, and then rested some foity years in St fhome was a house of representatives for alt
Michacel's Comnctery. Twasborn within theliberties | civilised sovicty,containing two bachelor brothers,
of Altona, aad therefore connted as a Holsteiner. l:nul a maiden sister, a widowed aunt, a cousin
Readers, most of you know that tiere are not ) whose hushand had deserted, a sober married
two miles between the two good cities; but the | pair far on the shady side of life, and their girl,
rest of our velations in the Hamburg territory, my grandmothar’s  god-daughter, Ethclind, I
hesides uniting their voices to warn the old Iady ! early perecived that they were old-faskioned
that I would have a will of my own, were liberal | people, with ways and netions long out of date in
in the sugzestion of difiicultics which might arise j our rich and theiving city. Down to Ethelind,
in case of future war in my drawing for the burgh | they had cach and all'a strong inclination tostout
militin. My grandmother replicd to all their | homne-made stuffs, thick-soled shoes, and nothing
waraings with her wonted proverb, and nothing 1at all that conld be called finery. They were,
daunted, took me home to Alsterstrauss, It was , morcover, wonderfil workers, and every one
the oldest street of the new town, curving down [ noteable for some branch of dumestic industry,
from the ancient rampart to the river. Its houses | concerning which they talked, questioned, and, I
had been Luilt before the Thirty Years' War, lam sure, dreamed. Play and idleness were a
when straight lines were yet unthought of, and | reproach to my boyhood in their presence; and
bad ail projecting storeys in front, and gavdens, 'my youth discovered still further cause of dis-
with rightancient summer-honsesjn them, behind. | satisfaction.  There were nonc of them atall aston-
Nothing had cver gone out of repair in that [ishable by either grandeur, or accomplishment—a
street; trade, with all its dust and wear, had [ fine air was lost on them, waltzing had no power,
passed it by; low poverty had never found an {and tailors of the first fashion cut in vain for that
entrance; and nobody inhabited its peaceful pre- | houschold.  In short, my dear readers, I did not
cintsbut well-to-do, old-fashioned burghers, whose | like the Simberts, though, to do them justice,they
business-days were over; discrect spinsters, who | were always fricadly to e, and great favorites
managed their own portions; and prudent, com- | with my grandmother, especially Ethelind. It
fortably-jointured widows lke my grandmother. | may seem less gallant than candid, but I did not

Peaceful years leave little to relate; and of {like Ethelind ¢ither: why, most men would have
mine, under her administration, I can only say |found it hard to guess, for hesides having a
that there were boys in the neighbourhood with | substantial portion, she was fair and rosy, ncither
whoin 1 played—that they grew to be youug | larze nor small, bt of good solid figure,as became
men with whom I had frolics, controversies, and | a lolstein girl, with a stock of good sense, good
fricndships—that my grandmother sent me from | temper, and homely wit—a first-rate housewife,
her house to school, from school to college, and | and a worthy daughter.  Nevertheless, Ethelind
from college to a notary, because my grandfather | had paid so little attention to my gifts and graces,
had heen such, and it was 2 genteel profession— | appeared so unimpressible with my glory as a
that I was neither overworked nor very idle; and | voung man ¢f fashion, and iy grandmother's
at twenty-three, all the judicions in Alsterstrauss, | heir, and was so perseveringly set before me by
and they were many, gave me the character of o | all her relations as a fit and proper partner, that
handsome steady young man, in much requestfor | 1 was at length conscious of pos™i. cly disliking
dances, aud doubtless a great comfort to my fthe girl. She had laughed atme twice in the

randmother, to which I once overheard aspiteful | course of our acquaintance, and once told me
ol maid add, that I was growing more conceited ¥ that driving the plough wasmucn more creditable

A HOLSTEINER'S STORY.
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work than waltzing ; but a mode of vetaliation ye'
remained in store.  She was two years older than | her.”
I; and I exerted myself to believe that Ethelind|  *“Well, Iritz,” said my grandmother, neither
must be growing an old maid. My grandmother angry nor astonished, “Ethelind Simbert is a
gaw how things were going.  Worthy old woman! | good givl, though you don’t like her; but whom
she had set her heart on the match: I know not you don’t like, you can’t be expected to marry—
for what reason, hut doubtless it was somethingso we will think no more of the:unatter; and I'll
ahout my grandfather. Iowever, she fouud con- | tell the Simberts.  I'm going therc at Easter; it
solation in her unfailing proverb, as in all house- , fulls on the fourteenth, you know. That will be
hold games and lotterics at Clristmastime, | fifty years complete sinee your grandfather and £
Shrovetide and Easter, I was sure to draw {spent our kst Easter at Meldorf, and you—oh, I
Ethelind for a partuer, to my ill-concealed chagrin g mean your mother !—a prattling child with us.
and her undisguised amusement. Tritz, you and I will go and sce the old place
It must have been to baffle the Fates in thisg together, and never mind this matter. If Ethelind
design that I took with great ardour to the gay , don't suit you, she will somebody. else; and what
Widow Wesing and her daughter Louisa. Madume | i to be, will be.” .
Wesing's fusband had been an officer.  Shewas| That proverb waslike cheese—for nothing ever
in Paris with the allied army, and understood fon § cAMe after it; and it was scttled that my grand-
ever after; her income being small, however, ymother and I should spend our l'.':tstcr with the
obliged the lady to live in our street, though j industrious Stmberts at Meldorf. The excursion
deeply impressed with its old-fashionedness, Most j ¥as neither grand nor fashionable, yot I felt catled
people liked the widow and her daughter: they I upon to mention it at -\Jf““"“? Wesings,
were always so gay, and hiad such stores of gossip, | Oh, how charming!” exclaimed ';“"‘3 fair widow,
besides being up to the mode ; but some said the s in her most enthusiastic manner.  * To retire, &s
Iadies were canningly sclfish in a small way, and | ON€ nay say, among simple shepherds. Do you
would do angthing for their own petty inferests | know, I hear !.Ix:xt.“thosc people make their own
oramusement. Each was the pattern of the other, } chﬁese and linen ? - . L
aund they were both pretty little girls. It was true, ’Howdchghtﬁl]! chimed in Louisa. Mamina,
the mother was thirty-seven, and the daughter { don't you remember that datling rustic ?t‘aschool‘;
seventeen ; but both sang, danced, and coquetted, Imﬂilcr who came to inquire after papa’s papers?
no mortal man being able to espy any differance | Ab, .\'ffS! said the widow, flowishing her
in dress or maunners, except that at times the cambric; * he was an catly friend of my adored
widow was rather the more childish of the two, j Auguste. Charming man! Ile and his wife—
Upon my sincerity, I cannut tell which it was that @ most uaworldly, amiable soul—have often in-
brought e under bondage ; but the probabilities y vited us to Meldorf; butafter my irreparable loss,

dow’t like Ethelind Simbert, and I won’t marry

of the case are rather in favor of Louisa. Certain
I qin, that we danced a great many eveaings, and
sang a number of duetts together, while her
manma sent me caplivating notes of invitation to

her little quadrille-parties and friendly teas; and |
assured everybody in my hearing, that I was the
exact resemblance of Alexander, emperor of all |
the Russiag, when she saw him cnter the Tuileries |
Bball-room with the Duchesse de Berri on his avin. |

My grandmother and I sat at our coffce in thet
second parlor: a low wainscotted room, with four |
of Solomon’s Proverbs: carved in different com. |
partments of its ceiling, a cupboard in every|
cor.er, and a narrow glass-door opeuing into the
garden. It was Apriltime: the violets were!
blooming on the sunny bank by the old honse- |
gable, and the buds bursting on the great walnat- |
tree. My grandmother sat in her nut-brown gown |
and snow-white kerchicf—the dress she always!
wore on cominon days—listening to me, good |
woman! giving a full and particular account of !
one of the said quadrille-parties which I had at-|
tendud on the previous night.  She heard all, |
from the wreath in Louisa's hair to the last ice, |
and then layingdown her empiy cup, said quietly
as usual: “Fritz, I think it is time you were
married.”

The news surprised e, and I stared my grand-
mother in the face; but she went on in the same
cals tone: “There's Ethlind Simbert wonld make
you 1 gond wife; sheis my owngod-daughter, aud
I think we would all agree.”

“ Grandmother,” said T, plucking up resolution,
#1 will do anylhing clse to please you; butl

I never had spirits for the journey.”

¢ Indeced, mamma, we will visit them this very
Easter,” said Louisa. ‘It will be such a surprise
to the datling old couple; and we both require
country ai.”

“la! yes; the wirter has been too much for
us,” said the widow, . ith a languishing look at
me.

I of course sympathised; and a visit to the
charming schoolmaster was determined on.  The
following day brought further intelligence: Ma-
dame Wessing called to say, how delightful it
would be for us to travel in company—one car-
riage conld be hired for usall, the widow remarked,
besides, she and Louisa had no geatleman to take
carc of them; and bath ladics looked confidence
in my powerful protection. It is ncedless to say,
that the project was received with acclamations
on this side of the house, and my grandmother
hoped that Providence would fake care of us all.
We went accordingly ; hut, readers, of the travell-
ing time I beg leave to say as little s possible.
It was more tedious .n those days than at present;
and doubtless my grandmother was justified in
avering that we were well over it, when, on a
sanny April afternoon, we saw the gray church-
spire and clustering roofs of Mchinid] 1ising in the
midst of a great plain, which looked like one well-
cultivated farm.

Mcllorf was as old as the Teutonic conquest,
Ithad been fortified against the Sclavonic pagang,
and dismantled by a prince of the Hohenstaufen
line. War had not come near it for centuries ;
commerce had forgotten it and a more rural,
country-likespot, to be calied a town I never saw.
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There were lanes of old cottages, with woodbine-
covered porches, and swallows by hundreds build-
ing in their eaves. There were snug farmhouses,
with all their appendages, standing in the shadow
of the Gothic church, and a great old hostel, or
inn, elothed with ivy from foundation to chimney-
top. In the very centre there was a green, with a
huge oak, under which they said St. Olaf sat, and
a deep draw-well in it. The Simberts’ house
looked out on that green. It had been fortified
and inhabited by a bishop in its day, but was now
a substantial farmhouse, with an arched doorway,
very small windows, and a yard enclosed by high
walls, from which a pouderous timber-gate, with
Episcopal arms upon it, opened into a green lane,
leading through a spacious orchard to a mil!l among
the meadows. Hard by lived the ‘“delightful
schoolmaster,” Herr Rusburg, in what had been
a chapter-house before the Reformation, and had
still a Latin inscription over the entrance. Its
great garden was separated only by a shallow
stream from the Simberts’ orchard. I know not
if the good man had any warning of the invasion;
but as our earriage stopped—by the way, every
inhabitant had come. out to gaze and wonder as
it passed—forth came widowed aunt, maiden
sister, deserted cousin,and all, with Ethelind’s
father and mother, looking soberly glad to see us;
and Ethelind herself up from the spinning-wheel,
in her russet petticoat, crimson jacket, and smooth
chestnut hair. Forth also, in high glee at the
unwonted sight, poured a crowd of boys and girls
from the school, under the parting surveillance of
Herr Rusburg and his helpmate, a lean, gray-
haired, but patient and good-natured-looking pair,
on whom Madame Wesing and her daughter laid
hold immediately ; and the last words I heard, as
the respective doors closed, were something con-
cerning the adored Auguste, and the want of
health and spirits. .

If there was work, there was also abundant
comfort in the Simbert’s house. Their great
kitchen—it had been the bishop’s banquet-hall,
whercin he once feasted Christian I. of Denmark—
was rich in the odor of hot cakes, and radiant with
scoured flagons. The oak parlor, which opened
from it, shone, walls, floor, and furniture with
perfect polishing: green boughs, full of the first
leaves, filled up its ample fire-place; and its low
windows, wreathed with the climbing rose, looked
out on the orchard, now in a wealth of blossoms.
Moreover, the Simberts were, to my amazement,
great people in Meldor{: and, according to the
etiquette established in that primitive town, their
neighbours, as soon ag the day’s work was fairly
over, came to greet us as the newly-arrived, and
congratulate them on our adveut. By that sensi-
ble regulation, I got at oncd mtroduced to a num-
ber of blithe and handsome girls, not to speak of
their fathers, mothers, brothers, uncles, and aunts,
of whom my recollections are now somewhat less
interesting; but I remember that the women,
young and old, were knitting as if for dear life;
that the men came in their everyday trim, fresh
from field and workshop ; and one honest black-
amith, who was also the burgomsster, paid his
compliments in & leather-apron.

The rank and fashion of Meldorf having visited
our neighbour and his guests with similar solem-
pities—for the schoolmaster was esteemed next

-

in dignity to the Simberts—a series of entertain-
ients, in honor of us and the festive season,
commenced at the old bishop’s mansign, and
circled round the little town, with no lack of
savoury cakes, cream-cheese, and all manner of
country good things; besides Pace-eggs, Easter-
games, and dances for the young people. Atthese
merry-maki-gs, Madame Wesing and Louisa
were in high request. They took such an interest
iu country affairs, were so0 delighted with every-
thing, and dispensed so much intelligence of the
great world, always so dazzling to rustic minds,
that almost from their first appearance, the widow
and her daughter’s popularity was immense with
even the Simberts. I, indeed, perceived that
though always civil to them, Ethelind loved not
the ladies; and I cherished the conviction that
she was envious and spiteful, which, kind reader,
was a species of consolation ; for, since my arrival,
the busy girl paid me, if possible, less attention
than ever.

What did 2 young man of my figure -and ac-
complishments care for that? Ethelind had no
senaibility, but was not I astonishing the sons of
Meldorf, and making deep impressions on the
hearts of its fair daughters? Scoth to say, that
country visit was too much for my faith and
constancy to either Louisa or the widow. To the
eternal prettinesses of those ladies, the frank,
merry girls, rustie, robust, and rosy as they were,
presented a most agreeable contrast. Of course,
they admired me vastly, No wonder, poor things,
after seeing nothing in their whole lives but men
who ploughed and sowed, hewed and hammered !
What conquests I made among them, and how
many fine things I said and did! At times, my
conscience told me it was not right. Might not
Katharine's, Gretchen's, or Cristine’s affections
be hopelessly and for ever engaged ? Nay, might
not a similar misfortune happen to sonte half.-dozen
of the simple souls? and then, in the utmost

-extent of my Christian charity, I couldn’t marry

them all!  As for Louisa, I had an inward per-
suasion she would not break her heart, and the
widow looked on with amazing complacency.
Often in what they called our * charming strolls ”
through green meadows, and by blossomed or-
chards, did both ladies rally me on my brilliant
successes ; and the kind widow invariably wound
up' with warnings against rustic rivals, and the
envy of those country boors, which she assured
me was cruel as the grave, and rapidly rising
against myself. After those revealings, I naturally
felt inclined to hurl defiance at the foe by still
more determined flirtations, though, in all sipceri-
ty, I cannot retollect that ever one of the honest,
good-natured, laborious men of Meldorf noticed
my triumphs with the smallest displeasure. The
Easter festivities had been over for some’time,
but my grandmother still lingered, having taken
mightily to the Simberts’ dairy; while Madame
Wesing declared that the country air was doing
her and Louisa good, and they could mot think
of leaving their delightful old friends.

The widow must have meant her young friends
also, for she was growing positively confidential
with the girls of Meldorf, occasionally giving me
to understand, in her most playful manner, that
their familiar communications somehow concerned
myself, There was evidently a general interest
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in my proceedings, and [ feit particularly impress- i possible, for every little wretch. there had up
ed with that fuct when the 1st of May arrived. | his finger and his tungue out; but catching sight
Like moust old German towns, the day was held | of Herr Rusburg, who came out, stafl’ in hand,
in festive revercuce at Meldorf, and celebrated | followed by his hindly helpmate, doubtless to
in the fashion of primitive times. Its foreuoon j prevent mischief, my courage and sense both
was given to work, as wsaal, but the children ;forsuok me; I slammed to the door, and fled
gathured will-dowers and green branches, with  through the house, out of the yard, down the
which they decorated every dvor, receiving aygreen lane, amd far iuto the meadows,
donetivn of ealies for their paias. Inthe afterngon, ,  How far, readers, it is not exactly in my power
a temporary pavillion was crected, by help of all tosay.  The walk, or rather run, was a long one,
the young men, under 8t Olaf’s Ouals, to which |:u|-l the path must have been cireuitous. I remem-
supplics were seat according to the wealth orbered jumping over diteloes, serambling through
liberality of each houscholder ; and within, there | hedges, wondering at my own stupidity for ever
was mude a general distribution of all huown jcoming to such a place, or condescending to
delicacies, frum hot coilee to curds and cream, jassuciate with its boorish inhabitants; and at
while May-games, and all sorts of dancing went ( length haviag formed desperate but vague reso-
forward on the green. Bthelind was unasimously ¢ lutions of being revenged oun all Meldorf, and
elected mistress of the bower, a diguity whick, in | fightiug everybody who heard or spoke of the
hard-worhing Holstein, is eqaivaleat to the May-; transaction, I found myself at a bank of young
qu22n of ojhier funds, and bestowed only oa the j willows, which grew so tall and thick that the sun
ozt esteemed ghtl in the parish, who, in right { could scareely picrce the shadow.

of icr oitice, presides over the said distribation. | T heard voices beyond, aud my own name men-
The election was regarded as no small honour, y tioned.  Under the circumstances, who wouldn’t
awd certainly Ethelind had no sineeure; besides, | have played the caves-dropper? I erept among
it was my opinion that I rather astonished her | the wiliows, and cantiously peeped in. It wasa
that eveniag iivmy enbevidered vestand covnelinn | surt of comimon bleach-green, lying at the foot of
buttoas. 1 danced with every givl on the green, ( the Simberts’ orchard and  Rusburg’s garden,
pail paticular attentioas to three vastic belles inj There were Gretchen, Katharine, and Ciistine,
tarn, niade an extraordinary number of jukes at | the tiv for whose peace of mind I had trembled,
the expease of sulae of the chief inagaates—for ) spreading out lisien, and laughing as if their sides
even Meldo had such—and returned home with | would crack ; while Lounisa and the widow, with
all onr compaay, tired, but in a mest satisfactory  looks of high and spiteful glee, leaned over the
humour, two hours after sunset. schoolmasters fence; and Lthelind, looking by

I was alawst teo late for the Simberts’ first { no means pleased, heaped her washing in a tub.

breakfiot next mosing.  Some of the cider had}  “Illnever be able to see him without Jaughing,”
been strong, aiad there were queer sounds of jsaid Kathavine. I had all but assured her my
steps and titleiiag ia the night under my window. ) heart was gone foc ever the evening before.

