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INTRODUCTION.

. There is scarcely any position so awke

\: ard as that m which a person finds him-

I placed, when he has inconsiderately
1shed into the presence of & vast public.
j¢ loses his private rights, and makes him-
£if & thing of common property, which
every one may use as he pleases. ¢ Ilis
hords, bis wit, his veorth,” are made the
me By universeJer-rutiny ; his motives
b ctions criticised, he is
On a brifed, commended or reviled,
18—3""’ the wayward caprice, or un-
seewt'“ of the great multitude, whose

| ~%he tecomes.
Ifhe proceed to tosl on in the path he has

\

chosen, he must expect 10 meet many ob- -
stacles, trials, and dilticolties, which it will -

require all hts energy and actuivity to over-
come and subdue, while, 1f he stop short, hie
is sure to be setdown s a vile pretender,
unable to make good the claums he asserted,
or a shallow fool, without the moral nerve
or muscle to combat with the enemy that
assails bim.

Such are the peculiar circumstances, by
which 1 am pressed m, when I surcender
myself, my tme, and wy labors, into the
bands of a just, tho' generous pubiic ; but,
nevertheless, I harve not attempted the dan-

gerous expeniment, without well weighing !

the consequences that are hikely to attend it

The idea of establishing 2 monthly Liter-
ary Periodical, in Montreal, was sugpgested
td me, some weeks ago, by a friend who
takes g lively interest in every thing that
‘ [ to promote the diffusion of kuowledge

an |l rtue. At first, the project scemed o

difficu.., that I entertained no hope of its :

accomphshment but the more I thought
over the matter, the more forcibly did the
want of it present itself to my mind.

In this populous and wealthy city, sur-
rounded by nature’s choicest blessings, it
must be confessed and deplored that liter-
ature is not advancing as rapidly asit might.

Why is this? Is it because the men of
Canada are behind the rest of the world in
powers of intellect ? Certainly not. There
are, in Canada, men, and wemen, too, of
taste and genius, who hold exalted positiong
in the world of arts and letters, whose
names are mentioned with pride by their
fellows. Buat, as a community, the Cana-
dians are too neglectful of thewr privileges
in this respect. They are a cornmercial
people, nn industrious people, and & weal-

1 by ; and of all this they have reaszon 1o be

proud; but are they not capable of draw-
ing copious supplies from the rich stores of
learning and wisdom too? They are in
possession of those comforts and luxuries,
that satisfy the cravings of their mere ani-
mal nature, but do they not likewise require
intellectual food, that food that will not cloy
the appetite, but which, the more plentifully
it is partaten of, only xmkcs the thirstmore
ardent, the desire more eager for those tan-
quets of the soul, which afford pleasures
purer far than the fruition of the rarest and

e

most expenaive delicacy gives to the fas. :

t:dious and sated epicure?

They can decorate and adorn their bodies
with al} the costliness that fickle and impe-
rious fashion demands; and will they neg-
fect the improvement of their immortar
rainds, whose beauties are not like mere
personal charmns. nipped by the blest of time,

'%J
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but are still opening, expanding and pro-
gressing, till the period when the soul shall
burst the trammels of mortality, and soar
away to the regions of bright and endlcss
perfection ?

Man naturaily yearns after something
higler and nobler than he ever finds in the
ordinary affairs of life, What then is re-
quired to satisfy this longing? Isit not
literature, that power that leads us to the
contemplation of what is good, pure, and
beautful, that nourishes in us the growth
of virtue and the love of temperance and
justice, and eradicates from our bearts all
that i3 base or vile, that places before us in
their proper light, the vaned works of the
all-wise Creator, and brings us almost to the
portals of the unseen world? Itis litera-
ture that strews the rugged path of life with
flowers, that brightens and cheers our pros-
pects in youth, and gladdens and solaces
the evening of our days.

The genius of this country is still inits
infancy, it will require some timo to develop
its young powers, and I fondly hope that
the time is not far distant, when Canada
sball win that proud rank in the mighty
republic of letters, to which the exertions

of her sons and daughters shall entitle her.

I have digressed more extensively than
is perhapg excusable, but this is a subject
on which my heartis warm, and in whic!.
every one that loves his country should take
o deep interest.

Trusting that those remarks, though seem-
ingly irrelevant, may not be cntirely aim-
less, I will briefly state the plan I have laid

out for the conducting of this work.

Each number will consist of a choig,va.
riety of Tales, Poetry, and Essays, on%:l
and selected, Historical Narratives, Bi
phical Memoirs, and Anecdotes.

In the Tales and Poetry nothing shaﬂbe
inserted at which rigid moralitymight fremn.
In History and Biography, selections sidl]
be made from the most authenticated so:g.
ces, and remarkable instances in the livsg
of illustrious men shall be prescnted to tip
reader, devoid of all personal, or politic}
bias.

Ia fine, no effort shall be spared to in-
struct, amuse and please the reader; butas,

no recommendation of mine can give char.)

acter to the work, unless it possess merit in

itself, I will not make any further observal

tiors.

The obrious wantof a literary miscellany
ona concise plan, ang st an easy P
spires me with the hoWEEANe
atterapt at bringing such g
fora the public, may not bo un¥

‘When it appears before the
public opinion, let it speak for itsellN
it be not favorably received, I trust, u shall
not be by any wantof attention snd energy
on my part.

However imperteet the attempt, it has at
least the merit of good intention, and, inade-
quate though it be to my own wishes, and
the expectations of others, I shall deliver it
to the public with some hops of success.

J. R.

X3
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Thoughts, that Lave tarried in my mind
And peopled its inner chambers,
The sober children of reason
Or desultory train of fancy;
Clear running wine of conviction
With the scum and lees of speculation ;
Corn from the sheaves of science,
With stubble from mine own garner;
Searchings after truth,
That have tracked her secret lodes,
And come up again to the surface world,
Arguments of high scope
That have soared to the key-stone of beaven
And thence have swooped to their certain

mark
As the falcon to his quarry ;
The fruits I have gathered of prudence,
The ripened harvest of my musings;
These I commend unto thee,
0 docile scholar of wisdom ;
These I give to thy gentle heart,
Thou lover of the right.

M. F. Topreer.

LIGHT AND SHADE---A TALE OF
CONSTANCY,

CHAP. 1.

ON a bright evening in the spring of
18—, a young soldier might have been
seen pursuing his way through the busy
crowds of B Street, in one of our
northern manufacturing towns. He
was but a private soldier, yet his easy
and unembarrassed air, his dignity of
step, and calm and gentlemarly de-
portment, betrayed more than is gen-
erally concealed beneath the coarse
texture of the red jacket. Hc was
tall, but not awkwardly so ; his face was
not particularly handsome, but com-
mand and energy were displayed in eve-
ry feature ; and in his dark eye there
sparkled a fire of intelligence and feel-
ing, that at once called forth the admira-
tion, and won the heart of the beholder.

Edward Rutledge was an orphan;
of his mother he had but a vague and
indistinct recollection ; she having died
while he was very young. His father
had been a merchant, and at one
time opulent, but induced by the ever-
increasing desire of amassing wealth,
he engaged in speculatiors of a rather
dubious nature, which proved the bane
of himself and his family. He saw,

when too late, that he had been but a
dupe to the artful schemes of those who
called themselves his friends. For a
while things looked fair and premising,
but at last a day came when Mr. Rut-
ledge saw that he was involved in total
ruin.

This severe shock had a fatal effect,
on the already feeble frame of the once
wealthy merchant. A brain fever set
in, and soon placed him beyond the
power of misfortune,

Edward was thus at an early age left
alone inthe world. IF'riendless, home-
less, and almost starving, Le was too
proud to seek assistance from those who
bad known him in his days of prosper-
ity,and of all those who had professed
the warmest attachment te his father
in his noontide of mercantile success,
not one extended the hané of sym-
pathy to the young victim of misfortune’s
rudest shocks. ’Tis true, the young
man had friends, but they lived at so
great a distance from his native place,
that to reach them without money was
impossible. Nor did he desire to see
them. He had in him a spirit of inde-
pendence that revolted at the idea of
being a burden to any one, by whatso-
ever ties bound to him. What could
he do ? He was reduced to a state
bordering on desperation, want stared
him in the face, and at last, after several
fruitless attempts to get employment,
after many an unfeeling repulse, after
endaring tauats which he could not re-
sent, Edward enlisted in the 2—th reg-
iment of foot, which was at that time
stationed in & .

But was Edward Rutledge entirely
forsaken? No; there was one heart
that still yearned toward the young
soldier ; one eye that kindly followed
him through all the mazes of his misfor-
tune ; one voice thatstill prayed for his
future happiness.

Amoang those who had most courted
the society of Mr. Rutledge, ere his evil
days had come, was John Henry, 2
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person of considerable wealth, and more
ability. He had been agent to a rich
proprietor, a Mr, Leslie, to whom he
was distantly related, and on that gen-
tleman’s demise, had been left guardian
to his young daughter. »

Many a long evening had Leslie’spent
with Mr. Rutledge, and when the two
gentlemen were chatting over their post
prandial wine, young Rutledge and
Amy Leslie were enjoying themselves
full as much, in the little garden at the
rear of Mr. Rutledge’s house. They
were both young, she was little more
than a child, and Edward an ardent,
impetuous boy. Often would they be
seen walking about the little garden, as
Edward, with his arm encircling the
slender waist of the fair child, told
some fairy tale, while Amy with art-
less wonder bursting through her pure
blue eyes, looked fondly up at her boy-
lover. Ah! little did they know, then,
those dear young hearts, of the ills and
wiles of the world! Years wore on.

When Mr. Rutledge’s affairs began
to look gloomy, and embarrassments
succeede§ each other with unlooked-for
rapidity, Henry’s visits at the mansion
of the Rutledge’s became less and less
frequent ; his manner grew colder, and
his greeting more formal and restrained ;
(and what seemed worse than all to
poor Edward, his pretty ward now sel-
dom accompanied him ;) but when the
“ slin%s and arrows of outrageous for-
tune,” were showered with merciless
and overwhelming fury at the devoted
head of the ruined merchant, Henry’s
form seldom darkened the threshold of
Mr. Rutledge’s door, and Amy Leslie’s
mild and encouraging glance, seldom
.met the longing gaze of her early play-
mate. But when the dark cloud, that
had long hung threateningly overhead,
burst, and the man of wealth and name,
- and the child of luxury, were immersed,
as it were, in' misery and desolation, no
friend was there to soothe the dying
moments of the one, or relieve the

helpless and forlorn condition of the
other.

Such is the case with summer friends.

In prosperous days
They swarm, but in adverse withdraw their
head,
Not to be found though sought.

With Amy, absence was a matter of
coercion. Her cruel guardian not on-
ly forbade her to enter the Rutledge’s
house, but strictly prohibited all inter-
course with the playmate of her child-
hood, for whom she now entertained
feelings that allow the use of a word
of much dearer import.  She still look-
ed back with fond regret to the time
when she used o pass the evenings
with Edward, at his father’s house, ere
the smiles of the wayward goddess were
turned to frowns. With what pleasure
used he to meet her! the pleasure of
a young and guileless heart ! and whata
speechless yet speaking welcome beam-
ed from his dark expressive eyes, when
he saw her well known and well loved
form approach the house, as he gazed
from the window, in eager expectation !
And the little garden too, with all its
tender associations, used to force itself
on her mind, with distressing pertina-
city. There were spent her first days
of innocent and happy love, when “care-
less as the birds, they laughed the hours
away, nor knew of evil.” And should
she never meet him again? Were
those hours of bliss gone—gone - for-
ever? All these thoughts thronged
on the mind of John Henry’s fair and
beautiful ward. But months elapsed,
and she heard no tidings of her lost
Edward.

One evening as Miss Leslie was tak-
ing a sad and solitary ramble, by an
unfrequented path, she met a soldier
of the 2—th Regiment, and as she was
passing him, she remarked that be was
regarding her with mournful interest.
Avnother look showed her the well re-
membered {eatires of her beloved id-
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ward. With all the warmth of girlish
aflection she uttered a cry of joy, and,
overcome by contending ewnotions,would
have fallen senseless to the ground, had
not the arm cf the young soldier upheld
her sinking form. Oh! what varied
feelings of grief and pleasure, love
and agony, thrilled through the breast
of Ldward Rutledge at that moment !
Ye carried the fainting girl te the side
of the road, and running to a neigh-
boring well, hastily returned with his
cap full of water, which he applied to
her hands and temples. Amy soon re-
covered, beneath its influence, and slow-
Iy opening her cyes, looked tenderly on
Edward, and then around, vexed and
confused lest any passer-by should have
beheld her situation.

Rutledge raised her up gently and
asked her if she were better. As he
spoke, a close observer might have no-
ticed a shade of doubt, and even re-
proach pass over his fine features.
This, however, soon vanished, when he
looked at the fair being before him, and
her soft blue eyes met his own in trust-
ing love, as they used in days gone by.

I will not dwell here on the expla-
nations that followed, nor will 1 reveal
the conversations that ensued, sacred
only to lovers. Suffice it to say, that
Edward Rutledge and Amy Leslie
parted that evening, fonder of each
other than ever they had been in their
days of unrestrained intercourse, when
they lived and loved together in the
little garden, at the rear of Mr. Rut-
ledge’s house.

John Henry, Miss Leslie’s guardian,
was at this time absent at the metropo-
lis on business of importance. He had
left none behind him but Amy,the house-
keeper, Mrs. Crawford, and a few do-
mestics 3 but of this more anon.

