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LORD BYRON.

* Svasequest to the death of Lord Byron, a few incidents have
occurred, connected with his name and character, which it may
not be uninteresting or nnimportant to notice, in a more connect-
éd manney than they “have yet appeared.  The subject treated
of, almost ensures interest; and as to importance, a fesson may
be easily gleaned.from these scraps of the great bard’s history,
sccoud to no biographical moral of the present century.

Let us for a moment revert te his obsequies, and enquire. at
this common period ‘for pageantry, what honour was paid bim
whén.dead, whom rank und genius had so dignified while living?
We know that'with the breuth of life, enmity generally evapor-
ates. ' Envy seés nothing which it would fain rob the pale corse
of, ta apply to its own use—Hate is disarmed by the passive sub-
mission and - silence of its victim—Rivalry, eager to earn a
cheap character of benevolence is willing to do honour when the
competition is closed for ever—Love and Friendship are sireng-
thened, their object demands their commisseration and care, and
is about leaving them never to return. At this period then for
even officious sympathy, what attention was paid Byron’s re-
mains?  We zet the following as authentic on the subject :—

« Three plain carriages, without coronet or show, nccompanied
the poet’s bier ; and even of these one was occupied by the un-
dertaker’s men ; a small band of literary men, Moore, Campbell,
Rogers, and one or two others were in addition to flobhouse,
the only mourners.

« Their celebrity, however,.compensated for the smallness of
their nombers; they were worthy to accompany Byron on his
last Journey; but at the first inn on the northern road, where
you change horses, the poets abandoned the remains of their
illustrisus brother, to go to dine and sleep comfortably in town.
Frem London to Newstead the body of Byron travelled without
attendance, without a friend, save his faithful valet—it was aban-
dened to the mercenary care of those who are hired for such
ceremenies, #Hobhouse alone came to Nottingham by the coach;
he arrived in time to see the remains of his friend united to those
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of his ancestors—the day warm, the roads suffocating from dust ;
the peasantry crowded to see the funeral of the last of their feu-
dal Lords ; but the posterity of the Byron's vassals shewed no
sign of gratitude or attachment. Byron expended his income far
from his chateau, and had sold his domains to a stranger. No
voice, accordingly, saluted him; ¢ no onc cried God bless him.”
One of the greatest gantuses of modern times passed to his grave
almost without one friend, or a single tear.

“The vauit was opened ; the coffin was lowered iato it.
There was no place left unoccupied in the last narrow resting-
place of the Byrons ; he himself had remarked that thie circum-
stance was prophetic, and presaged the extinction of his race.
They were accordingly obliged to place the remains of the Poet
above the coffin which contained those of - his mother ; but this
last had become rotten irom time, and was unable to support the
heavy leaden coffin which was laid above it. A crash was heard;
one coffin had sunk - into the other, acd the remains .of Byron
were united to those of his mother.”

This neglect of Byron’s remains seems almost unaccountable—
the common meed of genius is, to have intense respect paid the
ashes of its possessor, no matter how neglected the living frame
might’ have been. Sheridan’s hearse had its train of Princes—
Bargs, the ploughman and exciseman of Dumfries was followed to
his hillock by a thronged procession of noble and wealthy mourners.
Whiy thén was Byron, the child of birth, title and genius, the all-
eclipsing bard, the fearless philosopher, the volunteer in a foreign
death strife for liberty-—why was he scorned of prince and peer~-
rejected by the multitude—and earthed up as if some groveller
had crept from ‘obscarity to the tomb ? It-could not be because his
seepticism hurt the faith, or bis licentiousness offended the mo-
rals o his- compeers:—-a thousand facts deny this. Perhaps it
was parhiv owing to the independent and isolated stand which he
had taken i life—his scorn of mere rank, and his.misanthropic
coniempt for the great world. Whatever was ils cause, it pre-
sented a huniliating final scene to the romantic drama of his
distinguished life. - A

- If there wis something prophetic in the want of room in the
family vaclt, whereby, the most renowned, the most noble of the
Byrons, was denied space for refuge from dn unhappy life—the
sinking of that nahonoured corse into the.dust of a mother’s cof-
fin, was a fit climax to the catastrophe. 1t seemed the triumph
of simple nature, in contradiction to the fiery and supernitural
flights which the etherial occupier of that frame was wont to
take ; in mockery of the misanthropy, steicism, and immortal
breathings which lately excited that now unexisting dust.
Here was the mortal part of her, whose wayward and fierce
temper disgusted her own oflspring— of her who early made him
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flee his paternal hall—and the memory of whose barbed stings
years could not obliterate--according to Byron’s own account her
negligence occasioned a deformity which often gave him intense
mortification, and her unfeeling temper upbraided him in after
years with those very defects, Yet—bher arms were his only
final resting place on earth. He had travelled over many lands,
impressing each with imperishable records of his powers-~but
he returned to that breast which nursed him in infancy, and
which he loved not——returned, and sank into its embrace, to be
no more separated until the great day of the resurrection.

In the crash which. denoted the breaking down of {he narrow
house, the matron’s dust seemed ta say, ¢ Come my son—wild,
wayward, and fiery as myself-~rejected by the world, forgotten
by thy fellows, deserted by the wife of thy bosom—tired of me-
lanchely, of scorn, and of hate—come uand rest for ever on thy
first pillow. 1t tortured, but forsook thee not—und as a charmed
bicd, thy vain flights are now over, and thou quietly nestlest, on
what thou didst consider thy bane, and made many efforts to es-
cape. Giaour, Manfred, or Childe Harold—the spirits which thow
didst conjure around have forsaken thee !—-gane is their agony and
their etherial beauty—and thy mother’s mouldering dust is thine
unromantic but unpolluted bourne.” L

So lay what was mortal of Byron, in the crowded charnel
house. A tedjous year rolled over the reposing dust, and no {n-
scription or monument of any kind marked where it lay. ltlay
alone with its glory, and only marked from the common dust by
the imperishable halo of its former name. In 1825 a tablet was
erecies! to his memory by his sister. The public.might forget
its usual decreeing: of monuments to its favourites—Lady Byron
might neglect the memorial which common bosoms delight to
raise in perpetuation of names which they honour—not so the
sister of the deceased. ‘The play. of ehildhood was not so easily
forgotten—Errors, and crimes, and glory of after years, could
not efface the delicate ties wnich nature delights to weave for
vouth. Mature years brought many other ties and propensities
and wanderings, still a brother’s. fame, a byothe’s happiness was
scen in each—and when he returned to his own vault, and tq his
mother’s breast, a sister was the tender r “rer of the monument
over his ashes. “There isa pure Tiving-:, ing of love—fraujht
with nature alf sparkling, disinterested, anc sponianeous, in the
fraternal boand; which i8, when unwarped by unhappy circum-
|stances, perhaps the greatest glory and delight'of our lramanity.

The tablet erected to his memory bears the following-.short
vat comfprehensive inseription :—~ : : -
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Crede Byron.
In the vaull beneath,
Where many of his Ancestors and his mother are buried
Lic the remains of
G corge Gordon Nocl Byron,
Lord Byron, of Rochdale,
In the County of Lancaster
The Author of ** Childe Harolde's Pilgrimage.
He was born in London,
Twenty second of January, 1758 ;
He died at Missolonghi, in Western Greece, on the

Ninetcenth of April, 1824,

Engaged in the glofious attempt to restore that
Country to her ancient frecdom and independence.
His sister, the Honourable Augusta Mary Leigh,

Placed this tablet to his memory.”

N. B.—Ia the vault is an urn, thus inscribed :—% Within this urn are
deposited the heart and the brains of the deccased Lord Noet Byron,»

Such is the landmark over one of the brightest beacons of hu-
man history. He ¢ fires not, wins not, weeps not, now,’” except
in his deathless pages—the clay-cold urn can well dissipate the
fever of heartand brain. What a host of rushing thoughts must
come over the spectator, who gazes on that vase which encloses
the once throbbing vehicles of Byron’s life and thonght! 1l 'he
could also ¢ remove the skull from out the scattered heaps”
how incomparably eloquent would the words appear, which werc
once moulded in that ¢ distracted globe !~

¢ Look on its broken arch, ite ruin*d wall,
Its chambers desolate, and portals foul :
Yes, this was once ambition’s airy hall,
The dome of thought, the palace of the soul ;
Behold through each lack lustre, eyeless hole,
The gay recess of wisdom and of wit,
And passion®s host that never brook'd controul 3
Can all, saint, sage, or sophist ever writ,
. People this lonely tower, this tenement refit 2**

What an increase of value does this sublime solilequy receive,
in conuection with the oace proud brow in which it was formed,
The question of ¢ saipt, sage, or sophist," gets teafold
interést by such connection ; for the supposition of Byron’s anni-
hilation, or of his future resurrection, alike involves deep und
dark cogitation. The last couplet of this celebrated stanza are
perhaps more innccent of gcepticism, and more unworthy the
foregoing ** words .shich burn,” than are generally imagined—
for the writings of saint, sage, or sophist are as impolent to tell
how. that « tpwer” and ¢ tenement” were built apd furnished,
us to tgll how they may be renovated. Yet, we know that they
did exist; and to reproduce, must be as easy to the Supreme Acth-
itect, as to originally form ; divest this harped-on couplet of its
poetry, and itis ¢ a blank my Lord ;” but its peetry gives a sad
dugious termination, that beautifully suits the thooghts which pre-
cedeit, : o
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Nane will be inclined to say that the inscription ou Byron's
tablet, wants addition——the name * Byron” afone, were almost
suflicient epitaph for him who has so impressed his history on all
hearts— .

¢ For in it Jurke that nameless spell,

‘That speaks, itself unspeakable !

A spirit yet,unquelied and high,

That claims, aud keeps uscendency.”
Some may think that superorpgatory and mnsuitable accompani-
ments are added to thebard’ tombs We find that the Sexton of
the Church, uo doubt willing to immortalizeé Byron, keeps wn al-
bum for the use of visitors!  In this scrap book of the dead; all
pilgrims {o the poel’s shrine, may insert their verses or munes in
a sort of conjunction with bis fame whom they affect to honour—~
of course names and verses are not a few. This common-place
and familiar toying with departed greatness, scems rather u
mockery of the proud dark spirit (o which such is offered.  Si-
lence, and gloom, and even horror, might be (it ministers around
the tomb of the stern bard; but the garrulous sexton, and the neat-
1y bound albumn, appear to exclaim, * how are ibe mighty fatlen !
When we can, let us instead of depreciating, endeavour {o en-
hance the value of what cannot be mended—and pechaps on a
second view of the album, this hoarding togcther of atoms of
men’s minds, may not be so vulgar and fleeting s at first sight we
were inclined to consider it.  Like the mound of stoties on the
wildlerness grave, formed by each traveller casting one, it may
outlive more laboured monuments.  When the creations of the
chissel fade from the marble, and the shrine which enclosed them
falls ¢ loud thundering to the moon,” hiding all below in shape-
less ruin—the mound has but collected its moss and wild flower——
the germs of pine and oak begin to show themselves through the
Interstices—and it prepares to put on a form durable as the
earth. So iIn some future years, thesé ten thousand pzans to
Byron, may become 2 monument of feelings, durable as the
Press can make ity not altogether unworthy the subject, from
the worth of the intenf. Mr. Bowring, Thomas Moore, the Dnke
of Sussex, and many unknown pames, which are divided in lile
as the east is from the west, have already united their mites in
this treasury ofithe grave. Dublin, London, Baltimore, Calcatta,

russia, are severally attached, asplaces of residence, to names

in the album ; and it is no despicable proofof how wide and vivi-
{ying may be the rays from one master mind—and whil a centre
of attractiop it may become to the scattered atoms of universal
intellect. B CoL
" In this blank repose lay Byron—the stars which he had eclips-
ed, again shot forth their rays; and there were not wanted many
meteors of the bog, which flitted, cackling their venom, round
the hushed sphere of the late luminary. Detractors were not a
e, and the dead giant offered a noble stage fur the strut of pig-
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mies, to whom one glance of his eye, were death; and who)
could no more takc in his proportions in their judgment, than
they:could grasp creation.  About five years after his death,
Moove, his friend, and almost fellow, published bis ¢ Life of Lord
Byron.’”  llere was another bone of contention, with the bard's
grave, as an arena for the combatants.  Moore attempted to sof-
wen down Byron's conduct at that miserable epoch of his life—bis
departure from Lady Byroa—and such softening could not be al-
lowed by the too fastidious and vengeful survivors. Ihere was
some partialify exhibited for the dead, in those passages—but
who came forward to challenge the fecling, and to tear the veil
from infirmitics, which the grave was fast hiding for ever?
Alas! not those who had before vilified because it was their vo-
cation--and who, reptile like, had fed on that fair mountain,
enxious to turn all its plants to nightshade and hellebore—no--~
Lady Byron now becomes tle opponent of her Lord’s apo-
logist! Former traducers were dull, droning, and despised——she
comes coolly systematic, and to the pcint ; and with legal advice
and vouchers ; with dates for the sceptical, and dark allusions for
the credulous—she demurely blasts ter departed hushand’s cha-
racter. From a letter of her’s on the subject, publjshed in the
New Monthly and London Magizine, we have the following
passages :—