It was low, and looked out on the path skirting
the green by which Herr Rusburg’s many scholars
passed. T thought there was unasual noise among
the gathering juveniles ; and scarcely had I reach-
¢l the breanfust-table, when it rose to a perfect
claumour of shouts, lnghter, and calls for somebody
to come out and take in his present.

“What can be the matter with those boys 2”
said my grandmother; and * What cau be the

*We never would have known his tricks if you
hadi't told us™ said Cristine, addressing the
widow,

“ Al ! you would have soon found them cut,”
veplicd that amiable lady. “I hope this will
teach him uot to have qdite so high an opinioun of
himsel{™

“ Mamma,” interrupted Louisa, * Ethelind does
not seem at all amused.”

matter?” sail all the Simberts.  Good people! “Nota bit. I can see no fun in affronting a
they seidom lookcd out; but as another burst}young man in a stiange town, though he might
came, Ethadind vese, and so did I It was my, be a little vain.  City folks have ways of their
own name they were shouting: and all unwise jown,” said Ethelind, with a meaning look at
and unwarned, I was at the street-door in an Madame Wesing and her daughter. * Besides,
instant.  The entive conteuts of Herr Rusburg's | Fritz Cohnert is our guest, aud it is not civil of
school were asseamlied wnder my hedeoom window; | our neighbours to insult him,” added the girl, as,
numbers of younz men were lovking on from a  taking up her tub, she walked away.

distanee; and fair faces, convulsed with laughter, ;| I did not stay to hear what was said on her
looked out of ucighbouring houses; the cause of § departure; a swlden resolve took possession of
all hoing an enormouns basket, or rather pannicr, tme. It was a good one, but some feeling of
hastiiy made up of green osiers, crammed full of ) vengeance oit the whale female community of
nettles, thistles, and every desciiption of weed y Meldorf mingled with it, and in another minute I
popularly connccted with contempt ov worthless | stood beside Ethelind, tub aud all, in the orchard

nesg, with a huge card fastened on the top, on
wiich some ingendous pen had written in large
andlegidle characters: “ The giils of Meldorf give

fane,  “ Etheiind,” said I, looking extremely
fuolish I am certain, * will you forgive me?”
“You uever did any harm to me, Fritz,” said

thisbasket to Herr Fritz Colmert, with a unanimous { Ethelind, resting her tub on the fence.

No.”»  The last word was in still larger letters;
and what Holsteiner does not know, that giviang
a man the basket siguifies refusal in its most

emphatic form? The aldront was terrible, as ity change your mind till next Christinas,
At first, T was about to { help me home with this tuh of sheets?”

had been uniexpecied. )
rush on both buys and basket, and demolish them,

“ But, Ethelind, will you have—that is, will you
marry me®” shuttered 1. .

“ Tl think of it,” said Ethelind 5 *if you don't
Will you

I helped Ethelind home with the tub, and
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LUMAN PRIDE—MDLLE. EMELIE VANDERMEEBSCIL—SCRAPS.

Iearned long afterwards that she had brought in
the basket of scorn with her own trusty hands,
and made away with it quietly in the yard; while
Herr Rushurg, with the help of his wife and stick,
gathiered in his flock to the fold of knowledge.
All the Simbertsappeared, moreo. er, to have lost
their memories as regarded that morning; none
of them ever after mentioned it to me. My grand-
mother and 1 went home next day, but not in
company with the Wesings, whose acquaintance
we henceforth dropped, in spite of great cflorts at
coudolence and compliment.

Ethelind, and every Simbert in Meldorf, were
fervently invited to Alsterstrauss, at my particalar
request. Readers, it is long ago. My grandmether
said: * What 13 to be, will be,” for the last time,
seven yearsafter our wedding, and my story is an
old one now. The cmbroidered vest and the
cornelian buttons have lain for many a winter at
the boitom of Ethelind’s Jumber-drawer. I must
soon besin to think of marrying my daughters, and
settling my sons in business, but evenyet Inever
care to hear people talk much of baskets.

IIGMAN PRIDE.

How strange is human pride!
I tell thee that those living things
To whom the fragile blade of grass
That springeth in the niorn
Aud perisheth ere noon,
Is an unbounded world ;
T tell thee that those viewless beings

Whose mansion is the smallest particle

Of the impassive atmosphere,
Think, feel and live like man;

That their affections and antipathies,
Like his, prodnce the laws .
Ruling their immortal state ;

And the minutest throb
That through their frame diffuses
The slightest, faintest motion,
Is fixed and indispensable
As the majestic laws
That rule yon rolling orbs.—Skcllcy.

MDLLE. EMILIE VANDERMEEBSCIL

Tirs “Enchantress,” as she has freguently been
termed, and whose great personal beauty must
confirm this impresston, was born at Toulouse, of
most respectable parents.  From a.very tender
azc¢ she exhibited a great love for the feathered
bipeds. At the age of seven she passed entire
hours sitting on the same spot, and observing
very attentively the swallows building their nests
and scarching for their little oncs.  Shealways
expressed to her parents the desive she bad to
train 2 little bird, as she was certain that birds
were endowed with great intelligence and would
learn anything. Having, at last, obtained the
permission of her parents, she set about training
one of those little creatures, and succeeded, after
great trouble and patience, in teaching a little
verdier (a greenfineh) to distinguish a red from 2
black bit of ribbon.  1ler parents seeing the great
love and patience she showed in tutoring the little
creature, opposed her no longer, and allowed her
not only to spend many of her hours of recreation

in the society of these innocent creatures, but en-
couraged and surrounded her with a whole tribe.
From that time she devoted the whole of her time
to teaching her feathered family the letters of the
alphabet ; and after seven years of the most trying
patience, perseverance, and—we must add—love
for her birds, she succeeded, at last, in making
them distinguish letters and colours—as well as
subtractions, additions, and other most astonish-
ing feats, which must be seen to be believed, and
are a puzzle for the naturalist—uay, such must
confess himself beaten.  Mind and watter ave
shown divisible, divided; but suflice it to say
that aflection, not cruclty, is here the mainspring
of action. In Paris, where, for the first time she
exhibited her Lirds in public, she created an im-
mense sensation.  The whole of the Lavisian Press
resounded in praise of the fair Luchantress and
her wonderful birds. The must aristueratic saloons
were thrown open to them.  The President of the
French Republie, and also several crowned heads
of the Continent, had given her testimonials of
their satisfaction. In our own country, Mdlle.
Vandermeebsch has had the honour of exhibiting
her birds before her Most Gracious Majesty,
Prince Albert and the Royal Fawily, and in the
saloons of the wistocracy. Mer Majesty was
pleased to express her pleasure in very flattering
terms to Mdlle. Vandermeebsch. Reverse of for-
tune alone caused this young lady to exhibit in
public what she intended to he her penchant and
her private recrcation.  Mdlle. Vandermecebsch is
the only support of her parents and family—once
very aftuent.—ZLady's Newspaper.

VEGETABLE Soar.—The vegetable soap, a new
plant, was introduced by Mr. Shelton, of Califor-
nia. It is called the Awmole, or soap-plant, and
is indigenous to California and other places. The
gentleman stated that the plants also grew in
Mexico and Texas, in the neighborhood of hot
springs and streams. It will also grow in cold
climates and in dry soil, but the buib attainsa
larger and better growth in ground a little moist.
In Mexico and California the nutives repair to the
spring and gather the bulb, using it as a soap to
wash “their clothes with.  Several specimens
were exhibited; they were dry and of a dark
vellow.  When just pulled or dug up they are
very green, and give off a larger amount of mu-
cilage. Itisnot cultivated but grows wild in
sufficient quantities for use. It produces a lila-
ceous flower, giving a black sced like an onion,
The'sced stalks are not like those of the onion,
but rather resemble those of the asparagus, being
bunchy. The bulb is divisible like gwlic into
cloves, and will reproduce from offsets. Mr. Shel-
ton stated that he had used it with beneficial ef-
fects upon sores.

éu'catcr the sorrow you hide, the greater

The
yoursel

All aftectation is the attempt of poverty to ap-
pear rich.

Gaiy.—Losing life to win meney.

Pnyvsioeyouy.—The character written upon
the face by the hand of God or of the Devil.

01y Matn.—One of the favored subjects for
exercising the courage of the coward and the wit
of the witless.
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SEDERUNT VIL

The Major, Doctor, and Laird.

Tue Masor.—Ifave you the manuscript, 0!
Son of Esculapins?

Tne Docror.—TI have!
pleasure that T produce it?

Tue Masor.—It is.

Tue Lamp.—And whatna' like is this said
speerit story that ye hae been yammering
aboot for the past aught duys?

Tne Docron—A very pleasing sketch,
parts of which I am to submit to-night to the
consideration of our revered master.

Tne Mason.—Silence! Reald:—

*OTis near midnight; afew momentsmore and
another yearis gone. The year now grown old
must soon expire, and at its dying moment give
birth to another.  Pause yet awhile—oue second
more. Hark! the clock in yonder distant turret
knells forth the hour! 'That sound couveys to
the listener at once the mournful dirge of a
departed year and intimates the presence of the
old oue’s yonthful son. Even now, as the hour
is being made known to man, the recording an-
gels are hurrying to the throne of their Lord
and Master, bearing to his presence the thoughts,
the words, aud deeds of mortals.  The records of
the past year are finished, and their work recom-
plished.  But again they must go forth; and
again sam up the coming year.  Among the
nunmerous host is one fair spirit who feels reluc-
tant to yield up her account of man,

1t And wherefore is it, Aristindeen, that you
thus stand back #

40, merciful Lord,” eried Aristindeen, filling
on her knee before the throne, her hands clasped
beseechingly, I pray you change my lot; my
record is blotted with my tears, I caunot write
the sins of wan.

Is it your gracious

Tue Masor.—Ifold! That will never do.
Such familiav colloguialitics can not be per-
wmitted.  What Byvon attempted in his Cuin
and failed in, and what even Milton but par-
tially succeeded in doing, it is not for us, poor
pigmies, to essay.

Tur Lamn.—Ye're just richt, auld chap, sic
like familiarities ave a thocht irreverent.

Tue Docror.—But how can you possibly
understand the story ?

Tne Masor—Give us the substance in
your own words.

Tur Docror.—Aristendeen, then, laments
her lot, and prays to have one spirit commit-
ted 1o her special care; the boon is granted,
and she wings her way o our world to com-
mence her new course of duty. T think, how-
cver, the objectionable passages, so far, are
ended, and I will again resume the manu-
seripti—

“The recording angels, with fresh, unsullied
tablets, wing their way to carth again to renew
their melancholy tasks; but Aristindeen joyfully
descends.

“The old chiirch clock 35 now on the last
stroke of twelve; now chime jorth the merry
bells, a joyous peal; below, the church is filled
with many people, and now the choristers chant
a hymn in welcome to the newborn year: this
too, is finished ; but entering the church comes
forward a strange group. Behold aman bearing
in his arms a child, beside him walks the mother,
they are followed by their friends. They approach
the altar, requesting that their child may be bap-
tized ; the good clerzyman accedes to their re-
quest, the ceremony is performed, the child is
taken in his arms, he, crossing i, calls it by the
name of Mary. The child suddenly starts, then
claps her hands and laughs, then holds forth her
arms as if to be embraced by one of them wuseen.”
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Tur Lamp.—Eh, man! but yon is al
grand idea—the angels watching over us.

Tur Docror.—TIt is, but nevertheless one,
that, although quite orthodoy, is very much;
cavitled at. i

Tur Masor.—Yet,rom the pulpit, the most
cminent divines, both Anglican and Presbyte-
rian, have enunciated their belief in its reality.
I think it is Finlayson who has a passage
somew hat to this clfect :  From what hap-
pened on the mount of transfiguration we,
uiy infer, not only that the separated spi-,
tits of goud men live and act, and enjoy hap-
piness, but that they take some interest in the
business of this world, and even that their,
interest in it has a counection with the pur-
suits and habits of their former life.  The vir-
tuous cares which cccupied them on carth,
foilow them into their new abode. Moses and
Eiias had svent the days of their temporal
pilgrimage in promoting mmong their brethren
the knowledge and the worship of the true
God.  They arve still atlentive to the same
great ohject; and, envaptured at the prospeet
of its advancement, they descend on this
occasion to animate the labors of Jesus, and
to prepare him for his victory over the pow-
ers of hell.

What a detightful subject of contempla-
tion does this reflection open to the pious and
benevolent mind!  What a spring does it
give to all the better energies of the heart '—
Your labors of love, your plans of benefi-
cence, your swellings of satisfaction in the
rising reputation of those whose virlues you
have cherished, will not, we have reason to
hope, be terminated by the stroke of death.
No! your spirits will still linger around the
objects of their former attachment; they will
behold with rapture, even the distant effects
of those beneficent institutions which, they
once delighted to rear: they will watch with
a pious satisfhction over the growing prosne-
rity of the country which’they loved; with a
parent’s fondness; and a parent’s exultation,
they will shave in the fame of their virtnous
posterity ; and—hy the permission of God—
they ma, - descend, at times, as guardian an-
gels, to shield them from danger, and to con-
duct, them to glory! )

Of all the thoughts that can enter the;
human mind, this is one of the most :mim:x-x
ting and consolatory. Tt scatters flowers
around the bed of death. Tt enables us who
are left behind, to support with firmness, the
departure of our best beloved friends, because
it teaches us that they are not lost to us for
ever. They are still our friends. Though
they be now gone to another apartment in
our Father's house, they have carried with
them the remembrance and the feeling of
theiv former attachments.  Though invisible
to us—ihey bend from their dwelling on high
to cheer us in our pilgrimage of duty, to
r¢juice with us in vur prosperity, and, in the.

i

U

hour of virtuous exertion, to shed through
our souls, the blessedness of heaven, 1 think,
too, that i, Bishor Hlorne, aye, and in the
writings of many pious and'orthodux writers,
you will find the same belief of “ guardian
angels” expressed.  However, go on.

T Docrow proceeds:

“Jt was late in the autumn, now many years
ago, that I was requested by my lawyer, who
resided in London, tomeethim at the ¢ Harrow,!
a,country inn in Kent, unknown to most travel-
lers in that county, forit was situated in an out.
of-the-way place, far from the public road, and
ouly approached by lanes and bye-ways. I often
wondered what could have induced any one to
open a public where there was so little chance of
it ever becoming remunerative. It appears thag
mine host inherited it from his father, and that
he distinetly remembers his grandfather in the
selfssune  character he now sustains.  “ And, in-
deed,’ he used to say, *1 know not but my great
arandfatier may have kept this house too.?
The building c~etainly bore marks of great anti-
quity.

“As I vode along, s

ecking a reason for Mr,

1 Writ's appoirument, [ canght a giimpse of the

house through the lofty chins with which it wag
surrounded.  Urging my horse to a gallop T wag
soon at the door; night had already set in, yet
through the gloom L recognized the portly form
of Peter Tindal, the lavdlord, who, seated: near
the doorway, was smoking his pipe, ¢ Ab,” said
he, ‘you have come to see My, Writ, but he left
two hours ago for Loudon, and requests that you
will immediately follow him.’

“Indeed 1l do no such thing, here I stay to-
night.  If Mr. Wit expects me to follow him all
over England he is much mistaken,” and I got
oft my horse in rather an angry mood.

“OWell, welly siry we'll make you comfortible
here, and give you a glovious supper.’

t¢Ave, that's right, a steak, a chop, a jug of
ale, and fresh bread, will make me rather rejoice
in the trick my lawyer bas played me.

“<You will have that, and more, for expeet-
ing you, T made preparation,” and away hie went,
first sending his daughter, who had come to the
deor during our conversation, with my horse to
the stable.

Mine host was as good as his word, I enjoyed
an excellent supper, and now felt in Ligh good
hunior ; indeed I debated with myself the pro-
priety of immediately setting out for Fondon,
but self” had its own way, deciding that did T now
start it would be past midnight ere T reached M.
Writ's chambers, and that, all things considered,
I had better sceure a good night’s rest.  Desides
why not leave early in the morning?  Yes,” said
1, *1 shall breakfist with Writ, tomorrow.

¢ Assoon as I had formed this vesolution, I
called to Peter Tindal for another glass of toddy
and a pipe, ‘and bring with thee, Peter, a second
lass, for I'm lonely, and would chat a while.?

«<That T will, sir, readily,” said he, disappear-
ing, ana cre five winutes had elapsed I was
smoking a pipe with honest Peter, having alvea-
dy drank his health and that of his blooming
daughter, Rose, an only child.

¢ Gud granther health, sail Peter, in reply

Il
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to my toast, in an earnest and what appeared to 'Rusc never was the handsome, happy givl that
me an agitated manner. Mary was. It was not till Mary was five or six

‘“*Ioot man, I drank to her health out of | years old, that we noticed a strangeness in her
compliment, her good health can’t be bettered,  manner; a better dispused girl there was not,
she looks as fresh and as flowrishing as life itself, [ but she talked queerly, and of things she said

death would fear to present himsolf to her.
*Peter shook his head, *Itis not her death I
dread, but oh! that which is much worse—her

she saw in her mind which she affirmed really
existed. Ier mother once punished her for this,
and told her, that God would not love her, if she
to talk of such things, for it was

bodily health is good, but her mind'—and he | coutinued
touched his forehead. wicked. ¢ Mother,” she replied, bursting into

“4My goodness,” said T, in alarm, ‘isit possible | tears, ¢ Will God be angry if I speak the teath !’
that there can be any grounds for such fears? | *But it is not true my dear child, no one else

“* Hush! speak not so lond, I'll tell you,’ and ; sces what you sce ! * Mother, I see and feel
drawing near his chair, whispered ‘she had a, what I say is true, and I dream, oh! such happy
sister.’ dreams, and hear angels singing round my bed,

¢ Asister I exclaimed in astouishment, for they teach me songs, and there is one T always
I had known Peter during the last three or four {sce, so bright and lovely, even now, mother, I
years, and had often visited his house, yet hadfeel her prestuce!”  Her mother turned aside to

never heard that he had any other chill than
Rose, who, [must say,had never, in my presence,
exhibited any symptoms to warrant the slightest
suspicion of her sanity.

“4Yes, a sister, and a faiver or a greater beau-
ty Inever saw, from the first I dreaded that we
should lose her early, for she appeared too good
and beautiful to live.