There was a row of gardens at the
rear of the terrace, of which Heary’s
house forined a part,in one of which
( hat attached to her own house) Amy
we ] ta «anleviazs, and sometimes

whole days,when the weather pernitted.
She had here a little bower, and a small
table in the centre, at which she either
worked or read. In the back ground
again, there was a large field, into
which all the gardens opened. 'This
pretty spot was made the trysting-place
of the young pair. Iere they spent
many a joyous hour, happy in their mu-
tuai love. ILdward loved the youns
girl with all the pure ardor of warm and
unceasing affection ; while Amy regard-
ed him as the cynosurc by which she
was to judge of future joy or sorrow.
Oh! they were well suited, that bright
young pair.  But these gladsome days
flew past rapidly and a “ change must
soon come over the spirit of their
young dream” of love.

‘When Edward Rutledge was first
introduced to the reader, he was making
his way through the human masses that
jumbled together in constant din in the
great thoroughfare of B Street.

Having pushed on as best he could
through every variety of inconvenience,
he at last came to the end of the wea-
risome street, and found himself close to
the row of neatly arranged gardens
before mentioned. Bounding lightly
over the fence that separated the field
in the rear of the gardens, from the
adjoining street, Edward approached
the well known door, and gave a slight
tap. Nor did he wait long. There
was a noise of advancing feet, a white
hand turned the key, and the two lov-
ers stood face to face. Amy locked
lovelier than ever. Her light brown
bair fell in glossy ringlets on her snowy
neck, aud her large blue eyes, indices
of the purity of her soul, told the plea-
sure of her full heart, as she raised them
tenderly to young Rutledge’s face.
The fair girl seemed unusually gay ; the
evening was serene and beautiful, and
when mother nature sets the example
should ot her children be cheerful ?

“ Soyou have come at last, Sir Loi-
terer,” she playfully said, “and what
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- apology are you about to make for this
unwonted and vawarrantable behaviour?
But seriously, Edward,” she added,
pouting her pretty lips, “I canaot tell
how long I have been waiting for you,
T thought you would never have come.
I am half ready to refuse you my hand
to-night,” as she said this, however,
with strange inconsistency she extend-
ed the hand in question, and a pretty
one it was too.

‘While she was speaking, an expres-
sion of mournful tenderness was visible
on the face of the young man, as he
gazed on the beloved being before him.
He would have enfolded her in his arms,
and printed the kiss of love on those
tempting lips, buta high sense of hunor
restrained him ; and he merely took her
hand in his, and pressing it gently,said,
« Amy, do not reproach me; I am un-
worthy of it, as you well know, save
that I have loved you, too fondly, too
deeply, too devotedly, for my peace,
and perhaps for yours too. Fool that
I was, and worse than fool, to see you
so long, to make myself miserable, and
it may be, expose you to calumny that
-—3 but no ; none would dare to suspect
you of aught but what was pure and
good. But why did I continue to see
you? Honor and duty forbade it ; but
the time is come at last, when I must
wake from the giddy dream, and break
the spell that has long bound me. Amy,
dearest Amy, I must lrave you-——per-
haps for ever. In two days I must go
with my regiment. Oh! Miss Leshe,
pardon my presumption—my blind folly,
and forget that you have ever known
the unfostunate being who now ad-
dresses you.”

As he ceased speaking, the sharp note
of the bugle warned him of the late-
ness of the hour. Amy Leslie stood
before him the image of silent, speech-
less despair. Her gaiely was gone,
the color of her cheeks had fled. Oh!
how bitter was that mament to Amy
Lieslie, and how trying to Edward !

The young soldier gazed earnest]
at the face of the dear young girl, fol(K
ed her in his arms, kissed her over and
over again, with wild and passionate
vehemence, then gently led her, almost
fainting within the gate, and hurried

. away with the rapidity of a madman.

As he was clearing the fence that sep-
arated the field from the next street, a
loud scream assailed his ears, but it
only brought a momentary paleness to
kis cheek. He did not dare to look
back, but burrying on, he was soon
within the precincts of the barracks.

None could mark in the young soldier
so smart and dutiful, and seemingly
contented, aught that betrayed the
bitter and harrassing crowd of conflict-
ing tbou§hts that warred within his
breast. 'Tis true he may have seemed
proud and distant, but still he was
cheerful and complaisant to his fellow-
soldiers, and quiet and obedient in his
bearing toward those who were placed
above him. But it was the calm con-
tentment, the forced tranquility of des-
pair.

A few days after this last interview,
Edward’s regiment left S As
they marched passt H—— Terrace,
the band struck up the well knowa air,
“the girl Ileft behind me,” and from
the windows of the noble looking houses
waved many a small white handkerchief,
and bright eyes, plainer than words
could say, bid farewell and wished suc-
cess to the galiant fellows. But at one
window stood, or rather leaned, a fair
being, who could not have numbered
more than sixteen summers; her face
was deadly pale, and her melting eyes
spoke the sorrows of her heart. Iid-
ward did not trust himself to look round,
but his bosom heaved and fell, and he
could have sobbed like a child. He
inwardly cursed the band for playing a
tune that was so likely to unman him.
But he was an humble soldier,and his an-
guish was unpoticed save by one whose
gentle heart beat responsive to his own.
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A turp in the road soon hid the de-
parting soldiers from sigit, and when
the last bayonet glittered in the sun,
Amy Leslie retired to her own room,
there to indu’ge unrestrained in the grief
that was long pent up in her heart.

Thus parted two young beings whose
hearts were united by that mysterious
tie, by which kindred souls are drawn
together and merged, as it were, into
one life, one being—whose hearts
were lighted by that flame that burns
alike in the trembling bosom of the
daughter of innocence and ease and
beneath the rugged breast of the sons
of penury and toil ; a flame that often
burns brighter when the rude blast of
misfortune might be expected to extin-
guish it, and fhickers to the very verge of
the grave.

We have now briefly traced the
lives of Edward Rutledge and Amy
Leslie. 'We see in him the proud and
inpetuous youth thrown on a vast un-
feeling world, at an age when he re-
quired the mature assistance and careful
watching of a faithful parent. He was
ardently fond of the dear girl, who had
early gained his heart and reciprocated
his boyish affection. Ashe grew up,
his fondness ripened into deep, warm,
quenchless love, and this love was re-
turned. We have followed him through
the vicissitudes and trials of his boy-
hood ; we h~ve witnessed his meetin,
with Amy, ar d we have sympathised an
mourned over their mutual outpourings
of increasing love. That love blinded
and misled Edward Rutledge. He had
often tried to tear himsel% away from
Amy’s society, but whenever he came
to bid her a long farewell and saw her
kindly welcome hitn in accents so sweet
and endearing, his resolution was broken.

We see in Amy the simple guilcless
trusting girl, and an orphan too ; can-
dor her chief fault ; and was that can-

and ingenuousness trifled with 7 No ;
but they might have been. Edward’s

leve for her was true and pure, unsullied
by one base motive ; he respected, as
well as loved her ; there was in his de-
votions to her a sentiment of brother-
liness that made him cling to her, with
the fondness of one who knows the
wecaknesses of a beloved sister, without
having the moral courage to point them
out. He was ready to defend her even
to death, f om the slightest breath of
scandal, ytt, by his own inadvertent
conduct he exposed her to its greatest
virulence.

Amy, unt;ained in the world’s art, saw
n0 wrong in their meetings ; nature’s
own child, she never concealed the emo-
tions of her mind. They had both
their share of human frailties ; these
noue will defend. But let those who
blame, ask themselves, are they sinless.

Thus were they separated, and time
wore on, bringing in its course joy and
sorrow, comfort and distress, anguish
and happiness. How strange, how un-
speakably strange is life! How brim-
full of interest are its most commonplace
occurrences !

CHAPTER 1L

A beautiful day in the autumn of
1855 wasrapidly verging towards sun-
set. The evening was serene and
beautiful, the sky blue and cloudless.
In a large and populous city in the
largest of the British Isles, the streets
at this hour presented a very varied as-
pect. 'The shops, stores and factories,
were pouring forth their several in-
habitants, and all were rejoicing in their
newly-found liberty.  Pleasure and
%adness shone on almost every face.

he crowds lately emancipated from the
thraldom of the office or the counter,
were moving complacently to and fro,
each carrying in his own hearta little
world with its likings and dislikings, its
prejudices and passions. Ah! how
little do we know, by the external ap-
pearance, of the emotions, troubles and
trials that distract the human breast.

Among the motley crowd of every




condition in society, that were shadling
their way through the thronged sireets
on the c¢vening referred to, a careful
student of the buman heart would have
marked out one fiail, but beautiful girl,
as the child of sorrew and suffering.
Though her coarse, but scrupulously
neat garments, bespoke her a stranger |
to the luxuries or even the comforts of |
life, there was in her whole air and
every gesture, that nameless grace we '
seldom meet among the low or vulgar. ’
1

Her face, which was pale and ex-
tremely interesting, wore an expression
of sad but quiet resignation.  She car-
vied in her hand a swall parcelon which
she seemed to place especial value, as. |
every now and then, when the crowd
became dense she pressed it closer to
her side. '\ hen she came to the front
of a magnificent house, she stopped and |
knocked timidly at the door. After
she had waitedsome time the doar was ;
opened and a har<h voice demnandedwhat
was wanted. The girl placed m the
woman’s hand the smal} parcel, and told '
her it was her mistress’s dress. The
pampered menial took the proffered par-
cel, and without saying a word slammed
to the door, leaving the young womnan
to wait outside for her return.

After some moments she came back
and told the young milliner that ler
missis wished to speak with her as to
some alterations she required to have
made in the work.

The girl followed her conductress
into a spacious apartment where the lady
of the mansion negligeatly reclined on
an ottoman. After cyeing her young
“employee® for some time, with a
misture of anger and compassion, she
proceeded in a querulous tone to point 4
out the prominent faults of the young !
girl’s handiwork ; and, while she is thus |
eatering into the mysteries of fashion,
and inveighing against the carclessness
of modern milliners in general, but espe-
cially the victimised specimen in her
august presence, let us tuke a hasty
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glance at the other iumates of this
stately voom.

Miss Tsabella Willans, a young lady
of some pretentions to beauty, and more
self conceit, and a confesssed coquettc,
was sitting at a window when the pretty
mithner entered, and on the back of her
chair leaned a young officer, wearing the
uniform of the 2—th Regunent, whom
she sometimes addressed as ¢ cousin,”
and whom she scemed to regard with
any thing butindifference. Norindeed
was DMiss Willans’ partality to be
wondered at, for the young gentleman
possessed attractions that mght have
won a harder heart than the fair
Arabella’s. e was tall and handsome,
with piercing black eyes, and a brow,

{which, though somewhat embrowned

by exposure ta a hot climate, was lofty
and commanding. ‘The ribbon on his
breast told of exploits of bravery and
daring. in that * land of the cast, and
clime of the sun.”’ where many a gullant
soldier shed lus Bieart’s blood in the late
momentous struggle.

When the young dress-maker enter-
ed the roomn, Miss Willans and the
fine-looking officer were engaged in a
spirited, and, on the young iady’s part,
seetningly tender conversation, but as
he raised his eyes towards the graceful,
the humble-looking girl, a perceptible
change overspread his noble features.
He gazed long and earnestly at her
Those blue eves, those
light brown locks, that pure snowy
brow, had caused a strange commotion
in his breast. So far did he forget
himself, that Miss Willans had asked
him many a question that he neither
heard nor answered, and when his com-
panion, wondering at his silence, asked
whether he were i, he stammered aut
some apology,and confused, bewildered,
almost in a state of dreamy unconscious-
ness, the young officer hurried out of the
room.

Our young friend of the parcel, ac-
customed to be exposed from her un-
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usual beauty, to the rude gaze of many
a gay libertine, had not remarked the
earnestness with which the gentleman
had regarded her; in fact she had
scarcely seen him at all, having been too
much engaged with the proud donna,
who had thought her worthy of her
patronage, to pay any attention to any
person else in the room.

To Miss Arabella Willans, her
cousin’s conduct was for a while inex-
plicable. 1le was generally so calin
and dignified too, that his late abrupt
departure secmed the more mysterious.
After many vain attempts to solve the
riddle, the amiable Arabella finaliy
came to the conclusion that her cousin
was in love! and whom did vanity sug-
gest as the object of that love but her
own pretty self 7 Yes she had hit it
at last s beare was too full to de-
clare his passion hut to-morrow he would
return, and oh! cestacy of bliss! pro-
pose!

We have no doubt, but that when
Miss Willans brought the matter to
this reasonable conclusion, her litde |
heart fluttered, with unwonted pleasure,
aud that she dreamed of nothug that |
night but rings and redcoats.  Oh! the !
vamty of female hopes!

Mrs. Willans had been too much
engrossed by the subject and object of
her lecture, to be conscious of the scene
that was being enacted around her, so
the departure of her military relative
had not cost her much anxiety.

When the young gentleman had
gained the street he walked quickly on
for some paces, but, as if a new thought
had suggested itself to his mind, he de-
termined to wait at a short distance, till
the young girl, who did not scem quite
a stranger to him, should appear. In-
a few minutes she came forth, and as if
anxious to get home before nightfall,
she hastened away at a rapid pace.

The young officer followed her at a
brief interval, through several streets,
til] he saw her enter a small and wreteh-
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ed looking house in an obscure street.