% It has been argued, that I parted from Lord Byron in perfect
harmeny ; that feelings incompatible with any deep sense of in-
jury kad dictated the letter which I addressed to him ; and that
my senliments must have been changed by persuasion and inter-
ference, when 1 was under the roof of my pareuts.  These as-
sertions and inferences are wholly destitute of foundation, * *
The accounts given me after 1left Lord Byron, by the persous
in constant intercourse with him, added to those dotbts which
had before transiently occurred to my mind as to-the reality of
the alleged disease; and the reports of his medical atiendant
were far from establishing the existence of any thing like lunacy.
Under this uncertainty, I deemed it right to communicate to my
parents, that if I were {o consider Lord Byron’s past conduct as
that of a person of sound miad, nothing could induce me fo return
tohim. " It therefore appeared expedient, both to them and my-
self, to consult the ablast advisers. * * * Being convinced
by the resalt of these ‘nquiries, and by the tenor of Lord Byron’s
proccedings, that thr nolion of insanity was an illusion, I no lon-
ger hesitated to authorize such measures as were necessary, in
order to secure me from being ever again placed in his power.”

A letter from Dr. Lushingion follows, and slates that
circumstances first detailed to him respecting Lord Byron, would
justify a separation, Lut did not render such a step indispensable—
but after conferences with Lady Byron, be says-— On receiving
this additional information my opinion was entirely changed; 1
considered a reconciliotion imposzible. I declared my opinion,
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and added, that if such an idea should be entertained, I could not,
either professionally or otherwise, take any part towards eflect-
ing it.” * * ]

Lady Byrcn concludes her letter, vindicating her father and
mother, and soliciting from the readers of Lord Byron's life, an
impactial consideration of the testimony extorted trom her. A
London periodical thus notices this letter :—

“ Her ladyship’s remonstrance is liable to two ohjections.
First, that it ought to have been made some years ago, during the
life time of Lord Byron, when these reports touching her lady-
stip and her family, were wnot only currently reported in the
n wspapers, but actually sanctioned by his lordship; and whea
the individual, whose memory is now defamed by her ladyship,
was alive to.meect the charges, which no suflicient testimony
can now be gathered to repel; second, that the imputations
thrown out by her ladyship are left ingeniously undetined, no
specific guilt being stated, so that the public, always well dispos-
ed to acknowledge any compliment paid 1o its talent for inveation,
may construe them into any monstrous and convenicnt slanders
it pleases. The cunning fortune teller in the play, fearful ‘to
comnit herself, looks ‘into the palm of a hand and shakeés her
head. The shake of the head is translateable at will into what-
ever the fool who believes it chooses to desire ; so is Lady By-
ron’s dark hint ; and we are mistaken, if the malicious portion
of society will not augnr worse from it than ever her ladyship
intended. For her own sake she should be explicit. There are
many who, like us, will only place confidence in that which is
clear and candid.  She has nobody to spare, ur she should have
spared her husband.”

Blackwood’s Magazine and other periodicals are not 'slow in
giving expression to public surprise and disgust at this appear-
ance of Lady Byron. Byron was always sensitively careful of
her ladyship’s fame—taking the blame of untoward circum-
stances on himself, and declaring her amiable, bright and good.
Five years after his decease, en account of some colouring in fa-
vour of her Lord, Lady Byron forgeiting or despising (he usual
ties of natare, and unpropitiated by the grave, dips her shaft in
cunning poison, and with a reckless hand, plunges it into her hus-
band’s character, saying to the ears of the world, “ down down to
hell, and say I sent thee there.” Apalling as the prophesy seem-
ed, which Byron addressed to ¢ Ada sole daighter of his house
and heart”—time has shewn that it was not an idle one.  Alrea-
- dy has ¢ dull hate” been taught his child—his name has been
made ¢ a spell still fraught with desolation’’—and fio doubt, ¢ to
drain his blood from out her being were an aim, and an aitain-
ment”~—clse would the grave be allowed to bide her futher’s e«
rors—and despite alittle partiality showa his memory by his
friend, cruel inuendoes on his character would have been spared.
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The prophesy seems all to have been fulfilled ; Lady Byron's
letter. at least, gives the appaling lesson to her childl with feartul
accuracy.

In alt this we have most striking specimens of the awfal.moral
which Byron’s history gives to his generation.  Birth, title, tor-
tune, beauty, geniue, bLravery, and fame, were his; yet wiih all
those chief goods of the world, his life was unhappy, his death
unhonoured, and his memory is wounded by his nearest velative.
In lines, of which Byron is the theme, Pollok well says-~

¢ Proof this, beyond all lingering of doubt,
. ‘That not with nataral or mental wealth,

Was God delighted, or his peace secured ;

‘T'hat not in natural or mental wealth,

Was human happiness or grandeur found.”*

That Lady Byron's remonstrance might be better Lrought out,
Campbell, author of the Pleasures of [Tope, and Fditor of the
New Monthly, accompanies it with a letter from himself. From
this long article, in which not much is said, we give the following
paragraphs :—-

¢ She brought to Lord Byron, beauty, manners, fortune, meek-
ness, romantic affection, and every thing that ought to have made
her to the most transcendant man of genius—had he been what he
should have been—his pride and his idol. :

* * ¥ “ Her manner, [ have no hesitation (o
say, is cool at the [lirst interview, but it is modestly, and not in-
solently cool : she contracted it, I believe, from being exposed
Ly her beauty and large fortune in youth, to numbers of suitors,
whom she could otherwise kept at a distance.  But this manner
conld not have h:d influénce with Lord Byron, for it vanished on
nearer acquaintance, and has no origin in coldness. * *

* The {rue way of bringing off Lord Byron from this question
sfMs conjugal unhappiness, would be his own way, namely, to
acknowledge frankly his one (and perhaps, the only one).great
error of his life. Acknowledge it, and, after all, what a space is
still in our minds for allowance and charity, and even admiration
ofhim! All men, as they are frail and fallible beings, are con-
cerned in palliating his fault—to a cerlain degree they are con-
cerned; though if you reduce the standard of duty too low, the
meanest man may justly refuse to sympathize with your apology
for a bad husband, and disdaio to take the benefit of an insolvent
act in favour of debtors to morality. Butpay the due homage to
moral principle, frankly own that the child of genius is, in this
particuler, not to be defended—abstain from absolving Byron on
false grounds, and you will do bim more good than by idle at-
tempts at justification.

“ You suid, Mr. Moore, that Lady Byron was unsuitable to her
Lord—the word is cunningly insidious, and may mean as much
oras little as may suit your convenience. But if she was un-
suitable, I remark that it tells all the worse against Lord Byron.
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1 have not read 1t in your book, for I hate to wade throngh it
hut they tell me, that you have not only warily depreclated
Lady Byron, but that you have described a lady that would have
arited mm, 1 this be true, it is the unkindest cut of all--to hold
ap n florid description ot a woman suitable to Lord Byron, as if
m mockery aver the forlorn flower of Virtue, that was drooping
in the solitude of sorrasw.  But 1 trust there i3 no such passage
in yonr book.  Surely you must be conscious of your woman,
with her * virtue lovse abont her. who would have swited Lord By-
ron,"" to be ns imaginary a being as the woman without » head.
A wonan to suit Lord Byron!!!—Poo! poo! 1 could paint to
you the woman that could have matched him, it 1 had not bar-
gained to say as little as possible agatast him.»

These extracts seem tlie pith of a letter which has made some
nojse in the literary world, and although they by no means ex-
tenuate Lady Byron’s culpability in publishing a disingenous,
dark fetter, relating to her husband's charncter, five years after
his decense—yet they may imply good reasons for her separa:
tion from- him~+~and good reasons why Byron, when made the
subject of Jiscussion, should not be absolved from a certnin de-
gree .ol bold censure. . .

{f.acoording to.the first of these paragraphs fron. Campbeil’s
letter—Lady Byren brought manners, fortune, meckness, affec-
tion, and every thing that ought to have made her the pride and
idol ofa husbnnd, to Lord Bvron—most assuredly she was miser-
ably recompensed, and found little il any thing corresponding to
her otvn gualities in her husband. According to traits of Byron's
character at this time, as given by Moore, it is not too much to
say, that he was vulgar, coarse, and callous to a disgusting-de-
gree. lle had been basking in all the hot bed effluvia of that
Augean stable, ‘ high life in London,” until he seemed to have
no healthy manily spots about him. His mind seemed to have been
fully charged with a wass of low licentious sentiments, amid
which, with a most pultry pride, he was careful that nothing do-
mestic or delicate should appear. His proposal of marriage to
Miss Milbanhe, seemed the result of mere trafficking calcolations ;
it was coarsely canvassed between bim and some third person,
and the letter which was intended to cruelly deceive the Lady
by glowing: language, and which demanded her hand and heart,
was sent because this third person declared ¢ 1 never read a
prettier one.”. Afler his acceptance, we find nothing of the man
or of the husband coming over his froathy conduct; this would
perhaps be inconsistent with his high life, and exclusive world,
but we find, as principal incidents in the romaatic interval be-
tween courtship and marriage, poor mawkish witless questions
about black and blue coats. He writes to one friend, ¢ I must
not marry in a black coat they. tell me, and 1 can’t bear a blue
one.”’—to another, “ They say one should not be married in a
black ceat, 1 won’t have a blue one—that’s flat—I hate it.”

R .
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"I'his was miserable stuff for Byron to be bandying about ! were we
to judge charitably, we might say, that fearful of appearing manly
and delicate amid a world of puppyism—he affected an.extreme
of carelessness and cearseness which he did not feel. A week
after his marriage he writes to Moore, ‘ we must present our
women to one another.” In another week he talks of the ¢ chaste
mysteries of Hymen—damn the word,” and in another fortnight
he says “ the treacle moon is over.” What a disgusting picture
do those expressed feelings convey of a man, to whom a beautiful
accomplished and amiable woman had been just united. Were
Byron sincere in his scorn of the delicate social tempers and
manners, well. indeed was be repaid by the desertion of those
feelings, and by the desertion of those who valued them; until
howling to the mountains and the thunder, he complained of the
world which he affected to despiae ; and turning his back on his
fellow men, endeavoured to fill ihe void within by unearthly cre-
ations, which preyed like vultures on his own heart. When his
treacle was turned into gall—and when affliction banished the dan-
dy and called home the man to his bosom—he found the froathy
world which he so ape’d, loudest in the clamour against its de-
graded idol. Indecorous as that world might be itsel, abstract vir-
tue is £0 commanding in the eyes of all, that vice was hissed from
the stage when personified by these who were expected to di-
rect, or to index the public propriety and morals. Whatever
Byron’s private fanlts, or fault may have been, this sacrifice of
love, religion, home and happiness, to the mawkish trash of the
sceptic, and the man-of-fashion—this practised unmanly coldness
to the amiable and endearing affections, seems * the great error
of his life”” alluded to by Campbell; and we may easily imagine
many things natarally following the published * treacle moon,”
putiing great crimes out of the question, which would induce an
elegant and good woman to yearn for release from the disgust-
ing captivily of his house and company.