¢t And she died a child?”

t¢Sue is still living, living—Oh, God have
mercy on her !’

“Why, my friend, you never told me of this,
pray let me hear, I may offer you some consola-
tion,’

¢ f8he was horn about this season of the year,
yes, it was this night now twenty years ago that
she was born; she was our first, and my wife
woulidl not allow her from her sight, ‘It seemed
50 strange,” she said, ‘to be amother, and then
she pres<ed the child still closer to her breast,
then holding hev up for me to look at, would say
‘Peter, I can scarce -believe it to be our child,’
Poor.wife, we have shed many bitter tears for
Mary)

“* Yon called her Mary?

“fYes, and I know not why, none of owr
friends or relations were so called, but my wife
fancied it; women have often strange fancies,
she insisted that she should be christened as soon
as the new year began, and I, to please her, re-
quested our clerayman to do so, as ’twas said
the church was to be open that night for saying
a few prayers and singing & hymn to the new
year. e consented, thaugh he thought the re-
quest a sirange one. We went, our child was

alled Mary.! e paused, as if recalling the

scens to his mind, which certainly must have
been a strange onc—a midnight christening—I
had heard of burial by torch-light, but a christ-
ening—never.

“Our child throve well, and, if anything, be-
came more beautiful asshe grew older; she ap-
peaved always happy and contented, seldom cry-
ing, never cansing her mother trouble. Somctimes
so quict would she lie in her little cot, that her
mother, fearful lest any accident should have
happened to her, would creep noiselessly forward
to her couch, and peeping in, would find her large
blue eyes gazing stedfastly upward, her lips al-
ways smiling ormoviug as if speaking, though no
gound waz uttered.’

* Thus passed a year, and Rose was born, but

weep, and pray God to spare her darling’s mind.

 Time flew on, she grew apace: and grew in
loveliness, but her strange ways continued § she
cared not for play as other children, and althongh
she appeared to love Roseand her mother dearly,
yet would she steal away, strolling throngh the
fields,weaving garlands of wild flowers,singing the
while with her beautiful veice, melodies of the
most wild, aye, most unearthly character. Our
neighbors feared her, ihough God knows she
was havmless and inzocent, nor would they allow
their children near her. Except ourselves she
was shunned by all.”

At last, she was now sixieen. I took her to
London to consult with some physician regarding
L:er, he told me plainly she was mad, but thought
if placed in an Asylum, care and attention might
restore her to us. ITer mother would not hear
of it, she said the child was very well with ug,
and that we would ounly vender her miserable by
placing her among strangers.  To please my wife,
I brought poor Mary home. That winter my
wife died.  Mary never shed a tear, for a day or
two she was silent, she seemed stunned; but on
her wother being placed in the grave, she bursy
into such a strange, wild chaunt, that the clergy-.
man who was reading the burial service paused.
Shie praised God for his kindness in releasing her
mother from this sinful world, and thanked her
¢ fairy angel” for comforts she had bestowed on
her.  Qur hearts were full befere, but now we,
were moved to tears. On finishing, she strayed
away from the grave and appeared to be gather-
ing flowers at a distance, none sought to follow
her. The service ended, all left the yard saveT,
who remained to watch my child; she perceiving
me came to me, and throwing her arms about my
neek, kissed me.  ‘Father, here are flowers for
mother.”  ¢Come, my child, come home with
me! ¢ Yeg, father, but you forget the flowers,”
and tripping forwards she scattered them over
the new-filled grave.

“That night I <determined to place her in some
asylum, for T hoped that she might be benefitted
by proper medical treatinent.  The next morning
I'told her that I would take her to sec new
friends who would make her happy ; she said that
shc’ was happy with me, but i T wished it she'd
go0.””

Tur Masor~—Time wears on,and we have yet
much svork before us. I think, Doctor, that
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instead of finishing the reading of the fale,
you had better give us the mere outline.

Tur Docror.—The tale concludes by show-
ing how certainly any departure from the wise
plan marked out for man’s happiness by an
omniscient Creatu, must tend to his ultimate
unhappiness.  Mary,,on being taken to Lon-
don, and exposed to the materialities of every
day life, whilst her gnardian angel is ever in
close communion with her;  although pure
as the spirit that watches over her, yet by a
harsh-judging world is pronvunced to be the
reverse; her very guilessness is used against
her, and her wrapt communings arc consider-
ed by most to be but a part she is playing,
such as Joanna Southeote figuredy in.  After
several very interesting passages she is, how-
ever, represented as ending her days in a
private asylum for the insane. There are
several touching passages, and some well-
conceived episoudes in the tale, but T think it
a pity, as I would like to have it given to our
readers at length, to say more about it, lest it
should lose its interest.

Tne Latkp.—And wha may theauthor be?

Tur Docror.—I am not at liberty to di-
vulge the name, even to you, Laird, until I
have conferred farther, but ¥ expect cither to
see or hear again very shortly from M. 'L, with
reference to one or two suggestions that I
have to make about the conclusion of the
tale.

Tne Mason.—You have our permission to
invite the author to the s<hanty.

Tur Docror.—Many thanks both for my-
self.and M. L., but I believe a quict evening
téte-a-1éte will be preferred in the first in-
stance, T expeet, however, that in duc time
another Shantyite will take a scat at our
board.

Tue Masor.—IIate you scen the proposal
to tunnel the Nigara yet? The scheme has
been propounded, Laird, by one of your coun-
trymen,

Tue Lamp.—T saw something about it in
the papers, but canna just call to mind a’ the
ins and outs o’ the matter.

Tor Masor.—Mr. Hay proposes to tunnel
the river, at a point nearly opposite Buftilo.
The bed of the tunnel would be the segment
of a circle, the dip commencing some dis-
tance from the margin of the river on cither
side.

T'ne Docror.—Would not the rise, or gra-
dient as, T believe, engincers term it, at cither
end, be difficult to overcome with a heavy
train ?

Tie Masor.—The mere momentumn a train
would acquire from the declivity at onc end
would send it up a considerable distance on
the incline of the other, where it would hook
on to a wire rope, by means of which and a
stationary engine it would be drawn up to
the level, as is done in the tunnel under the

]

burgh railway, ¢v it might be drawn up by
means of the at .ospheric tube, a plan adop-
ted with success on some European works of
a similar nature.

Tne Docror.—Would not the cutting
through an entire body of solid rock be a
very tedious and expensive operation ?

Tie Mason.—Mr. Hay is of opinion, from
close calculation, that it would not be more
expensive than ordinary tunnelling in Eng-
land—he contends that in soft ground tunnel-
ling requires expensive arching, whereas in
solid rock none is necessary; and besides,
the stone, which would be procured from the
excavation, might be available as building
material or converted into lime.

T'ne Docror.—Would not a suspension
bridge answer the purpose equally wcll, and
Le much cheape. than a tunnel ?

T Masor.—T scarcely think that a bridge,
of any description that could be applied in
this case, wouid be so safe as a tunnel.

Tur Docror.—Yet there was the Menai
bridge wwhich answered perfectly well.

Tur Masor.—True—as safe perhaps, but
not so durable ; besides, the principle of sus-
pension as applicable to railway bridges was
rgjected, as objectionable in many respects,
by Stephenson, the great English engineer,
who, you may remember, formed and carried
out the magnificent plan of the Britannia
tubular bridge. And although a bridge
might be cheaper at the outset, there can be
little, if any, question but that a tunnel would
be cheaper in the end, as it would not be like-
ly to require so much repair. Butmore experi-
enced heads than ours, Doctor, have {o set-
tle the question, so I think that we had bet-
{er begin our review department: by the
way, have you seen the Maple Leaf?

Tur Docror~T have but glanced over
some of the numbers. I find that Mrs.
Traill is to be a contributor to its pages,
which speaks well for it, as no woman of
talent would waste her timein writing for an
indifferent or second rate periodical.

Tue Lamp.~-It is a very bonnie and weel
got up little wark, and ane I wad recommend
as a very judicious Christmas present from
ac friend to anither, wha may be blessed wi’
bairns; but rax me that douce looking
volume, Major, that you are leaning your cl-
bow upon. I hac been trying to read the
title on the hack o't for the Jast ten minutes.

Tue Masor.—Itis an exceedingly well put-
together production, T canassure you: * Out-
lines of Paglish Literature, by Thomas D.
Shaw.”  Messrs. Blanchard & Lea, of Phila-
delphia, arc the re-publishers thercof, and
Henry T. Tuckerman has added a sketch of
Amcrican literature, which contains more
sound sense, and less clap-trap, than we gen-
crally meet with in Yankee writers.

Trie Lamn.—T see that Maister Shaw is an

city of Edinburgh, on the Granton and Edin- *English professor in that cauld corner ¢’ the
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globe, St. Petersburgh. Ts it not strange thet
the Anglo-Saxon literature should find sic fa-
vour wi’ outlandish cateransiike the Russians,
wha knout their woinen, and lunch upon black
bread and train oil?

Tar Masor.—Such is the case, howgver.
in the dominions of the northern autucrat
there is no forcign tonguc so universally pop-
ular amongst the better classes as that of Old
England. Few families of any mark are de-
void of & British governess to indoctrinate
their olive branches with a knowledge of the
language in which Shakspeare sungand Chat-
ham declaimed.

T'ne Lawp.—T think ye said that the St
Petersburgh professor had turned out a
tradesmanlike piece o’ goods in the buik be-
fore us?

Tre Masor.—Emphatically so! If youwish
to found a chair of English literature in the
Strectxville University, you could not find a
better class-book than this same goodly octa-
vo. Mr. Shaw is a perfect master of his sub-
ject: his criticisms, in general, are sound
and discriminating ; and the extracts which
he cites ave appropriate and characteristic.

Tur Docror.—Do you know, Crabtree,
that the rising generation runs a perilous risk
of becoming profoundly superficial?  With
the aid of a compilation, like the one under
notice, cvery whipper-snapper gets, what he
conceives to be a competent knowledge of
the literature of his country, and on the
strength of such slim nutriment sets up in
trade for himself as a man of letters,

Tue Masor—There is some cause for your
growl. Works like that of Professor Shaw,
which as text books are descrving of com-
mendation, become positive pests and evils
when used as exclusive sources of inforina-
tion.

Tue Lammp.—Itminds me o’ setting a hun-
gry man to feed upon puff paste whigmalee-
rics, shaped after the similitudes o’ legs o
mutton and sirloins o’ beef.

Tue Masor—Or rather, of mocking a
ploughman who has been * between the
atilts” for hours, with the delusion of a Vaux-
hall slice of ham. Hodge may boast of hav-
ing discussed a meat dinner, but, except for
the name of the thing, he might as well have
banqueted upon shavings and sawdust.

Tie Lamrp.—I hae just finished the last
published tale o’ G. P. R, James, and can ho-
nestly recommend it to your notice.

Tre Docror-—You mean, I presume, “ A4
Life of Vicissitudes, a tule of Revolutionary
Times.” 1 have not had time so much as to
cut up the copy which our friecnd Maclear
transmitted to e with his devoirs.

Tue Lamp.—Read it at your flrst odd mo-
ment o’ leisure. Ye'll no repent it.

Tue Docror.—I suppose it is the old song
over again. The book opens, I could lay a
-‘wager, with two horsemen wending their way

through a forest, or over a heath’ at sunset,
and ends with an innocent and somewhat
spoouy man_cscaping the gallows, just as
dack Keteh is about to draw the fatal bolt.

Tne Lamp.—Youwre clean aff your eggs,
Sangrado, for ance in your life ;- there is very
little mannerism in the Vicissitudes. It is
worthy of the best and freshest days o' the
maist prolific, and what is better, the maist
moral fictionist o' the day. Beg your pardon,
‘Mnjox', for borrowing ane o’ your new coined
words! The scene is laid partly in France,
at the outbreak o’ the first revolution, and
the story concludes happily, (as 2’ decent
stories should do) in merry England.

Pne Docror.—What is the plot 2

Tug Lamp.—Read and ye'll find oot! I
mortally abominate spoiling the appetite by
letting a body ken- beforchand whether Jock
was marricd to Jenny, and how justice over-
took the auld sneckdrawer that would hae
parted them.

Tue Docror.—Perhaps you arc right. Ne-
ver did T suffer so much annoyance, as on the
cvening when I first witnessed the represen-
tation of my old friend Sheridan Knowles’
sterling play, 7he Wife of Mantua. Formy
sins I was scated beside a prosing, prating
fellow, who had seen the drama, and insisted
at the close of every scene, upon telling me
what was to be cnacted in the next. I could
have twisted the vagabond's neck and tossed
him into the pit.

Tae Lamp.—And why did ye no execute
such an act o' righteous poetical justice?

Tne Docror.—Alas! my poverty and not
my will moved me to spare him. I owed him
certain unpaid “monies,” as the fat knight
hath it, and was meditating the borrowation
of more.

Tue Larp.—Puir man! puir man! Ye
were muckle to be pitied. But, I say, Major,
what kind o' a thing is this flaming-looking
volume, published by Garrett and Co. o
New York, and answering to the title o
“ Rochester, or the Merry Days of FEngland 2’

Tur MAJOrR.—A very so-so production. If
Mr. Babbage could construct a writing as
well as a caleuluting machine, this is precise-
Iy the species of stuff which we might expect
it to produce. We have the old story of hy-
pocritical roundheads and licentious cavaliers
—a second edition of Alice Bridgenorth—and
a Jesuit “whose neb is never out of some
mischief.” The style is tolerable, and there
is evidenced a fair acquaintance with the out-
lines of history, but in vain will you look for
delineation of character, or any thing in the
shape of wit, fancy, or invention.

Tue Lammp—Awa wi' the trash! Here is
- Whitchall, or the Times of Cromwell,is it &
pear frac the same tree ?

Tne Masor.—Far from it. Whitekall is a
sound, healthy, vigorous fiction, evidently from
the pen of one who has read up to his subject.
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The dinlogue possesses {hat appetizing quality |
which dramatists term “touch and go."—and i
all the prominent actors of the peviod, such as |
the pragmatical Hugh Pet rs, and that whole-
sale murderer, Hopkins the witeh-finder, are
introduced upon thestage, and play their parts
in a life-like manners

Tur: Docror.—What are the politics of the
writer?

Tur Masor.—Oh, shut up, will you! We
live in too free an age to discuss polities with
impunity ! Qur generation boasts of super-
latively thin skins!

Tur Lamp.—And thick heads to mateh !

Ty Masor.—Permit me to make you ac-
quainted with decidedly the greatest it in
the walk of fiction, which has been made since
the commencement of the current year, I
allude to The HUistory of Henry Esmond, L3q.,
Colonel in the service of Iler Majesty Queen
Anne,

Tur Docror~-0h, that is Thackeray’s latest
born bantling! Isit indeed so very fine?

‘I'ne Masor.—In my humble notion, it will
take rank as one of the prose classics of Old
England ; the accomplished author has sue-
zeeded in producing a picture of socicty as
cxisting during the first twenty years of the
last century, which hasall the minute charac-
teristics of reality. The reader drinks with
Sir Richavd Steele, smokes with gentle Ad-
dison, congpires with Atterbury, and bullies
with Dean Swift, as with familiar acquaint-
ances.  With a skill which could only have
been acquired by the most patient and dis-
criminating study, : hackeray presents us with,
what we may term a juc simile of the collo-
quial style of Queen Anne's era; indeed the
reader is more than half seduced with the
belief that he is perusing a hitherto unpub-
lished paper of the Tutiler or Spectator.

Tue Docror.-—Some critics have com-
plained that the story lacks plot, and conse-
quently interest.

Tur Masor.—I am of a different opinion.
The narrative, it is true, does not contain
many abrupt transitions, or startling situations,
but never for one instant doesits interest flag,
or get crippled.  0ld Philip Massinger would
have cottoned to the man who drew the
character of the fair but wayward Beatrix!
The bold lights and shades in that most artistic
sketeh, would have won the heart of the
creator of Sir Giles Overreach !

Tue Lamn.—Though nane o’ us are canni-
bals, we would like to hac a preeing o' this
same Colonel Ezmond!  Gie us asample o' the
gear ye praise sa¢ highly?

Tue Masor.—With much pleasue! The
main difficulty lies in sclecting from such a
wealth of excellence!  Iere is a scvere, but
trathful estimate of that “inspired brute ™ the
Dean of St. Patricks:

¢ As for the famous Dr. Swift, I can say of him,
vidi tantum., Hc was in London- all- these. years

up to the death of the Queen; and in a hundred
public places, where Isaw him, but no more ; he
never missed Court of a Sunday, where once or
twice he was pointed out to your grandfather.
Ife would have sought me out cagerly cnough,
had I been a great man with a title' to my name,
or -a star on my coat. At Court the Doctor had
no eyes but for the very greatest.  Lord Treasns
rer and St. John used to call him Jonathan, and
they .paid him in this cheap coin for the service
they took of him. 1lle writ their lampoons,
fought their enemies, flogged and bullied in their
service, and it must be owned, with a consmn-
mate skill and fierceness. Tis said he hath lost
his intellect now, and forgotten his wrongs and
his rage against mankind, I have alwaysthought
of him and of Marlborough as the two greatest
men of that age. I bave read his books (who
doth not know them?) here in our calm woods,
and imagined a giaut to myself as I think of him,
a lonely fallea Prometheus, groaning as the vul-
ture tears him. DPrometheus I saw, but when
first T ever had any words with him, the giant
stepped out of a sedan-chair in the Poultry, vhi-
ther he had come with a tipsy Irish servant para-
ding before him, who announced him, bawling
out his Reverence’s name, while his master below

was as yet haggling with the chairman.”

Tie Docror—An it so please you, let us
have a sample of the dialogue which bas so
much taken your fancy.

Tng Masor.—Permit me to introduce you
to a fashionable dinner party circe 1712, The
AMrs. Stecle is the pretty, but vulgar helpmate
of the immortal Sir Richard :

¢ Mr. St. John made his special compliments
to Mrs. Steele, and so charmed her, that she
declared she would have Steele a Tory too.

“Or will you have me a Whig?” says Mr. St.
John., I think, madam, you could convert a
man to anything.”

“If Mr. St. John ever comes to Bloomsbury
Square, I will teach him what I know,” says Mrs,
Stecle, dropping her handsome eyes. * Do you
know Bloomsbury Square 2”

* Do I know the Mall? Do I know the Opera ?
Do I know the reigning toast? Why, Bloems-
bury is the very height of the mode,” says Mr,
St. John.  “’Tis 7us in wrbe.  You have gardens
all the way to Hampstead, and palaces round
about you—Southampton Ifouse and Montague
House.”