An old woman opened the door, the
fair dress-maker entered, and it was im-
mediately closed.

11e stood awhile as if entranced. The
occurrences of the last half hour bad
entirely mystified him < Could it be
she,” he inly asked himself, ¢ in such
poverty too, or is it but a dreamy de-
luston 7 "Those eyes, that voice, all, all
50 like hers!  Lwill see,” he continued
half aloud, ¢ 1 cannot endure this sus-
pense.”  With this resolve, he walked
on, and a few steps brought him to the
door of the house. He knocked, and
a woman in neat but humble attire
opened the door, but, on secing his gay
uniform, she stared in undisguised as-
tonishment, and asked, “JIn the name
of marcy, what could the gentleman
want there.” s he was about to ex-
press the purpose of his visit, a door
opened displaying an apartment of hum-
ble but singularly neat appearance, and
the object of his search appeared be-
fore him. Sceing, however, the charac-
ter of the person whom Mrs. Crawford

[ had admitied, she hastily retired and

shut the door, thinking it almost im-
possible that a gentleman of his ap-
pearance could kave any business with
her unless of a nature she shuddered at
10 think of ; nor were her terrorsat all
mitigated, when the stranger walking
into the room, apolo=ised for his intru-
sien, and approached to where she
stond.

The young mistress of the humble
mansion was amazcd, but with what self
command there was left her,she in a
dignificd manner but faltering accents
asked him his buuness there.

lidward Rutledge, (for it was he)
gazed tenderly on her face, and utter-
ed the one word,  Amy.” ‘T'bat word
the ook, the voice and whole manaer
of the speaker, acted like an clectric
sfack on poor Amy Leslie; the whole
truth flashed at once on her mind, but
the disclosure was so sudden. sa over-




10 'Jlll

posening, that she .mk mto a swoon

trosn the extreme excitement,

The scene that ensaed it would be
difficult to deseribe.  Yoaplanations fol-
lowed, painful, st is true, but fraught
with interest to both.

When Edward left & , Amy had
given berself up to sorrow and despon-
dene y.  Iler grief was as inconsolable
as it was unavanling.  Many a device
she proposed to herself to wiile away
the tedium of the slow hours, hut the
memary of joys departed, and. as <he
tlxoughl,ne\'cr to return, was too htter
for her peace. The cladsome <mle
no longer dunpled her ~cft check, and
her gentle hewrt was nvaonga open 1o
pleasure.

But events stranger stiil were yet {o
bappen. It was before mentioned that
Herry had been anay on business of
wiportance.  Lhtherto, on thive ovca-
<tons, he bad been in the habat of ~end-
ing constant supplies of cash to his
ward ; this time, however, his abswence
was extended to a lengththat exceeded
the expectations of Mix Ledlie and
the housekeeper; mor was their sur-
prie diminished when they perccived
their ouce regular subsidies become
small by degrees, and remitted at un-
wontedly long intervals.  To make a
long <tory <hert, John Hcury had made
use of his ward™s property m away that
turned out to his own ruin and discredit,
and left Amy a penniless @l A day
came that brought misery and desola-
ton to the ance happy  howe of tie
young orphan.  Every thing was sold
out, even Amy™ little <tore of valua-
bles, cave some little keepeakes given
her long ago” by her deceased mother.

Henry was committed to prson for
munerous embezzicinents of meney en-
tiusted b, and he never retmned.
Amy and the hausekeeper. Vs, Craw-
ford, or. o~ <he was fambaly ealied.
Naney, Jeft the place, the aght gf
which now could only merewse ther
pain. They came 0 Mo

as st
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were able, and hmo, stiangers
want and misery
they dragaed on a sickly exstence.
Then umted efiorts barely supplied them
with poor food and scanty clothing.
Amy tried dress-making. and her unre-
mitting attention to the wishes of those

lln-

i who cmplqy ed her, gained her esteem,

if not money. We have already seen
her at the luxurious manson of the
Willans’s.

Edward’s story was soon told. By
the dilizent discharvge of his duty, Ins
steady good conduct.and quet and un-
obtrusive  behaviour towards his supe-
riors, he soon won the good graces of
his oflicers. When the war in the
Eust began, aod Edwards regiment
was ordered out, a wide field lay open
before the young aspirant, and in many
a hard fought cngagement, in many
fieree shirnnsh and bloody battle, did
Edward Ruledge distinguish  himself,
till a the clos of the war he fmmd
hansel bearing  the rank  of Captain,
courted by lus equals, honored by his
superiors, and Joved by his soldiers.

When he retaraed to England,
among those who were foremost in
grasping the hend of the brave young
officer, Whose military prowess had be-
come the theme of universal admira-
tion, wese the Willanss, M Wil-
lans was sister to Edward’s deceased
father, nor was the goad lady without
her estimable qualities.  She was proud
indeed. and attached to herself impor-
tance that all were not willing to admit
her clum to; but ske was likewice
good-natured, and could commiserate
distress.  Ller sceming neglect of our
hero was owing, not (o any backward-
ness on her p.\r! to asust bun, but
sinee her anarniage with Mr. Witlane,
who was far higher in the scale of aris-
tocracy than the Rutledge’s, and had
warrted her for her good looks, her m-

" tercourse with her brother had been all

but bioken off. In fact, <o little had she
allowed s afiurs 19 affect her, that. not
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till long after his death, had she heard
of his dem) ed fortunes, and even then
supposed he had left his family in a de-
gree of prosperity. But when <he
was informed of her nephew’s carly
misfortunes and final enlistment, <he had
given up all hope of hum, and, not untdl
his name had attracted her attention by
its frequent and henorable mention in
the “Gazette,” did the well-nigh forgot-
ten son of her dead brother regain his
place in her memory. And when Ed-
ward returned from the East with a
captain’s commission, and a load of mil-
itary fame, the Willans, and especially
Miss Arabella, were proud of the rela-
tionship.

The two lovers, thus happily restored
by one of those strange coimncidences
that few of us have not, some time or
other, experienced, fistened with cager
attention to their mutually-related lris-
tories.

To attempt to describe their joy
would be futile. None but those who
have long been separated from those
who are nearest and dearest to their
hearts, and have met them again after
many a changing year, can conceive the
bliss of the young pair, as they that
night renewed the plcd«c of their faith-
ful and dev oted attachment.

A few weeks after these occurrences
a gentleman called at the heuse where
Miss Leslie, soon to be a bride, had
resided since she and Rutledge had been
so happily re-united.  He was not very
old, but his hair was prematurely grev,
and his features bore the stamp of acute
mental suffering.  He held a long and
earnest m‘erview with Amy.

But -~ short episode is fiere neces-

NT A/
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sary, to teli the name and history of

this strange visitor.

James Arnold had, when quite a boy.

left his father’s house for some sli st real
or iinagined, and though evory possible
method of inquiry was instituted to dis-
cover his whereabouts, o trace had ever
been found of lim. It was supposed

, Captain Rutledge.

he 'nd gone to sea, but years elapsed
and still no accounts reached the dis-

! tressed parents of their lost boy 5 he

was given up for Joct, and they ceused
to <peak of him.

The misgmded young man had sailed

in a2 merchant vessel which happened
to be setting out for the East Indies.
Whea he ‘rot there, he saw, when too
late, the «rrwvous wrong he had done
bis parean 3 he had no mone) by wiuch
to return, and he did not dare to write
for assistance. Ile got cmployment
with a wealthy merchant of that coun-
try, and, by toil and perseverance, real-
ized vast wealth. The cares of busi-
ness, to which he constantly devoted
himsclf, went a great way in banishing
Ins regrets; but, in spite of all his
efforts he still sighed after the home of
his childhood, and longed to return to
his father> house, and by unceasing
attention to his injured parents in their
old age, to atone for thie wild error of
his youth.

Alas! how blind is man to futurity !
he is ever grasping at vain shadows.
Arnold’s hopes were doomed toreccive
a sad shock. Grief after thew only
son iad broken ks mother’s heart, and
sent his father’s grey hairs to an un-
timely grave,and when after long years
of wandering he again beheld the land
whete he first <aw the light, no friendly
hand grasped his, no l\mdly eye met b
own ; no dear familiar face greeted his
arr ival o gladdened his heart.

Ile searched wong and aimlessly for
«ome relation whom he might see before
he left the world.and to whom he might
bequeath his immense wealth, {or men-
tal asony and an wnhealthy climate had
greatly enfecbled hus constitution.

He Bad almost despaired of gaining
any infurmation on the subject. when
one day. as ke was dwing at a hotel at

M——, through which he happened to
be passing, he heard some gentlemen
talk of the approachinyg nupmk of
They weint on to

!
!
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talk of his future bride, and one of the

nearly all Tdward's early misfortunes. |
gentlemen happened to sy that he re- | And Ob! Amy, well hast thou escaped
wmembered her mother when Miss Ar- 1 the net that was prepared for thee! :
nold. James started at the name, and Docs the sequel require to be told? |
abruptly asked for Miss Leslie’s ad- | In a tour through the north of England |
dress.  After some delay he found it. ¢ T arrived at a pretty village, not a hun-
and had himself at once carried to her | dred miles from M————, on a bright !
residence, where the reader may re-: morning in the October of « fifty five.”
member, we left them in most earnest | "The weather was fine and sunny, and |
and interesting conference. all nature filled the heart with dehght.

As the two relatives were thus con- As I eatered the little town, there
versing, Captain Rutledge entered, and } was an unusual stir in it, and the joy-
great was his surprise to find his spouse | bells were chiming merrily. On my
clect chatting agreeably with a nuddie- | asking the reason of this rejoicing, I
aged gentluman, whom he had never | was told that Captain Rutledge was
scen before. When, however, Amy | about to be united to the fair niece and
introduced him to her newly-found un- | adopted daughter of Mr. Arnold,a gen-
cle, all his doubts vanished, and he felt | tleman who had lately taken up his a-
she was his own Amy still. bode in that neighborhood.  Intluenced

To describe the joy—the ecstacy of | by a pardonable curiosity, or, I may
the happy trio, cxceeds the power of | rather term it, the desire of secing oth-
my humble pen.  How proud was 3r. | ers happy, 1 entered the cburch with
Arnold of his young friends! Helad, | the eager crowd that accompanied the
at last, found two young beings whose | bridal party. There I saw the beau-
presence would solace his  dechming | teous bride and her noble companion.
years, and bring to his soul a degree | Mr. Arnold too was there, and I must
of peace to which he was long a stran- | not forget Mrs. Crawford, who had so

ger. faithfully adhered to her young mistress
Amy became his adopted daughter | in all her varied fortunes—she, too, was
and heiress to all his wealth, and Rut- | an eager and delighted spectatress, i
ledge obtained his imwmediate consent I saw Mr. Arnold give away the
to his union with ber. fair being he now called lis daughter,

The Willans’s looked on the good | wd tears of mingled joy and sadness
fortune of the former dress-maker,* as 1 stole down his sorrow-furrowed cheeks.
the most inexplicable thing imagin- When 1 returned to the little ian )
able.” Miss Arabella went into fits | where I stopped that day, I could not
when she heard it. Mrs. Willan<looked | help inquirimng, with <ome degvee of in-
on with cold dignity. Mr. Willans, ) terest. abont the personages who had
senior, had 100 much to do with his | tuken part m the scene 1 had just wit-
dogs and horses, to attend to mattess : nessed. Mine hast told me the sunple
of a more trivial natwre. and Mr. | bt affecting narvative T have feebly |,
Willans, juaior, shocked bis sister by attempted to deseriiwe.
ejaculating « capital.” D Mro Arnold bad chosen this sweet

John Henry was one morning found . and retired spot for his home, as it was
dead, the wretched man having put an  here his earhest and happiest days were
end to his own life.  In his prison-romm  <pent. The worthy gentlewan’s health
were found confessions that discovered  tad rapidly improved wnder the happy
his character to the world in all its hid- | circumistances of the Jast few months,
cous deformity.  1lehad heen the ruin - and the gloom that so long hang over
of old Mr. Rutledge, aud the cause of | him has been dissipated by the cheering
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tuin Rutledge and his young wife,
May his last days be happy, and his end
be peaceful.
Giovanyi.
July, 1836.

THE DREAM OF LORD NITHSDALE.
BY CHARLES MACKAY.

{Lord Nirusvatg, as is well known, was
condemned to death for his participation
in the Rebellion of 1715 By the exer-
tions of his true-hearted wife, Winifred,
he was enabled to escape from the Tower
of London on the night before the morn-
ing appointed for his exec-tion. The
lady herself—noble soul '—uas related,
in simple and touching language, in a
letter to her sister, the whole circumstan-
ces of her lord’s escape.

u Fnrev;)e\\ to thee, Winifred, dearest and
est !
Farewell to thee, wife of a courage so
high !~
Come hither, and nestle again in my breast,
Comg hither, and kiss. me again erc |
iel—
And when I'm laid bleeding and low in the
dust,
And yield my last breath at a tyrant's
decree,
1.ook up—bhe resign’d—and the God of the

Just
Will shelter thy fatherless bairnies and
thee!”

She wept on his breast, but, ashamed of her

tears,
She dash’d off’ the drops, that ran warm
down ker cheek ;
¢ Be sorrow for those who bave leisure for
tears—
O pardon thy wife that her soul was so
weak!
There is hope for us still, and I will not
despair,
Thoufgh cowards and traitors exultat thy
ate;
I sho:lv the oppressors what woman can
are,
I'll show them that love can be stronger
than bate !