Providence seep:s to have wisely ordered, that in the manner
we sin, we are punished—this fine-world sordidness of Byron,
was punished keenly and perhaps cruelly by the fine world—end
his indelicate treatment of Lady Byron, made foes of his own
household. It gave him-to exile, misanthropy, and consequent
misery—stamped * decline upon his brow,” and gave the  mind's
convulsion” its worm—and : ears afier his decease it arises like
an unappeased ghost, to teai Jandages aside which a friend would
faia apply to the wounds of bis character, When a broad view
is taken of circumstances gnd occurrences, we are inclined in
the present case,to agree with the Poet, “Whatever i, is right,”
although the isolated event seems extremely evil.

1o remarks such as we have allowed ourselves on Lord Byron,
it were well to carefully discriminate between the man and hit
errors.  Of distinct sketches of character we. may thiok hardly,
and geprobate bad habits, abstractedly <onsidered; although:
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thousand other matters of undeniable nobility and greatness,
would induce the tongue to grow wanton in praise of our subject.
Indiscriminate approval of one, whose life is before the public,
is in degree bad, as is indiscriminate censure. 'The dead should
rest in peace-~when that may not be, impartial justice should
scan the character under consideration. Byron, perhaps, was
young, tempted, inexperienced and ardent, when he erred as we
mention—still, when the offences are brought forward, reproba-
tion should follow. Nature's moral {aws are eternal—consci-
ence matured by education and observation, is the judge of those
laws—they may not be infringed on with impunity by any, how- "
ever exalted in other respects—(o drag infringements to the pub-
lic bar, is pot always necessary or proper—to firmly call them
infringements, when they are there, is always a duty. We set
out in these remarks by saying that Byron's history afforded an
impressive moral to the generation in which he lived. In it we
see demonstrated, that all the possible advantages which birth,
fortune "and genius, give to life, without propriety and virtue,
tend but little to bestow * happiness, our being’s end and aim.”
Few will dispute, that many a man of humble life, who went forth
to his work in the morning, alive to the simple language of nature
and religion—and who returned in the evening, as the linnet to
its nest, to his garden and hearth, and expecting family—-was hap-
pier, and even more digoified, than the spoiled child of fortune,
and of mental power. Look at the placid evening of life experi-
enced by the one ; his burial amid the flowers of the little church
yard, which his own hand had helped to embellish; his guiet re-
pose there, waiting a joyful resurrection, with ¢ his grand chil-
dren’s tears for epitaph’——and behold the wasted energies of the
other, before half his days are past; his reckless dying hour;
his ominously silent funeral,in the dark crowded charnel house ;
the controversy over his character; and the nearest relative
who points the finger of public contempt at bim who lies in cold
obstruction. Without taking any more extended view, the moral
of the pictare strikes at once—it is pregnant with advice and
warning-—encourages the humble, and Jdeters the proud and un-
feeling. . ’
The friends of Byron at the present time demand lowlly, an
explaration of Lady Byron’s letter. A man such as Byron, who
devoted his life to literature, whose poetical sentiments are ge-
neral as the air, and who has lived, like a comet, in the public
gaze—becomes identified with the public mind, and, as it were,
a species of public property. We hope any future investigation
will tend rather to redeem than injure his moral character. In
the mean time, morals require, that genius, bravery, or love
of general liberty, should not compensate for the more retired
virtues—and when the retired walks of a great man’s life are can-
vassed, the mention and support of this truth becomes necessary.
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No. 2==The Nautilus
[FOR THE HALIFAX MONTHLY MAGAZINL.

Tue londsman, who occnsionally traverses the wide field of
Qcean, sees few minute objectz in his path 86 interesting as the
Nautilus, 1t seems a specimen of natural history, which links
the finny with the winged tribes; und cither mimicks the inven.
tions of man, or is the prototype of his * sea girt citadels,”
his ¢ white sail’d ships.””  When the tall ship is pursuing a stea.
dy course on the mid-atlantic, the gazer who reclines over the
bubwark, walching his vessel’s course, is frequenty gratified by
the appearance of those minute mariners.  ‘T'hey scem to imi-
tate the splendor as well as the movements of the ship, and
drive as fearlessly over the mighty deep, as the thunder anned
leviuthans of Great Britain. The size of this beautiful marine
unimal seems but a few inches on its diiferent surfaces--the part
resting in the waler, is skiff shaped—-from which it may be plain.
1y scen to shoot up fun like membranes; from these other com.
partments unfurl, and catching the breeze, all fill like a perfect 1it-
tle sail, and bear the huil onward with considerable rapidity. "They
frequently seem to perform the evolutions of tacking, by rapidly
shifting the position of their sails; and as far as could be ascer-
tained, on rather a distant examination, had much perfection in
locowotive power. Independent of the very curious structure
und movements of those fairy ships, their appearance is very
attractive. Their sailsand hull seem to have a crystaline trauspa-
rency, through which most lovely shades of purple float ; chang-
ing according {o position. from the delicate violet to the deep
ardent crimson. | was not aware that they possessed the
usual organs of insect tribes, that they had perception, and voli.
tion, until [ was convinced by an experiment—1 rather thought
that they were of the species of stat fish, and those other passive
tribes, which seem more like ocean funguses possessed ol peculiar
vegetable life, than animals, 1 cenjectured that the movement of
their sails, might be the mere action of the air on very delicate
membranes, and that, the Nautilus were more like beautleous
weeds e

Flung from the rock, on ocean foam, to sail
Where'er the surge may sweep, the tempest’s breath prevail,

than actaal navigators. With these deprecialory ideas of the
animation and mechanism of the nautilus, 1 had no conception of
its possessing pugnacious qualitics, or that it could defend or at-
tack as occasion might require. The sailor, 1 kncw, called the
little fairy skiffa ¢ Portuguese man-of-yvar,” and I supposed the
term vagug, or applied in ridicule. Bat, an experiment, as |
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said, altered all my previous notions respecting this litde wander-
er ol veean, awd gave we suflicient demonstration of its innate
frecdom and power.

Our vessel was becalmed ornearly so, the breathing of a gea-
tle nir was scarcely visible un the top gallant sails, and the ho-
som of the great deep wae as unmoved snd as glassy us though it
were the lake ol sonie sheltered woodland. A beautiful Nautilus
drifted slowly by us, aflording fine contrast i its vilken wings
and glassy frame, to the rough durk und cumbrous vessel be-
neath which it lonted. Cutching a breath which wounld be un-
felt by any thing less delicate, and bent on a different course from
ours, it passed slowly under our quarter, and wus nlready « few
yards astern, when o hend lowered himself from a rope ludder,
thrown over our stern bulwark, and strelched uftar the little
 Portuguese man-ol-war.”  The fellow who thus went to cap.
ture the beaulitul little vessel, was evidently a fresh water sai.
lory a lazy lounging fellow, who had * paddlet in the burn®
with a better will thau ever be ploughed the salt sea; yet his
descent into the cool green walter, which sparkled *neath a love:
ly uzure sky, was far from being an ungraceful picture, or one
which wanted proper contrast aund richuess of colouring. 'The
Captain who had induced him to the attempt, and a few passent
gers, stood looking over the bulwarks, smiling—while a greap of
real tarsy grinued out incredulously and witha knowing leer, the
meaning of which L had yet to understund. Jack neared the chace,
and threw out his band to grapple~-the Naatilus seem'd undis-
turbed, it evidestly was not captured; and Jack turning
sharply away, made for the vessel, allowing his antagonist to go
off with indeed flying colours. 'T'he latter held on its glorions
way sublimely, notwithstanding its minntcuoess, and Jack pulled
hard for the vessel, although repeatedly called on to seize and
bring uboard the ¢ Portugee.” Quickly as his lobber habits
would permit, he clambered up the side, and with a most woful
countenance upbraided thase who had urged him to bis late en-
terprize. ‘The hand and arm which atlempted the capture of
the Nautilus, was covered with a bright slime, and wa« becom-
ing in appearance as if it were severely scalded. By the time his
clothes were shuffled on, he was groaniag in agony, and wasscon
stretched on the arm chest, his offending member, one appal-
ing blotch @f white blisters, and, ke roaring aloud with ex-
cessive pain, calling on his friends for assistance, denying that
he had commitled any sins worthy of such punishment, and
acting in all respects like a mun enfrenzied with suffering. After
the application of emolients, an hour elapsed before the symp-
toms of kis disorder abated, and at length he was stowed away
in his berth, resting his exhausted powers after the engage-
ment and its consequences. The sailors were not wauting in
their taunts at Jack’s ignoraoce, and at his temerity in attempt-
g to take a ¢ Portugee man-ofiwar™ single handed-and the
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incident helped to fill up the vacuity which a calm on mid ocean
generally creates,

To me it was a very interesting incident, illustrating most for-
cibly a portion of natural history. The little voyager which
seemed born of the ocean foam, had not only a hull for swim-
ming, and sails for motion, but bad also a pigmy artillery of im-
mense power, compared with its size and appearance. A being
ten thousand times its weight attempted to take it prisoner, and
with one ejection from its ordnance, the enemy had to retreat, co-
vered with wounds and disgrace. Its fearless navigation of the aw-
ful surface of ocean, its delicate management of its beauteous
sails, and its warlike opposition to aggression, made it an exceed-
fngly interesting specimen of animal creation. 1 imagined,
where was its possible harbour? did it ever.anchor in some
little fairy bey of the isles of the deep? or did it drive on
amid the deserts of ocean, seeking no land, and from its creation
to its death, an inhahitant of the billowy solitude? My inquiries
were in vain—but they directed me to that Being who can give
such sublimity to minute objects, and to waste places; and who,
perfect in all' his works, i3 as wonderful in an insect as in a
world—and who, exuberent in loveliness, seems to- scatter his
choicest gems, farthest from the gaping ignoble crowds of earth.

THE SOLITARY BOAT.
[¥or THE H. M. .}

‘LoNa undu'ating swells swept proudly by,
Portending coming storm, and on the breast
Of the most haughty, sat a lonely boat.
Its dark death-bounded boards contained but one
Intrcpid mariner, whose eloguent eye
Was bold—yet glanc'd around most anxiously.
‘Appalling company, that wanderer has ;
The tyrant swell which moeks his strength and skill—
The filthy sea bird glim'ring o'er the deep—
Are his sole mates. The weakest rudestarm,
Of his own nature, now, were link to earth,
Happy to feel—amid the thick’ning gloom.
But no, the mocking wave, the sporting scud,
The screaming petrell, and the straining boat,
Are the sole objects for his throbbing eye.
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Oh ! earth, earth, earth, with garden, green and bower,
Thronged cities, and ten thousand cheerful hearths !

- Friends, fellows, love—farewell. This frautic squall,
Bends the weak mast, and sends the quiveting skifl—
Like fire flash o’er the brine—~more savage still,
Drenches her canvas, thunders o’er her side,

And whelming—sends her down to coral realms !
Another moment—and amid the foam,

Which hisses round like adders, floats the long
Dark raven locks of the intrepid man !