“Where you wretches go and fight duels,”
cries Mrs. Stecle.

 Of which the ladies are the cause * says her
entertainer.  * Madam, is Dick & good swords-
man? Ilow charming the Tader is! We all
recognised your portrait in the 49th number, and
I have been dying to know you ever since I read
it. .Aspasia must be allowed to be the first of the
beauteous order of love.” Doth not the passage
run so? “In this accomplished lady love is the
constant effect, though it is never the design ; yet
though her mien carrics much more invitation
than command, to behold her is an immediate
check to loose behaviour, and to love her is a
liberal education.”

¢ 0, indeed!” says Mrs, Steele, who did not



NEWS FROM ABROAD.

95

scem to understand o word of what the gentle-
man was saying. .

i . I3 b . 3
“Well, T call him popish because his name i
Pope,” says the lady,  “'Tis only my joking way.

“Who could fuil to be accomplished under | And this little dwif of a fellow has wrote a_pas-
such a mistress?” gays Mr, St. John, still gallant | toral poem—all about shepherds and shep-herd-

and bowing.

‘¢ Mistress ! upon my word, sir!” eries the lady.
S If you mean me, sir, I wounld have you know
that I am the Captain's wife.”

“Sure we all know it,” answers Mr, St. John,
keeping his countenance very gravely ; and Stecle
broke in, saying, ‘'T'was not about Mrs. Steele
I writ that paper—though I am sure she is wor-
thy of any compliment I'can pay her—but of the
Lady Elizabeth Hastings.”

“I always thought that paper was Mr. Con-
greve’s,” cries Mr. St. John, showing that he
knew more about the subject than he pretended
to Mr. Stecle, and who wag the original Mr.
Bickerstafie drew,

“Tom Boxer said so in his Observator. But
Tom’s oracle is often making blunders,” cries
Steele.

¢ Mr. Boxer and my husband were friends once,
and when the Captain was ill with the fever, no
man could be kinder than Mr. Boxer, who used
to come to his bed-side every day, and actually
brought Dr. Arbuthnot who cured him,” whis-
pered Mrs. Stecle.

¢“Indeed, Madam!
says Mr. St. John.

“But when the Captain’s last comedy came
out, Mr. Boxer took no notice of it—you know
he is Mr. Congreve's man, and won't ever give a
word to the other house—and this made my hus-
band angry.”

“ 01 Mr. Boxer is Mr. Congreve's man!” says
Mr. St. John.

“Mr. Congreve has wit enough of his own,”
cries out Mr. Steele. ‘*No one ever heard me
grudge him or any other man his share.”

¢“T hear Mr. Addison is equally famous as a
wit and paet,” says Mr. St. John, “Is it true
that his hand is to be found in your Tatler, Mr.
Steele ?”

¢ Whether 'tis the sublime or the humorous, no
man can come near him,” cries Steele.

A fig, Dick, for your Mr. Addison!” cries out
his lady; “‘a gentleman who gives himself such
airs and holds his head so high now. I hope
your ladyship thinks as I do: I can’t bear those
very fair men with white eyelashes—a black man
for me. (All the black men at table applauded,
and made Mrs. Steele a bow for this compliment.
As for this Mr. Addison,” she went on,” *“he
comes to dine with the Captain sometimes, never
says a word to me, aud then they walk up-stairs,
both tipsy, to a dish of tea. I remember your
Mr. Addison when he had but one coat to his
back, and that with a patch at the clbow.”

¢ Indeed—a patch atthe elbow! You interest
me,” says Mr. St. John, *'Tis charming to hear
of one man of letters from the charming wife of
another.”

“Law! T could tell you ever so much about
’em,” continues the voluble lady. * What do
you think the Captain has got now ?—a little
hunchback fellow—a little hop-o’-my-thumb-crea-
ture that he calls a poet—a little popish brat !”

 Hugh, there are two in the room,” whispers
‘her companion. |,

How very interesting,”

csses, you know.”

‘* A shepherd should have a little crook,” says
my sistress, liughing from her end of the table:
on which dirs. Steele said, “ she did not know,
but the Captain brought home this queer little
creature when she was in bed with her first boy,
and it was a merey he had come no sooner ; and
Dick raved about his gemuws, and was always
raving about some nonsense or other.”

“ Which of the Tatlers do you prefer, Mis,
Steele 2 asked Mr. St. John,

“I never read but one, and think it all a pack
of rubbish, sir,”” says the lady. *‘Such stuff
about Bickerstaffe, and Distaff, and Quarterstaft,
as it all is. There's the Captain going on still
with the Burgundy—I know he'll be tipsy before
he stops—Captain Steele !”

“1 drink to your cyes, my dear,” says the
Captain, who scemed to think his wife charming,
and to receive as genuine all the satiric compli-
ments which Mr. St. John paid her.”

Tne Docror—T am sorry to break up this
sederunt, Major, but I must leave, ds I have
an appointment to night to visit the Lyceum
to sce * Macbeth travesti.,”

Tug Lamp~Eh! man, you're no surely
haveril eneuch to spend time in seeinga wheen
gowks murder Shakspeare, its just a sin and
naething eclse.

Tue Docror—You are quite mistaken,
Lamp, in this instance; the young men who
form the present amateur troupe are very un-
like the generality of idlers who usually com-
pose an amateur corps dramatique. They are
respectable, hard-working men, who after do-
ing their duty, in their re.pective vocations,
during the day, amuse themselves by getting
up, once a week, such pieces as the one we
are speaking of, or some amusing afterpicce;
however, time presses and I am already late,
so good evening.

Trr Lamp.—Weel then, go your waysand
T'll just toddle hame, too. Gude night, Major,

[Exeunt.]
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THE FUNERAL OF THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON.

YESTERDAY, the mortal remains of Arthur Duke
of Wellington were conveyed from the Horse
Guards to the Cathedral of St. Paul’s, and there
buried by the side of Nelson. A million and a
half of people beheld aud participated in the
ceremonial, which was national in the truest and
largest sense of the word. Before daybreak, yes-
terday, the troops appointed to take part in the
funeral, began to muster in St. James' Park, in
the Mall, and on the Parade Ground behiud the:
Horse Guards. The coaches, also, which were to
join the procession, were assembled there. Day
broke heavily;, the wind being loaded with moist-
ure, the sky threatening-looking, and the strects
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giving the most uncquivocal tokens of a night of ireversed, which, combined with the mournful
heavy rain.  As daylight came, a dusky mass of music and the slow funeral pace at which they
armed men, seen on the left side of the parade, marched, had a siugu[.nrly impusing cll‘ch.. To
facing towards the Horse Guards, became dig-, t! . troops the mourning coaches and’ caurriages,
tingguiabiable as the Ritles, their sombre uniforius | propudy marshalled, suceeeded 5 and the length
harmounizing with the occasion.  Lovking to the of the procession may be imagined when we state
right, the c¢re 1ested next, through the grey, that tiough the Ritles led the way, at 8 o’clock,
morning, on the 1st battalion of Royal Marmnes it was 25 minutes past 9 before the car started,
and the 33rd Regiment, diawn up in colwmn, di- | and half an hour later before the extreme rear
rectly oppusite the Horse Guards.  To the right, was in metion.  The strains of music, marshal yet
of these were the Fusilier, Coldstream, and Gren- solemn in its chavacter, rise, die away, and are
adier 1 ards, the whole force ful'lllilli' an impos-  taken up again at iutervals, and at length the mo-
ing ariay to Thiitish eyes, though small in compar- ment has arrived for the funeral car to move for-
ison with continental musters. At the east end , ward.  As it formed by far the most magnificent
of the .\l;}li might be obs '}'cd the head of the and int,crcsgiug fcl.ll“m of the procession, some
cavalry furee, comprising eight squadrons from | account of its design and most prominent details
the most distinguished regiments in the service. | will not be out of place.  The whole lower partis
Tnere were the 17th Lancers, the 18th Light of bronze, supported onsix wheels, and elaborated
Dragoons, the $th Hussars, the Scots Greys, the , with an amount of shill and artistic feeling which
6th Diagoon Guards, the Blues, and the Ist and ' deserves unqualified praise.  Above this metallic
2ad Life Guavds, aud gallant and splendid they | framework vises a rich pet}nn(:nt of gilding, in the
loohed ou acloser survey, as, drawn up in milita- | pancls of which the list of victories is iuscribed.
R RN ' A X .

f}'fprccisiou, l!lc]_\‘ :u]\ aited the sngy;\x] [ s;:ut. 'I‘hcf ,On t:xp snlc? of this p'edn)lmlt_ut were . .anged {ol‘t.y
infantey formed the most swiking feature of, trophies of arms, including spears, muskets
the spectacle—their standards coveved with erape :bayonets. swords and flags, and surmounted b}
drooping heavily, and snayed abuut oceasiomaily | his heraldic badges and houors, including the
by Llul: rlu:d]l'clS' “hillc th .n;orning }iﬁht «lim 611):11‘(10m:;gniﬁccx]xt_ly l:\'roalghl,t;uu] "i!;ll:ln;idcfﬁd.
mered fuintly upon the serried rows of bayouets.  Over the bier and 1ts beavers, the gtlded handles
Lord Hadinge appeared.at half past seveno’clock, . of which protruded from beneath, was arranged
and his presence greatly aceelerated the prepara- | the sumptuous velvet padl, pow d‘Cl'Cl‘]‘ with silver,
}xous]. N hclcu(;hu \\';xs!r:]:xm.n\'cd !;'om}h;: ch:u(x]ni;cr . "I"d isl.u}m]ng tllx.c ]?gl.‘l‘lll ri._xum]l g d])lcssgd m‘g
in which it had rested during the night, and by, the dead that dic in the Lord,” aund terminate

the aid of machinery was raised to its p?sitiun on, 31‘\ a magaificent fringe OE silver two fect deep.
the lofiy smnmit of the car. At cight o'cleck the | The coffin, with the Duke's hat and sword resting
le'.ngings of the tent which coucc:xrl‘cd it fron} the  on it, surn.mumcd the Dier, and from four great
view, were suddenly furled up.  The fivst minute | halberts vising at cach comner was suspended a
gun was fired, the tioops presented arms and | magnificent canopy, with pendent cords and tas-
satuted the budy, upon «which the roll of maflled  scls of the richestandmost costly description. To
drums followed by the music of the * Dead March ™ ﬂlis gigantic vehicle, 27 feet long, 10 feet broad,
in S.'lul,1 mululmucal that llx;: ];roccsswn. had com- lé il'ccxllugh,{mdl\\;‘clgmnhg! ﬁ'(l)ml 10 to lﬂl tons, ll:.;.
menced.  This was oue of the most impressive | of the largest and finest biack horses that coul

and striking features in the ceremonial, and the ke procured were harnessed three abreast.—They
effect of it will long be remembered by the multi- | were completely covered with velvet housings,
tudes who, from every window, piatform, balcony, , having the arms of the deceased splendidly cm-

) - 3 p T ea) 2

and housctop overluoning the park, had a view of |

the spectacle. i
To stawp the funcral with a military character,

e troops led the way, the regiments of which
Ally

tne Duke was colonel having precedence.
brauches of the service—infautry, cavalry and
artillery—were represented,to show the full scope
of the Commannder-in-Chicf's and of a Field-Mar-
shal's diguity.  The veteran character of the de-
cc..sed—his experience in war, aud the length of

days with which hc had been blessed, notwith-

broidered on them, and with heads surmounted
by nodding plumes they looked quite clephantine.
Such was the funeral car as it fell into the line of
procession surraunded by aswarm of undertakers®
men, and having on cach side five colonels on
horseback, Learing the bannerols of the Wellesley
funily.  On its way towards the cast end of the
Mell many members of Parliament and peers who
hadassembled at this point uncovered as it passed.

We now proceed to give some idea, not of the
pageant itself, fur its length precluded the possi-

standing its rishs, are the next points illustrated ; | bility of secing more than detached portions of it
and, to realize these to the mind, the Chelsea pen- jat a time, but rather of the public reception
sioners, the cnrolled pensioners, and the corps | which it cxpericnced on its way, and of the

made up of single soldiers from every regiment
in the service, took part in the procession. The
East India Company’s ariny wasalso represented,
to show the wideness of the sphere to which the
Dukc’s services has extended, and to recall the
memory of those famous castern ficlds on which
he won lis carlicst laurels.

As cach regiment or body of troops filed off in
the appointed order, its band led the way playing
the “Dead March ™ or other appropriate picces,
accompanicd at iutervals by theroll of the muffied

drumng. The mep, of course, carried their arms

unexampled spectacle which the streets of this
metropolis exhibited throughout the day. Words
are, we feel, commpletely powerless to convey any
thing like @ just idea of a demonstration so mar-
vellous. On no oceasion in modern times has
such a concourse of people been gathered toge-
ther, and never probably has the sublimity which
i3 expressed by the presence of the masses been
so transcendently displayed. The progress, too,
of the procession imparted to it in this respect
an almost dramatic unity.and completeness, far,
from the regious of paiaces and.great mansions,
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and from the assemblages of the wealthy, the
titled, and the great, it passed, first, among great
gatherings of the middie classes, then through
thoroughfares swarming with myriads of the
people, and finally closed its course at the lofty
threshold of the metropolitan cathedral, the cen-
tre of London, now engaged by a uew tie to the
affections of the country, by having deposited
under its dome the ashes of England’s greatest
gon.  The first remarkable assemblage of spect-
ators that received the procession on its ¢ourse,
after leaving the area of the parade, was collected
on the long-terruced balconies of Carlton gavdens,
and on the wide steps ascending to the Duke of
York's column. At the latter point an immense
concourse had gathered, amounting to many
thousands. Few had availed themselves of the
space within the railings of the park on either
side ¢f the Mall; but in the grounds behind
Marlborough-house many spectators had taken
up their position, and a gallery had heen erected
in the gardens of Staftord-house, which was
occupied by the Sutherland fandly and alarge cir-1
cle of friends. When the car arrived in front of
Buckingham Palace, it halted for a short time,
giving Uer Majesty and tie Royal Family, who
were in the balcony, above the main entrance, a
good opportunity of secingit. The windowsand
parapets of the grand facade were all occupied,
but the view into the court-yard wus left open,
and this perspective of the Royal edifice, ren-
dered it one of the most picturesque and cffect-
ive coups &' @il in the progress of the proces-
sion. Passing up Constitution Hill, as the car
approached Grosvenor Gate, the numbersassem-
bled within the Park greatly increased, and near-
Iy all the trees were filled with spectators, At
the gate itself a halt was made, and the eye na-
turally turned, in the first place to Apsley House
which was completely closed, and had a strange,
tenantless, deserted look, in the midst of the vast
multitudes assembled all around it.  The top of
Grosvenor Place was filled, as far as a sight of
the procession could be obtained, with a vast sea
of human faces, upturned and anxiously gazing
at the pageant which swept along. Every win-
dow was tilled, the housetops also swarined with
people, and the portico and roof of St. George's
Hospital especially were crowned with human
beings.  Another striking point of view was
formed by the arclies leading into Hyde Park,
the architecture of which acquired a new ex-
pression from the manuer in which the people
had grouped themselves within, above, and
around it. Like Apsley Ifouse, Baron Roths-
child’s mansion and that of Miss Burdett Coutts
were kept strictly closed, but at all the other
great houses along the weggend of Piccadilly the
windowsand balconies were completely occupicd
by the families who inkabit them,or their friends,
while the pavement on cither side of the way
was filled to the kerb-stone with people.  The
long screen in front of Devonshire House was
fitted up with spacious gallerieg, which were all
crowded. The Coventry Club appeared to be for
the day in the possession of the ladies, who oceu-
pied its handsomely. draperied balconies. And
now, as the pr don approached the head of
8t. James Strect, and passed across the en-

from the route which it was taking, a new fea-
ture of the most remarkable kind began to deve-
Jope itself. The entrances of those side streets
were completely built up with living masses of
men and women, forming, to all appearances, a
mound or rampart of heads, which were all duly
and respectfully uncovered as the stately funeral
car swept by. The windows too as far as the eye
could reach, had people thrust from them eagerly
gazing, and the house tops, of course, had their
adventurous crowds of occupants. It almost
seemed that the whole world had assembled to
witness the ceremonial, for the people were
every where—Dbuilt into the- walls, swarming in
the streets, and clustered like bees on every
projection and parapet. When St. James Street
was reached, the double view, first eastward along
Piccadilly, and then down towards the Palace,
wasg singularly impressive. There must have been
30,000 people within range of sight at this point,
and the orderly and-respectful bekaviour of even
the humblest among them, crowded and hemmed
in as they were, cannot be too highly praised.
The entire breadth of Piceadilly was closed in
with an embankment of men and wdmen, num-
bers of waggons, carts, coaches and omaibusses,
having been placed in the roadway to give their
occupants a more commanding view. The line
of procession now led along the region of clubs,
the fronts of which were for the most part fitted
with balconies draped in black, and there, or
within the shelter of wide plate glass windows,
sat immense numbers of ladies, provided with
places by the courtesy and gallantry of the mem-
bers. Crackfords and the Conservative Club
were the two buildings which seemed to hold the
greatest nunber of people, and  which made the
greatest show in this portion of the line of pro-
cession.  The car had reached the foot of St.
James' Street about half past ten, having oceu-
picd an hour on its way there from the Horse
Guards. It, therefore, became evident thatit
wonld arrive at the cathedral in excellent time.
At the St. James® Palace Her Majesty and the
Rogyal family had a second view of the procession,
occupying for that purpasc apartments close to the
main entrance. The great clubs along Pall-Mall
overflowed with visitors, and their handsome archi-
tectural proportions never looked more strikin,
or beautiful than when thus animated and relieve
by such vast assemblages of well-dressed people.
—The Oxford and Cambridge Club, the Army and
Navy, the Carlton, the Reform, the Traveller's,
aud the Athenrum, all swarmed with occupants.
their balconies being hung with black, and hosts
of ladies appearing in the best seats.  Perhaps
along the whole route there was no single street
which presented more objects of attraction and
greater facilities for observation to foot passengers
than Pall-Mall, and, yet oddly cnough, its pave-
ments were less encumbered than anywhere clsc,
and the people who were on_them moved zlong
without interruption.—At Waterloo-place, how-
ever, a very different aspect in this respect was-
presented, and the view up Regent-street, alon
towards Cockspur-street, and on the right-han
side in thedirection of the Duke of York's column,
was really astounding. In addition, however, to
the number of people within cne’s glance at this