Lip to lip, heart to heart, and their fond
arms entwined,

smiles and unceasing attentions of Cap-
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He hias hissd her againg and agam, and
again ,
“ Farewdl to thee, Wmified, pride of thy
hind,
Sole ray in my darhnes. sole joy in my
pain!”
She has rone—he has heard the last sound
of her uead
He has canght the last glimpse of her
robes at the door .—
Slie has gone, and the joy that her presence
had shed,
May cheer the sad heart of Lord Nithsdale
no tnore.

And the prisoner pray'd in his dungeon
alone,
And thought of the morn apd its dread-
ful array,
Then rested his head on his pillow of stone,
And slumber'd an hour ere the dawning
of day.
Oh, balm of the weary! Oh, soother of
ain !
Thntpsxill to the sad givest pity and dole,
How gently, ob slecp! lay thy wings on his
brain,
flow sweet wete thy dreams to his deso-
late soul!

Once more on bis green native braes of the
Nith,
He plnck’d the wild bracken, a frolicsome

boy ;
He sportcd, his limbs in the waves of the
Frith ;
He trod the green heather in gladness and
ay ;—
On his gallant grey steed, to the hunting be
rode
In Dis boonet a plume, on his bosom a
star; X
He chased the red deer to its mountiain
abode,
And track’d the wild roc to its covert afar

The vision was changed. In a midsummer
night

He roamed with his Winifred, blooming and
young;

He gazed lon her face by the moon’s mellow
light

And I§Vix;g and wzim were the words on

his tongue.

Thro’ good and thro’ evil he proved to be

true
And loved through all fortune bis Win-
nic alone;
And he saw the red blush o'er her cheek as
itflew,
And heard her sweet voice that replied
to his own.
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Onee aguin it has changed.  Inhis maatgd
arLay,
Lo, he rides at the head of his gallam
v men!

away,

And the el are 2l gathered from
mountan ael vicn

For exiled King Jamee, their dwling and

lLord,
They taise the loud slogan—they rush to
the war.
The tramp of the battle resounds on the
sward—

Unfurl'd is the banaer—unsheath'd the
claymore !

The vision hag fled like a sparkle of light.
And dark is the dream that posesses lum
now :
The morn of his doom has succecded the
night,
And the damp dews of death gather fast
on his brow.

He hears in the distance a faint mwfiled ‘

drum,
And the tow sullen boom of the diath-
tolling bell ;
The block is prepared, and the headsman
is come,
And the victim, barchended, walks forth
from his cell.—

No! No! ’twas a vision! bis hour wa= not
vet,
And waking, e turned on his pallet of
atraw,
-And a form by his side he could never for-

get,
By the pale misty light of a taper he saw.
#°Tis T s thy Wintred! "—softly he saud,
 Arouse thee anl follow—be bold, never
feas!
There was danger abroad, but my errand
has sped,
I promised to save thee—and lo! I am
here!”

He rose et the summons and little they spoke
The gear of a Jady she placed on his
beadd ;
She coverd his limbs with & womanly
clonk,
And ]).’;inu'd his cheeks with a maidenly
red.
*One kiss, my dear lord, and begone!—
and heware !
Walk softly—I follow I” Ob guide them
and save,
Frow the open assault, from the intricate
snare,
Thou, Provi lence, friend of the good and
the brave !

i end commanding ;
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They have pass'd nnsuspected the guard at
the cell,
And the sentinel band that keep watch
at the gate;

Aud the pibtoch 15 heard on the Inlis far . One peril remams—it is past—atl is well!

They are free: and ber love has proved
stronger than hate.
They wmie gone—who shall follow ?—their
ship’s on the brine,
And they sail unpursued to a far friendly
shore,
Where love and content at their hearth may
entwine,
And the warfare of kingdoms divide
them no more.

WILLIAM COURTNEY.

Among the acquaintances T formed
during a formight’s stay at the little
town of B , @ few summers ago,
was an elderly gentleman of the name
of Cuurtney. In person. he was tall
his features were
still handsome, though * many a furrow
in his care-worn cheek” showed that to
sorrow he was no stranger. 1Ilis hair
and beard were grey, approaching to
white, but the lustre of his hazel eye
was little dimmed by the lapse of years.
His step, though feeble, was dignified,
his deportment quict, and his maaner
courteons. From the time when I was
fiest introduced te Mr. Courtney, his
whole air and appearance inspired me
with respect towards him, almost akin
to veneration. Some trifling attention
on my part won me lus good-will, and
every day increased our mutual attach-
ment, which even seemed to gain
strength from the discrepancy of our
ages.

My aged friend was fond of walking,
and as I often accompanied him in his
long rambles, I had frequent oppor-
tunities of remarking the peculiar
points in his halits and character.
Though cheerful and condescending to
all whom he met, Mr. Courtney was,
when alone, sad and even gloomy.
Often, as we strayed along the winding
beach that fringes the sea at this delight-
ful spot, would he gaze forth over the

——




Ll'l‘l".l'u\l Y MAGAZINE.

blue expanse, as f m eager expectation
ol some  “ white-winge d <hup,”

while

words low, and idistinet, would escape -
" his hands were clasped tightly across Jus

his lips. Then he would fix his eyes

slc.u“lntl) on the -rround, and movean !

as if quite unconscions of my prescuee.
A strange mystery hung over him,which
I \.\ml) attempted to penetrate.

One evening, an unwonted melan-
chioly seized lum; a dark shadow ~at
on his brow, in spite of all his efiorts
to shake it off. 1 tried to cheer him
by conversation, but I failed. 1le had
that afternoon proposed a walk to the
“ Fairy Brudges,” and thitherward we
were now “Lndm«r our way. When,
however, we had ;zamt.d the summit of
a grassy headiand, over which our route
lay, he complamed of fatigue, and by
tacit cousent we stretched  oursch és
on the sward.  The evening was calin,
and the prospect from where we lay
wis delightful,  Before vs the sea, on

whoxse now peaceful bosom the glorious

rays of the sun were beautitully Teflect-
img.  On one side of us Jay the town
or rather village of B——, with its

background of green hills, and its little |

church topplm" above the surrounding
houses, while neat cottages, with plctt)
lawns in frout, skirted the xmrnm of the
shore.  Un the other side, and extend-
g behind us far as the eye could reach,

were piles of frowning mountains, that

raised thetr prou(l ll(t'l(lb on high as if

in envious rivalry of the clear, uncloud-
ed sky above them.
of human beings were moving inces-
santly to and fro along the stmnd, and
here and there some little boat, “a
wandering star of ocean,” might be seen

Below us crowds .

rising and sinking with lazy compmurc :

on the calm surface of the deep. A
geatle, almost unbroken silence, prevail-
ed; all was hushed, and universal na-
ture seemed to sleep.

I was gazmg in a state of dreami-
ness, into winch the loveliness of the
scene and the all-absorbing stillness

i affect iny aged and valued friend.

15
_heneath, when a stitled groan drew my
attention 10wy compamon. e had
started up from bis recumbent position

knees 5 his face was deadly pale, and a
slrangc wild fire shot from s upturned
eyes.

« My God! Mr. Courtney, are you
il I eagerly inquired.  His Iips moved
but I recerved no answer. My (ear
friend, for the love of heaven! tell me
what i< the matter,” 1 aguin asked.
He turned round at my repeated inquiry,
looked mowntully at me, and then re-
lapsed into his former apathy. 1 watch-
ed him anxiously for some moments,
during which tine he seemed alive to
nothnw but the thoughts that were
lnr'lwng his breast. ’l\\as now
growing late 5 the setting sun’s last rays
were sheddig their glones over sea and
fand, when the low, soothing melody of
a Nute, played by some person among
the 1acks beneath, seemed strangely to
The
wild expression of his face gave way
to one of gentle sadness, and I saw
tear after tear trickle down his pale
cheek,

# A tear of sweet relief,
A tear of rapture and of grief]
The feeling heurt alone can know,
What coft emotions make it fow.”

I did not Iike to intrude on lus sacred
feelings, for 1 saw that some deep-
rooted sorrow preyed on his mind 5 and
the monarch of day had long since tm-
ged the western wave with goid and
purple, ere 1 suggested the propncty of
returning lmmc

« Stay, my young friend,” he <aid,
with sometiung like tranquility, ® my
conduct of this evening wmust seem

strange to you, but this day is to me
the anniversary of the bitterest oceur-
rence that has soured the cup of my
existence.  But,”? he added, « with an
emphasis that caused a feartul forebod-

" ing m 1y breast, ¢ the dregs shall soon
had thrown me, on the unrufiled waters

be swallowed, and then — — but no, {
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wast, T owidl be eadm™ He paveed
awlude, wd thengw e tone of assamcd
cheafulness, hie said. =it dowa azaiu,
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the grass i dry, and will do us no haym,

amd [ will tell youwy ~tory, dull though

it be, and tales of sarrow seldom amuse

the vars of youth.”

J had na time to express the interest
tfelt in all that retated to him, when
he proceeded to telf the following nar-
rative, which L «hall give as near as |
can in his own words :

“ My father was the vicar of a smal} '

patsh near Dubling T was lus efdest
cluld and only son; when I was very
young he died suddenly, leaving so the
chage of my afflicted mother wmp-cly
and two sisters,  She took every care
and pains {o graft in our young minds
the fne of God wnd of religion, vor
were her labors altogether unsuccesiul
My voung sistees, Bfen and Lanwra,

socn earned the vakie of paety, aud

were mindful of thet Creator w the
days of thewr youth; but 1 was way-
ward and impulave 5 my ambition, wmor-
dinate as my passions were ungovern-
able. Al the kil teaining of my
gentle mother, though not entively lost,
failed to endue me with that spirit of
meckness and docility which her pre-
cepts and conduct laid before wie.
Still my mother loved me with a fond-
ness that mothers’ hearts alone can fech.
If { were troubled with the shightest
pain or illness, she would watch over
me with the tenderest solicitude, and
often when, by neglecting her injunc-
tions, I have fallen into danger or met
with accident, instead of reproaching
me harshly for my disobedience, she
has rejuiced over my escape, or kindly
ministered to my wants.

My sisters were both younger than
wyself.  Ellen, who was the clder of the
two girls, was like her mother, mild and
gentle 5 her bair was auburn, and her
eves blue and sputtual ; her face was
pale and melancholy, and wore a dreamy
and pensive expession ; there was a

sweetness i e yotee, a softness i her
pranner, and @ baemony i her every
gestuee, that aceorded well with the
ursuthed purity and modest firinness of
bermind. Alas? hers was ¢ the beauty
with that fearful bloom—thae hue that
haunted her to the tomb.”  Ellen was
a fluwer, too bright, too beautiful, for
carthly gardens; in paradise she shall
never fade.  But 1 s anticipating.

Laura was gay and lively ; her in-
nocent heart wis ever open to pleasure,
aud yowmight read her whole soul in the
fight of her large eyes. Her brown
haw wontoned luxuriantly around her
finely formed neck.  fier figure was
slight. but the Hebe-like tinge on her
soit cheek told of health and happiness.
The clear music of her voice, where-
ever it was hieard, cafled up visions of
Joy and kope, aud ofien has my hasty
autd imperious temper been sofiened by
the yvesisuble milwence of her glad-
sone e,

1 have tingered long on these early
reimniscences of our then happy little
circle, for these days were sonie of the
stray flowers | have met with in my
life’s thoray path.

When 1 was about twelve years of
age | was sent to a public boarding-
school, where 1 made many enemies
and few friends.  With the wmasters I
was no favorite, proud as I was, and
incapable of restraint : but this very
pride made me independent of their
censures. 1 could not bear to have
a rival unsubdued, and no  object
once thought of, seemed too great
to be sought and obtained. At the
examinations | was mostly successful.
Though1 could vanquish others, alas ! 1
never learned to conquer myself.

While at this school, where I remain-
ed for upwards of three years,I made
toleruble progress in the old authors and
became acquainted with the different
systems of ancient philosophy, but to
the more usefullessons of humility and
self-restraint 1 paid no attention. After
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my veturn Immo lpnmmd my ~tud|cs
with mereased diligence, with the view
of entermg the university with rome
© degree of eredit.
e the mysterice of science and ¢ gram-
4 maye,” for some three months, when
" ont day a letter came to my mother
from her brother, Mr. Granville, con-
taiming a pressing invitation to me to
spend a few weeks at Hart Lodge,
which was the name of my uncle’s re-
sidence.  Attiest | demurred, and said
! 1 could not leave my books, but the en-
treaties of my mother and sisters, and
the prospect of enjoyment held out to
me, at last induced me to go.

An avenue of stately treesled to my
unele’s mansion, which lay in a quiet
secluded <pot almost surrounded by hills.
i The house itself was a queer old-fash-
4 ioned structure, with a verdant lawn
- streteling out in front,
by a neatly clipped hedge. In the
rear was agarden wineh 'xboundcd in
frins of every description, and com-
" omanded a view of o beantiful isle-be-

uppled past the foot of the oichard,
pour_d its clear waters, after many a
serpent-hhe winding.

