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HISTORY OF THE WAR

BETWEEN GREAT BRITAIN AND THE
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA,

Dorixe THE YEARS 1812, 1813, anp 1814

cnarteR x11.—(Continued.)
Tae seemingly careless manner in which the
Capture of schooners.  €apture  of  the two
schooners is disposed of is worthy of remark,
it being incidentally brought in as if an affair
quire unconnected with the action,(if so petty a
skirmish deserved the name) and oaly arising
from an error, the effect of excess of bravery.
The last itemn respeeting the Sylpk, has been

most judiciously introduced to cover the ad-
mission of “the cffeets of too much bravery,”
but still it was not quite enough without the
usual contrastof the merits of the respective
commanders, sowe are gravely told first that
Commodore Chauncey partook of a splendid
dinner prepared for him, in Washingtcn Hall,
New York, in honor of the affair, and in the
next paragraph informed that Sir J. Yeo was
a blustering bully with whom discretion was
the better part of valour, and from whom, as
a British official, truth could not be expected.
We are most fortunatcly cnabled to test
the value of Commodore Chauncey's official
letter, and the remarks of Niles' Register, by
the following leiter, from onz of Gereral

Latein the afternoon T made the signal of reeall,
and formed inclose order. Wind during the night
from the westward, and afier midnight squally;
kept all hauds at quarters and beat to windward
in hopes to gain the wind of the enemy. At two
aM. missed two of our schooners; at daglight
discovered the missing schooners to be the Ha-
niilton and Scourge.  Soon after, spoke the Go-
vernor Tempkins, who irformed me that the Ila-
milton and Scourge both overset and sank in a
beavy squall, about two o'clock; and, distressing
to relate, every soul perished, except sixteen.
This fatal accident deprived me at once of the
services of two valuable officers, Lieut. Winter
and Sailing Master Osgood, and two of my best
schooners, mounting together 14 guns. This ac-
cident giving to the enemy decidedly the supe-
riority, 1 thought he would take advantage of it,
particularly as by a change of wind he was
again brought dead to windward of me. Formed
tae line upon the larboard tack and hove to:
Soon after six A.M. the enemy bore up and set
studding-sails, apparently with an intention to
bring us to action. When he had approached
113 within four miles he brought to, on starboard

tack. Finding that the enemy had no intention
of bringing us toaction, I edged away to gain the
land, in order to have the advantage of the land
breeze in the afternoon. 1t soon after fell calm
and I directed the schooners to sweep up and
engage the enemy.  About noon we got a light
breeze from the eastward. I took the Oneida in
tow, as she sailed badly, and stood for the cnemy.
When the van of our schooners was within about
one aud a half or two miles of his rear, the wind
shifted to the westward, which again brought him
to windward ; as soon as the breeze struck him
he Lore up forthe schoonersin order to cut them
off before they could rejoin me; hut with their
sweeps, and the breeze soon reaching them also,
they were soon in their station. The enemy find-
ing himself foiled in this attempt upon the
schiooners, hauled his wind and hove to. It soom
became very squally, and the anpearance of its
continuing so during the night; and as we had
been at quarters for nearly forty hours, and being
apprchensive of separating: from some of the
heavysailing schoonersin the squall, I wasinduced
to run in towards Niagara, and anchor outside the
bar. General Boyd very handsomely offered any
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Pike's officers, which found its way by mis-
take into the United States (Fazctte of Scpt.
6th. The writer, having previously stated
the American force at two ships, onc brig and
cleven schooners, says—* On the 10th, at
midnight, we came within gun shot, every
-an in high spirits. The schooners com-
menced the action with their long guns which
did great exceution. At half-past twelve, the
cormmodore fired his broadside, and gave three
cheers, which were returned from the other
ships, the cnemy closing fast.  We lay by for
our opponent, the orders having been given
not to fire till she came within pistol shot,—
the enemy kept up a constant fire. Every
gun was pointed, every match ready in hand,
and the red British ensign plainly to be de-
scried by the light of the moon; when toour
utter astonishment, the commodore wore and
stood S. E. leaving Sir James Yeo to exult in
the capture of two schooners, and in our re-
reat which was certainly a very fortunate
one for him.” Farther comiment on the affair
i3 quite unnecessary after this letter, which
is the most satisfactory proof we could have
adduced, frst of the correctness of the account
we took from the Naval Register—secondly,
of the mearness of Commaodore Chauncey in
penning the dispatch we have given in our