. trancos of the streets diverging on both hands
Vok U~Q

point, there was something particularly touching
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in the muster of old officers at the Senior United,
mauy of whom looked with unusual earnestness at
the great car, as with its illustrious burden, to the
rolt of drums and the fitful strains of marshal mu-
sic, it rolled upon its way. The Haymarket and
Trafa'gar-square were, like Waterloo-place, great
centres of attraction. At the latter point there
could not have been much less than 40,000 people
assembled ; and the National Gallery, the roof of
which was covered with spectators, borrowed from
the scene a grace and animation which it never
knew before. At Charing-cross, as alongthe entire
route, nothing could be more remarkable than the
decorum and orderly conduct of the multitude,
who preserved animposing and expressivesilence
as the car went by. The humblest man bared
his head in the same reverential manner as to his
Dbetters, and the only cry that was heard was, now
and then, * Off hats!”  Along the Strand and the
streets adjoining it the multitude thickened, both
on pavement and in houses, and appeared if pos-
sible to growdenser. The first part of the proces-
sion was remarkable from the well filled balconies
of private mansions and assemblages of a well
dressed commonality.—To that succeeded the dis-
play of the clubs. From Charing-cross a new
phase in the character of the funeral pageant and
its reception became apparent.—-The demon-
stration of respect became parochial and the
churchesformed the great centresforspectators. St.
Martin's-in-the-Fields, St. Mary's-in-the-Strand, St.
Clements-leDanes, and St. Dunstan’s were yester-
day honored with larger congregations,than proba-
bly ever visited them before. Thousands ofpeople
filled the spacious balconies that surrounded them,
and we trust that the funds which the parish
authorities have been cnabled to realize may be
large cnough to be substantially useful to the
charities to which they arcapplied. Al the cross
streets leading out of the Strand presented in a
still more striking mamner, the appearances which
we have described at earlier points in the route.
The shop windows had been turned to account in
& most marvellous way, and inclosed numbers of
full-grown people. compressing themselves for the
occasion into the dimensions of the charity-school
children, and looking perfectly placid and resigned
under circumstaunces that would be ordinarily re-
garded as amounting to the prine forle et dure.
The men kept the line of procession clear through-
out without any inconvenience; and it is due to
the public to say that they never were better
behaved orless disposed to be troublesome.  The
car arrived at the entrance to the cathedral about
ten minutes after twelve, and preparmations for the
removal of the coffin were immmediately made, but
somcthing was wrong, or went wrong, and the
conseruence wasa delay of nearly an hour and a
half before the funeral procession down the nave
could be formed. In the interval, and while the
undertaker’s men uied every excrtion to facilitate
the unloading of the car, the entruuce of the
cathedral presented a singularand not uninterest-
ing appearance.

There were old generals and field officers, the
illustrions companions in arms of the Duke, endur-
ing as best they could the force of the scarching
November wind which blew kcenly through the
open doorway of the sacred edifice. The distin-

and the clergy, who, indouble line extending along
the nave, waited for service to begin, vainly shel-
tering their faces in their robes.  Garter and his
colleagues stood it out bravely, aud, after many
cltorts, at length succeeded in marshalling the
procession. It was a fine and an imposing sight
to see the muster of old veterans at the entrance
during this detention—Sir William Napier sitting
on a kettle-drum—Sir Charles moving about with
the activity of a much younger man—Lord Har-
dinge also vigorous, and full of life; but most
wonderful of all, the Marquis of Anglesey, with
bald, uncovered head, apparently unconscious of
the fact that age stands exposure to cold less suc-
cessfully than youth.

It is now 11 o'clock. These files of infantry
have ended, and after an interval the procession
comes,.—It is still military. Sometimes there isa
succession of guns, sometimes dark masses of
Guards. Atintervals there are the bandsof vari-
ous regiments. It is very striking these succes-
sive bands ; as one passes by the church, and the
music dies upon the car, the notes of the next
band begin to be hesrd, making up the wail.
Major-General, his Royal Highness the Duke of
Cambridge, who commands the troops employed,
is ridinkr about, and giving the requisite dircctions,
Now omes the 83 Chelsea pensioners, wearing
their medals ; itisa company which seem to excite
gencral interest ; the soldiers went past the church,
—the pensioners go in.  Next, the *“one soldier
from every regiment”—an interesiag group.—
The procession now begius to be une of carriages
and mourning coaches ; and the time consumned
in setting down their occupants at the door, made
this part of the procession rather tedious. The
Sheniffs approach, but they are hardly in keeping
with a funeral procession; their gay decorations
require some signs of mourning about them on
such an occasion. The Speaker is there in his
quaint State Carriage; and the Lord Mayor in
that capacious vehicle of his, which, after all, the
citizens have secn in procession in November
before. Now come three Royal cartiages, with
those noble horses which it is a treat to sce: the
third carriage brings Prince Albert. We cannot
see him, but the salute as he passes the troops
proclaims his presence. We miss the forcign
batons, but it is because they are carried in close
mourning coaches. Al eyes watch for the faneral
car. Itisdrawnby 12 black horses, three abreast,
and covered with velvet, presented such a dark
foreground that we can hardly sce whether the
car is drawn by horses or not.  The car is driven
in at the churchyard gates, and druwn up in front
of the great western door; the rclations of the
Duke are sct down at the side entraunce. After
them follows that togching sight—the horse led
after the bier of its master. There still reinains
a very interesting passage.  Officers and men from
every regiment in the service march past. The
churchyard from the entrance up to the car is
cleared; the coffin is there before all eyes; the
Duke of G:mbridge, the Commander, stands.at
the gate, with his sword drawn in his hands, and
themen who represent the wholcarmy of England
march slowly and sadly -by. Therc has not been
a more striking or effective circumstance in the
proceedings ol the day. The soldicrs seemed to

guished forcigners withdiew beforeitseveral times,

be impressed with the situation. Itis the finad
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token of reverence for the departed chief. It is|crown disappeared with its gorgeous support, and

rendered in solemn silence.

It closes the proces- | in the centre of the generals and nobles was left

sion, with the exception only that the cavringes a dark chasm, into which every eye glanced sad-
of the Sovereign here most appropriately follow. | Iy down, and all knew indeed thata prince and a

Arrived in the Cathedral, the Z¥mes says, itis'g

rreat man bad that day gone from Isrdel. The

impossible to give an idea of the simple and | remaining portions of the funeral service were
magnificently bold proportions of this great | then performed. The congregation was request-
Christian temple. The decorations are befitting | ¢d to join in the responses to the Lord's prayer,
the occasion, and i that temple is congregated | and the eftect of many thousand voices in deep
the genius,nobility, and statesmanship of England, | emotion repeating the words after the full enun-

besides the representatives of foreign nations. At |
length there was a universal hush, and, as if
moved by one mind, the whole of the vast
assemblage stood up in respectful grief as the
coffin which contained the remains.of the great
Duke appeared in sight, preceded by the choir
with measureid tread as theychanted the beginning
of the burial service by Dr. Croft. When the
coflin was borne in, the wind stirred the feathers
of the Marshal's hat placed upon the lid, and pro-
duced an indescribably sorrowful effect, in giving
an air of light and playful life to that where all
was dead. And thus, with the hoarse roar of
the multitude without as they saw their Jast of
Arthur Duke of Welliugton, with the grand and
touching services of our church sounding solemnly
through the arched domes and aisles of the noble
church, with the glistening eye and hushed breath
of many a gallant as well as of mauy a gentle
soul in that vast multitude—with the bell tolling
solemnly the -knell of the departed, taken up by
the voice of the distant cannon, amid the quiet
waving of bannerol and flag, surrounded by all
the greatness of the land—with all the pomp and
glories of heraldic achievement, eseutcheon, and
device—his body was borne up St. Paul’s. At1.40
the coffin was slid off the moveable carriage in
which it had been conveyed up the nave to the
frame in the centre of the arca under the dome,
which, as our readers have been informed, was
placed almost directly over the tomb of Nelson,
which liesin the crypt below. The marshal’s
hat and sword of the deccased were removed
from the coffin, and in their place a ducal coronet
on a velvet cushion. was substituted.

The forcign marshals and gencrals stood at the
head of the coffin; at the south side of it stood
His Royal Highness Prince Albert, with his baton
of ficld marshal in his band, and attired in full
uiiform, standing a little in advance of a nuwme-
rous staff of officers. At each side of the coffin
werc Britlsh generals who had acted as pall bear-
ers.  After the psalinand anthem, the Dean read
with great solemnity and expressiveness the les-
gon,.1 Cor. xv. 29, which was followed by the
Nunc Dimittis, and a dirge with the following
words 3¢t to music by Xr.rémsa:

“And the King said to all the people that
were with him, ¢Rend your clothes, and gird you
with sackcloth, and mourn.’ And the.King him-
aclf followed the bier. And they buried him—
And the King lifted up his voice and wept at the
grave, andall the people wept.

“ And the King said unto his servants, ‘Know
ye not that there isa prince and a great.man-fal--
len in Israel ¥

And.now the roll of mufed drums, and. the
wailing 1otes of horn and cornet, aud. the. cof-
fin slowly sank ‘into the ccypt amid the awful
straing of Haodel's ““Dead March.,™  The ducal)

ciation of the Dean, was intensely affecting.

& His body is huried in peace,
“ But his name hveth evermore,??

from Handel's Funeral Anthem, was then most
effectively performed by the choir.
Garter King at Arms standing over the vault pro-
claimed the titles and orders of the deceased.

And then

Then the late Duke’s controller having broken
g3

in picceshis staff of oflice in the household, hand-
ed it to the Garter King at Arms, who cast the
piecesinto the vault. The choir and chorussang
the hymn, “Sleepers Awake ! and the Bishop
of London standing by the side of the Lord
Chancellor, pronounced the biessing, which con-
cluded the ceremony.

And thus was buried with all state and honor
the great Duke of Wellington.

[ N,

Fraxce—The formal proclamation of the
Empire was made at the Hotel De Ville, at 10,
.M, and after the votes were counted and
the result was announced, the Emperor ad-
dressed the Chambers as follows:—

Messirvrs—The new reign which you this day
inaugurate, derives not itsorigin, as so many others
recorded in history have done, in violence, from
conquest, or fraud. It is what you have just de-
clared it, the legal result of the will of the whole
people who consolidate in common that which,
they had founded in the midst of agitation. [ am:
penctrated with gratitude towards the nation,
which three times in four years sustained me by
its suffrages, and each time has only augmented
its majority to incrcase my power, but the more
that power increases in extent and vital power,
the more does it need cnlightened men, such as
those who every day surround me: independent
men, such as those whom I address, to guide me
by their council, and to bring back my authority
within proper limits, should it be necessary, T
take from this day, with the Crown, the name of
Napoleon the III., because the will of the people
has bestowed it onmic; because the whole nation
has ratified it. Is it then to be inferred that in
accepting the title, I fall into the error, imputed
to the Prince, who, returning from cxile, declates
nulland voidall that had been done inhisabsence;

—far from me be such a wild mistake. Not caly
do I recognize the governments which have pre-
ceded me, but Iinherit in some measure all that
they have accomplished of good and evil, for gov-
.ernments which succeed one to anather are, not-
withstauding different origin, liable for their prede-
cessors, but the more completely, that I accept
all that for 50. ycars. have been transmitted to ua,
with inflexible authority;.the less it has permitted
e to pass in silence over .the glotious reign of
the head of my family, in the Fegular though
ephemeral title of his 300, whom the two Cbam-
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bers proclaimed in the last burst of vanquished | which the three powers should severally and col-
patriotism. R . !ecﬁvu_\ly disclail.n, now :}lld for t:hc future, sll
TIIU§ the title of Napoleon I}I is not one of the ; intention to obtain possession of t}xe island of Cuba,
g)‘nilstw sulpcrt:luunt‘cd pretensions, Ibut; seers to and should bind themselves to discountenance all
ethe result of goud sense and trath, It is the  attempts to that eftect, on the part of auy power
. LIS ? P Y

homage rendered to 2 Government which was or individual whatever.  This invitation has been
legitimate, and to which we owe the brightest respeetfully declined, for reasons which it would
page af gur history. My reign does not date from aceupy tou l{lllCh space in this communication to
1815, it is dated from this very moment, when state in detail, but which led me to think that the
you announced the satisfaction of the nation. proposed measure would be of no doubtful consti-
Gth%cn'e,f tl;u:u,t xtl}y th:;}\kgh gcnt}e?\cn oil' thc,;mwnallty:, impolitic :'nlxd unavlml?)g. Idlmvc,
amber of deputations for the cclat you have however, incommon with several of my predeces-
given to the manifestation of the general will, by, sers, directed the Ministers of France and England
rexlxldgrmg.lt Ill)lorc e\'i(;lcr;t by your supervision,  to be assured that the United States entertain no
and imposing by your declaration. I thank )jou,, designs against Cubaj but that, on the contrary,
fai]:s% tg;cn%:mcn of t.hetS]cx;f\tc, t;orhm'ing beenthe, {! should regard its iuc(f)‘rpor:]utiuu.i:;to the Unlon gllt
address congratulations to me, as you were  the present time as franght with serious peril.

the first to give expression to the popular wish. | Were this island comparatively destitute of in-
Aid )lec), ::ll of you, to s]ctt}e ﬁrmly,t 111:1 the land lmbit::ln‘tts, ‘?r o?cupiu(ll by Skl;nl;]n,él race, I shonl(:
upset by too many revolutions, a stable goiern- | regard it, if voluntarily ceded by Spain, as a mos
ment, whichshall have for its fmsis, rc]igi(?n, pro-:dc:imblc’ acquisitiun.) But, under c£isting cir-
tection and love, fur the sufftage clusses. ” Receive, cumstances, I should look upon its incorporation
Lere my oath that no sacrifice shall be wanting on : igto our Cuion as 2 very hazardous measure. It
my part, to clevate the prosperity of my country, , would bring into the Confederacy a population of
and whilst Imaintain peace, I will yield in nothing , a ditferent national stock, speaking a different lan-

which may touch the honor or the dignity of
France. The Empire will be procliimed in all the
departimenits on Saturday, the 25th,

By a decree recently issued by Baez, Pres-

ident of the Republic of St. Domingo, it seems |

that Sante Domingo, Puerto, Plato, and Azua,
are the only ports now open in that country
to a forcign vessel.

The National Jatelligencer of Washington,
‘the official organ of the American Govern-
ment, now publishes, for the first time, certain
correspondence which took place between the
American and Spanish Governments, relative
to the purchase of the Island of Cuba, by the
former, from the latter power.  The corres-
pondence occurred when Mr. Buchanan was
American Sccretary of State, and during the
tine that Mr Saunders was American Minister
in Spain. It scems that Mr. Saunders stated
to the Spanish Government, that the Govern-
ment of the United States, was determined to
enforce the Monroe doctrine, and not allow
any European interference on Amcrican soil,
and that the possession of Cuba, by any
European Power, cspecially by England, would
not be tolerated.  In reply, Mr. Saunders was
informed by the Spanish Government, that
Spain would prefer to see the island sunk in
the ocean, rather than part with it ¢o any
-other country.

PRESIDENT FILLMORE'S MESSAGF.

We give such extracts from the President’s
message as are likely more particularly to
interest our readers :—

“$ Cuna.—Early in the present year official notes
were reccived from the Ministers of France and
Englard, inviting the Government of the United
.States to become & party with Great Britain and
France, to & thpartite Convention, in virtue of

guage, and not likely to harmonize with the other
members.” .

Coming to the question of the Nicaragua Canal
he states nothing new, and hopes that future nego-
tiations will lead to more satisfactory results
respecting the port of San Juan de Nicaragua and
the controversy between the republics of Costa
Rica and Nicaragua in regard to their boundaries.

““ Qur setilements on the shores of the Pacific
havealready given a great extension, and in some
vespects a new direction, to our commerce in that
occan. A direct and rapidly increasing inter-
course has sprung up with Eastern Asia. The
general prosperity of our cstates on the Pacific
requires that an attempt should be made to apen
the opposite regions of Asia to mutually beneficial
intercourse. It is obvious that this attempt could
be made by no power to so great an advantage as
by the United States, whose coustitutional systemn
cxcludes every idea of distant colonial dependen-
cies. I have accordingly been led to order an
appropriate naval force to Japan, under the com-
mand of a discrect and intelligent naval officer of
the higest rank known to our service.”

« Jarax.—Ic has been directed particularly to
remonstrate in the strongest langnage against the
crueltreatmentto which ourshipwrecked mariners
have often been subjected, and to insist that they
shall be treated with humanity. Heisinstructed,
however, at the same time, to give that Govern-
ment the amplest assurances that the objeets of
the United States arce such and such oniy as X
have indicated,and that the expedition is friendly
and peaceful.”

¢ DisCRININATING PROTECTIVE DuTiFs.—With-
.out repeating the arguments contained in my
former message, in favor of discriminating pro-
tective duties, I deem it iy duty to call your at-
tention to one or two other considerations affect-
ing this subject. The first'is, the cffcet of large
importations of forcign goods upon our currency.
Most of the gold of California, as fast as it is
coined, finds its way directly to Europe ia payment
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for goods purchased. In thesecond place, as our
manuficturing establishments are broken down by
competition with foreigners, the capital invested
in them islost, thousands of honest and industrious
citizens are thrown out of employment, aud the
farmer to that extent isdeprived of a home market,

for the sale of his surplus produce. In the third)

place, the destruction of our manufactures leaves
the foreigner without competition in our m.rket,
and he consequently raises the price of the article
sent here for sale, as is now seen in the increased
cost of iron imported from Eugland. The pros-
perity and wealth of every nation depend upon
its productive industry. The farmer is stimulated
to exertion by finding a ready market for his sur-
plus products, and benefited by being able to ex-
change them, without loss of time or expense of
transportation, for the manufactures which his
comfort and convenience require. Thisis always
done to the best advantage where a portion of
the community in which he lives is engaged in
other pursuits.  But most manufactures require an
amouut of capital and a practical skill which can-
not be commaunded, unless they be protected for
a time from ruinous competition from abroad.
Hence the necessity of laying those dutics upon
imported goods which the Constitution authorizes
for revenue, in such & manner as to protect and
encourage the lahor of our citizens.  Duties, how-
ever, should not be fixed at a rate so high as to
exclude the fereign article, but should be so gra-
duated as to cunable the domestic manufacturer
fairly to compete with the foreigner in our mar-
kets, and by this competition to reduce the price
of the manufactured article to the conswmer to
the lowest rate at which it can be produced. This
policy would place the mechanic by the side ot
the farmer, create 2 mutual interchange of their
respective comimodities, and thus stimulate the
industry of the whole country, and so render us
independent of foreign nations for the supplies
required by the habits or necessities of the people.