The beauty and <implicity of 1lart

ble and tedium of my journey ; for in
those days travelling wasnot '15 conve-
ment and expeditious as now,

My relative was a kind, good-na-
tur*d old gentleman, somewlnt eccen-
tric, but hospitable and benevolent.
He had married at an age when bache-
¢ lors generally despair of finding a help
meet for them.  Having fallen'in love

moderate civcumstances, he was resolv- |
ed to have her.  [le wooed and won
but lus young bride did not long  enjoy
her newly-acquired honors.  She died
" oin gwving birth o her first child—a
* daughter.

i with the danghter of a werchant in
I :

in my life. Never will 1 forget tho

I had buried myself !

circumnsceribed |

<pangled Take, into winch a rivalet that s

Lodge amply compensated for thc trou- |

1 must now hasten on to a new epach

strange emotions with which my young
bosom thrilled,when § first bebeld Mary
Granville.  er every feature s still
present to my memory, as | <aw her

loveliness.” She was about . year
younger than I was. To describe her
would fail me, but when I <ay that m
faultless beauty as well as m sweetness
of disposition, she was a perfect angel,
T scarcely overstep the limits of truth;
“ Grace was in all her steps, heaven in her
eye,

In evcr_y? gesture dignity and love.”

T saw and loved her, nor was my affec-
tion unrequited.  Xre many days vclap-
sed, our henrts were closely cemented.
Mary infused into my sou) “sweelness
unfelt before.” My pride and bas<h-
ness melted away beneath the sunchine
of her gentle glance, while she clung
to me with the carnest and unaffected
simplicity of girlish love Oh! what a
fortnight we spent together! Itwasa
h.xppv dream, that pzmnon of my boy-
hood. I have always looked back with
sentiments of mingled dchght and bit-

 terness at this early clmpler in the book
of my existence. Oh! why did 1
barter all my softest feelings, my love,
my conscience and my Inppmocf to
my own blind folly? Vain question!
Useless regret! Those blessed hours
are long since past recalling, and T must
now p'uunlly spin out the chequered
web of my fate.

Mary and [ used to iake long walks
together. The pleasant grovc the
,(I'naled hill, and the broad meadow,
| were all open to us; but our favorite

re<ort was an old castle, about a mile
| from the Lodge, wlnch, to onc ap-
i proaching it, seemed to rise ont of the
i lake, which it bordered. Bencath its
! venerable walls we bave often sat for
§hours, dreaming of future luppiness.
{ One evening I ventured apenly to de-
| clare ny love ; with blushing modesty
<he confessed that it was returned. |
.w.\s enraptured, and, knecling at her

then, in all « the might, the majesty of
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side, promsed cndless fidelity and un-
ceasing devetion.  We spent a few !
howi s of unbroken bliss, and not tifl the |,
gathering clouds forewarned us of a .
coming stovi, tdd we baster howeward.
When I returned to the house, 1 found i
|
1
1

my uncle sitting i the parlor. e
seemed more reserved than was fos |
wont, and to his inquiry as to where we
had been, 1 had scavcely time to an-
swer when he pomted silently to aletter
that lay on the table. 1t was frommy
mother, and contained sad news,  Poor
fallen had taken very ill, and was not
expected (o live wany day<, and T was
desired to set out tor home with all
haste.

The next mornng 1 ic{t Hart Lodge.
As I bade Mary fareweil, a tear mors-
tened bier bright eye. 1 prest her hand
tenderly ; I clasped her to my breast
—my lips met hers in a Jong and ardent
kiss, and 1 hurried away from the pot,
which to me was hallowed by many a
dear vecolleetion. My uncle had not
seen our parting.  He was busy order-
ing out the carnage that should convey
me to the next town. When I was
getting into the vebicle he seized my
hand warmly, and bidding me be a good
boy, and mnd what wmy mather ~aid to
me, turned into the house. As the
good old man spoke to me, 1 conld see
the big tear-drop roll down his still
manly check.

When 1 gct home, my dear sister
was no more. Calnly and peacefully
she had yielded up her soul to God,
and closed her eyes forever on the
things of time, only to behold in their
full and undimmed splendor the glories
of eternity.

“ Death burst t’ involving cloud and all
wag day.”

Her last prayer had been for my
welfare. My mother’s grief way deep,
but mellowed with resignation.  Lag-
ra’s little heart was almost broken s !
she secmed lonely and deserted, and
the former wntlinkmg gaicty of her |

!
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childhood gave place to a scriousness
that was httle suited to her years,
1 now apphied myself with renewed

" eneray tomy studies, and, in the Octo-

ber followmg my s ter’s death, entered
Trinity College. My labois wepe at-
tended with success, and my name stood
Ingh in the list of those who entered
with me.  Ulus, by increasing my am-
ition, urged me on (0 more strenuous
exertions, and honor followed honor
with flattering rapidity.

Although £ was well known in the
College, my rooms were scldom visted.
[ had tew acquaintances and less friends.
But, i all my endeavors. one gentle
nmage was before me, whose eye beam-
ed encouragement ; in my waking and
sleeping thoughts, that well loved form
was ever prescnt to my mind, and
seemed to point to future fame. Vain
man! A cloud hangs over thy bright-
est prospects § Thy best resolutions
are but promises, and thy noblest deeds
tinged with sclfishwess!  Verily, alf,
all is vauity !

Among the very few with whom 1
lived on terms of anything like inti-
macy, was a fellow gowns-tnan, whom
1 shall call Juban Hesbat. 1le was
bandsome and clever ; his appearance
was prepossessing, and his manners en-
gaging ; but his principles were uncet-
tled, and bLis notions of morality cxtra-
vagant. 1lle was, bke mysell, ambi-
tious, but he was more unscrupulous as
to the mecans by which he gained his
object. Ilowever, when 1 first met
him, he won my confidence, and we
became constant companions.

I had now been at college for nearly
threc sessions, during which time I had
never seen Mary Granville,  One
evening, within a few weeks of the Long
Vacauon, Ilerbert came into my room

: and told me that a young gentleman of

the name of (Girabam was going to give
a ball 1o Jus fellow students, previous to
lus departure for the continent, whither
he was soon 10 set out, on s travels,
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1\\:1% mnlod At ﬁrsl T refused to -
g0, but my friend pressed ne so hard
that 1 had to yield.

1 went, and from that hour a ¢ glean
of peace” has seldom shot through the
cloud of angnish” that has long over-
hung my dreary path.

Here T was introduced to FEliza
Shanley ; we talked, we danced, and
oh! what strange commotions agitated

my breast when my arm encircled her ;'

graceful form! and how my heart -
quailed beneath the resistiess power of
her beauty ! I even thought that she
sometimes looked at me with tender-
ness, and that a blush suffused her
cheek when my eyes met hers, and
with what joy did my bosom thrill at
those moments! T was intoxicat.d,
and the more I gazed, the more eaocrly
did T drink in large draughts of the
poison. That p01son entered my soul,
and reason and duty fled before its
baneful presence. DMary was forgot-
ten; my vow was broken. I must
pass over the cvents of that night. It
is like a terrific vision that I shudder
to recall. Al T rcmember s that 1
swore eternal constancy to Eliza Shan-
ley 5 that she answered me not indifi-
erently ; that our lips and hearts met
in fond embrace, and I returned to my
room a changed, changed being ; my
best feelings loxt my honor sacrificed,
and my sacred pled're violated. A

| B——.

earnest conversation.

blind victim to a passion that ruined all
my hopes of happiness, I was led astray
by the charms of a beautiful but capri-
cious gl

Two years elapsed. 1 had gradua-
ted, and my literary exertions had won
me a considerable reputation, but a !
wild fire was all this time burming with-
inme. But it grows late and I must -
hasten on.

1 had been about a month at home |
in the summer of 18—, when I 2ot a |
letter from my uncle conuratulating !
me on my success, and saving, further, :
that he intended to go with \hr) to ll

! she did not reside in the city ;
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a qmet seq- h.nlung place for some
time, and strongly urged me to join
them, and bring my mother and sister

- with me.

‘They consented, and we all met at
My uncle welcomed us cor-
dially, and as I spoke to Mary she
shed tears of joy. We had not met
for years, and had corresponded little,
bu* the fond girl had ascribed my neg-
-ct towant of time. The sight of her
for a while re-kindled my former flame.
She looked more lovely than I had even
expected.  The childish grace of for-
mer years was blending into  the ma-
ture beauty of womanhood. [fer af-

- fection for me was unaltered ; nay it

was increased 3 still 1 felt that 1 did
not love her as of yore. I was infat-
uated ; some evil genius must have
posessed me. Fora x while she did not
perceive my coldness nor suspect me
of inconstancy. But the day is ap-
proaching.

One evening, shortly after our arri-
val at this place, I was taking a soli-
tary ramble along the shore, when, as
1 was getting round one of those jutting
rocks you see from here, great was my
surprise to meet Miss Slmnley and
Julian Ierbert, walking towards me at
a quiet pace, and engaged ina low and
T was astonish-
ed, but being too near them to retire
unperceived, I continued my course
with affected unconcern.  Herbert
greeted me with the easy familiarity of
an old chum, and Eliza warmly express-
ed her pleasure at seeing me. But
there was something in her manner, and
the wuncertain cxpression of her eyes,
that completely mystified me.

After our first meeting at Graham’s
ball, we had seldom scen each other, as
but we
had regularly corresponded.  Ier
apparent intimacy with Herbert, too,
unsettled e nota little. 1 had never
beard him speak of her.

“ What a singular girl she iust be,”

i
it
|
i
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[
|
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j
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1 thought, as 1 (\uwd m)scH from
accompann g them.  As moved
homewanrd 1 could nat lwlp looking |
hack at their reeeding forms, and as |
saw M Shanley’s dine figure, bent

eracefully towards Tlerhert, as she

|

|
i
B

leaned on his manly arm, the sharp

arrow of jealousy prereed my breast.

On my return to the house where we
stopped, my strange and absent air
attiacted the notice of the family 5 but

to theiv euquivies T only answered sul-

lenly, and, at last, to avoid further soli-
citation, 1 leti the room, and went out
to a hittle garden at the back of the
house, to wdulge, uadisturbed, in my
gloomy icllections. T was not very
jong there when I heard a light fuot
approaching, and when 1 looked round,
Mary stood beside me.

“ Dear Williaw,” she said, as she
laid her swall hambatiectionately on my
shoulder, * what is the matter with you,
your mauner is <o strange tlis evening ?
Are you unwell 17

“ Leave me to myself,” T replied
har<hly, ¢ 1 am in no humor to be tri-
fled with.” My heart smote me as [
sard this, but the evil spirit was on me,
urging me on to what wy inmost soul
revolted against.  When the veil was
thus rudely torn aside that concealed
my real fechngs towards her, Mary
bwrst into tmrs, and, looking at me re-
proachfully, went away.

The next morning, when the family
were taking an early walk, lerbert
called.  He was gowng (o take an ex-
cwrson to , and wished me to
Join hum. 1 would not go. e went,
and 1 felt eader in my mind.
evening 1 walked out alone, in expec-
tation of meeting her, in whow all my

tound her on ¢ the banks.”  Her man-
ner toward me was kind, even tender.

"That -
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When we were returning bome, as
we were slowly wending our way up
one of thase <loping hills that descend
fiom the town to the shove, I could <ce
the figure of a female who was regard-
ing me with marked attentson, from the
top of the declivity. Tong ere we
reached the st she hadd sanished.

The next morning, at breakfas, 1
[ was astonrhed to find my fair consin
untsually cheerful.  “T'he morning was
somewhat clowdy ,and threatened to be
showery, but about noon the face of
nature began to smile. At dinner
Mary proposed a long walkk to an old
castle, strangely bwdt on a stapendous
rock that overhung the deep, about two
miles from the H)Lur(,. 1 pleaded a
prior engagement ; as 1 spoke of 1t a
transitory flush mantled May Gran-
ville’s cheek, but, in a seaningly cave-
less tone, ske said she was determined
on seeing it, as <he had heard much of
its singular and romwcatic  sitnation.
My wother was coutined to the house
from the feeble state of her health, and
my wncle, for some time past, bad been
afilicted with gout; so there was none
to patticipate in my cousin’s enterprise
but Lawra.  Wuh strange ungallantry
1 allowed the fair girls to set out alone,
My very mature rebelled against my
conduct, but [ persisted m my course
of ruin. The meubus of infatuation
pressed mej [ felt ity influence, but
could not shuke it off.

Mary arranged her toilet with more
than usual care, and went torth, accom-
panied by wmy <ster, hvely and light-
hearted,  As <he Jeft me, she sad na
tone of levity, * Willam, I am going

. to take a very loug walk, and 1 hope
cyow will enjoy yowrsell 6l 1 return.
theughts were now wrapped wp. T

i
i
i
1

My vamty was tlattered, and I yielded

myself up to the soft delusion that she
loved me. My passion became wilder,
more consuming than ever.

|
l

Good bye.”

Her words impressed me <trangely.
T had half a mund to follow her, and
implore ber {orwveness, but the hour
of grace was past.  Never did 1 for-
get the look that Mary cast at wme
when she left me that fatal evening.
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Many a long and weary year has run
its comse sinee then, but that fook has -

ever haunted my ~oul.

About an hour or so after my cousin
and sister had left the house, | salised
forth, with the intention of having an
imterview with  Ehza Shanley.

1’00},

bt my efforts were unsuceessful 5 and,
at last, dispirited and disappointed, 1
bent my steps homeward.