Louder the billow moans ; the ominous bird
Audacious, glideth nearer, and its scream

Seems the triumphing of some vampire fiend ;
The Heavens look blacker—but on one small spot,
Of cool calm azure—like a pitying glance

Of seraph Hiope~the dying sailor gazed,

Thought a deep prayer, and gazing sternly went,
Slowly, unmurmuring down to watery grave.

LINES

IWritten in an Album at the t;equest of a Lady, on the eve o
departure for Bermuda.

[ror THE H. M. .}
O BID not my pen to write ¢ farewell 1%
’Tis a word of joyless sound,
Not a ray of mirth nor a charm can dwell,
Where'er this word may be found.

A Mother Pve seen o'er her dying child,
While the fast tears of sorrow fell,

Breathe o'er itslov'd form in accents wild,
A long heart aching favrewell!

Ata Father's de.... bed by religion cheer'd,
D've seen like 2 mystic spell,

An only son kneel while the 23t sound heard
Was the gloomy ard sad farewell!
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And the Wife of one both youthful and lov'd,
I've heard to her husband tell
* (And the pallid lips they were scarcely mov'd)
« 1 die, while I lisp farewell "

A youth I knew once~a Soldier brave,
Who joyously bade home farewell,

But the glory of war his life could not save,—
In battle he gallantly fell.

Pve watch’d fhe deck of a shipwreck®d Barge,
Wheun the gale ‘b]ew a mournful knell ;

And as friend from friend was torn by each surge
Weké digh'd fobth a last farewell !

Then how czn 1 use a phrase that's so drear?
Or its gloomiest features tell—

For even in parting I'd mingle some cheer
"Yha‘t’s ne'er to be found in ¢ farewell.”

But when yon proud ship shall spread her white saile,
Pl not say farewell to you;
But while wishing you safe to Bermuda‘s Isles,
Il breathe a sincere Adien! '
August 3, 1830, i : J. L. s.

Ty

“NOTICES OF NOVA SCOTIA.

A 1a1r number of the New Monthly Magazine, which is a lead-
ing London periodical, contains a critica} notice of * Moorsom’s
letters from Nova Scotja.” As editors and critics must know every
thing, the New Monthly ‘Critic pretends to be a very good judge
of his subject, praises Captain Moorsom’s book as being full and
competent on Nova Scotia concerns—and proceeds, out of exu-
berant charity, 1o give some information of. his own, respecting
the Province. He gravely tells bis readers, that. between Hali-
fax and Windsor, a ,Canal bissecting the cqlony, is gearly com-
pleted!—This will enablé our readers to judge of the value of
such a critical notice, and’ to smife at the ignaranée and impu-
dence which is o often applied at a distance to Colonial subjects.
We need not tell our readers, that they must be satisfied with a
Stage Coach to Windsor instead of a Canal—and that the Canal
which is to give Halifax a water commauniralion to the Bason of
Mines, connects with the eastern extremity of that piece of
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wafer—while Windsur river empties iteelf into the western ex-
tremity.  Also, from Halifax harbour to Windsor is but forty
five miles ; while the Canal, conuected with the lakes and Shu-
benacadie river, will give a water passage of about eighty
miles.

As another specimen of what no doubt passes for gospel at
home, the same critic observes, that Indiane and Negroes, are
miserable and idle, and that % many of the Irish are not in a much
better state; in 1827, four hundred and sixty were rescued from
actual starvation by grants from the treasury ™ We need not at
all say, that the charge of misery and idleness here placed to
Irish settlers, is false, as words can make it.  Misery and idle-
ness may be fornd smong Irish settlers, as well as among
other classes in Nova Scotia, but the critic’s implication. is quite
different, and alludes tc the lrish in a body as to Negroes and
Indians, Perhaps the libelling driveller would not wish to be in-
formed, that instead of misery and idleness, the Irish settlers are
not behind any other class in the Province for industry, arnd for
the comparative happiness of humble independence. Asto the
Treasury grant to prevent starvation—the circumstance to which
this sentence must allude, could not be charged on Nova Scotia,
or Irishmen—but on the institutions of the Old Country, and on
Emigration. In 1827, a number of emigrants who were induced
to leave the ills they knew, for others which they knew not of|
arrived at Halifax. To facilitate the transportation of tie ¢ bold
reasantry,” and to benefit ¢ shipping interests,’ all reguiations
were removed from passenger vessels.  In consequence, owners
and charterers of vessels caring as litile about human life or bap-
piness, as their betlters, deceived passengers into holds, crowded
to suffocation, filthy and oppressive as those of slave ships—-in the
same spirit, Doctor and Medicine chest were voted useless ; and
after provision for the cabinand crew, very little care was taken
what kind of water was procured for the passengers, or into what
it was'stowed. Empty oil casks were in some cases the recepta-
cles, and the filthy composition which they contained, and which
was called water, was doled out as if it were nectar—the entrea-
ties of sickness or childhood being vain to procure a second
draught. A passage of seven weeks under those circumstances
was a noble nursery for disease and death, and both accordingly
appeared at sea, and after the vessels had arrived at IHHalifax.
Men well known to be able, active, industrious and intelligent,
with, in some cases, their wives and little ones, were thus, de-
bilitated and sick, rendered objects for public commisseration.
It % grants from the Treasury” were not given, private grants
and altention were bestowed to these victims of want and sickness
in a manper characteristic of Nova-Scotia hospitality.

But is it a fair inference for the critic to draw, that because a
few sick and dying emigrants were relieved, the Irish in Nova
Scotia are miserable and idle 7—It may be asked, if ignorance

S
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and impudence dictated such assertions—is there any excuse why
such ignoranca should exist? We answer that we know of no
aunthority altogether suflicient on such subjects, Moorsom’s
vague and in some instances pultry book, is a misernble refer-
ence—Iuliburton’s partially valaable history of the Province, i3
at fault in many matters.  For instunce, in the case under couosi-
deration, he says that, an hospital was erected for the sick emi-
grants—ihe fact iz, that a feat in the peor house yard was the
only shelter erected, for their use; the principal part of the
sick being humanely nccommodated in the poor house, and in an
old barn about a wile distaut from town,  Again, he suys that in
consequence ot'slckness brought by the emigrants, eight hundred
and eleven deaths occurrved at Halifax, between Dec. 1826, and
Oclober, 1827. e mightas well have charged the unfortunate
strangers with setting the Lifly ou five. It is well known that ma-
ny cases of small pox and fever oceurred ul Halifux then,as at other
periods, which could not be at all traced to proceed from con-
nectibn with emigrants—ualso, it was for reasous connected with
the climute & mest sickly period, and one, in which it was parsi-
oularly noticed, that a much greater than usualnumber of old and
delicale inhabitants died, from pulmonary and other complaints—
for the introduction of which he might as well blaine the man in
the moon, as the emigrants.  Yet all the mortality which
happencd feom December to Octaber, is placed to the accounts of
thie vessels which arrived in July L! .

Graats from the Treasury, to prevent starvation, to which the
sagucious critic of tire New Monthly alludes, belongs, we ima-
gine, to a different affair. In 1828, & grant was proposed and at
once acquiesed in by the House of Assembly and Council, of
£500 to Scotch Ewmigrants in the Island of Cape Breton, to keep
them from waat and starvation during the winter and spring.
Thig, mast likely is the circumstance on which the critic
builds the misery and idleness of the frish in Nova Scotia !

These and many other similar arguments, caght to strongly
induce Nova Scotians, adoptled and Native, {0 KNOW THEMSELVES,
at least, and by degrees they will be casily cnabled to impart
kaowledge of themselves to others.

THE RAMBLER.

No. t —The Cororation.
[For THE m. . n.]

Duave often remarked, thatin events which haye heen des-
tribed with greatest accaracy, and on which térrents of words
have Leen expended, many incidents the most interesting to in-
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dividual spectators have been altogether omilled.  Opticians, 1
believe, suy, that no two persons sce the sama rainbow—the
least difference of position occasions the creation of n separate
phenomenon ; that beautiful appearance heivng formed by pecnliac
refractions of the rays of light, which {low to the eye of each
spectator, as (o a centre. In earthly events which attract thie
eye of the multitude, all accidents, ciccumstances, and opportuni-
ties, cannol he enjoyed in the nggregate ; and sometimes each spec.
tator enjoys his own version of what scems common property,
Notwithstandiug the very prolix nccounts, the books which
have been written, tha plates which have been cuty anid the pic-
fures which have been painted, connected with the coronation of
George the Fourlli—one little incident, which has hitherto escap-
od pen and graver, seems the mast romantic of any, - which that
gorgaous occasion impressed on my mind. ‘I'he night previous to
the coronation, I was enjoying a stroll by gas light, along White-
hall ; “ns I came to the Horse Guards, the gates, leading from 8t,
James’s Park, and which affords a passage to the hack of Carlton
House, flew open, und a corch and four with postillions trofted
through. [ was attracted by observing several horsemen as at-
tendan(s on tbe coach, and on a closer view, the circumstance
and its accompaniments were explainad in a very romantic manner.
It was the King proceediag to the house of the Speaker, whera,
according to custom, he was to sleep on the night which preced-
cd hig coronation. 1lis Majesty wus in the carriage, and his gt-
tendants were a party of the Oxford blues, habited as Cririassiers,
The athletic proportious of the men and their horscs—the gleam-
ing of tha lights from their swords, and from the polished dteel
cuirasses which covered the breast and the back—made their ap-
pearance extremely picluresque.  This, joined io the knowledge
of who the individual was wwhom thiey were escorting, andat each
side of whose carriage they rode in single file, made the little
scene very romantic. I followed the cavaleade—very few, be-
side myseif. were allracted by it, and when it turned from Par.
liament-street into Paluce yard, the whole was in comparative
and very pleasing seclusion. A rotired.part of Parliament street,
forms oneside of the square called Palace yard--i range of pri-
vate buildings, terminaling in an alley which conducts to West-
minster bridge, forms a second side—ibe third is bounded by the
murmuring ‘Thames, which at the time mentioned, reflected vi-
vidly the lamps of its bridges and its banks—and the fourth side
of the square is formed by buildings connecled with the houses
of Parliament, by the noble gateway, dnd towers of Westminster
hall, and by agnteway and buildings belouging to the Speaker’s
vesidence, and which are cominued to the side of the river. In-
to thig square the-dqiipage of George the Fourth rolled, and
simple as it was, compared with what it is on state days, the soli-
tary carriage attendéd only by the bravesteel-cladcavalry,appear-
ed {o me more noble and Leautiful—than Arabian horses,
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gilded footmen, flowers and ribbons, could make a procession.
The eavalcade approached the gate of the Speaker’s residence—
the doors flew open-—and carriage and cavalry dashed through—
the next momenl, the doors closed again, and the whole'scene
had passed by.  The tramp of the horses soon ceascd, and the
munnuricg of the river, like the voice of simple nature was a-
gain heard. When pageantry of mauis present, that voiceis lost
.nthe clatter of bis horses’ hoofs, but it continues.its course undis-
turbed, and when the pageant and its object are passed into eter-
nal oblitvion, still that small voice rises, as it did at creation. 1
stood for 2 moment, admiring in memery the late scene. The
Speaker’s house was situated at the side of Westminster Hall, on
the grounds which border the Thames—and the thought of the
august visitor which had just entered, of the splendor of the apart-
ments which were to receive the Monarch, the solitary carriage,
the steel clad horsemen, and the silent scene and gothic gateway
outside—renewed all my boyish dreams of Arabian Nights, and
enchanted castles. Different from usual occurrences, the real
heightened, the imagined appendages of the picture—the person-
age, who in such simple state, had just passed under those gloomy
towers, was not knight errant, or Emperor of eastern slaves—it
.was the King of England’s brave Islands and immense possessions-—
he did not go to the banquet of his vassal, to awake in the mor-
ning {o the tournament or the chase—but the Monarch went to
spend the vigil with his-first Commoner ; for in the morning he
was destined to awake to be solemnly wedded, as it were, fo a
free nation, by indissoluble protestations.