I would also again call your attention to the
fact that the preseat tavilf in some cases imposes
higher duty upon the raw material imported than
upon the article imported from it, the conse-
quence of which is, that the duty operates to the
encouragement of the foreigner and the discour-
agement of our own citizens.

He strongly deprecates any departure from
those doctrines of strict necutrality taught by
Washington, and he sees great evils in the event
of their not being adhered to. e points out
some of the terrible evils which resulted from the
declaration of the French National Convention,
that France would fraternize with the people of
&l nations who desired to establish republics,and
scud her armies to help thein; and doubts, if even
the United States could prescrve their republic,
if they were to proclaim such doctrines.

The Awerican constitution, he further adds,
** though not perfect, is doubtless the best that
ever was formed.”  This is a modest declaration,
to say thelcast.

Very quesiionable.—I, D.

|  COLONIAL CHIT-CHAT.
TORONTO UNIVERSITY.

AT the Convocation of the Toronto Uinversity,
"'held on Saturday, in the Parliamentary Build-
ings, the Hon. Robert Baldwin was unanim-
ously clected Chancellor, the Hon. Peter B.
De Blaguitre having tendered his resignation
at the last meeting of the Convocation. ‘The
attendance, considering the importance of the
occasion, was very small, being composed of
Dr. McCaul, the Professors of the Medieal
Faculty, the Graduates in Law, and the stud-
ents of the Literary and Medical departments,
| After the election the only matter of any con-
I sequence, was a discussion on a Memorial ad-
! dressed to the Governor in Council and both
I Houses of the Legislature, based upon certain
! resolutions passed at a previous meeting, when
the protest of the Convocation was very freely
expressed against particular clauses of the
TUniversity Bill. The memorial embraced two
points, the saving of the convocation as &
body from the annihilation threatened by the
Bill, and the privilege of having the University
represented in Parliament by one mewmber,
clected by the Graduates. The former wasa
suggestion of the Graduates, who would then
have the conferring of Degrees—a principle
altogether contrary to the spirit of the new
Bill, and inconsistent with its object and pro-
visions; the latter is supposed to have been
recommended by an interested party, who
would then aspire to the suffrages of the Uni-
versity. Several of the Professors of Medicine,
who were to be the chief sufferers by the Bill,
contended that the memorial, by passing over
without notice the clause of the proposed Bill
so fatal to their faculty, might be construed by
their enemies as a tacit consent to its total
abolition as a part of the University. After
a long debate, in which was much warmth to
atone for the absence of caloric in the hall,
the learned doctors were outvoted and com-
peiled to submit to their fate, by a majority
composed chicfly of graduates who were deter-
mined to sustain their own dignity asa Con-
vocation. One of the spectators was inter-
rupted with rapturous applause upon commu-
nicating the gratifying intelligence that the
Inspector-General  had since his arrival in
Toronto, aunounced that the privileges solicited
in the memorial should receive the most .cor-
dial support of himselfand friends.  Mr. Bald-
win has expressed his sense of the honor done
him by the appointment, but has declined the
profiered ferula of office.—Zvronto Paper,

CANADIAN INSTITGTE.

Tur annual meeting of this Literary and Scientific.
Body was held at the rooms of the Institute, in
the old Government House, on Saturday last, Geo.
Duggan, Jr., Esq., in the chair. The attendance
was 1ot so large as we expected; but, if we may
Jjudge from the admirable report which was read,
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by the Secretary, not only the financial affairs, but
alsy the popularity of the Institute, are in a very
favorable and progressive condition, the balance-
sheet showing an amount of £171 11s. 9d. in favor
of the Institute, and the list of members exceed-
ing 190. The following gentlemen were elected
Ofticers of the Institute for the ensuing year:—
President, Captain Lefroy, R.A., F.R.S.; 1st
Vice-President, Professor Clierriman; 2nd Vice-
President, Mr. Gumberland ; Treasurer, Mr. Craw-
ford; Cor. Secretary, Professor Croft ; Secretary,
Mr. Branell; Curator and Librarian, Mr. E, Cuil.
Mzuers or tne Corxcir.—DI'rof. Hind, Walter
Shanley, Esq., Sandford Fleming, Esq., Professor
Buckland, Rev. Prof. Irving, Dr. Bovell.

An eminent geologist asserts, in a commu-
nication to the Lake Superior Journal, that
from the geological formation of the rocks,
there is not and there cannot be coal found on
Lake Superior.

‘The friends of the proposcd Tondon, Liver-
pool and North American Screw Steamship
Company, have appealed to the Government
in its favor, by a deputation as strong as that
which had protested against it. The deputa-
tion in favor consisted of twenty-four Members
of Parliament, with ten or twelve other gentle-
men, their objeet being to secure a charter of
incorporation for the company, with limited
liability to the sharcholders.

The St. John’s, N. B.. Courier, of Novem-
ber 27, gives the annexed analysis of the trad¢
between that port and the United States, dur-
ing the quarter ending October 10, 1852, Tt
will be scen that the trade is important, and
there can be little doubt that the greater part
of the imports mentioned, will be from Canada,
when the intercolonial railroads are completed :

Principal items of import—Value in sterling
money :—Apothecaries wares, £1,250; apples and
pears, 1,335 barrels ; ashes and saleratus, £368
beefand pork, 1,338 barrels; barily, 25 tons,
bread, £71; butter, cheese, and lard, 33 cwt.;
beans and peas, 157 bushels; Luffalo robes, £108;
brandy and gin, 2,543 gallons; strong rum and
alcohol, 30,058 gallons; wine, 6,223 gallons;
corn, 10,798 bushels; candles, £108; carriages
and waggons, 95 coffee, 26,077 Ibs.; coal, 1,462
tons; corn meal, 261 bLarrels ; segars, £64 ; feath-
ers, £161 ; fresh fruit, £410; dried fruit, £297;
flour, (mostly Canadian) 26,050 barrels ; oysters,
62 bLls; grocerics, £330 ; glassware, £756 ; hard-
ware, £5,035; dry goods, £13,668; horses, 4;
hides, £529; India rabber goods, £253; jewelry
and plate, £107; iron, wrought and cast, 79 cwt,
Ieather manufactures, £3,788; yellow metal, 37
cwt. ; molassces, 6,635 gallons; malt, 1,022 bushels ;
navalstores, 5391 barrels; nutsand almonds, £229;
olive and palm oil, £313 ; paint, oil, and varnish,
£309: lard oil, £137; fish oil, £162 ; paper manu-
facturcs, including books, £2,463; rice, £222;
sugar, 3,126 cwt.; mill stones, £87; oak and
pitch pine timber, 2,826 tons; tallow and grease,
175,673 1bs. ;5 treenails, 31,000; tohacco, 120,646
1bs.; tea, 81,661 lbs. ; vegetables, £353 5 wooden-

ware, £3,337; wheat, 49,156 bushels; zinc, £816.
The total value of all the imports into this port
from the United States, during the last quarter,
amounted to £102, 421 sterling; for the quarter
ending 5th July last, £98,987 sterling; and for
the quarter ending 5th April last, £29,573 ster-
ling ; making altogether, for the three quarters of
the- current year, £280,981 sterling from the
United States alone.

St. Vixcext.—Papers from this island state
that gold has been discovered there—a sample
 quite pure and unmixed " having been found
at the head of the Buccament River and ex-
hibited in town. The St Vincent Adcertizer
is of opinion that the precious metals areto bo
found in abundance in the mountains.

FACTS FOR TIIE FARMER.

POVERTY AND PROCRASTINATION.

Cold weather is coming in good earnest. Sheep
huddle together in some corner; cattle seek pro-
tection from the wind by standing close to the
side of the barn: poultry are standing on one leg
under the shelter of some equally defenceless
cart; pigs gather about the door in sullen silence.
I am too poor to provide conveniences for my
stock, exclaims the sluggish farmer, they must
wait another year.

It is a chilling autumn night. The hollow wind
sighs mournfully as it sweeps the bare branches
of the trees, and picrces with a shrill whistle the
crevices of the sluggard’s house, making him draw
nearer to the half-smotheredfire, which flickers on
the hiearth. Iam too poor to repair my house
and prepare drywood, sighs the shivering man; I
will try to do it another year.

The wood-shed has yielded up its last stick of
decayed fucl, and the yard has been gleaned of
its last basket of chips, belonging properly to the
manure heap.  The farmer has yoked his unwill-
ing cattle, and is about to repair to his wood-lot
for a load of dry limbs and fallen trees, but mects
with an unexpected hindrance to his benevolent
intentions. The sled which experienced much
hard usage the preceding season, and has heen
watered by all the summer’s rain and chilled by
the antumm frosts, snaps its tongue with the first
pull of the cattle. “Hang my luck,” ¢jaculates
the ill-starred man.  “ Was ever one <o unfortun-
ate,” cchoes the wife, as she thinks of the smoul-
dering fire and half-cooked dinner that is to he.
The vexed suflerer solaces himself, however, with
the idea that poverty is the basis of his misfor-
tunes, and that when he shall have grown rich in
spite of such ruinous losses, he shall put every-
thing to rights,

Christmas time, with its good cheer, has passed,
and the district schoal is to commence on Monday.
The children have been living in the prospective
for some days, and not a few plans for fun, or per-
haps improvement, have been matured. The
farmner’s son, & thoughtful, bright-cyed boy, wko
has driven the cows to pasture the Jong-live sum-
mer, presided over the luncheon and jug of drink,
picked up the potatoes, and been the man of all
work, asks of his father a favor, which he thinks
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is richly deserved—two new books for the winter’s
school. e tells his father how the other boys of
his class ave to have them, how he shall fall be-
hind them without this assistance—how he will
study, and work harder next summer if he can
have them, and that they will only cost one dollar.
But his imploring looksand carnest language avail
nothing with the father. e says not an eucour-
aging word, but simply mutters—"1I did’t have
books—I am too poor to buy them; you must
wait another year.”

An agent for the Anglo-American, seeing the
forlorn appearance of the premises, and th.nking
ignorance must have caused such bad manage-
ment, presents the work, asking for Liis name and
fifteen shillings. ¢ 0, it's no use,” exclaims the far-
mer, “I don't believe in books; I am too poor;
you must wait another year.”

So year after year the poverty-stricken and
procrastinating farmer drags on, lamenting the
fortune which his own negligence renders inevit-
able, making his family equally miserable with
himself, by denying them the means of improve-
ment—too ignorant and too poor to grow wiser
and richer. Almost as easily may the leopard
ckange its spots or the Ethiopian his skin, as a
man be induced to change his course of life, and
we have reason to believe that this unfortunate
man will, to his dying day, consider himself the
victim of untoward circumstances, the son of mnis-
fortune, and the sport of destiny, instead of scek-
ing in his own improvidence the cause of his bud

uck,

SCIEXCE AND EXPERIMENTS.

We are glad to observe a determination with
some farmers to settle disputed points by a resort
to actual experiments, in conncction with the
suggestions of science. Performing experiments
without the guiding light of science, is like trying
to make money without keeping any accounts—
the man may sometimes get considerable sums,
but he cannot for the life of him tell by what ope-
ration lie has made it, nor how he is likely to be
successful again. 8o, in a random experiment,
the farmer may succeed finely, but he cannot
guess which of the dozen operating causes has
had the most influence; which is essential, and
which useless, nov :ky he has succeeded. Itis
true, he may find out after repeated trials, like
the Dlind man who goes over a picee of ground,
till he becomes familiar with all its parts, which
the light of vision would have revealed to him at
a glance. On the other hand, science not cor-
roborated by experiment, is but little better, being
not unlike that of the ancient philosophers, who
preferred to shut themselves up in the closet, and
by profound abstract reasoning for a life time,
found out what they could at once ascertain by &
fow minutes of manipulation.  Both areas needful
and as useful as the two rails of a railroad—we
should make rather sorry work in trying to run
the train upon onc alone. It is true, we know
more at present through the teachings of experi-
ment than of science; buat thisis because we have
the practice of many thousand people through
many centuries, which quite overbalances the
seientific investigations of the few who have
labored in the presentday.  Wait 4ill we have as

much lebor expended under the li|ght of science,
as has been done in the dark, and the balance
way full on the other side of the account.

BONE MANURE,
Usiversity or TorosTto.

Wr, the undersigned, learn with much pleasure
that Mr. Peter R. Lamb, of this city has been the
first that has had sutlicient enterprize to ercct the
necessary machinery for grinding bones for
manure, at an expense of about £250.

It has been known for a number of years, by
experienced agriculturists, as well as by chemists,
that bones contain several fertilizing substances,
more or less requird by all cultivated crops, and
that by the mere mechanical operation of crushe
ing or grinding, they can readily be made avail-
able to the wants of vegetation, and thus constitute
one of the richest and most permanent kinds of
manure. ’

The rapid strides made in British Agriculture
during the last quarter of a century, have been
materially assisted by the application of bones as
a fertilizer; and it is not too much to say that
without the ready and effectual means which
they supply of preparing poor, light, and elevated
lands, for a course of alternate cropping, turnip
husbandry could not have been carried to anything
like its present extent, and consequently those
distinguished improvements which have of late
-years been effected both in the breeding and fat-
tening of stoclk, and the cultivation of root and
grain crops, must have been greatly impeded. In
England, so high is the repute of this manure,
that bones are carefully collected, not only in the
larger towns, but also in villages and farm houses,
and such i3 the present demand for them, not-
withstanding the heavy importations of guano,
and the large manufacture of different kinds of
artificial manures, that some thirty or forty thou-
sand tons, amounting in value to upwards of
£200,000 sterling, are annually imported, chiefly
from the countries of northern Europe.

Although bones vary considerable in their
composition, according to the age and character
of the animal, they may all, however, be considered
as consisting of two essentially distinct parts;
the mineral or carthly and the organic. The
former, amounting to about 60 per cent, consists
chiefly of the phosplate of line, together with
small quantities of the phosphate of magnesia,
fluoride of calcium, carbonate of lime, and common
salt, The organic portion amonnting to about 40
per cent, is made up of cartilageand fatty matters.
Cartilage by beinz boiled in water is converted
into glue or jelly, and is a substance rich in
nitrogen, forming by decomposition much am-
monia, together with carbonic acid and a small
quantity of sulphur compound. 1llence it is
obvious that boues contaln the most important
materials for producing the living structure of
plants.

As bones in their natural state are very slow
in decomposing, it becomes necessary to break
them up in winute fragments, oc what is better,
when immediate effcct on vegetation is desired,
to grind themiato powder.  In thisstate they can
be most cffectually applied to the suil, where by
the action of rain water, which always containg
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more or less of carbonic acids, their phosphates
are readily dissolved, and are thus brought into a
fit state for assimilation by the plant. Whilst
these changes are proceeding, the organic portion
of boues are being acted on by the air, and its
decay wccelerated, carbonic acid and ainmonia are
the results, which, with the phosphates, now re-
duced to a fluid state, becomeavailable as food to
the growing crop.

The action of boneg as manure greatly depends
on the state of finencss to which they arereduced.
What are usually called * half<inch bones” consist
of a number of smaller fragments with a consider-
able amount in a state of mere powder; and in
this condition they ave best adapted to agricul-
tural purposes ; readily yielding 2 portion of their
organic and mineral coustituents to the wants of
the first crop, provided the soil be sufliciently moist
and porous.  Coarse bones being extremely slow
in decomposing, their use is not economical, and
whenever any decided effect is desired to be pro-
duced on the first crop, they shonld be reduced
to as minute a state of division as possible. In
turnip culture this is absolutely essential, as the
very existence of the crop will frequently depend
on the immediate action of the manure pushing
forward the growth of the plant during its early
stages, beyond the reach and destructive ravages
of the fly,

Several methods of accelerating the decom-
position of bones, with a view to insure their full
and inunediate action, have been, within these
few years, proposed and tried. Steaming them,
has in some instances been found advantageous ;
but the surest and by far the most economical
mode is that of dissolving them by the application
of sulphuric acid (oil of vitriol), a practice which
has nnow become general in the United Kingdom.
Several methods have been practised, but the
simplest at present known, and therefore the best
adapted to thls country, may be briefly stated as
follows:

Form a circular wall of ashes about two feet
high, of sufficient diameter to contain the bones
to be dissolved, which should be crushed as small
as practicable, and the finer portions, obtained by
passing the whole through a sicve, should then be
placed around the inside of the wall; forming
thick lining to the barrier of ashes. The coarser
bones are placed in the centre, and the surface
may be left slightly convex. Pour evenly over
the lump sufficient water to originate decomposi-
tion, and turn the whole over thoronghly several
times during the day, and when the bones are
sufficicntly and evenly saturated, apply the neces-
sary quantity of sulphuric acid, taking care to
continue the stirring of the mass till all the mate-
rials are thoroughly incorporated. In a day or
two the ashes of the wall shonld be mixed with the
bones, and the whole thrown into a heap for a
wecek or ten days, when the mass should again be
thoroughly stirred, and, i necessary, more ashes
added, and the mixturein a few days will be suffi-
ciently dry for use. It may be applied either
broadeast or by the drill. The amount of sulphuric
acid, at the strength at which it is ordinnrily ob-
tained in commerce, required for this operation,
i3 from onc-fonrth to one-sixth of the weight of
bones. It has been proved by most satisfactory
trials, that cight or ten bushels of bones per acre,

treated in this way, produceas much, if not greater
cffect, than twice that amount applied in a dry
state.

Bone manure is peculiarly adapted to exhausted
arable land, and upon poor unproductive pastures,
its application has been attended with the most
striking results, The soil in such cases having
been exhausted of its phosphates by repeated
cropping, or, as in the case of pasture, by the
gradual deprivation of these materials by the
milk, cheese, and bones of animals, that have beca
sold off through a long series of years without any
adequate return in the form of manure ; a liberal
dressing of bone-dust speedily restores the equili-
brium, by returning to the weakened soil, the
very ingredients of which it had been deprived.