On wy return I was considerably
. alarmed at finding that neither of the
- girls had retwned My mother was
almost distracted, end my uncle httle
better. 1 went forth to search for
them, but all my efforts were frmtless.
I returned; my hewt erushed and my
spivit broken.  Fhe night was far spent,
and no word of them. I roused somne
of the people in the neighborhood, and
requested their assistance, which they
readily gave. We divided ourselves

into parties ; we s2arched lony and !

cagerly, but in vain, Ni passed,
morn dawned, still they appearcd not.
- L4 * - *

Next day, about noon, two bodies
were found on the strand, about a mile
from the town, firmly clasped in each
other’sarms.  Tsaw, 1 recognized them,
but T remember nomore. A fieree, con-
suminy fire of agony burst into the dark
chambers of my soul, and burned up

She
had appomted to meet me about this ¢
hour near a place called the Long !
But [ looked for ber in vain,
1 waited 1} it was late, searching every
place where 1 thought 1 might find her,
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ceased to embitter my lde. 1 have felt
as it the muk of Clain were fiwed on
me, and though, to strangers, I may
appear quiet,and even cheerful, T have
never known one brief howr of enjoy-
ment since that day.

The terrible shock <he received on
heavng the fearful news, united with
the feeble state of her health, soon
hrried my poor mother to the grave.
She died at B . My uncle sur-
vived her only a few months. The
loss of his darlmeg  Mary affected his
mind, and his wild outbursts of grief
were distressing to witness,  We had
not left B——- long when he bade
farewell to the affairs of earth. T was
left heir to his property.

Herbert and Miss Shanley disap-
peared, no one knew whither. Iut,
some years ago, [ was pasany through
a large city m England, when a wretch-
ed-looking man, in a squalid garb,
craved me for assistance.  His features
were not to be mistaken. 1 gave him
some money, and hastened away, alinost
unable to master the feelings that strug-
gled in my breast,

I sold my mother’s place and Hart
Lodge, and with the competency this
yielded me, T determmed to seck, m
travel and change of <cenc., a tempo-
rary relief from the sorrow that gnawed
at my beart’s core,

One day as 1 was ransacking some
old papers, a while cfer my wcle’s
death, I found a letter addressed to ny-

self, and =igned « M. .7 in a neat
girlish hand. It contained only those
nad, and when the dehrium left me,it few lines: “ I once thowght you loved
was on'y to be succeeded by a settled j me, but Thave beens deccived.  Lhave
despondency, that has followed me for | seen the cause of your late estrange-
many a tedious year. Since then L ment. DMay God forgive you as
have witnessed many a wondrous scene. ' freely as she dues, whose heart ynu
1 have been in strange lands; [ have i have broken. Farewell, we shall
. basked beneath the smile of summer, | meet no more on earth.”> None but
and shuddered at winter’s frown; 1| myself ever suspected the cause and
have tiied the world, and [ have court- ; manner of the death of the two young
ed sobtude, but the remewmbrance of | girls.

that eventful night has never, never Mary and Laura walked on briskly

my reason.  For weeks I lay raving
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for some tise after they left the house
to gu and see the old castle the for-
mer had spoken of, uil} they came o a
large cavern, where they proposed to
restawhile.  Laura weat to explore the
cavern,and left Mary sitting on a stone
atatsentrance. s the former was ad-
miring and collecting some shells which
the tde had left behind, a2 loud
plashin the water made her hasten out.
Waen she came to the spot where <he
had feft Mary, <he was not there, bt
the sight of a female’s dress, appearing
above the surface of the water at some
distance, brought the dreadiul truth to
Lier ymnd, that her friend had fallen w.

Regardless of her own life, the noble-

minded  girl, plimged  into  the
waves. She waded as far as
could, and had just caught hold of
Mary's dress, when the tide brought
her far beyond her depth. :
gles were now useless.  She eried. but
none heard her. The dark waves
closed over them!

Now my dear young friend, you have
heard the <tory of my dark hife. 1
lve unburtheacd my mind to you.
and I am sure you fomhe me. But
judge not hastily, you know not what
dangers may beset your own patin
I have hved a lonely. friendless wan-
derer for many a dreary year. Twas
at this very place. on this very day of
the year, that all my hopeswere wreek-
ed, and after forty ycars roving. ' have
come here to die.”’

Mr. Courtney finished.
his life, «ad and gloomy.
erred, erred grievowly, and by a life
of acute mental sulfering, he hitter)y
pad the penalty of his errors.

Hiy story made a deep. and. T trust,
a whalesome ympre<sion, an wy wind.

Gifted with unusually brilliant tal-

Such was
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an to @ course of combuct, that ended
ur wisery and remorse.  Oh! how we
should stiive 1o resist the first prompt-
s of the great tempter, and to cul-
tivate that self control, which will en-
ab'e us to escape the toils of the Arch-
Schiemer,and to baflle the wiles of the
wicked and designing ! should we not
seck after that humility, which is set
before us by our Divine Pattern, and
strive. i early life, for the atfainment
of that grace, 1that wisdom from above,
that will direct and sustain vs in all our
temptations, and assist and support us
i all our trials!

Witliam Courtney’s bones are now
mingling with the dust.  On Ins death-

. bed he Jiowed signs of sincere repent-

she .

Her strug-

1le had .

ents, he was a slave to pride and am-

bition. Ilis pride led Inm on 1o acts
that warred against his better feclings,
and his passions not being brought under
proper control to his reason, urged him

ance.

*+ No further seek his merifs to disclose,
Nor draw his frailties from their dread
nbo(]";“

When the last trwmpet shall sound
he shall appear before a just but mer-
ciful judge, where he. and all the
sojourners of earth, must give an ac-
count of the deeds done i the bady.

Giovaxss,

THE BLIND.
Ah Y think if June's delicious rays
The eve of sorraw can illume,
Or wild December's bearaless days
Canfling o'er all a2 transient gloom.
Ab! thnk, if skies obscure or brighy,
Can thus depress, or charm the wind,
Ab! think, midst cloads of utter night,
What mournful moments wait the Blind.

Andwho shall tell bis cause for woe?

To love the wife he nc'er can see;
To e a sire. yet nottoknow

The silent babe that climbs his knee.
To have his feelings daily torn

With pain, the passing meal to find :
To live distrest and die forlorn,

Are L3 that oft await tiwe Blind.

When to the breezy upland led,
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At noon, or blushing eve, or mon,
He hears the red-breast eerhos bead,

Winle round him breathes the sceated
thorn,

But, oh ! instead of nuture’s face,
lidls, dales, and woods, and streams com-
bined ;
Instead of tints, and forms of grace,
Night's blackest mantle shrouds the Blind.

If rosy youth bereft of sight,

Midst countless thousands, pines unblest ;
As the gay flower, withdrawa from light,
Row s to the earth where all must rest.

Ch' think, when life's dechining hours
To chilling penury are consigned,

And pain bas palsied all his powers,
Ah? think what woes await the Blind.

CARGEN WATER.

Nae mair in Cargen’s woody glens,

And rocky streams, ') jonely stray ¢
Or where, meandering thro’ the plains,

t winds amang the meadows gy

Nae mair, slow wandering down its side,

The sweet primroses 1 will pu’;
N:e mair amang the hazels hide,

And bid the nuisy world adieu.

Nae mair beneath the spreading trees
That shade its banks, I'ltroam nlong,
To hear, scft swelling on the breere,
The linnet tune its sweetest song.
Nace muair, when gloamin’ hides the hili,
And thick’ning shades invade the glen,
I'll hear its murmurs, slow and still,
Far frac the busy haunts of men.

Nac mair wi' gamesome, youthfu’ glee,
T'll sport yon lofty woods among;
Or view the distant swelling sea,
Its foaming surges sweep along.
Tho' distant far, 1 lonely stray,
AAnd heasy griefs ny bosom swell,
On these fair sceacs of lifc's young day,
Yet memery fondly loves to dwell.

INEQUALITIES OF GENIUS.

We  observe, frequently, singular
inequalities in the labors of gemus
and particularly in those which adinit
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aieat enthusaasn, as i poetry, pant-
e aad muse. But, sarely, this s not
difficult to bt acconnted for!  Fault-
less medier ety wdostry can preserve
in one continued dewree 5 but excel-
Zence is only to be attuned, by human

» faculties, by starts.

Our poets who possess the greatest
genius, with, perliaps, the Jeast indus-

try, have, at the same time, the most

splendid and the worst passages in poe-
try. Shakspeare and Dryden are at
once the greatest and the least of our
poets.

The imitative powers of Pope, who
possessed snore industry than gemus—
though his genius was nearly equal to
greatest pocts—has contrived to ren-
der exery live faultless : yet, it way be
said of 'ope, that kis greatest furdis
consistsin having none.

Trublet, very justly observes “ the
more there are deautlies, and great
beawttes, ina work, J am the Jess sur-
prised to find fawdts, and aveat_fanlis.
When you say of a work that it has
many faults, that decides nothing 5
and I do not know by this whether it is
execrab’e or excelient.  You tell me
of another that is without any faults ;
if your account be just.it is certain the
work cannot be excellent.—Curiosities
of Litcrature.

THOMAS CHATTERTON,

Q pucr, ut sis
Vitaliz, metuo, ¢t majorum ne quis amicus
Frigore te fenat.—Horace.

WE take a inelancholy and not unplea-

" sing infere.’, u. looking back at the

" down to us.

lives and actions of e master-spirits
of former ages, whon: fame has hanled
We often regard tnem
with feelings that partake as well of

: friendship as admiration; not <atisfied

with the meic knowledge of their ex-
istence, we wish to become acquainted
with every circulastance of therwr hves,
and to seek out the cauce of their exal-
tation above their fellows.
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Tins disposition to regard with awe
and veneration the great genitses. who
have past avay fiom this lower world,
Las been found in every are and clime.
W henalive, they may have been basely
negleeted, unpnstly traduced, or attack-
ed wath meredess fury. nav, they may
lave heen sutlered ta starve unassisted.
but when they are dead alf is chanzed,
and honors are heaped on therr ashes
with an extravagance scarcely equalled
by the unrelenting oppres<sion that dis-
tinguished thewm through hife.

Some, mdeed, there are, too, whowe
enmity does not die, even when the ob-
Jeet of it kas ceased ta eaint, but whe

with envious ill-nature, continue 1o cast !

aspersons on him who hias been the butt
of their malignancy, when he can wo
longer either feel or resent the smart,

"T'o both thew systems of persecu-

tion the subject of the present esay -

was a helpless victim.  In hie
No kind or fo-tering ray
Shone o er him -—all his path helow
Was over-glovmed Ly clomds of wee
The warmth of hi> voung heart was
chified by colduess awd  deception ;

his merits were depreciated 5 b char- |

acter defamed 5 his actions msrepre-
. of November, in the vear 1752,

~enfed, and at last s spirit crushed
and brokenj and even when all the
hopes of the voung aspirant were bur-
1ed in an untimely grave, the unfecling
<tufe was still carned on over s lifes
less elay. e could not be forzottens
the music of his lyre »till thnlled in
the ear, but there were those who re-
membered his nuae, only ta load it
with reproach and dishovor; who had
pursued him relentlesly when hyving,
and sought to abuse his memory when
dead.

1hs defomersas wellas himself; have
long slept the sleep of death.  11e <hall
answer for his errors before a migzhtier
tribunad than that of nan, and  they
too. shall appear hefore that Judge to
whom account must be rendeicd for
crery dle word.

T MONTREAL

fn ziving 1o the yeader this <hort
mariadin e of Ulatterton™s hie, I <hall
endeavor to steer a mddle cowrse, o
divestmyself of all partiality, and heep
fiee aike fiom andue fnvor or sensee
s~ prejudice. | have taken consder-
able pams i getting my saterials fiom
the most approved ~ourees, and 1 sl
set hefore the reader whatever 1s emi-
nently interesting or worthy of speaal
notice, and use all my <kill to muke the
relation as accurate and agrecuble as
possible.  While 1 set forth Ins briaht
qualities and virtues, I must not thiow
his frailties (for who has not hisshare ?)
into the shade.

Any attempt to revive the memory
of the “ marvellons boy™ must meet the
approbation of +* every san and woman
who admires the gemus of a youth of
too much sensibility to resist the stor-
my clements with which he was ~wi-
rounded from his infaney 5 and a.thouch
winged for the skies, unable from ad-
verse circumstances, to expand his pn-

i sons in the full light of day, wm all thew

merdian g'ory.”

Thomas Chatterton, the son  of
Thowmas and Nurah Chatterton, was
born in the city of Bri~tal, on the 20k
s
father was in the early part of lis hfc
a writing master to a classical schoof
he afterwards became sub-chanter of
the cathedral of Bristol, which office
he held, together with that of waster
of the free school in Pyle Street, m
that city, il the time of lus death.
He is said to have been a man of some
talent and shrewdness, but of a ¢ bru-
tal disposition,” and fond of low com-
pany. e died on the 7th of August
1752, in the Novewber of which year
his posthumous son, ‘Thomas, was born,

From the habits and character of
this man, and the manner, i winch he
1> said to have habitually treated lus
wife, it is to be inferred, that the child
was not likely to suffer anuch by lns
pramature loss, and few cau doubt, that



as the wafe was treated with harshness
and negleet, the sz would have exvpe-
ricaced the same treatment.