This little preliminary scene 1o the Coronation, was more
pleasing to me, than the more garish and studied exhibitions
which marked that period. Ofiensince,] have been led to think
that principal scenes, and principal personages, are not always
the most interesting or perhaps important.

N

[Persons amid untoward situations and circumstances of life, who yet cul.
tivate a literary taste, and endeavour after literary recreations, have
always been thought particularly worthy of notice, in our Mother land-
In that country, which, with an Aristocracy and a Commons, proud and
wealthy above any nation of earthw-deems it, an honour to reckon the
Ploughman Burns among its natives—sand gives Bloomfield’s little vol-
ume a place in the most splendid libraries. Induced by such an cx-
ample,if not by our own feelings, we.are proud when-any opportunity oc-
‘curs, of exhibiting, here, that some of the laborious classes rise above
their difficulties, and retain feelings, and taste, which do them honour—
and pursue recreations, far above what are too often supposod conse-
quent on their situations, With these views,we are much pleased tojdirect
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attention to the simple and pleasing lines which follow, and which
prove that the delicate sensibilities of our nature, may be found highly
toned, in breasts where they would be Jast sought for, by the generality
of the educated world.}

POINT PLEASANT.
[Fon THE H. M. .}

Point Pleasant, thou hast charms for me,
Where'er T cast mine eye 3

Whether across the boundless sea,
Or to the woodland®s high.

How beauateous looks the calm blue deep,
Beneath the rising moon ; i

Tis sweet at such an hour to stray,
Upon the beach alone.

No breeze disturbs thy awful rest,
Or crowns thy waves with foam,

Ah! let me glide across thy breast,
And cast one glace at bome. ’

If not—ye gentle travellers tell,
(That come to kiss the shore,)
“If all those absent friends are well,
Whom 1 shall meet no more 2

And if a few, still dear to me,
Strive through life’s cheerless game—
Tell them, one beart in foreign land,
Still beats for them the same.

Oh, life how varied are thy scenes?
With trouble, and with rest—

How like the deep—now calm, then storms,
Tovade its fickle breast;

Yet half the ills by mankind felt,
Are by themselves brought on——
And gone too far, each step they take

Seems wearisome and lone.

Oh ! power divine—destined once more,
To wander o%r the deep—

Allay the angry billows roar,
Let'vengéful témpests steep, ~
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And thow, pale governess of night,
Ah? spare thy friendly ray--

‘To hover round us on the deep,
And cheer our lonely way.

Alas! how short are scenes like (his,
How soon they fade away--
They're liko the captive's dream of Lliss,
Which flies with coming day. -
J. Ly, (Private) 34¢k Rege.

ROBIN HARTREY:—A TALE.

[ror TuE 1. ». ar.]
Chaptcr 1.

It was a bright day in June, the warmth of the sun, and the
want of any breadth of shade, induced the repose so congenial ta
summer noontide. T'he sparkling Suir crept along its soft banks,
the little ripples sent by the surges of the tide along the edges of
the marsh, or the occasional gentle boeiling round some small roc-
ky promontory, reflected the sun's downward ray, as if so many
diamonds floated on the stream--hut out on its unbroken centre no
mirror could more truly and ¢alrmly give the deep blue of the
empyrean, or the dark green masses {formed by the woods of Bel-
levue. The river was solitary as death, except at long intervals,
some straggling Loats floated lazily along, impelled languidly by
acouple of oars most irregularly pulled. When these glided
by like panoramic figures aver the still scene, the stroke of the
oar wag hearddistinctly, a8 a watch tick in a night chamber—and
the occasional wacbling of a flute, from some young performer—or
the hearty laugh in chorus, told the parties to be city younkers,
who, getting a boat as they could, were enjoying an excursion on
their native strecam—aund from under the eye of parent or waster,
luxariating in all the freedom and life which is so delightfully felt
at this period of existence. In'theneighbouring fields the catlle
had crept close under thé Hedge for shade, or on the lawn to the
left, many a picturesque groupe had coilected under the elms and
oaks which defied the meridian sun to pierce their thick bran-
ches; but pot a low was heard,” they lay ‘of stood on the green
carpet, quietly ruminating, and motionless, except in endeavour-
ing to drive away the flies, which seemed {o annoy them in sport,
Scarcely a bird was heard, except a chance note frem a goldfinch,
delighted at finding itself among a bower ‘of thistles ; if a robin
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flitted noiselessly as aiv across the path, he hardly rustled the
leaves of the while thoru, a8 he derted umid its close labyrinthe,
and a dropping wote or ¢wo were wll he ultered.  The rural
noouday was almost as still as night-~but of length a murmur
loud and cheerful comes on the downy air, the seivic~ ia the
little chaple of Faithlegg is concluded, and its crrwd of simple wor-
shippers, issue forth, and by their noise -and gaiety, strongly con-:
(rast rational with irrational creation, "Lhe stream, the field, the
cattle, the birds weresilent ; impressed like automatons with the
impuldc of the momeut, the richnessof the season and the noontide
lulled them into repose—nothing but the passing uccidents influen-
ced their thoughtless existence—and they all moved on in accord-
ance with the noiseless diclates of nature,as the shadow movesover
the siguificant dial. Not so rational creation—the sun might
beam, or the storm might rave, they half forgot the circum-

stances, and despite of all, answered the tinkling of the artless.

bell, and bowed in the humble house of prayer before the God of
nature. He was the father of their spirits and they acknowledg-
ed bim ; this spark which united them -wish his throne, despised
the fluctuation of season or time ; it saw an immalerial world far
above the present, aud avowing themselves in act, as but pil.-
grims here, refused to be hound by the worlds fleeting tides;
and acted as subjects of a higher, un universal empire.. Perhaps
the well informed devotee would see much to condemn in their
rude worship, would despise it as gross, and ridicule it a8 unwor-
thy and ineflicacious—so it has ever been, and the cloguent:
Pharisee will not comprehend why the Publican goes down to
his house justificd.—But the spectator uncursed by parly educa-
tion, will see in their distant grasping after purity—in their pro-
found acknowledgment of the excellence of virtue—and in their
vivid hopes of a blessed futurity—-much of the soaring of the im-
mortal miod, much of its undying emotions, crowded and clog-
ged indeed by many uchappy accumul:tions ; but still if not
individually a polestar and a beacon ; coliectively; giving sweet
light to the observer like the distant stars in the milky way of
the heavens. The litle chapel yard was soon crowded by
groups animated enough—their hearty shake hands,and the loud
laugh, told the meeting of friends, who seldom mieet exvept on
such occasions. One or two women had wandered amongithe
head stoaes, and kneeling on thé graves of some loved objects ot
mergory, uttered prayers for their repose—whether necessary:
or not, such seem beautifully philanthropic, and are at least efh-
cacious in blessing the soul of the sincere utterer. Ai.ohe grave
which from its mouldering cross, and the absence of garland, ap-
peared not a recent one, stood a tall eldérly man leaning on &
long staff~-a step irom him, a young Uright ccuntenanced gird
knelt, and looking up to héaven with eyes of unearthly béau-
ty, seemed lost for a momsent in profound and pathetic adjura-
tion, The old man moved slowly {towards the gate of the burial

-
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ground, treading down unconsciously the lexuriant grase, anid
crughing the king-cup and daisy, which in innocent mockery of
human woe, spangled amid the glossy herbage in all their sum-
mer pride. He was followed silently by the young woman,
whom we shall call Cathleen, and who was at this time about
eighteen years of age. The little gate was fastened with reli-
gious care behind them——the Sunday groups were already disap-
pearing--some were winding close under the hedges of the
glowing road, others were on the picturesque paths which inter-
sected the fields, and none interrupted the silence which Robin
seemed inclined to indulge. He continued his pace homeward
along the road, followed at & regular distance by Cathleen. The
melancholy of his features were unbroken, his eyes were bent
1o the ground, and his thoughts seemed far away from’ the spot
which be traversed. " His dress was that of the comfortable class
of Irish peasants—a coarse blue coat and small clothes, a broad
striped linsy woolsey waistcoat, silk handkerchief tied carelessly
about his neck, yarn hose, smail toed shoes, and felt hat.  Cath-
leen also had the appearance of ¢omfort without the affectation
of overstepping her rank. Her eyes had lost the religious tone
which gave them such dignity at the grave, and they now glisten-
ed and rambled, foll of all the unutterable life, which bhealth,.in-
experience and beauty can alone exhibit. She adjusted the litile
pink tibbon which was attached to her cap, it looped under a
dimpled chin, which was fair and polished as ivory, and forming
a bow on the crown, and another at the left side, was evidently
intended to be very gay and attractive ; the train of a gay cotton
. gown, was drawn, as js customary, through the pocket hole, for
the double purpose of making it of pleasant walking length, and
. to show the green petticoat beneath—which being of glazed
stuff, rustled and glisted as grand as salin; a blae coarse cloth
cloak hang carelessly on her shoulders; and ever and anon, she
took a longer step that she might examine the neat shoe which
enclosed her pretty foot, er drawing her clothes tight, held up
her heel that she might see how it sat behind ; her fair hair was
parted exactly on the forehead, and was drawn to each side plain
and beautiful as a silk band; a green and red kerchief close
about the neck, spread tightly across the bosom, was pinned be-
hind, and compléted the attire of our rural belle.  As Robin ap-
proached the end of the bye road which he was now pacing, and
drew near the more public thoroughfare to which it led, he
stopped for a moment—and Cathleen taking a quicker step, was
by his side. - They again proceeded. ¢ Cathleen,” said he, ¢t do
you remember how long it ‘is since your aunt died 7" « Deed |
do, Uncle,” answered Cathleen, ¢ its three years next St. Mi-
chael’s, and good right I have to remember—she was the best of
aunts to a poor orphan like me, and you are aunt and uncle, and
father and mother to me ever since.”
 Say nothin about it my colleen,” returned Robin, ¢ you’re a
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good girl, and not se poor neither, the cows your father left you
have been very handy to us, and the bit of fortune that we kept
together, will make you comfortable yet, if you take care ov your
self.  How long is it since my poor Billy went away ?”

“ I doe no, Uncle, sacly—but I thinks it is five years.”

“ Well now Cathleen, why for do you be forgetten Bill? it is
four years last St. John’s fair, since he was trapped by the cursed
red coats, and his time, ill be out in another twelvemonth;
and please the Lord, and the queen of heaven, he’ll be back
with us once more—to help me to mind the bit of a farm-—and to
tell us stories of his travels on the long winter nights.”

“ Amen then,” said Cathleen, ¢ I often thinks of Bill, how we
used to play together when we were chiider, and how he used to
take my part and fight for me, and bring me nests, and honey
suckles and sorrel from the fields.””

% Good right you have to think of him—he was fond enough of
you, and he gave yeu akiss, lovenly, like a man when he was
going away, and tould you to keep it for him till he came back.”

“ Five years is a long time,” said Cathleen, * I blieve 1 amost
forget Bill’s face now, if he was to come.”

« But you must not forget him, Cathleen, he’ll soon he home
now, and think of him like a good girl,and may be your old uncle
would bless ye both together yet.” -

Little more at this time was said by either Robin or Cathleen,
they moved on quickly, their thoughts as different as eighteen and
sixty might warraat.