Bones have been used with great cconomy and
suecess in connection with farm-yard manure, rape
cake, guano, &c.: and mixtures of such kinds,
when judiciously combined, have gencrally, ad-
vantages over single fertilizers. Bones have been
applied with marked success to sickly or decayed
fruit and forést trees; in such cases it is not neces-
sary to reduce then tc powder, as in a coarser
state they continue 0 act for a greater number
of years. For root crops, especially turnips, this
manure is of all others the bess adapted ; ¥nd
twnips dressed with bones, have uniformly a
greater specific gravity than when manured with
other substances, and consequently containa larger
amount of nutritive matter, and keep longer in
sound condition. In England 15 to 20 bushels of
bones per acre, arc considered a liberal dressing
for turnips, and when they are dissolved in acid,
half the quantity will suffice, The sced and
manure are deposited in rows by a single opera-
tion of the drill, an implement which has lately
been so far improved, as to prevent the seed from
coming into immediate contact with the manure,
by causing the intervention of a little soil, thereby
preventing guano, and such like substances, from
endangering the germination of the sced.  Large
quantities of bones in the cotton distriets of Eng-
land, are boiled for making size, a glue substance,
which is extensively employed in calico-printing.
Such bones, however, being deprived of a portion
of their organic substauce only, the phosphates re-
maining undisturbed, are found to produce the
most marked improvements on the deteriorating
pastures of Cheshire ; they operate nore quickly
even than bones unboiled, their duration must be
brief, and consequently their value diminished,
when a serics of years or an entirc rotation is
taken into calculation.

As the highly fertilizing properties of Lones
have now been fully tested, both by scientific re-
search and practical demonstration, every effort
to collect and reduce them to a proper state for
the purposes of manure is deserving of cncourage-
ment ; and in & conntry like Canada, where thou-
sands of acres formerly highly productive, have
become almost sterile by the practice of repeated
cropping and non-manuring, bones unquestionably
rank among the most powerful and economical
means of a restoration,

HENRY CROFT, Professor of Chemistry.
GEO. BUCKLAND, Prof; of Agricullure.
Toronto, Nov, 1, 1852,
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Milch cows, in winter, should be kept in dry,
moderately warm, but well ventilated quarters;
be regularly fed and watered three times a day,
salted twice or thrice a week, have clean beds, be
curried daily, and in addition to their long pro-
vender, they should receive succulent food morn-
ing and evening.

THE ROSE AND ITS CULTURE.

The rose is “everybody’s” flower. The ease
with which it i3 grown makes it so; for it will
live, as thousands of starved, deformed, sickly
plants, put in the out-of-the-way room around the
old farm-houses—choked by grass and overrunby
weeds, and cropped off by cattle, fully testify.
Its beauty makes it a favorite. Eyes whose per-
ceptions are dull in discovering the tasty propor-
tions of form and likeness of color in other flowers,
sparkle forth its praises, even when its most per-
fect developments are seen in the miserable spe-
cimens whose parent branches have drawn their
sustenance from the same exhausted soil for half
& century—dwarfed down to comparative insigni-
ficance, and starved into disease.  ** As beantiful
as a rose,” has been a commonplace expression
from the time to which our memory runneth not
back, and it has been uttered with a dignity of
expression which fully indicates the force of the
comparison it is meant to establish.

Its fragrance justly entitles it to commendation
When the gentle dews of evening drop their rich-
ness on its opening petals, it gives back to the
stifled air odors rich in luxury and health. And
the zentle breezes of morning waft its perfume to
gladden and refresh all who inhale its pure and
delicious sweets.

It has always been a wonder to us, as much as
this plant is professedly admired, as numerous as
its claims are, and as easy of cultivation as it is,
that it has, by the mass of mankind, received no
more attention, True, almost every country
door-yard has a bush or two of some humble, un-
pretending variety, introduced, perhaps, by a
female member of the family, who, cn advice of
¢ the lord of creation,” a class far too apt to sup-
pose that any embellishment to the homestead,
beyond a plot of beans or a hill of potatoes, as
frustrating the designs of Providence, or as coming
directly in opposition to bis own utilitarian views
of things, has given it a location in a sterile and
unfrequented corner, where, struggling with quack
grass and praned by ruminating animals, it
struggles onin gloomy uncertainty betwixtlife and
deuth—doubting in spring whether its fecble
energies can produce a bud or unfold it to a blos-
som. If it does give « stinted bloom, it is such &
8ad abortion, compared with what it would produce
under favorable circumstances, that it is no wonder
that the parer . shrab, if it lives at all, lives on
unambitious o1 future beauties and future sweets.
Yet every one is loud in their praises of the rose
—hailing its beauties with rapture from the first
rich tints its opening bud discloses, inhaling its
sweets with expanded lungsamid loud panegyrics
to its worth, until the beautiful and perfect Hower
falls into decay.

A benutiful and perfeet rose!  Will it be cha-
ritable to suppose that three-fourths of the popu-
Jation of our country bhave never scen so rare and
fascinnting a flower? If they have, it must have

been at some floral exhibition, where they were
too much occupied with the beautiful and wonder-
exciting thingsaround them, where they gazed in
extatic astonishinent on things in general, withous
going into detail of rare and beautiful objects in
particular. Itis certain the ill-formed, halfstarved
objects we have alluded to, cannot belong to this
class, and it cannot be supposed that more than
one in ten of the landholders of this country are
in possession of any other.

Now, although there arc a large number of
varieties of the rose, and many of them approach
some other variety of the species so closely that
it requires the eye of a connoisscur to trace the
difference ; and although all may be so cultivated
as to become perfect in their variety, yet there
are varieties which, constitutionally, will admit of
greater perfections thaa the rest, under similar
circumstances. These it should be the object of
the cultivator to obtain. Although the first cost
may be a trifle greater, they require no more
ground and no more Jabor in cultivation than
ordinary and inferior kinds, while one bush of the
best will yicld more satisfaction than half a dozen
sickly, mean, almmost good-for-nothing plants.

In its demands on cultivation, the rose is mod-
est in proportion to the remunerative satisfaction
itaffords. It loves a deep loam; so if the soil is
shallow, it should by all means be trenched. If
straw or coarse manuve is laid in the bottom of
the trench, a benefit will be found from the con-
tinued lightness of soil it will afford, and by its
drainage in taking off superfluons water in heavy
storms. The soil round the roots should be kept
light and free from weeds. Like all plants and
animals, it should have a sufficient territory to
occupy, and healthy aliment. To afford a desir-
able supply of food, rotten manure should be
forked into the soil around the roots to give an
abundantand healthful wood for next year's bloom,
Mulching with leaves or coarse manure, after the
ground i3 put in order for the season, is highly
benefieinl, as it preserves an equilibrium of cold
and heat, dryness and moisture, essential to the
health of the plant.

Its greatest enemy of the insect tribe that we
know of, is the slug, which fastens on the under
side of the leaf, and feasts upon its juices, until it
is reduced to a skeleton, disfiguring the plant.
The best remedy we know of for its ravages, is
found in keeping the plant in good health, so as to
insure a vigorous flow of nutritive sap and a firm
growth of leaves and wood. With us it has suc-
ceeded admirably, and we commend it to all whose
bushes are affected with a troublesome and wast-
ing insect.

WHICH IS THE BEST GR.SS FOR MEADOWS?

Mr. Editor,—Which, of all the grasses, is best
formeadows? Isa mixture better than one kind ?
The custon here is to seed down with a mixture
of clover, herdsgrass or timothy, and red-top.

The first season, the clover predominates; the
second, the herdsgrass; but afterwards the red-
top.

Ag the former dies out, the ground is left par
tially sceded. It js a well-settled opinion, that
red-top is more valuable for hay than herdsgrass ;
and herdsgrass more valuable than clover,
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It is my experience, that herdsgrass and red-
top will produce more hay, even the first season,
than if mixed with clover, and that red top is pre-
ferable to either. That red-top will produce more
feed after mowing, and is far preferable for pas-
tures. A horse of ordinary size has been known
to cat about six tons of herdsgrass (withont grain)
in a year; though performing very little labor.
Orchard grass deserves notice.

FRENCIT MERINO SHEED.

General R. Harmon, of Wheatland, Monroe
county, recently returned from Vermont, with
about thirty choice French Merino sheep, procured
from S. W. Jewett, Esq. of Middlebury. They
are all young and splendid auimals, and were,
with one or two exceptions, all sclected from Mr.
Jewett’s importations from France, during the
past season.  One ram, ten and a half months old,
l\;ith a very fine fleece on his back, weighs 166

S.

SCIENCE AND ART.

NIAGARA SUSPENSION BRIDGE.

Tne Lockport Journal says that laborers are
busily employed in pushing the Niagara Sus-
pension Bridge to completion.  In remarking
on the structure, that paper says:—

“ Tnagine a span 8§00 feet in length forming a
straight hotlow heam 20 feet wide and about 18
feet deep, with top, Lottom, and sides. There
will be an upper floor to support the railroad and
cars 3S feet wide between the railings, and sus-
pended by two wire-cables, assisted by stays. The
lower floor 19 feet wide and 15 feet high in the
clear, is connected to the upper floor by vertical
trusses. The cohesion of good iron wire, when
properly united into cables or ropes, is found to
be from 90,000 to 130,000 lbs per square inch,
according to quality. The limestone used in con-
structing the towers will bear a pressure of 500
tons upon every square foot. The towers are 60
feet high, 15 feet square at the base, and S at the
top. When this bridge is covered with atrajn of
cars the whole length, it will sustain a pressure of
not less than 405 tons. The speed issupposed to
add 15 per cent to the pressure, equal to 61 tous.
The weight of superstructure added, estimated at
%782 tons, makes the total aggregate weight sus-
tained 1,273 tons.  Assuming 2,000 tons as the
greatest tension to which the cables can be sub-
Jjected, it is considered safe to allow five times the
regular strength, and providing for a weight of
10,000 wons.  For this 15,000 miles of wire are
required. The number of wires in one cable is
8.000. The diameter of cable about 9% inches.
The bridge, we believe, is the longest between
the points of support of any in the world.”

THE TREASURES OF QUR FORFESTS.

The products of the forests embrace the most
important items of Canadian exports, and from
their bulky nature secure 16 us a greater amonnt
of intercourse with Great Britain than all other
articles of export or import collectively.

The relation which the products of the forest
bear to other productions, in a commercial point

of view, is represented below for the years 1849,
1850, and 1851 :—
1849,
Value of the products of the forest
exXpOrted . o eavuveienaravasanes s £1,827,637

Value of all other productions....... 1,000,027
Bualance in favor of the products of the
fOresteeveeeenieereaneeeneanss. £327,510

Value of the, products of the forest ex-

ported to Great Britain, not includ-

ing ships built at Quebee......... £1,009,669
Value of all other productions ex-

ported to Great Britain........... 338,758
Balance in favor of productions of the
forest exported to Graat Britain, .. £6%0,914

1850.
Value of the products of the furest
eXPOrted .o eveerasenseescaoasss £1,360,734

Value of all other productions....... 1,309,264
Balance in favor of products of the
OGSt < e sveecennoeancaesnenss  £514T0
Value of the products of the forest ex-
ported to Great Britain, not includ-
ing ships Luilt at Quebee. . ....... £971,3%5
Valuei of all other productions ex- X
POTtEd o eveeianean anccnaneanss 229,474
Balance in favor of products of the
forest exported to Great Dritain.. £741,901

1851,
Value of the products of the forest
exported .. oeeeeienneessnsss... £1,609,545
Value of all other productions . ..... 1,315,083
Balance in favor of the products of the
forest. o veeeeetreneaceanaaaans
Value of the products of the forest ex-
ported to Great Britain, not includ-
ing ships built at Quebee. .. ... ... £1,180,000

£184,460

Value ofall other productions exported 825,350
Balance in favor of products of the B
forest exported to Great Britain. .. £8564,658

Hence it appears that the value of the products
of the forest exported to Great Britain, has steadily
increased during the last three years; the num-
bers indicating those values being in 1849,
£670,914 ; in 1850, £741,901 ; in 1851, £854,658.

It is thus seen at a glance that forest produc-
tions, exclusive of pot and pearl ashes, and the
furs and skins of animals, arc of the highest eco-
nomic importance to us, and yet who, that is
acquainted with the diversified trees of our forests,
can fail to perceive that very extensive sources of
revenue are neglected from ignorance of the value
of many species of wood, which are especially
adapted to the peculiar purposes of artificers in
Great Britain.

We are led to these remarks in consequence of
the information respecting forest productions
which the recent Exhibition of All Nationsin Lon-
don has brought to light.

Not less than one hundred and thirty varieties
of British wood were exhibited at that magnificent
exposition of industry. Among them, it may be
well to mention, specimens of apple, pear, plum,
and apricot trees were introduced, in consequence
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.
of those woods being much sought after by toy
manufacturers, turners, &c. For obvious reasons,
such woods would possess little value in this
country, either as an article of export or for the
purposes of dgmestic manufacture.

Europe contributed forty-nine varietics of wood,
most of them used in shipbuilding, carpentry, fur-
niture, and dyeing.

Asia contributed about two hundred specimens.
The United States forty-two. Canada thirty-one.
—Canadian Journal.

A meteor of a very large size, was seen to
fall at Rome, N. Y., on the night of the 20th
November. The phenomenon was accom-
panied by a slight shock of an earthquake,
which agitated the river for a few moments,
and shook the windows in frame houses. The
metcor appeared about the size of a thirty-two
pound cannon ball, and caused an illamination
as brilliant as a noon-day sun would.

Ax ExTRAORDINARY LavMp.—Among the list of
patents, is one taken out by Mr, E. Whele, for a
candle-lamp of a very novel character.: The
Iamp has a dial or clock face, and as the candle
burns, the hands mark the hours and minutes cor-
rectly, and 2 hammer strikes the time. As a
chamber-light for a sick room, it marks the time,
and can be set to strike at any given periods, when
the patient requires attention. As a night lizht,
it marks the time on a transparent dial, and rings
an alarum at any stated period, and in ten minutes
afterwards, extinguishes the candle, or will con-
tinue to strike every sccond until the party gets
out of bed and stops it ; and, if a very heavy sleeper
requires to be roused, it will fire off a percussion
cap. Asa table lamp, it marks the time and
strikes the hours, and has a regulator and index,
by which may be ascertained the amount of light
and cconomy of consumption of the various can-
dles of different makers. And all this is effected
with very little machinery. which is of the most
simple kind.

—_—— e ——————

MRS. GRUNDY’S GATHERINGS.
OBSERVATIONS ON PARISIAN FASHIONS FOR
JANUARY, 1852.

AuTouN i3 now giving place to winter, and our
artistes des modes have been busily engaged in
inventing and producing suitable novelties for the
scason. \We observe that the season has pro-
duced a variety of mantles, which are all truly
-elegant, and of ‘the style that will be the most
prevailing during thie ensuing winter. Dark rich
velvets, lined with white satin, will be much worn
amongst the aristocracy, as will also rich satins
lined and quilted: embroideries and gimps of no-
vel designs will be used to ornamént velvets; and
embossed velvet galloons will be employed for
satins. There i3 a new material brought out by
the house of Delisle, in Paris, called Quatine,
which will be in great favour for morning cloaks.

Bonnets are not worn quite so far back on the
head; the brims are round and open ; the edges
are generally trimmed, which gives them the ap-
pearance of being-larger ; the fanchon isstill a fa-

vorite trtimming for_the crown: drawn bonnets,
both of velvet and satin, of rich dark colors, will
be nuch in favor, some having short full feathers
low at the ear, others nauds and ends of black
velvet: for the interior, wreaths of flowers, groups
of china asters or dark roses, with loops of black
velvet intermixed, blond, and mixed flowers are
all employed : the ribbons for- strings are very
broad. )

Dresses for the promenade will be of dark rich
brocade, the bodics high and plain; the skirts of
these are without trimming. Plain silks have
flounces a disposition, or are cdged, with narrow
fringe of two colors, say black and green, orblue,
about an inch and a half of each colour placed al-
ternately.  This style of fringe is used for cloaks
with ecapes.

We are indebted for our dresses to that distin-
guished artiste des modes, Madame Lafont, Rue
Lafitte,

DINNER-AND EVENING COSTUME.

Robe of glacée silk, shaded yellow and white;
the corsage is low, opening in front to the waist, *
which is round : it has capes with deep vandyked
edges, trimmed with a narrow plaited ribbon,
couleur de rose : the sleeves are extremely short
and trimmed to correspond : bows with long float<
ing ends are placed on the top of the sleeves.
The skirt & Za robe is short, reaching to the head-
ing of the first flounce of the jupe; the appear-
ance of being looped back is given by the trim-
ming : it consists of a biais picce of silk, about
half a yard wide; of course the ends will be on
the straight way : this piece must be folded before
it is put on the dress; first fold over one end for
the top point which appears turned back; the silk
must then be folded the reverse way for the next
point, and then under again for the other point
turned back ; the next fold brings the sitk to a
point for the bottom of the dress: when finished,
the trimming is about a quarter ofayard in width ;
to render what we have said easier to understand, |
the top point, which appears folded back, we will
call the right side of the silk, the next, the wrong
side ; the second point folded back is again the
right side, and so on : after it is put on the dress,
the edge is finished by a plaiting of ribbon, which
is continued round the bottom of the skirt.
Ceinture and bows of black satin ribbon. Jupe
of white taffetas, with four flounces stamped at
the edges, and each headed by a narrow riche.

OBSERVATIONS ON LONDON FASHIONS AND DRESS,

"During the present scason flowers will be as
much in favor as ever. Hand boquets of enor-
mously large size have been almost universally
adopted Dby the leading ladies at the recent re-
presentations of the opera. In artificial flowers
a variety of novelties has been introduced. Many
of those intended for the hair are made of color-
ed velvet, crape, and gauze, intermingled with
gold and silver. Constantin, the celebrated
French fleuriste, has at present under his charge
a variety of diamond pins, aigrettes, and other
ornaments of jewellery, which are to be mount-
ed in this new style with flowersand foliage. One
of the commissions he has lately exceuted for an

English lady of rank consists of a coronet formed
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by » combination of flowers and precious stoncs.

The style of dressing the hair is much the same
as it hasbeen for some time past. The full ban-
deaux ave still very general, and we observe that
many ladies are wearing the hair at the back of
the Lead lower than ever, so that the flowers or
other ornaments employed in the head-dress,
droop so low as to conceal part of the neck. A
very pretty style of coiffure was worn by a young
lady a few evenings ago. The front hair was ar-
ranged in full bandeaux, and across the upper
part of her forchead there passed a torsade com-
po:sed of hair and coral intermixed. The back
hair wasarranged in twists, also intermingled with
coral, aud fixed very low at the back of the head.
This style is peculiarly well suited to dark hair,

The old fashion of wearing combs at the back
of the head, which has been partially revived
within the last two yewrs, seems likely to meet
with general favor this winter.