notes, and thirdly, of the utter want of prin-
ciple of both the Awerican government and
their official organ, Niles' Weekly Register.—
It is alinost unneessary to add that an order
was, soon after the appearance of this letter,
issued at Washington, forbidding any officer
to write, with the intention of publication,any
accounts of the cperations of the flect and
army.

The officer, who hasso opportunely enabled
us to add, to the evidence already brought
forward, one more proof of the unworthy
means adopted by American commanders
and their rulers, at Washington, o delude &
vain glorious people with ficticious staterents
of their prowess, has unwittingly raised the
veil which the cabinet at Washington would
have willingly suffered to remain over Chaun-
cey and his doings. Hesays, “we proceeded
directly,” (which, we presume means, after
they had done chasing Sir James Yeo to
Kingston,) ¢ for Sackett’s Harbour, where we
victualled and put o sea, the next day, after
our arrival, August 14th. On the 16th we
discovered the enemy again and hurried to
quarters, again got clear of the enemy by
dint of carrying sail, and returned to Sackett'’s
Harbor. On the 18th we again fell in with
the cnemy steering for Kingston, and we

assistance in men that I might require. I received
150 soldiers, and distribated them in the different
vessely, to assist in boarding or repelling board-
ers, as circumstances might require. It blew
very heavy in squalls during the night. Soon
after day discovered the enemy’s fleet bearing
gorth ; weighed and stood after bim. The wind
goon became Jight and variable, and before 12
o’clock quite ealm. At five, fresh breezes from
the north, the enemy’s fleet bearing north, dis-
tant about four or five leagues. Wore the fleet
in succession, and hauled upon a wind on the lar-
board tuck. At sundown the eneiny bore N.W.
by N. on the starboard tack. The wind bauling
to the westvard I stood to the north-
ward all night in order to gain the north shore.
At daylight racked to the westward, the wind
having changed to NN.W. Soon after, discovered
the enemy’s fleet, bearing S.W. I took the Asp,
the Madisou, and the Fair American in tow, and
made all sail in chase. Itwas at this time we
thought of realizing what we had been so long
toilmg for; but before twelve o'clock the wind
ghanged to W.S.W., which brought the enemy
to windward ; tacked tothe northward; atthree,
the wind inclining to the northward, wore to the

uthward and westward, and made the signal
?(‘),r the flect to make ull sail,  Acfour the enemny
bore S.S.W.; bore up and steered for him. At
five obzerved the encmy becalmed under the

land, nearing him very fast with a fine brecze
from NN.W. Atsix formed the order of battle
within about four miles of che enemy. The witid
at this time very light. At7 the wind changed
to S.W. and & fresh breeze, which again placed
the enemy to windward of me. Tacked and
hauled upon a wind on the la.board tack, undeér
easy sail, the enemy standing after us. At nine,
when within about two gunshot of our rear, he
wore to the southward ; 1stood on to the north-
ward under eaxy sail; the fleet formed in two
lines, 2 part of the schooners formed the weather
line, with orders to commeuce the fire upon tha
enemy as soon a8 their shot would take effect,
and a8 the enemy reached them to edge down
upon the line to leeward and pass through' the
intervals and form to leeward. At about half
past ten the enemy tacked and stood after uy.
At eleven the rear of our li 2 opeped his fire
upon the cnemy; in about fiftcen minutes tho
fire became general from the weather line, which
wasreturned from the enemy. At balf past 11 the
weather line bore up and passed to leeward, ex-
cept the Growler and Julia, which soon aftertackéd
to the southward, which brought the enemy be-
tween, them and me. Filled the maintopssil diid
edged two points to lead the enemy dobn, fipt
only to cogage liim to more advantage, bhut to Téad

him from the Growler and Julia, He, however,
kept his wind until he completely se paratéd-thola
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reached the harbor on the 19th.  T'his 18 the
result of two cruises, the first of mhz:ch by
proper guidance might have decided in our
Javour the supericrity on the lake and con-
seguently in Cunada.”