At length they turned to the right, and entering a descending
bye road which led to the river, and which was called the Cove,
they were in the immediate vicinity of their own cottage. A
swinging sign board, wih a ship for ils device, and which direct-
ed to a small ale house, was passed—one or'two other cottages
produced greeting to the old man and his niece—a little farther,
and the road which they were descending, was finely shaded by
a grove of ash and elm {rees.to the left; and was sheltered cn
the right, by a bold hill, which bosomed up suddenly and graceful-
ly, shutting all beyond except the sky from the passer’s glance—
further on under a steep bank, and in the shade of a little hang-
ing wood, a cool clear well, surmounted by a small white alcove,
looked amid the rich glare of noon day like a living gem—at the
opposite side a stream tumbled down, brawling loudly amid the
loose stones, and running with its puny tribute to the noble Suir;
the descending road took a serpentine inclination, the trees shot
up proudly, and formed a more noble avenue—and at length, a
ittle patch of flat sward, showed the base of the hills, and the
-evel of spring lides. Situated on this flat was the cabin of Robin

wartrey.  The site was bounded on one side by the river, on

‘e opposite by the hill which Robin and his neice had just de-

cended, to the right by a small pill, and a soft rich hill be-

ond, and to the left by a broken cliffy bank, which supported
T
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mast picturedquely, a romantic little woad. A flosver garden, a
public path to the water, a terrhce, and a small fruit and kitchen
garden, were the more immedlite boundaries of the collage. As
Cathleen approached, a black bird, in a cage of wicker work,
which was suspended at the cottage door, gave a cheerful whis-
tle, by way of recognition and welconie to hig attentive mistress;
and a large water dog came crouching to Robin’s hand, claiming
the honour of a moment’s notice. % Well Carlo,” said Rolin,
« do you forget Bill, your master, as well as Cathleen does?”
'Fhis was answered by Carlo with a joyous bark, and a bound a-
long the path—and hy Cathleen, who murmured out, * deed then
uncle, I dont forget Bill, and you need’nt be comparin me with
Carlo, any how, I'll never forget Bill, 1 love him as my born
brother.”” ¢ I'm glad of it,” returned her uncle, and for his sake
you know you musin’t kave any sweethearts, nor be dancin with
Mr. Cavanagh so mighty often.”” Cathleen walked smartly into
the house at this little rebuke, and amid all the bloom of health,
the glow of conscience mantling over her delicate cheek, was
but too visiblé to her sagacious uncle. The old man sat for a-
while on the rude bench which is so pleasant an appendage to
an Irish cottage door, and the beauty of the sweetly soothing
landscape around him, the gambols of his dog. and the arnimated
whistling of his black bird, seemed unable to engage his atten-
tion—he sat abstracted and careful, outward objects gave their
figures to his retina, but visions on bis mind’s eye were of more
importancé, and attraction. ’

T'o be cortinued.

THE VILLAGE CHURCH.
{For 18 1. M. m.]

Hail House of God !
I joy to see thy covering renewed—
Thy lofty spire direcling to the sky 3
Where all desire to be ; but chicfly those
That worship at thine unassuming altar.
How fit to sec adl things in order; where
The tvorship of the King of Kings is held.
Lalely thihe aged covering seemed like
The remnant of a ruin’d-house of Baal,
Which few or none regarded. Now thy sides
And windows, glancing back the ev'ning rays,
Would soem to say, ¢ All glorious within.”
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L.ong may thy doors stand open, wide to all ;
# Wide as the heaven they lead to,” yea and long
. May solemn soupdy, far from thy hellry bosng
Upon the gentle undulating breeze, k
Along the vales among the peighbouring hills,
Stir up the ling'ring worshipper to haste,
On days of rest fromn worldly toil and care :
And oft remind him of the awful sound,
Which shall arouse the dead, and change the quick,
And call them all to judgment, to be doom’d,
Th?® unjust to endless woe~-the just torest.
PHILANDER.,

MORNING. :
[For TuE H. M. M.}

Wira the bright orb that rules the day,
May I cachmorn arise—
And to the God of heaven pay
The morning sacrifice ;
The sacrifice that he hath sajd—
(And o his word he’s kind)——
In singleness of heart if paid,
Should his acceptance find.

Ere the gay lark doth leaye ifs nest,
Its matin hymn to pay—
May I—with my poor off ring drest
In God’s appointed way—
Recady beside his altar kneel,
To catch the living fire—
And inly see, and inly feel,
Its flame op high aspire.

Never, oh never may the flame,
Dwindle into a spark—
In any soul that owus by name,
As pilot of ifs bark:
But may it burn in all, in each—
O Gad increase the flame—
That we may sit in heav'n, and reach
More knowledge of thy name. SARAIL
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[For Tuk u. M, M|
TO THF FLECTORS OF NOVA SCOTIA.

Frirow CountnymeN,——~You are at this time called on by the
British Constitution, to exercise onc of the dearest rights of Bui-
tons, That of choosing men from among yoursclves to form a
House of Assembly, which is, or ought to be, the guardtan of
your laws and liberties. M is called & House of Assembly, for by
it the people ure in eflcct assewmbled togather to participate iun
thair own government.  Rational noble form ! the breast expands
whea it contemplates this bulwark of freedom, and the spitits ot
the mighty dead who won this right, examplers and inspivers of
patviotism, puss in triumph, before the exalting soul!

Hereditary Freemen,—while ya rejoice in your privileges, sce
that they suffer not by your conduct. ‘I'he men who now are of
yourselves, but will soon go out from among you, as your repre-
sentatives, will in the nature of things be beyond your controul
for seven tedious years.—J/Notw is the time to ponder who those
men shall be, what tests shall be required of them; and what
pledges they must be culled on to make.  One of your late re-
presentatives said that ye gave him no charge concerning your
rights? let such a slur on your public spirit be no more heard for
ever. Choose your men calmly, depend on their honour for all
minor concerns—but single out the chief diamond of your pos-
sessions, and give itin sacred keeping to those who are to repre-
sent your power, your purse, and vour seotiments, in the great
council of the land.

This gem is, that your representatives by beiug the bearers
and the guardians of your resources, have their proper weight
in the government—that none but them may levy the taxes ne-
cessary for the support of government, and for the improvement
of the country—and that no other power in the state shall either
directly or covertly lessen or increase the revenue agreed on by
Yeur representatives. These rights are constitutional and are of
first rate importance—without their frec excrcise, in what does
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the vadue and power of your Honae of Assembly conaat? with.
out them your elections are u mockery, your chosen iowe a
deception aud a shadow, your claim to ¢ Lritous” is gone, and ye
may write yourselves staves as seon as you wish.—Biitons are
distingutshed from eunsloved nitions, by their representative go-
vernmeht—-hy it they give or withhold their own property like
freemen—and have n respected voice in ihe legislature of (he
fand. 1 thix is a necessary right in Britaing where an august fu-
mily u securely and permanently eented on the throne, and
where 0 House of Lopds possesses the halo of immense, wealth and
of hereditary fume und henour—how much more nacesssey Js it
herey where a Military Ofticer, lisble to momentary change re.
prescats our King, where o party of placeinen represent the
House of Lords—-and where in conseqaence, mich of the stability
of our government depends on that portion which js chosen by
the people, and which being part and parcel of the people, have
the kuowledge and the sympathy so valuable in governments.

In choosing your represeutatives, let the protection ol these
rights be your chief test and pledge—1tor on them your political
liberty reste-—and surely Nova Scotiuns, any more than Britons,
will never be slaves of their own accord.  Look then to your
guardians—if n candidate says, ** I have attended to your best in-
terests, but I have acquicsed in the sacrifice of your rights, and
would barter the independence of your House for pecuniary con-
siderations!” Answer such an one with the scorn which you would
feel towards him who would ofler you a price for the honour of
your wives—or would attempt to barter for your immortal souls.
The blood and treasure of your noble ancestors purchased those
rights, and earth is too poor to pay for their loss. 'The mnan who
would not willingly lay down blood and treasure in defence of
the sacred rights which distinguish Dritons from slaves, is unwor-
thy of them, and is a fit person to support and to vote for the be.
trayers of {rust, and the sentinels who turn their weapons on
their most sacred charge. If those who have through loss and
trouble advocated and most devotedly stood und fallen by your
rights, if they have not greatly sinned in other matters, or if
sinning, they are open to repentance and reformation, they, most
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agsurcdly are the fittest objecls of your present choice.  Grati-
tude for their able and devoted conducty, demands this-- consis-
tency, to show that the priuciples ye applaudy ye are willing to
support, demands t—your character in the eyes of those who far
and near have been walching the rising spirit of the country, de-
mands i;—and have not these men many recommendations? Some
of them would do honour to any public deliberative assembly in the
universe, and all have shewn that unbending integrity in the
causc of hberty which is the great glory of the British charactes.
Local considerations may and ought to have some influence on
your choice ; but where would the power be to do local good, ifall
power were lost 7—Could another branch of the government con-
troul and dictale to your representatives jo money matters, their
ability to do local good might be putin a nut shed. Those who
contended for your rights, contended for the vital principal on
which all other matters in the representative body rest, as the
building rests on the foundation. If then yc inlend to change
any of the thirty three, who deserve so much from you, let their
conduct in the late dispute be the line which your future mem-
bera shall be called on peremtorily to pledge themselves to fol-
low. In other maticrs ye may get others fo act as well, but
when your existence as British frcemen was atfacked, their con-
duct was deserving of all praise,

Nat only are ye called on by love of freedom and justice to
act on general principles now—but ye have more direct and less
evasible inducements. The great prerogative which ye, as
electors, are about (o exercise,is not a holiday sport ; or a game in
which prejudices,interests, and friendships should decide on defvat
or victory. 1t is amost solemn nafional occasion, on which a num-
ber of men are set apart for public purposes, are chosen from
among thei‘r fellows to be a voice and an arm to the couatry in
its legistative capacity, for the ansuing seven years. Religion
which teaches us our duty to God, to ourselves aund (o our neigh-
bours, binds you to act vprightly, conscientiously, and indepen-
dently in this matter. The man who neglects his civil rights, is
as bad a christian as he is a citizen—the Apostle says, that, he
who minds them not, is worse thar an infidel, and if we can im-
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agine any charncters, which are utterly detested in the eyes ol our
Creator, it would be those which snecr at integrity ant indepen-
dence, und sacriticing earthly rights forgordid or paltry concider-
ations, would be veady as of next importance (o sacritice eternal
privileges. il coward fears did not deter them. Conscience, il not
awfully hardened, will be a powerful advocate for uprightness
in this as in all other matters. The constitution reposes a great
trust in electors, a frust held for the public good, and to be ex-
erted with all the independent deliberation, which we usually
suppose to be attached to questions involving our honour and ho-
nesty.  If this trust is betrayed for a bribe of any description, if
ye sell your birthright for a golden inducement, or a mess of
pottage, lor a smile, or a grasp of the hand—if {0 please or to
serve, yourselves or others, ye give your votes as toys and trifles,
and not for a well defined and public end—the man who does sq,
ig « traitor to his country, as much as he who gives up a citadel
to the enemy-~and if' conscience has any funge, it will whisper so
in a retired hour to his degraded soul.  An implied oath is also
on the head of every voter, which binds bim to give his support
to the candidate whom he supposes best able and willing to serve
his country—-and the voter who acts on other impulses, has not

the miserable plea of evasion and reservation to palliate kis vie-
tual perjury.