The attempts made by some of the Parisian
couturiéres to revive the bygone mode of short
waists has not been suceessful.  The only novel-
ty we have yet noticed in corsages, consists in
the waists being straight instead of pointed. But
even when the corsage is so made, the waist is of
the usual length, and the difference in the form
has probably been suggested only by the dress
being composed of some transparent material, as
gauze or tulle.  With this style of corsage a
waist-band, fastened in front, is indispensable.

The burnous is the style which predominates
among the new opera cloaks. The small cloaks
of colored cashmere, lined and trimmed with a
different color are, however, likely to continue
in favor as wraps at evening parties and places of
amusement.

During the present winter cloaks have almost
entirely superseded shawls for out-wraps. In the
form of clouks there are manifest indications of a
desire for change. The Talma cloak, which was
introduced last season, and adopted with favor at
the commencement of the present, is now deci-
dedly acknowledged to have become too com-
mon. Several new shapes have appeared, and of
these several of them approximate very closely
to the paletot form, so much in vogue two or
three years ago.  These cloaks have sleeves, and
are exceedingly widé round the lower part, so as
to afford winple space for the free flow of the
folds of the dress. The trimmingg, whether con-
sisting of fringe, lace, or any other material, is
usually limited to the collar and sleeves only, the
bottom being left quite plain. These cloaks are
not made very long; even when trimmed at the
bottom, they should not descend below the knee.
This style of cloak has a very pretty effect when
made in velvet, and, this season, black has been
preferred to colors.

Shawl mantelets of black velvet are trimmed
with very broad and rich black lace, and some-
times with fringe and lace combined. Frequently
a broad guipure is edged with a fringe made
expressly for this style of trimming. Silk em-
broidery or narrow braid stitched on ina flowered
design, or straight rows of braid made either of
silk or velvet or both combined, are favorite
trimmings for cloaks. The new braids present
sufficient variety of design to satisfy every taste.

‘Within doors, at the present chilly season,

many ladies wear eclegant little jackets, very
much of the same formag the pelisses worn by
the Turkish ladies. They are loose, that is to say
not shaped to the figure, but cut straight at the
back; the sleeves are slit open at the bend of
the arm.  These little jackets are thrown over a
visiting dress, whether for diuner or evening,
and they are worn until the room is rendered
warm by the number of visitors. These jackets
are made of white cashmere and are trimmed
with ribbon woven in gold and silver, interwoven
with Algevian colors. ~ The ribbon is edged with
a narrow fringe the same as the ribbon in mate-
vials and colors.  Some of these jackets, of a less
showy kind, are made of black cashmere and
trimmed with gold embroidery, or a black ribbon
figured with gold. This little garment is a charm-
ing fantasie, and it admits of as much clegance
as may be desired. Its wide and easy form ena-
bles it to be worn over any dress however light or
delicate. It will be found extremely convenient
at the opera, when the cold renders it unsafe to
sit with alow dress during a whole evening,

THE PHILOSOPHY OF COOKERY.*

To preserve, in dressing, the full nourishment of
meats; and their properties of digestiveness,
forms a most important part of the art of cook-
ing ; for these ends the object to be kept inmind
is to retain #s much as possible the juices of the
meat, whether roast or boiled. This, in the case
of boiling meat, is best done by placing it at once
in briskly boiling water; the albumen on the
surface and to some depth, is inmediately coagu-
lated, and thus forms a kind of covering which
neither allows the water to get into the meat, nor
the meat juice into the water. The water should
then be kept just under boiling until the meat be
thoroughly done, which it will be when every
part has been heated to about 165 degrees, the
temperature at which the coloring matter of the
blood coagulates or fixes: at 133 degrees the
albumen sets, but the blood does not, and there-
fore the meat i3 red and raw.

The same rules apply to roasting; the meat
should first be brought near cnough to a bright
fire to brown the outside, and then should be
allowed to roast slowly.

Belonging to this question of waste and nour-
ishment, it is to be noted, that the almost every-
where-agreed-upon notion that soup, which sets
into strong jelly, must be the most nutritious, is
altogether a mistake. The soup sets because it
contains the gelatine or glue of the sinews,
flesh, and bones; but on this imagined richness
alone it bas, by recent experiments, been proved
that no animal can live. The jelly of bones
boiled into soup, can furnish only jelly for our
bones; the jelly of sinew or calf’s feet can form
only sinew ; neither flesh nor its juices set into a
jelly. Itis only by long boiling we obtain a soup
that sets, but in a much less time we get all the
nourishing properties that meat yiclds in soups
which are no doubt useful in cases of recovery
from illness when the portions of the system in
which it occurs have been wasted, but in other
cases, though easily enough digested; jelly is
unwholesome, for it loads the blood with not only

¢ Continued from page 676, vol. 1.
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useless but disturbing products. Nor does jelly
stand alone. Neither can we live on meat which
has been cleared of fat, long boiled, aund has had
all the juice pressed out of it; a dog so fed, lost
in forty-three days a fourth of his weight; in
fifty-five days he bore all the appearance of stare
vation, and yet such meat has all the muscular
fibre in it. In the same way, animals fed on
pure casein, albumen, fibrin of vegetables, starch,
sugar, or fat, died, with every appearance of
death by hunger.

Further experiment showed that these worse
than uscless foods were entirely without certain
matters which are always to be found in the
blood, namely, phosphoric acid, potash, soda,
lime, magnesia, oxide of iron,* and common galt,
(ir! certain of these we may mention, by way of
parenthesis, that veal is especially deficient, and
hence its difficulty of digestion and poor nutrient
properties.) These salts of the blood, as they
are termed in chemistry, are to be found in the
several wheys and juices of meat, milk, pulse,
and grain. Here then was the proof complete,
that such food, to support life, must contain the
several ingredients of the blood, and that the
stomach caunot make, nor the body do without
the least of them.

It is an established truth in physiology, that
man i3 omuivorous—that is, constituted to eat
almost every kind of food which, separately,
nourishes other animals. His teeth are formed
to masticate, and his stomach to digest fiesh, fish,
and all farinaccous and vegetable substances—he
can eat and digest these even in a raw state; but
it is necessary to perfect them for his nourish-
ment in the most healthy manuer, that they be
prepared by cooking—that is, softened by the
action of fire and water.

In strict accordance with this, philosophy,
which makes a portion of animal food necessary
to develop and sustain the human constitution,
in its most perfect state of physical, intellectual,
and moral strength and beauty, we know that
now in every country, where a mixed diet is
habitually used, as in the temperate climates,
there the greatest improvement of the race is to
be found, and the greatest energy of character,
It is that portion of the human family, who have
the means of obtaining thia food at least once a
day, who now hold domiuion over the carth.
Forty thousand of the beef-fed British, govern
and control ninety millions of the rice-eating
natives of India.

In every, nation on earth, the rulers, the men
of power, whether princes or priests, almost inva-
riably use a portion of animal food. The people
arc often compelled, either from poverty or
policy, to abstain. Whenever the time shall
arrive that cvery peasant in Europe is able to
““put his puilet in the pot, of a Sunday,” a great
improvement will have taken place in his charac-

*Some determined advocates of the vegetable system
maintain, that the teeth and stomach of ‘the monkey cor-
respond, in structure, very closely with that of wan, yet
it lives on fruits—therefore, if man followed nature, he
would live ot {ruits and vegetables.. But though the ana-
tomical likeness between man and monkeys is strking,

et it is ot complete ; the difference may be and doubt-
ess is precisely that which mukes a difference of diet
necessary to nourish and develope their dissimilar natures.
Those who should live as tho monkeys do, would most
eloscly resemble them,

ter and condition ; when e can.have a portion
of animal food, properly cooked, once cach day,
he will soon become u man,

In our own country, the beneficial effects of a
generous diet, in developing and sustaining the
energies of a whole nation, are clearly evident.
The severe and unremitting labors of ¢very kind,
which were requisite to subdue and obtain domi-
nion of a wilderness world, could not have been
done by a half:starved, suffering people. A lar-
ger quantity and better quality of food are ncces-
sary here than would have supplied men in the
old countrics, where less action of body and
mind are permitted.

Still, there is great danger of excess in all
indulgences of the appetite ; even when a pre-
sent benefit may be obtained, this danger should
never be forgotten. The tendency in our coun-
try has been to excess in animal food. The
advocates of the vegetable diet system hure good
cause for denouncing this excess, and the indis-
criminate use of flesh. It was, and now is, fre-
quently given to young children—infants before
they have teeth,—a sin against nature, which
often costs the Jife of the poor little sufferer; it
is caten too freely by the sedentary and delicate ;
and to make it worse still, it is eaten, often in a
half-cooked state, and swallowed without suffi-
cient chewing. Al these things are wrong, and
ought to be reformed.

It is generally admitted that the French excel
in the economy of their cooking. By studying
the appropriate flavors for every dish, they con-
trive to dress all the broken picces of meats, and
make a variety of dishes from vegetables at a
small expense.

Next to the knowledge of the differences in
the buman constitution, and the nature of the
food proper for man, this study of flavors and
art of re-cooking to advantage is to be prized by
the good housekeeper. Every family who has a
garden spot should cultivate those vegetablesand |
herbs which are requisite for seasoning—horase-
radish, onions, celery, mustard, capsicum, (red-
pepper,) sage, summer savory, mint, &c., &c.,
are casily raised. These, if rightly prepared,
will be sufficient for all common culinary purpo-
ses, and a little care and study will enable the
housekeeper to flavor her mecats, gravics, and
vegetables in the best manner.

Bear in mind, that in preparing food, ‘three
things are to be united, the promotion of health,
the study of cconomy, and the gratification of
taste.

Miss Penncll, niece of the Hon. Horace Mann,
has been appointed Professor of the Latin Lan-
guage, and Literature, in Antioch College, Ohio,
of which Mr. Mann was chosen President.*

——

When work season comes, work in earnest;
and when the play time comes, enjoy it. l}'aves
time for everything, and everything in its time.

® This little paragraph contains some crumbs of com-
fort for the Society 1o “ Give Women whatever they
want.”?



A CANADIAN CHRISTMAS CAROL.

TUE POETRY FROM THE ‘“‘ MAPLE LEAF;" THE NUSIC COMPOSED AND INSCRIVED TO MISS M, JANE DAVIS,
BY J. P. CLARKE, MUS. BAC.

A ‘% MODERATO
Yoicommmm AT - = =
7
[Y
) ] N
F= T A —
fes—C— ) ol *. g T ——
B o, | 2
i
Diano Eoide, | Syn. F | it =
1 7 B 2 [
e ——E
D= =5 =
\
>
o—% - ] 4;
—i —p- . - ; H
e e o e e
oL = 7 7 B 7
No shepherds in the ficld to-night, no flock up -on the
n_#
LV . £
V& b - : 1 1 - f 1 3. ' 1
@ RN ] . 1 1| ) ﬁ!;
g Sy 3
& 1—i'- 7 - ,,£¥ - $ -} <
9:_:; o — ‘ —'=_"“"‘x.— 1.—'.""". 1! i —
=z i il J_._Li _ﬁ
pED e} S S—— —@
o b 2 . .
— N—N ] g ML
—— e e
%}L S — i 1 A—
wold,—Thro' the shivering for - est brmclus moans the north blast fierce : md
== —
fan) j A —— A I — S~ S
W 1 [ i 9 P ™ S ___’__,___]
o R = P R R R e e
= —g - o — -
R ——— o —
MBS AY : ) 5
E— ! | —5 o]
o ¥ . J‘ -
- - 1 — .
N— - — — 1 - B
fan i -‘—g:d—‘—‘—za‘—f“ '—i"’—‘t
L L a— 4 —
cold; But glorioug -1y the white stars  gleam  as on that ho - ly
63
e e e e e
7 (7D — 0 ; -
SR g gy s 44 4s
 r——— 3 1 u > 3
: ) i 1 i P — i
gy S v —a—]




A CANADIAN CRISTMAS CAROL. 111

4 T~

L f S T ——
G B e s

even, When the her-ald An-gels' chorus swell'd thro’ the bright Ju - dean

%

- ) )

i ] 1 N ! 1 . { ' 1 ) 1 PR
{e5— | e e P s B
%o % LNyttt

-r- L -
—4 o — —" —
D P T e
¥

-~ | b |

W i A P - - e ) |
an) & AY R |
A\ |
o/ —~

heav'n.
a4 LN e -, ,
=i e e e e |
3 1 1 3. b} y o @ i@ } 1
2 o) T le !—JJ—— i“‘ T i v "id [/ d‘ "~
= srovis
o b
1 ¥ o o P
o S— ; —a o N .
9- —r-——% 5 —0 1 ot e 4
{ ] : et 1
L} L) L} L) ‘

Oh, Earth! the white shroud wraps thee now, in Death’s cold grasp thou art,
Thy tears, thy music, bound alike in the ice-chain on thine heart;

So lay the darken’d world of sin when the Aungels spread abroad

The glorious tale of the Virgin-born—the birth of Incarnate .Gon!

Melt, melt, oh, cold and stony heart! ev'n as the ice-bonds shiver,
When Spring breathes soft on the frozen wood, when warm winds loose the river;
The Angel-vision sheds on theeits gloriuns, softening ray—
The Angel-song is for thine car:

* A Saviour’s born to-dayl”

Morn, on the sparkling wilds of snow—morn, on the frozen west!
The holy chimes float musical o'cr the deep wood’s solemn breast ;
And the winter sun plays cheerily on the wealth of bLright green wreaths
Which through the lowly forest-shrine a spring-like freshness breathes.

Frail monitors! your verdure speaks, il cloquently bright,
Of 2 lustrous swmnmer morn to break on Life'sfong, wintry night—
Of the waving palms—the crystal streams—the cverlasting flowers

Beyond the jazper battl

t, by the Gold

City's towers.

Letthe wild wind sweep the snows withont—within be joy and mirth—
‘Let happy honscholds cheerly meet around the Christmas hearth =
One welcome pledge must circle round—" Be happy hearts and smiles
To all we love in the Forest Land : to all in the Parcnt Isles!”

The Christmas hearth! ah! pleasant spot, where joyful kindred mect—
‘Kind eyes, with love-and gladness lit, scarce mark the vacant seat;
And if too-faithful Memory turn, to monrn the loved, the fair—
Look up—the Shepherds’ star's in Heaven—the lost one-waits thee there,

‘Wake thy ten thousand voices, Earth! outpour thy floods of praise—
Up-to the crystal gates ot Morn the deep hosannas raise ;
Till heavenward-wafled, seraph-wing'd, they:picrce the illumin’d zone,

‘Where the Church-trinmphant’s anthem florts vound the Everlasting Throne,
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Tue annual concert of the Vocal Music So-
ciety will take place on the 11th January.—
Among the treats prepared for the Toronto-
nians are—

“Lo! Ife cometh!”—Qratorio of David.

¢ And the glory of the Lord.”

The celebrated trio and chorus from * The Cre-

ation—*The Lord is great.”

“Yull fathom tive’—from *“The Tempest.”

“The Three Huntsmen’—XKreutzuer.

“ Galatea, dry thy tears”—Acis and Galatea.

“The Miller and his Men

We recommend every one, who can, not
to losc this concert. A presentation will take
place between the parts.

We are happy to perceive that the subserip-
tion list for Mr. Paige’s concerts present such a
pumerous array of fashionable and music-loving
names. This tells well for Toronto, and would
lead us to hope that a taste for correct music is
awakencd. We are requested to say that A
Paige, being desirous that all should have the
advantage of procwring tickets at subscription
prices, willleave the list open a short time longer.

The first concert of the series will probably
take place towards the end of January.

TORONTO DRAMATIC ASSOCIATION,
1YCEUM.

ROYAL

WE scldom notice theatrical performances of
any kind, whether professional or amateur,
but the above Socicety, which has been giving
a scries of cntertainments during the past
month, has been established on a footing that
calls for more than a passing notice.

In the first place, the Society is composed
of a most respectable set of young men, who,
with the Manager and Director, are, irrespec-
tive of their Thespian claims, Well and favora-
bly known to the great mass of our cilizens
Their sclection of picces has been judicious,
more than could be well accomplished has not
been attempted, and we have noticed, with.
great pleasure, in all picces produced, a care-

MYS06 OF THE RT

ST .‘)‘

.

ful and proper pruning of such passages as
could offend the most refined or fastidious
taste. The vesult has been that, from the
quality of the picces, andthe really good style
of acting, the Lycewn has been patronised
this scason {0 a greater extent than hereto-
fore.

The entertainments have been well got up,
the characters gencrally well dressed, and, on
the whole, the Socicty deserves grout credit
for their attempts to awaken a healthy tone
ambongst the play-going portion of the com-
munity.

On the 22nd ult, that amusing little
picce of Bozx and Cox, was produced, and from
the spirited style of acting, drew down
thunders of applause from a very crowded
house. This picce will bear repetition, and
the same aclors would do well to attemnpt
DPaul Pry, Pong-Wong, the Filluge Lawyer,
the Jlustrious stranger, or some other after
pieces of like character.

The following Musical Publications are re-
commended for purchase :—

Glover, C. W. “The lady's letter.” 25cts.
Oliver Ditson, Boston. Words piguant and musle
pretty.

Maceder, J. G. Harmonized songs. No. 5. *“ Thou
art gone from my gaze.” 39cts. No. 7. “My
dreams are now 1o more of thee” 3Scts. Hall &
Son, New York. Two good songs, tastefully and
pleasingly armnged in four parts by Mr. Macder.
We commend this serics, generally, to all who
are fond of good quartette singing.—We obscrve
that six picces of theseries are already published.

Grobe, Charlex. “Buds and blossoms,” six
sacred mclodics varied for piano.  No.4. * Come
ye disconsolate.” 38cts. Lee & Walker, Philadel
phia. Variations upon sacred airs are rather a
novelty ; the present number js simple, and well
cuough in its way.

Crosby, I.. V. H. “The poor Irish boy.” Song.
a5¢t3. G. W. Brainard & Co., Louisyille. A very
fine song. Words and music equally. good.

Rice, Tenry. * The blue-bell quickstep.” 23cts.
Gould & Berry, New York. “Blue-bell” isa favor-
ite air of ours, and in a quickstep itdoes notsound
badly,