At the age of five years, Chatterton
was placed under the care of a Mr.
Love. who succeeded s father in the
office of  school-master ; but with hin
he only earned the character of a stu-
pid boy, and was coon sent back to his
mother.  Tle is not the only instance
of this kind; many of thow whowe
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names stand mah in the departinents of

science and Jiterature, gave no intima-
tion, in the dawning of their days, of
that splendor which afterwards eclipsed
the lesser light of some whose morning
was full of promise. After leaving
Pyle Street school, his mother com-
menced to teach him, but for a long
time her efforts were vain, till onc day
as she was <howing hin an old musical
manusenpt in Freuch, to use her own
words e fe'l in love. 1lis progress
was now a~ rapid as it had formerly
been tardy, and at cicht vears of age
he was <0 eager for books that he read
from the moment he waked, which was

' stuation, composed several verses on

carly. until he went to bed, if they :

would let him.  Under the tuition of
his mother and sister he remained for
nearly three years. during the latter
part of which period he was much en-
gaged in reading all the books he could
procure.  He also occupied himself

with mechanical pursuits, and used to
observe, ¢ that wman might do any

thing he chose.” ln the house in

which Mrs. Chatierton lived at this -

time, there was a small room generally
used for the purpn~c of kcc;;ing lum-
ber, &e. ‘Fhe door was lacked, but
young  Chatterton prevai'ed on his
mether to give him the uwee of the apart-
ment s this he eal'ed his own roon, and
here he frequently <pent hours in <oli-
l}ulc, but it does not appear that at this
tune he produced esther poctry or prose
as the fruit of his study.

On the 3rd of August. 1760, at the
age of seven years and nine months,

© The trumpet sounds at heaven's command,

Chatterton was admitted into Colston’s
school, an establiskment founded i
1708, by Edward Colston, Esqooa
character from whom Chatterton ever
appears to have felta great veneration. |
The rules of this school were strict; [
the boys were clothed by the charity, f
and instructed in veading, writing and
arithmetic.  Chatterton en first enter-
ing the school was very proud of his -
clection, but the young enthusiast had
not heen long an inmate of the estab-
lishment, when he became wearied and
disgusted with the monotony of his
scholastic duties, which were such as
to fit him for a trade.  The same anti-
mercantile disposition evinced itself in
his after-life.

It was customary for the boys edu- |
cated at Colston’s school, to take the
post of door-keepers in rotation, the
office continuing for the space of aweck
at a time, in the occupation of one boy ;
of course the lad in office had much |
leisure time during this period. and
Chatterton, in the week he held the

the last day, which, by the researches
of Wm. 'f'yson, Esq., have been iden-
tified as his first poetical attempt. They
appeared in the Bristol newspaper seven
wecks after he had attained his tenth
vear. It is with a feeling of grati-
fication that they are rescued from the
obscurity in which they were envelop-
cd, and placed before the public eye, as
exhibiting the iflutterings of the un-
fledged eaglet

% Behold ! just coming from above,

The Judge with majesty and love !

The shy divides. and rollsaway,

T admit him thro’ the reabms of day!

The sun, astonished, hides his face,

Tac moon and siars with wonder gaze

At Jesus’ bright superior tays! .
Dread lighunngs flash and thunders roar,
And shake the carth, and briny shore;

And piereeth thro the sea and land;
The dead i cach now hear bus vaice,

e -

g’w’
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The sinners fear, and saints rejoice;

For now the awful hour is come,

When every tenant of the tomb

Must rise, and take his everlasting doom!

This for a child of ten years!

He also paraphrased the ninth chap-
ter of Job, and some chapters in Isaiah.
Sir Herbert Croft, referring to one of
these juvenile productions, remarks,
that ¢« from the circumstance of Chat-
terton’s parentage and education, it is
unlikely, if not impossible, that he
should have met with any assistance or
correction.; whereas, when we read
the ode which Pope wrote at twelve,
and another of Cowley at thirteen, we
are apt to suspect a parcat, friend, or
tutor, of an amiable dishonesty, of
which we feel, perhaps, that we should
be guilty. Suspicions of this nature
touch not Chatterton. He knew no
tutor, friend, or parent, at least no pa-
rent who could correct or assist him.”

After he began to write poetry, lus
disposition changed in some measure ;
the gloom that had hung over him was
partially dispelled, and he became
somewhat cheerful. His inclivation for
satire soon developed itself; to use his
own words *“ he had an unlucky way
for railing, and when the strong fit of
satire was on him, spared neither friend
nor foe.”

The only holidays which the blue-
coat boys ever had were on Saints’ days
and on Saturday afternoons; on these
occasions, Chatterton always spent the
time allowed him at home, generally in
the room which he designated as his
own: here he frequently remained
without meals for many hours, return-
ing from it with face and hands be-
grimed. TIn this room he had ¢ a pounce
bag of charcoal, a great nub of ochre
and a bottle of black-lead powder,”
and the table was covered with letters,
papers, and parchments. IFrom va-
rious evidences that have been adduced,
there can be little doubt but that Chat-
terton contemplated the production of

the Rowleian MSS. before he entered
Colston’s school. A strong proof
of this is his having produced the ¢ De
Burgham” pedigree, whilst an inmate of
that seminary.

Mr. Burgum was a pewterer who
had come to Bristol early in life,in a
very humble capacity, from Gloucester-
shire. He had often noticed Chatter-
ton as an acute blue-coat boy, fond of
books, and had occasionally given him
small sums of money. Burgum was
vain, credulous, and fond of notoriety ;
of his mind, Chatterton had no doubt
taken an admeasurement,and as a proof
of his discernment, gravely practised |
on him the deception most likely to
succeed with one who longed for the
distinction of an illustrious descent.

One Saturday evening during his
holiday hours, Chatterton called on
this gentleman; and with great solemu-
ity told him that he had discovered his
pedigree, clearly traced from a remote
period.  Mr. Burgum was highly plea-
sed, and expressed his urgent desire to
see such an important documerit. Chat-
terton promised to transcribe it for him
from the original manuscript, and a few
days after presented him with a book
cntitled ¢ An account of the family of
the De Burghams, from the Norman
Conquest to this time ; collected from
original Records, Tournament rolls,
and the Heralds of March and Garter
records, by T. Chatterton.” To this
work was prefixed the De Burgham
arms, laboriously painted on parch-
ment, and which bore all the appear-
ance of an ancient document, and ¢ the
parchmnent was of the same kind as
that on which all the presumed docu-
ments of Rowley are written, now pla-
ced in the British Museum.”

‘We may conceive the exultation of
Mr. Burgum, when he first perused
this singu'ar document, on finding “that
he was descended from Sir Simon de
Leyncte Liyze, alias Lenley, in the
reign of William the Conqueror, who

!
¢
|
|
|
i
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m.lrucd \T.ltllda, d'lufrhtu of “al-
theof, Karl of Notrhumberland. North-

ampton and ITuntingdon, of Burgham '

Castle in Northumberland.” Not
doubting the validity of the record, in

which his honors were so deeply impli-

cated, he presented the poor blue-coat

boy with the remuneration of-—five .

shi!lings ; but five shillings was more
by half @ crown than Chatterton had
expected to reccive.

It has been observed that the pedi-
gree of De Burgham forins a subject
fori important consnderauon, ¢ as exhib-
iting an unquestionable proof of that
radical tendency of mind which Chat-
terton felt for inventing plausible fic-
tions, and in support of which senti-
ment his whole life forms one mass of
authority. Few can doubt but that he
posessed that peculiar disposition, as
well as those pre-eminent talents, the
union of which was both necessary and
equal to the great productionof Rowley.

Chatterton remained about seven
years at Colston’s school. 1Ie left it
on the 1st of July, 1767, in the fifteenth
year of his age, and was bound appren-
tice on the same day to My. John Lam-
bert, Attorney, of Bristol, for the term
of seven years, to learn the art and
mystery of a scrivener.  Ilow far
Chatterton’s mclmatxom were consulted
with regard to this step, is not known ;
but it 1s most probable that he was
merely a passive agent, and from all
that can be ascertamed, he had the
greatest contempt both for his master
aud for the profession with which he
was connected ;3 vei Mr.
bears honorable testimony to his con-
duct whilst he was in hisservice. s
attendance on his stated duties was
most regular, he never having but an
one occasion absented himselt from his
master’s service 3 and then he had ab-
tatned leave to spend the evening with
his mother and somre {riends. His sta-
ted employment, when Tambert was

absent, and when no other business in- ¢

Lambert '
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ter fclul wis to copy pr -\Lcdoms, and as
the husiness transacted by Mr.Lambert
was little, and as be was seldom there,
Chatterton had a great deal of time to
himself, which he cmplovod m writing
for the perivdicals of the day, an occu-
pation (o which his master was much
averse, and,at times, he used him har<h-
ly in consequence, and always spoke
+ contemptuously of the lad and his com-

" positions. Chatterton used frequeantly

to send articles to “ IFelix Farley’s

Journal,” and several picces of his ap-
| peared in that paper before the deserip-
Dtien of the ¢ Fryars passing over the
| Ol Bridge,” attracted attention to him.
1Ie also delighted much in the stuly
of heraldry ; 2ad used to inform peo-
ple what their arms were.

Chatterton, after he had been about
fifteen months in the service of Mr.
Lambert, commenced that series of
papers which was afterwards to confer
immortality on his name. 'The new
bridge at Bristol was finished some time
in the month of Scptember, 1768, and
in October there '1ppe1red in “Felix
Farley’s Bristol Journal,” an account
of the ceremonies obsened at the
opening of the old structure. This
article excited considerable curiosity
amongst the literatt of Bristol. «1It
evinces strong inventive powers, and
an uncommon knowledge of ancient
customs ; and is so specific, appropri-
ate and characteristic, that, when e
remember it to have been produced by

- a boy not quite sixteen, it must be re-

aarded as a real wonder.”  That these
manasaiipts had no foundation but in
Chatterton’s brain, there can be little
doubt. The praise that attended his
fiest forzery ¢ fed the flame of his
pride and genius”  His ambition in-
creased daily, he became more daring
- and more contident.  ‘The young poet
" discovered that “a mine was now
opened, which he wight work with con-
siderable advantage, 3 and he didwork it.
(To be conlz'/wal.)
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THE GOLDEN MIAN. |
HUORACE, BOOK II.—ODE X.

Translated by Wdliam Cowper, Esy. '

Receive, dear friend, the truths 1 teach;
So shalt thon live beyound the reach
Of adverse fortune’s power;
Not always tempt the distant deep,
Nur always timorously creep
Along the treacherous shore.

[Te that holds fast the golden mean,
And lives contentedly between
The little, and the great,
Feels not the wants that pinch the poor,
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man’s door,
Embittering all his state.

The tailest pines feel most the power
Of wintiy blastz, the loftiest tower
Comies heanyiest to the ground ;
The bolts that spare the mountain’s side,
1is cloud-capt eminence divido
Aund spread the ruin round.

The well-informed philosopher
tejoices with a wholesome fear,
And hopes i spite of pain;
If winter bellow from the north,
Soon the swect spring comes dancing forth,
And nature laughs again.

What if thine heaven be overcast?

The dark appearance wi'l not last .
Expect a brighter sky.

The god that strings the silver bow,

Awakes sometimes the muses too,
And lays his arrows by,

If hindrances obstiuet thy way,
Thy magnanmnity display,
And let thy strength be seen .
But oh! if fortune fill thy sail
With more than a propitious gale.
Take half thy canvasin.

ON THiz EMPLOYMENT OF LEISURE
IN READING.

Reading is an cmployment tha at
once amuses and profits the mawl 5 it
clevates the understanding. dehighis the
wingmation, and improves the heart.

THE MONTREATL

1t differs from other pleasures, inasmuch

as 1t is ~o generally enjoyed. There
are very few, no matter what pursait

_may occupy their attention, who have

not suflicient Ieisure for hooks ; bat this
leisme, which might be used in sty
and <elf-mprovement is, alas! often

- hattered away m frivolous pleasures, or

« <trenuous idleness.”  ‘Time, the most
vajuable gift of providence, is by most
persons least prized, least thought of.
It i wasted in an infmite variety of
ways by different classes of people, as
fashion or inchnation suggests.

Tn a rich and luxurious city, constant
sources of amusement are discovered
by the ingemsous activity of those who
seek their maintenance by exhibiting
public spectacles, supplying musie,
convening assemblies of the young, the
gay and the fortunate.  Such as wish
to sacrifice their titne at the shrines of
these tewples of pleasure, T do not pre-
«ume to censure 3 but no reflecting
man or woman, who may be in the
habit of spending bis time thus, will
say, that the amusement they afford
adequately compensates for the time
they engross.  “T'is true, the mind re-
quires relaxation after the cares and
fatizues of busmess, and a while may
be pleasantly, and perhaps iznocently,
passed, at ~omne public place of diver-
sion, but | deny that any real enter-
taiwment i furnished to him who
makes scenes of pleasure his constant
resort.  As soon as the charm of no-
velty is removed, the mmd becomes
<ated, and what lately delizhted Joses
it= relish.

But i readine there is ever an -
exhaustible fund of ratonal and refined
enjoviuent 5 and one that will coutvi-

and
QL

: bute to the improvement and develop-
ment of the higher faculties of the <oul.

Hereby we are made acquainted with
whatever i good and noble in the na-
ture of man ;3 whatever is great and
wondeiful m the works of God, or
whatever 1> useful or instructine in sci-
enee,
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But though reading tends 1o clevate
our chatacters, by setting belore u~ the
exampes and wntings of  diustiions
men, great care 1» 16 be taken m - the
vhoice of those books that will be wost
likely to produce these 1esults,

By a proper course of reading, and
a st contemplation on what we have
read, we may, even with liited time
and moderate capacity, “ travel over
a great field of knowledge.” Dhilo-
sophy, listory and poetry, all poscess
pecullar charms.  True  philosophy

teaches us the love of truth and virtue,

and raises our thoughts and aftections
froin what is low and grovelling to what
is excellent and beautsful.  According
to i'lato, “ the mind of the nhilssopiwer
is furnished with wings, because his
memory awells on that which is divine.”
‘There are many systems of plalosophy
which are dangerous even to touch,
although some are ghly pleasing and
istructive.  There is only one system,
however, that can be safely recom-
mended, before whose superior light
error and scepticism must eventually
give way, and that is the Religion of
Christ.