It is needless to multiply inducements to act Gprightly, the
ritass of the people are too politically honest to need more than
an allusion. If then your cheek puts on a warmer flush, when ye
aré appealed to as the descendants and the subjects of Britain——
ifthe mentioh of names bright on the page of history, stir your
spirit as the sound of a trumpet—~if ye wish to honour your coun-
try and to leave an untarnished constitation to your children—-if
ye degire to live honourably in the memoty of your descendants,
ahdnot be # lodathing to them; act like freemen, chrislians,

and true Nova Scotians at the present election.  Act so, one and

all—having a majority of good public servants will not excuse
those who send the bad—-let no place in the land be willing to
have the finger of scern pointed at it, as the place so ignorant,
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w0 degraded, nndd <o worthless that it vestod satistied fn being «
plague <pog on the geneval independence. Finally, Loyalty enlls
on you to act bromdly and determinately ot the present time.
Loyalty does not at all mean attachment to this or that person. It
means that public fidelity which gives to every man bis due,
which is true to the prince as the protector and administrator of
the constitution—which is true to the laws ag the roles estab-
lished by freemen for the protection of property, person and
lite--~and which wishes to secure fo every man the onjoyment of
the political rights and privileges which are nataeally attach-
od to his situation. "T'his is that public loyalty or fidelity which a
wise ruler values most.  Our late revered King wis loyal to him.-
self und his country, when he snid, « the crown is held in trust
for the good of the people”—-and the man who opposes any im-
proper grasp of the crown, is more loyal than the suicidal xyco-
phnnt, who with a senseless and guilty passion, would sacrifice
right to interest or blind attachment.

Feurow Countrywmex, the sole intent of my address to you is to
strengthen your patriotism, your loyaity, your integrity and your
independence--and to induce you to give memorable proofs of
the worth of your political character in your conduct, at the Pre-
sent Election of Representatives for the Nova Scotia House of As-
sembly. Your own discernment, and the public profession of
principles made by the candidates,will enable youto judge wisely,
if ye indeed wish to excrciee unbiassed judgment.-—All eyes are
upén yon—be circumspect, and upright, and independent, for a
few ensuing weeks, and your trinmph is achieved.  Your cha-
racter will be raised in your own eyes, as well as in the eyes of
all good men ; and ye may expect from an over-ruling providence
great addition of happiness and prosperity by the legislative la-
boura of those, who convinced of having a bold and virtuous con-
stituency, will serve them with increased exertion.—-Deserve

good representatives, and you will have them,
MARCO.
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ST A A AN
KING GEORGE THE FOURTIL.
from Tue oM wj

T death of his late Majesty has induced most public pens
to attempt skeichas ol hiv Hie and character. These sketches
ara ny diversiflod in tanuer and matlor ds ure the ininds of the
writers.  While some are satisfied with a mere recital of fact,
others bring the ru}»reheuﬂible purty of his Majesty’s conduct
prominently forwnrd, nnd others waste the realms of hyperbole
and bombnst to ‘crowd terms of culogy dn theiv subject.  Per-
hopanathing shows mankingd to be moerely il grown children, do0
strongly, aa their delight inlicking the dest belore every porson-
fficatton of power, aud (heir great aptitade to he eanght with
glare and pomp, forgetful of what forms real digvity 6F charfic-
ter.  When a princo or a.great mun Is fatlen, inatend of trbating
the subject on ita own metits, there s generally In preachers
and writers, 0 proatration of independence and integrity, and a
kind of mental Klolutey, ‘which is fonlish ag it Is nacteons.  Hup-
pily the subjaot ofithe prasont skotch afiords full scope for man-
ly eutogy, wad for slacere regret, which, in getting expression
noed lillle fear hyporbole.  When we say this, it is of the King,
not the man, we speak~=and perhaps it is as the former, ' not the
latter, his character should be scanned; forit is in that he has
heen moat intimately connocted with the nation. Thodd v. .o

. argne-that his Majesty’s entire life is public property, and that in-
taking an estimate of his character all shouid be brought under
review, ng being justice to the dead and bonefit to the living—
have some grounds for fheir nvowal. If a person, who; from hiy
birth to his death,has boen fed luxuriously by the nation every day,:
should coma broadly under the cognizance of public observation,
wo find many argaments for a general review of the character of’
iaorge the Fourth.——At (he age of twenty oné;in the year Y783y
we find that he received from the Parliament a sum of £100,000

-as an owlfit, and a sum of £50,000 a year from the civil fist.
The sums of money at this period wera of considerably more
value than similar amounts now. When the Prince was twenty
four yeurs of age, wa tind Mrs. Pitt announcing an increase of
£10,000 a year to his income, a grant of £161,000 10 pay his
debts, and £20,000 to finish his house, Cacllon Palace. Two

- years. afted; on the marringe of the Prince, his Income -was’
increased to 133,000 a year, £28,000 was voted for jewelry .
and plate, . £26,000 for furniture—and debts to the amount of
£639,800 were settled.  In 1812, when lie assumed the dignity
of Regent, £100,000.-were granted to defray his expences.
These ave. the ackmowledged and public items which were la-
vished on a. few years of the life of one man. They incontesti-
bly prove the immensity of British resources, and the extrava-
gant and. reckless hand with which they were dealt by those ia

U
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power. During this squandering of public money the nation was
nceasionally in great distress—the wonder is, when we consider
this one specimen,how it could ever bear the burthens which were
heaped on its patient back. It these costs to the nation before
the Prince came to the throne, justify a review of his character
during that period, we bave the following hurried glance at the
dark side of the picture.—On his coming of age, his fond, but ju-
dicious and pious father limited his income to £50,000 a year,
which, though acquiesed in by the Prince, produced behaviour
towards his father, which materially affected the simple minded
okl monarch—it seemed the first shadow of that coming night
which too soon enshrouded all his faculties—at this time we find
that George the Third became sombre, absent and solitary. Al-
though publicly acquiescing in his father’s regulation of his in-
come, the frince spent thyee times its amount yearly, and
three years after the regulation, his debts amounted to £250,000;
a.statement to this effect, and an application for relief made to
his- {ather, produced fresh mortification to the disappointed and
venerable man, At this time the Priice entered into all the dissipa-
tion of the Turf, and squandered immanse sums ou courtezans-~to
one he gave a necklace worth 6,000, and a bondifor 10,0004 more
—to another, and this a married woman, a- bdnd. for 20,0001, This
latter after being cast off, was settled on the country by a pension
of 500l a year. A third open criminal connection, before his
Royat Highness had formed his 25th year, was made a snbject of
parliamentary remark.. The Prince now was an open pa.
tean of all the brufality af the prize. ring, and of the cruel sports
of buil baiting, and other vulgar and immoral recreations. His
excesses in codviviality, and intrigues with married women.of
rank, gave-niuch pain to his august parents, and his best friendr.
In 1794 the pecuniary embarrassments of the Prince, induced
him toagree to marriage, contrary to his inclinations—and on the
arrival of his intended spouse in England, a paramour was seat as
her attendant—and a gallant officer was dismissed from the
Prince’s household, because he remonstrated strongly on the con-
duct.of this guilty woman, to the unfortunate stranger. During
the-ominous honey moon, the unfortunate Princess expsrienced
harsh usage, because she refused sitting at table with hes busband's
mistress. - The imprudent extravagance of the Prince was snch |
a8 té1prodace 2 bill on the first year of his marriage. to prevent
Carlwon - Palace  being seizable by creditors. At this time, on a -
new: -establishment being formed for him, be . retained . two
noted .courlezans in opposition to:all the rempnstrances ofuthe
uahappy Priocess—and in opposition :to the interference. of his
afflicted father, he:nppeared with them.at nil public places. Open
and covert jnsults rendered the breach between.the Prioceand
Princess more.irreparable, and after many efforts ofithe.King to
avert the evil,:his Royal Highness wrote:his:wife:what is:gener.
ally called:a letter ot licence. .. A lefter in which he-finally re- -
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nounced her svciety, and pointed her to other sources for tran-
quility and comfort. Contrary tothe entreaties of thePrincess and
the King, the iatentions of this letter were carried into effect—
aseparation took place, and was followed by reiterated prosecu-
tions. The King through all, ywas the defender of lLer Royal
Highness, and when her daughter was torn from ber, his Majesty
insisted that the Prince was an improper person to have chaige of
his own child. Numerous causes, too well grounded, made the
Regent extremely unpopular, among what sycophants called
the ¢ mob,” but actually among the thinking independent portion
of the kingdom ; demoustrations of this spirit on some public op-
portunities, occasioned the enactment of laws which were a dis.
grace to the British code, and for which the Prince bore his share
of obloquy, although the weight uf public censure fell on the noto-
rious and unhappy Lord Castlereagh. To those political sour-
ces of unpopularity, the Regent’s thanks to the perpetrators oft
the ** Manchester Massacre” was the climax. Private cabals and
persecutiony, and public prosecutions were unremittingly -and
cruelly carried on against the Princess, and vain endeavours to
stem the torrent of such, and to cheek the vicious habits of his
son, were among the last lucid acts of George the Third. Disap-
pointed angfharrassed, where he looked for glory und repose, the
old man bdifed to circumstances—and the death of hiz mind, was
after some time followed by .the death of his body—he went to
the grave beloved by.a nation, and his son reigned in his stead.
The Regent was now King, and of the many acts which marked
the commencement of his reign, it is not our wish to speak—the
persecutions of his consort—the obscene pens and pencils which
were patronized against her—and the muny immoral and dis-
- graceful attempts to injure those whom the laws protected, are
all written ina thousand pages which record passing events, and
on a million miuds which were witnesses of the facts. Were we
to speak of the early life of the illustrious dead as propricty and
morals would dictate, we shauld greatly fuil in the respect due
to Princes.  As it iv, we think it more a duty to name the prin-
cipal errors of our fate King’s early life, in this brief memoir,
than te-allude to them in a bulk as venijal trifles, and slaver over
his whole life with mawkish praise asis the fashion.

We would pot leave this part without naming some mitiga-
tions of the gloom which we have portrayed, and without meution-
ing' some bright touches on the picture. When we consider the
waywardness of the human mind—when we consider a young man
athletic in soal’and body--suddeuly let loose from parental restric-
tions, which-were too strictly defined and enforced—when.we
see such an ‘one surrounded by a multitude of crawling clever
sycophants, by afl the pleasures of life, and possesed of what
seemed inperspective, boundless means—is it ady wonder if-we
find him rejoicing #sa giant ‘to run his race, and'that that race
should be chicfly found dmong the forbidden flowers of the road
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which lay before him ? The mind which supposes itselt in sach
a case, will find little reason tocast stones atothers. ‘T'he height
of the stage on which great personages appear, seem the great
source of worldly condemnation.  Aund it is, Srom the nature of
things, an wholesome and very legitimate sogrce—{ur * to whom
much is given much is required,” and the great landmarks snd
examplers of sociely should be correct, if not brilliant and pious,
But there were many sparkling bursts amid the shades of. the
piclure to which we have alluded; many aspirations which
showed that the straying soul had great and good feelings—and
that under happier ciccumstances, he would sooner have beea the
delight of & pation. When the Prince was eleven yoars of age
he spoke a prologue {o the play of Cato, which was performed
by juvenile actors. The sentiments in this prologue could only
be fit for a noble youth, one who exhibited muny of the senti-
ments then, which since, have made his hoary hairs blessed. The
prologue was spoken very impressively, we give afew of the lines
te which the young prince gave spirit -and ulterance, and w hich
never would have been written for a dull sensual boy.  Alter
reciting the advantages to be gained by such exercises, the pro-
logue says—

€T attain these glorious ends, what play so fit,
As that where all the powers of human wit
Combine to dignify great Cato’s name,

To deck his tomb, ard consecrate his fame ?
Where LicErTY ! £ name for ever dear !
Breathes forth in every line, and bids us fear
Nor pains, nor death, to GuARD our sacred laws,
But bravely perish in our Country's cause,
Patriots indeed '—Nor why that honest name
Through every time and station still the same,
Should this superior to MY years be thought,
Know tis the First great kesson I was taught.
‘What though a boy ! it may with pride be sajd——
A boy in ExcrAND born—in EncrLAND bred—
Where Freedom well becomes the earliest state,
For:there the Jove of Libesty’s innate.”