We take Jeave of Commodore Chauncey for
the present with these two striking insux.nccs
of his having (according to American writers
and official bulletins) chased the British com-
mander all around the Iake.

The demonstration against Fort George is

5 . very pithily described.

Fort or};&g‘-‘;lgng;ﬂxg?lt. by Veritas—* Nothing of
Gourge Prevost. moment happened in the
eentre di.ision,t until joined by Sir George,
for a few days, when a grand demonstration
was displayed, by marching the enemy up the
hill, and down again, which resulted in satis-
fying him that npothing could be done to
dislodge the enemy.” We might safely adopt
this description, for an examination into the
facts will afford very little else to record.
Christie handles this subject very fairly, but
he is obliged to admit, after atiempting a sort

3

of an excuse for Sir George, that, ** the pres-
tige which surrounded his military character
improved by the popularity he was acquiring
as a chief governor, had been sensibly influ-
enced by his failure at Sackett’s Harbour, and
the present fruitless “ demonstration ™ as (to
cover his second failure) he termed it, dis-
pelled what little confidence in him, as
commander of the forces, the army, and thoso
in the country the best able to Jjudge of his
abilities as such, previously entertained.” The
only excuse that even Christie’s good nature
could find was, that *the whole force in tho
neighbourhood of Fort George, at that period,
did not excced two thousand men, oOn an ex-
tended line while that of the enemy in Forg
George exceeded four thousand.” The sum
of the whole affair is that, Siv George (for
reasons best known to himself, as he has not
chosen to make them public) determined to
make an attack on Fort George on the
24th August, and a movement was made for
an assaultupon it. The British drove in the
pickets, several of which were taken, advanc-
ing to within a short distance of the enemy.

two wvessels from the rest of the squadron, ex-
changed a few shot with this ship as he passed,
without injury to us, and made sail after our two
schooners. Tacked and stood after bim. At 12
(miduight) Gnding that I must cither separate
from the rest of the squadron, or relinquish the
hope of saving the two which had separated, I
reluctantly gave up the pursuit, rejoined the
squadron then toleeward, and formed the line on
the starboard tack. The firing was continued
between our two schoor.ersand the enemy’s flect
until about one a.x., when, I presume, they were
obliged to surrender to 2 force so much their
superior.  Saw nothing more of the enemy that
night ; soon after daylight discovered them cluse
in with the north shore, with onc of our schoon-
ers in tow, the other not to be scen. I presume
she may have been sunk. The enemy showed
no disposition to come down upon us, although
to windward, and blowing heavy from W. The
schooners labowing very much, I ordered twoof
the dullest to run into Niagaraand anchor. The
gale increasing very much, and as I could not go
into Niagara with this ship, I determined to
run to Genesce Bay, as, a shelter for the small
vessels, and with the expectation of being able to
obtain provisions for the syuadron, aswe were all
searly out, the Meduse and Oneida not having
a single day’s o board when we arrived opposite
Gencsec Bay. I found there was every pros-
pect of the gale's continuing, .and if it did, I
could run to this place and provision the whole
squadron with more certainty, and nearly in.ghe

+ Veritas-alludes:here‘to.the. events which ocenrred
after Colonel Bishopp's death,

same time that I could at Genesce, admitting
that I could obtain provisions at that place,
After bringing the breeze as fur as Oswego, the
wind became light, inclining to a calm, which has
prolonged our passage to this day. I shall pro-
visian the squadron for five wecks, and proceed
up the lake this evening, and when I return again
I hope to be able to communicate more agreeable
uews than this communication conteins,