By the study of history we are intro-
duced nto al these interesting scenes
that are recorded in the annals of na-
tions. The « depar‘ed spirits of the
nighty dead” seem 1o pass before ws,
sluning even through the mist of ages.
We learn, from the examples held out
10 us, to despise and avoid whatever s
reprehensible in their characters, and
to cherish temperance, justice, fortitude
and piety.

Let s turn our attention to poetry,
and we may, with Milton, <oar to
heights of lHeaven, or descend to Pan-
demoniumy, unharmed, or revel in the
beautiful and sublime creations of
Shakspeare’s genius,

Lven the rugged paths of science,
nay, by patience and perseverance, be
trodden with case and security. and by
close reading and diligent observation,
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a man of fur tadents may arrive at an
exeellenee in knowledge, which, at first
sight, unght appear utterly impossible,
Want of tine s ap excuse that few
can reasonahly allege 3 But, as our hfe
s <hoit, we should. to the utimost of our
pawer, wake the best we of it Time
»1s o talent, for the proper employment
I of which we are accountable to Him
i that bestowsit ; and we should remem-
! ber that the omission of duty is the
I commission of crmme.
; Ruo.

MILITARY CHARACTER OF THE

SCATS.

Tacitus, in his « Life of Agricola,”
speaks highly of the native daring and
prowess of the hardy Caledoniuns. 1le
says, that by bezinning hospitalities,
and attacking our fortresses, they in-
spired terror into our army, insomuch
that some persons, disguising their
timidity under the mask of prudence,
were for instantly retiring on this side
Bodotria (the firth of Forth,) and re-
linquishing the country rather than
wailing to be driven out.” Agric.
cap. 25.

! Sir Jobn Froissart, in relating the
wars, carried on between England and
Scatland in the reign of Edward the
Third, thus deseribes their character
and manner of warfare :—— The Scots
are bold, hardy, and inured to war.
‘When they make their invasions into
England, they march from twenty to
four-and-twenty leagues without halt-
ing, as well by night as doy ; for they
are all on horseback, except the camp
followers, who are on foot. 'Fhe
| kniohts and esquives are all well mount-
1 ed on large bay horses, and the common
pecple on little galloways.  They bring
no carriages with them on account of
the mountains they have to pass in
Northmnberland ; neither do they carry
with them any provissons or bread and
wine, for their habits of sobyiety ave

b
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<ueh in time of war, that that they will
e for wlong tune on flesh half <od-

den, without breadd, and drink the river
water without wine.”

T hewr martial habits and disposition
are thus vividly portrayed in the lumi-
nous pages of Macauley :—

«The Highlanders, while they con-

tinued to be a nation hving under a pe-

cubar polity, were in one sense better,

and in another sense, worse fitted for |

military purposes than any other nation
in Europe.  The individual Celt was
morally and  physically well qualificd
for war, and especially for war m <o

wild and rugged a country as his own.
Ile was mn‘cpnl, strong, flect, patient i
of cold, of hunger, and of fatigue. |

Up steep erags, and over treacherous
morasses, he moved as easily as the
I'rench hovsehold troops paced along
the great road from Versailles to Marl,
e was accustomed to the use of wea-
pons and to the sight of blood : he
was a fencer ; he was a marksinan
and, before he ever stood in the ranks,
he was already more than half a ol-
dier.

As the individual Celt was easily
turned into a soldicr, sua tibe of Celts
was casily turned mto a battalon of
soldiers. ~ All that was necessary was
that the militay organization <hould be
conformed to the patriarchal organiza-
tion. ‘The Chief must be Colonel : his
uncle or his brother must be Major :
the tacksmen, who formed what may be
called the peerage of the hittle commu-
nity, must be tl.e Captains : the company
of each Captain must consist of those
peasants who lived on his land, and
whose names, faces, connections, and
characters, were perfectly kuown to
him: the subalterr o%icers must be se-
lected among the Duwmbe  Wassels,
proud of the eagle’s feather < the hench-
man wus an excellent orderly : the
hereditary piper and his sons formed
the band : and the clan becamc at once
a regment.  In such a regiment was

THE MONTREAL

found from the first moment that exact
order and prompt obedience in which
the strength of regular armies consists.
Every man, from highest to lowest,
was in his proper place, and knew that
place perfectly. It was not necessary

. to impress by threats or by punishment

on the newly enlisted troops the duty
of regarding as their head him whom
they bad regarded as their head ever
smee they could remember any thmng.
Every private had, frem his infancy,
respected his corporal much and his
Captain more, and had alinost adored
his Colonel.  There was therefore no
danger of mutiny. There was as lit-
tle danger of desertion. Indeed the
very feelings which wmost powerfully
impel other soldiers to desert kept the
Ihghlandre to his standard.  If he left
it, whither was he to go? Al his kins-
men, all his friends, were arrayed round
it. To separate himself from it was
to separate himself from b family,
and to incur all the misery of that very
home-sickness which, in regular armies,
drives s0 many recruits to abscond at
the risk of stripes and of death.  When
these things are fairly considered, it will
not be thought strange that the highland
clans should hiave occasionally achieved
great martial exploits.

But those very institutions which
made a tribe of Ilighlanders, all bear-
ing the same name, and all subject to
the same rules, so formidable in battle,
disqualified the nation for war on a
large scale. Nothing was easier than
to turn clans into cfficient regiment- ;
but nothing was more ditlicult than
to combine these regiments in such a
manner as to form an eflicient army.
I'rom the shepherds and herdsnen who
fought in the ranks up to the chiefs, all
was harmony and order. Tvery man
1,oked up to his innmediate superior, and
all looked up to the com:non head.  But
with the chief this chain of subordina-
tion ended. He knew only how to
govern, and had never learned to obey.
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sven to roml prodam.\lmm even to l
Acts of Parliament, he was accustom- |
ed to yield obedience only when they |
were in perfeet accordance with his
own inclinations. Jt was not to be
expected that he would pay to any de-
legaied authority a respeet which he
was m the habit of refusing to the su-
preme authority.  [le thought himself
entitled to judge of the propriety of |
every order which he received. OF
his brother chiefs, some were his ere-
mies, and some his rivals. It was
hardly possible to keep him from af-
fronting them, or to convince him that
they were not affronting him.  All his
followers sympathised with all his ani-
mosities, considered his honor as their
ovn, and were ready, at his whistle, to
array themselves round him in arms
against the commander-in-chief. There
was, therefore, very little chance that,
by any contrivance, any five clans
could be induced to cooperate heartily
with one another dwing a jong cam-
paign.

A Highland bard miglt easily have
found in the hxstorv of the year

1659 subjects very simitar to those With
winich the war of T'roy furnished the
great poets of antiquity. One day

Achilles is sullen, keeps his tent, and !

announces his intention to depart with
all his men. 'The next day Ajax is
storming about the camp, and threaten-
ing to cut the throat of Ulysses.
Hence it was, that though the igh-
landers achieved some great exploits in
the civil wars of the seventeenth cen-
tury, those exploits left no trace which
could be discerned after the lapse of a
few wecks.  Victories of strange and
almost portentous splendour produced
all the consequences of defeat. Vet-
eran soldiers and statesmen were bewil-
dered by those sudden turns of fortune,
1t was incredible that uadisciplined men
showld have performed such feats of
arms. It wasincredible that such feats
of arms, having been performed, should

bo nnmcdu((-') followe d hy tho triumph
of the conquered and the submission of
the conqucrora.”

ANECDOTE OF GARRICK.

When Garrick first came upon the
stage, and one very sultry evening m
the month of May, performed the char-
acter of Lear, he, in the four first acts,
Teceved the customary tokens of ap-
plause ; and, at the conclusion of the
fifth, when he wept over the body of
Cordelia, every eye caught the soft
infection, the big round tear ran down
every cheek ;—At this interesting mo-
ment, to the astonishment of all present,
his face assumed a new character, and
his whole frame appeared agitated Ly a
new passion—it was not tragic —for he
was evidently endeavoring to suppress
a laugh 5 in a few seconds the attend-
ant nobles appeared to be affected in
the same wanner 5 and the beauteous
Cordelia, who was reclined on a crim-
son couch, opening ker eyes to sce
what occasioned the interruption, leaped
from her sofa, and, with the majesty of
England, the ga”ant Albany,and tough
old” hcnt ran laughing off the stwc
The audience could not account for s0
strange a termmation of a lmfrnd), o}
any other way than by supposing the
dramatis personz were seized with a
sudden phrenzy ; but their risibility
had a different source.

A. fat Whitechapel butcher, seated
on the centre of the first benck in the
pit, was accompanied by his mastiff, who
being accustomed to sit on the same seat
with his master at home, naturally
thought he might enjoy a like privilege
here ;—the butcher sat very far back,
and the quadruped finding a fair open-
ing, got upon the bench, and fixing his
fore-pzms on the rail of the orchcstm,
peered at the performers withas upright
a hc.ld, and as grave anair as the moxt
sagacious critic “of his day.  Our cor-
pulent slaughterman was made of melt-
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mg stull, and not being accustomed to
a play-house heat, found himeelf much
oppressed by the weight of a large and
well-pondered Sunday  peruke, winek,
tor the gratification of cooling and wipe-
mg his head, he pulled off;, and placed
on the head of his mastiff the dog,
being in 0 conspicuous, so obtrusive a

situation, caught the eye of Gurrick,

and of the other performers. A mas-
G i o churehewarden’ win (for the
butcher was a parish officer) was too
much, it would have provoked langhter
m Lear himself at the moment he was
most distressed @ no wonder then thiat
1t had such an eflect on lus representa-
uve.

MISCELLANEQUS.

A Buserr.—The ongin of this word is
pot generally known  Even Dr. Webster

s silent on it derivatiion. When the

MAGAZINT.

piece?” The lawyer pronouncing  the
piece good deposited it in his pocket, ad-
ding, with great gravity, © If youwll send
you: lad to my oftice, I'll 1eturn the four-
penee.”

Cuarmity —Zaccher and Esreff begged
Morah, thewr tutor, to pernut them to visit
the curiosiues of Aleppo.  He gave them a
few aspers to eapend as they thought pro-
per, and on their return he inquired, how
money. 417 suid

o
we

they had brswowad

t Zaccher, * bought some of the fines dutes

Csite”

“and grieved that I had not more.”

Enghish wete goud Catholics, they o=

ouly deauk the Popes' health m a full glass
atter dmner—uu bun Pere, to the goud
Father, whencee our © bumper.?

Pureskscr o Miap iy A Covanier—The

Prince de Cunde once thought himself of-

fendud by the ADbe de Voisenon.  Voisenon
Leard this frum a guod-natured friend, and
went to court to exculpate himself.
as the Prince saw hum he turned away from
bim. “Thank God'' =aid Voisenon, «1
have been nusimformed, Sir—your Higlimess
dues not freat me as an enem) ~ “ How
do yousee that Mr. Abbe?” said Lis High-
nes3, coldly, over s shoulder. ¢ Because
Sir, " answered  the Abbe, “your Highness
never turns your back upon an cnemy.”
¢ My dear Abbe, exclrimed the Princeand
Field Marshal, tnmng round, and taking
lnm by the hand, * itis imposaible for any
man tobe angry with you,” #nd so cnded
his Highuess's animozaity.

Assuun

an attorney who was passing hus door “ will
vou tell me if this is a good seven-shilling

. smith.

Syiia ever produced ; the taste was exqui-
“and 17 saud Esreff, “met a poor
woman. with an infant at her breast; her
cries pierced wme 5 1 gave her my aspers,
“"The
dates,” smd Morah to Zaccher, “are gone,
but Ezret’s charity will be a lasting bless-
ing, and contribute to his happiness, not
only in this life, hut in that to come.”

Der. GowpsyaT.—the following
nouncement of the death of this eminent
writer appearcd inone of the public jour-
nals of the time;

1774, April 4.—Died Dr. Oliver Gold-
Deserted is the Village ; The T'rav-
eller has laid hin down to rest ; The Govd-
nalured men is no more ; he Stoops but to

Conquer ; the Vicar has performed his sad
oilice, it is & mournful lesson, from which
the Hermit may cssay to meet the dread
tyrant with more than Roman or Grecian
fortitude.

iar-

ProresSION NOT PracTicE.—Some men
talk hke angels and pray with great fervor,
and meditate with deep recesses, and speak
to God with loving affections, and words of
union, and adbiere to him in silent devotion,
and when they go abroad are as passionate
as ever, peevish as a frightened iy, vexing
themselves with their own reflections : they
are cruel in their bargains, unmerciful to
their tenants, and proud as a barbarian
priuce; they are for all their fine words im-
patent of reproof, scornful to their neigh-
borsz, lovers of money, supreme in their own
thoughts and submit to none : withall their

. . | spi cy and illusi ey 2 i
LEGAL ADVicE.— Sir,” said a barber to | spiritual fancy and illusion, they are still

under the powerof these passions, and their
sin rules them ipenously, and carries them
away infalhbly.—Jeremy Taylor.