. We bave no doubt but these lines svited well the sirong and
generous mind of the boy at that time, and we cannot but regret
that temptation triumphed over so promising a germ. When
the Prince was of age, he entered the [louse of Lords, and in his
first épeech gave evidence of the manliness and liberality of his
character—he supported an address for the suppression of sedi-
tious writings and meetings, but the tenor of the sentimenis which
he expressed, were the reverse of bigotted or tyrannical—< He
was,” he said, ¢ educated in the pripciples, and he should ever
preserve them, of a reverence for the congtitutional liberties of
fhf! people ; and, as on those constitutional principles the happi-
ness of that people depended, he was determined, as far as his
Interest could have any force, tosupport them”® * + % 'The
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followtng words the Prince delivered with peculiur emphasic:—
« 1 exiat by the love, the [riendship, and the benevulence of the
preople 5 and their cause | never'will torsake as long as 1 live)'—
Through utl the wild and disgeacetul eccentricities of the Yrince’s
characler, there were continual gleams of wholesome light &nd
tite which endeared him to those who kanew him best, and which
occasion deep regret that bis nberrations were so frequent and
extreme.  As fadications of the political und literary tendency of
his mind, we find him shortly aller coming of age, surroonded
by the most celebrated men of the age. Fox, Grey, Burke, She-
ridan, Grattan, Floed, Plunket, and the moat brilliant gems of the
aristacracy, formed the gataxy amid which the ¢ Rising3un® mov.
ed.  When the Priuce was 30 years of age, svishing, we would
hoge, io escape the thraldom of bad habits and impure conncction
at home, he ardently desired to be appointed to active service---
i requests to this eftect, he stated his inducements to be—to fight
for his birthright, to defend his father’s throne, and to uphold the
glory of the people of England, which was dearer to bim-than
life~—Dbut all representations ou the sabject, were,from potitical mo-
tives, without avail. 'I'hese incidents, joined with a thousand an-
ecdotes, which display benevolence and liberality, help to soften
the more unpleasing and prominent parts of the Priaces life.
They make us regret the untoward circumstances which proda-
ced bis licentiousness, and his congugal infidelity and harshness—
but they triumphantly prove that tyranny, bigotry, or mercena-
ry feelings, had no piace in his breast,—and i acts which argue
oppression, can be pointed at, they may safely be said to be oc-
casioned by the eballitions of a mind endeavouring to set aside
barriers to its pleasores ot power—and not ucts done for their
own sake.

We now turn to take a hasty glance of amore dignified period.
That in which the Regent became King, and in which, many
causes of uneasiness having dizappeared, the subject of our sketch
was more at liberty to indulge bis inclinations and his power.
The mere mention of * the reign of George the Fourth," con-
veys a mass af glory and evlogy to the mind.  The virtaad con-
queror of Europe—ihe emancipator of a nation, despite a host of
domestic power aad bigotry—the patron of Art, and Science, and
Literature-—the parent of charitable and religious justitutions—
the scholar, gentieman, and King-~are all combined in the name
of our lste Moparch. Public feeling is seldom wrong, and per-
haps no British King ever departed to a future siate, for whom
30 voluniary and upiversal a feeling of respect was felt, both by
his own subjects and those of other kingdoms and nations. Few
Monarchs enjoyed a reign under more favourable circumsiances,
and perhaps still fewer could be found to take advanfage -of

" those circumstances, vomarsed by meddiing or ambiticns pas-
<dans, During his Regency, the power of the great enemy of
Englaad, and the scourge and conqueror of the remainder of
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Lurope, was crushed us in a mortar. Tlhc dreaded Napoleon, a
yroud trophy to the arms of George, was cast on a miserable
island, the captive pensioner of Great Uritain.  This splendid
opening te a reign, was not followed up for aggrandizement or
conquest, peace was given to the nations ; and peace, like an
usselting sun, gilded his eotire veign, calling up innumerahle
Howers over human society, and binding rauad the brows of the
aged Movurch, wreaths, to which Cesut’s laurels were ansight-
1y and dim.

Although we know that it is appointed unte all men once teo
die, yet when sickness, pais and death approach palaces, the con-
trast is peculiarly striking and melancholy, ‘U'be title George
the Fourth, but fately sounded on the ear fike the name of 4
Demigod. Happy was the artist who could preduce some rare
wark worthy of being presented to so refined and critical as eye--
the Poet received fresh iuspiration, if his first pages were to be
honoured by address or dedication to such a personage—could
embellishinents of paluces, or sweet morsels for the palate, or
amusements or recreations, be invented, by the most indefutigable
heads in the kingdom--the King was the centre to which the
most choice of all such rays were directed, where they met as
in a focus, and were rejoiced if they imparted any spring to light
ot life. Over what Island or continent was pot thc King's name as
a talisman,second only to that of omnipotence 7 on the sea amid the
wouders of the mighty deep, there were bis servants aud his ships,
exacling a most willing homage to his name from all nations of
the earth, Earth and ocenn ministered to his power and plea-
sure—and {wice ten thousaud Fanes joined their prayers to draw
down heavenly influences on his honouiod head.  Let us loek
for 4 moment to a Menarch in such a state—his pavilicn on the
sea coas{—-his castle in the interior—and his palaces in the Me-
tropolis—each glorious and crowded with delights, as the resting
places of the King of day amid the constellations of heaven. Look
from this to the man, still royal, but his humanity divested by
afflictivn of its wonted beams—no longer rioting in all the deli
cate: perfumes which art and nature could preseat, he gasps con-
vulaively for a little common air—the strains of music ave hushed
as death, and a convulsive torluring cough from the royal patieat
afflicts, every ear in the melancholy chamber-—merry shouts
Bo lopger mixing with the harp and the viol come riaging from
the voyal walls, the weary sealinels are removed off their wen-
ted walks, that the groans of the Monarch should not fail on any
but sympathetic and polite ears—pain, writhing pain, is on the
glory of the land, and the tinsel enjoyments of earth are crushed
and spoiled, as a bubble in the hand of 3 giant.  Atlength death
indeed comes, that conqueror of Kings, sends an appaling en-
sapguined torrent across the hopes of the nation, and the late
Monarch is cold, helpless, and valueless, as the reposers . the
Pyramids. .
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At this place we are indaced {o contrast twe incidenis of the
King's life-~ane at cither extreme. The birth of his late Ma-
jesty, was particularly suspicious, and produced excessive rejoic-
ing in the Court circles.  Blessed with virtuous parents, alf the
delicate pleasures of social life were bnt heightened by the rank
and wealth of his protectors When the birth of the Prince was
announced to the King, the bearer of such joyous tidings to a fa-
ther’s heart, was presented with 500L  This was a promising
specimen of the joy swhich was kindled in the royul residence by
the event, and which spread over the cities and hamlets of the
tand like flashes from the aurora borealis, * The ladies whe call-
od at the palace, were admitted into the Queen’s bedroom to see
the infant, about forty at a time: the part containing the bed
heing screened off by a sort of lattice work.  The royal infant
lay in a wost splendid cradie, of velvet and Bruseels lace, adornt
ed with gold ; whilst two young ladies of the Court, in virgih
white, stood to rock the cradle; and the nurse at its head, saf
with a crimson velvet cushion, occasionally to receive the child
and present it to its mother. The cradle was placed on n smail
elevation, undera canopy ofstate.  The head and sides, which
carae no higher than the bed, were covered with crimson velvet
and lined with white satin.  From the head rose an ornament of
carved work, gilt, with the coronet in the middle. The upper
sheet was covered with a very broad, beaufifel Brussels lace,
mroing over the top upon a magnificens quilt of crimson velvet
and gold tace ; the whole fength of the Brussels lace appearing
also along the sides, and hanging down from underneath.” While
these ceremonies were going on, and cannens were firing in the
Park, communicating the tidings to the public, the happy father
and his altendants, svere invited to ihe windows of the
Palace, to view a prosession which was bearing treasnres
captared from the enemy through the metropolis. Acclama-
tions from public and private impuises resounded throughout- the
court, and perhaps few Monarchs ever tasted more sincere plea-
sure than George the Third did at that moment, perhaps.a Prince
was never born nnder happier auspices than was the infant heit
apparent. ‘This incident,depicting such a blending of sacial comfort

. with splendour, is the one we wonld contrast with the last mo-

ments of Geo. the Feurth— The King was assisted inte-achair by
ais bedside, and a great aiteration. struck the Page in a'moment
as overcasting the rayel countenance; the King's eyes became
fixed, his lips quivered, andihe appeared fo be sinking into. %
fainting fit. The'physicians were instantly sent for, and the at-
tendamts at once: assisted the. King with sa? voktile, 2at dé Cologne,
and-such stimutants as'were at hand at the table. At the moment.
his Majesty «attempted toraise bis hand {o his breast, faintly eja-
colating; “ Oh Godt Iam dying I aud after the intervention-of
iwa or three saconds of time,- he wttered the followingwords,

- which were his last—¢ This is death’—his expiring condition.
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barely enahling him to announce thiz fatal sensation, so as to e
heard by the page, on whose sheulder his M'Uesty 3 head had
fallen. The King died at thirteen minutes past three o’clock
on Saturday mnrning. Before the Physicians had arrived, his
eyes were closed in death.”

Is nou this incident of cur Monarch’s dying hour, strongly con-
trasted indeed with his joyous nativity ?—the lonely morning
walch—the ubsence of relatives and friends, only compensated
by the attendance of two pages—no wife or danghter or spiri-
tual attendant to catchthe dying words, which were murmured
on the shoulder of a menial—awful contrast indeed, contrast
which alters the relative positions of situalions, and m.xLes the
most humble subject in the land sizh over the fute of his King.
'Fhe domestic errors of yonth were sorely visited in this tife—
repeoted of and forgiven, and repaired where pos::ble, let us
hope that a blessed fruition has succeeded.

We will pass the gorgeons solemnities of the funeral, the group-
ings'with which cblva!ry and romance and poetry, decorated. the
chamber, the procession, the church, and the cold vault—all have
gone by like the fantastic figures in the moonlight clouds, and the
approaching cornnation, eclipses the mournful pageant. One
monument stands to loudly attest the shortness of human power
and happiness. Disatisfied with his Metropolitian residence, his
Majesty had evected a splendid palace tn a béautitul situation;
the park which brought rural scesery within thebounds of Lomion.,
and which grouped all classesin their hours of recreation, spread
before its windows. lis design and embellishments, its statvary,
paintings, pold work, and (apestnes, were the chief wotks of :a
nimber of splendid artists—it rose beauliful as a fairy creation,:
and firm as a monument of a King’s work, and one intended for
fatare generations, should be--but before it received its fieal
palish, and was altogether fitted to received its august builder—
its awner was io! more—he was done for ever with palace and
castle—the narrow house had received him, there (o await the
Archangel’s tromph.  The paiace stands an awful memenic of
life’s, uncertainty. In view of Buckinghain House, stamds
a palace erected for the late Duke of Yark. He also had de--
parted to eteraal habitaiions before his earthly house was. finish- -
ed. These baffled hopes of the tivo royal brothers,. stand with-
in view of the maralist, who may waoder through 5t Jame’s:
Park—splendid, silent and blank, they look the'spectres of human
pride and bope, obelisks of royal disappointment and: deSpair.
The spirits of those for whom they were iatended, we hope
have attained to gloricus rest among the many mansiens: of
a better kingdom—and while the piles. they- erected for. them.
selves o earth are vocal with (lie music of others who forget
theic name-—may they be éntranced in soundls, to which tbe mi-;
sic of the spheres are dall and- mharmomous: e

Printed by J. S. CUNNABELL, Argyle-street, opposite the West end
of Dalhousic College.