The loss of the Growler and Julia, in the man-
ner in which they have been lost, is mortifving
in the extreme; and although their commanders
disobeyed my positive orders, I am willing to be-
lieve that it arose from an error of judgment and
excess of zeal to do more than was required of
them;; thinking, probably, that the encmy in-
tended to bring us to 2 general action, they
theught, by gaining the wind of him they would
have it more in their power to injure and annoy
him than they could by forming to leeward of our
line. From what I have been able to discover of
the movements of the enemy, he has no intention
of engaging us, except he can get decidedly the
advantage of wind and weather, and as his ves-
sels in squadron sail better than our squadror, he
can always avoid an action; unlesss I can gain
the wind and have sufficient daylight to bring
him to action before dark. His object is, evi-
dently, to harass us by night attacks, by which
wucans he thinks to cut off our small dull sailing
schooners in detail. Fortune has evidently fa-
vored him-thus far. I hope that it will be my
turn next, and, although inferior in point of force,
Lfecl very confident of auccens,

I have the honorto be,.Sir, vary reapectfully,
your most obedient servant, Isaac Cuacnckr.
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The Americang, however, not having any
particular fancy for fighting where the odds
were only two to one, declined leaving their
entrenchments, and preferred keeping up a
safe and quict cannonade from the opposite
bank of the river. Sir George, then, (not
being General Brock) weighed the pros and
eons for an assault, and, unfortunately, forhis
own credit, decided that to risk an attempt on
this port, which was not of suflicient moment,
from its dilapidated condition, to comnpensate
the loss that an attack must entail, would be
neither prudent nor profitable. Ile accord-
ingly, as Veritas has it, marched down the
hill again and returned to Kingston.

As a military commander, Sir George scems
1o have lacked most sadly that very essentinl
quality, energy—his personal bravery, no one
(not cven Veritas) has ever dared to impeach,
but still it scems to have becns of a negative
character, and it is very evident that phreno-
logists would not have discovered the organ
of combativeness to be very largely developed.
Christie hears very high testimony as to his
worth in his civil capacity. “To the moment
of his departure from the province, his popu-
larity with the people, as civil governor, re-
mained unabated. We are well satisfied at
being able to quote at least one favorable
opinion of Sir George, as Veritas is always
nnjust, and we think that even James has
adopted the fashion of conderaning Sir George
too readily.

1t is now necessary, in order to bring down
naval events on the ocean,
to the same date as we
havealready reached with
reference to the flotiilas on the lake, to visit
Boston, from which Commadore Rogers, in
the President, sailed in company with the
Congress frigate, on the 1st Afay, 1813. The
day after leaving port, the first opportunity of
displaying American prowess presented itself
in the shape of the British brig sloop Curlew.
"This was, however, but a transient gleam of
good fortune, as the British vessel, according
to custow, ran away, and, “by knocking
away the wedges of her masts, and using
. other means toimprove her sailing,™ escaped.
.Captain Head considering, as we suppose, that
.a British sloop of war was not quite & match,

Qruise of Co:nmodore
Rogers with Congress
and President frigates

® Naval Chronicle, page 112,

single-handed, for two large American fri-
gates. Had Commodore Rogers commanded
the British sloop, he would doubtless have
brought to action and captured both. On
the 8th, according to our authorities, *“the
Congress, whether by intention or accident,
parted company.”

A glorious opportunity was now presented
to Commodore Rogers, and eagerly scized by
him, of rivalling his brother commanders in
“the chasing” (see Niles Register®) “and cap-
turing of British frigates.” The American
commodore having the natural sagacity of his
countrymen for turning an honest penry, and
considering that honor and glory are but
names after ail, and, to be enjoyed, require
prize money, directed his attention to the
homeward bound West Indiafleet. The com-
modore was, however, too late, and (misfor-
tunes never coming singly), he missed not
only the goodly freighted West India-men,
but also the opportunity (for which he ot
course thirsted) of taking at the sawme time,
the Cumberland seventy-four, Captain Thomas
Baker. Itis much to be regretted, on Com-
modore Rogers’ account, that this happened,
as the Cumberland was a very fine vessel,
and a fast sailer, and would have Leen a very
desirable acquisition to the American fleet
About the 13th June, the disappointed com-
modore resolved to seize the “Dragonin its
laiv,” and stcered towards the North Sea,
looking out keenly for any vessels bound out-
wards from the St George’s Chaunel; no
prize, however, fell in his way. As the
weather was now becoming warm, a cruise in
the northern latitudes could not fail to be
pleasant, especially as there was a convoy of
some five-and-twenty or thirty sail from Arch-
angel to be inte. .epted, which would unite
profit with pleasure. It is a curious circuimn-
stance that, in high latitudes, from the state
of the atmosphere, objects appear double
their real size. It was, no doubt, from this
circumstance that the American comwodore
suffered hiwself to be chased from his station
by, as he thought, “aline of battle ship and
a frigate,” but in reality by the thirty-two guni
frigate Alexandria, Captain Robert Catheart,
and sixteen-gun sloop Spitfire, Captain John

* The brave Rogers is now cmployed ia
hunting down British fiigates on the ocean,”
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Ellis. We will take our account of this affair
from the same source as the Naval Chronicle,
viz., the logs of the two British ships, pre-
mising that the commodore had been in the
meantime joined by the Scourge. This is
proved by Commodore Rogers’ letter to the
Naval board “at the time of meeting the enc-
my's two ships, the privateer schooner
Scourge, of New York, had joined company.”
We now give the extracts from the logs:—

“On the 19th July, at 2h. 30m. »r. ¥, lati-
tude at noon 71° 52’ north, longituds 20
18’ east, the Alexandria and Spitfire, standing
south-east by south, with a light wind from
the northward, discovered a frigate and alarge
schooner in the north-north east. The two
British ships immediately hauled up in chase,
and at 5h. 30m. ». M., tacked to the west north
west, making the Russian as well as English
private signals, At 6h. 15m., tho President
and her consort, who had hitherto been stand-
ing towards the two British ships, tacked from
them to the north-west, under all sail, followed
by the Alexandria and Spitfire. At 7h. 30m,
p. M., the Spitfirc was within five files of the
President, who then bore from her north-
north-west.” If the log of the Spitfire be
correct, snd that vessel was actually within
four miles of the enemy, it would appear ex-
traordinary, but for the phenomenon we have
already adverted to, how tke commodore
could have been deceived, especially as we
find it stated in the British logsthat thelight-
ness of the night and the clearness of the
atmosphere enabled them to keep sight of
their adversary. We will now take up the
account from the Naval Chronicle.

“On the 20th, at 4h. 80m. p. x., finding
that the Spitfire, as well as the President, was
gaining upon her, the Alexandria cut away
her bower anchor. | At 4h. 40m., the Scourge
parted company with the President, which
was now nearly hull down from the leading
British ship. A schooner being unworthy
game when o frigate was in sight, the Alex-
andria and Spitfire continued in pursuit of
the President.”

“Their attention,” says the commodore,
“was so much engrossed by the President,
that they permitted her (the Scourge) to
escape without taking any notice of her.

At 6 p.»., when the Alexandria bore from
the Spitfire full two miles south-zouth-east,

the President bore north, distant only six
niiles, From this time the American frigate
continued gaining upon the Spitfire until 1h.
10 m. r, ar, on the 21st; when, thick weather
coming on, the latterlost sight both of her con-
sort and her chase. The discharge of four gung
however, by the Alexandria, enabled the Spit-
fire to close. The two British shipsagain making
sail, the sloop, at 2 h. 15 m. r. 3., again got sight
of the President, in the west-south-west, and
at 4 p. a. were once more within six miles of
her; which, says the commodore, “ was quite
as near as was desirable,” The chase con-
tinued during the remainder of the 21st, to
the advantage of the American frigate, until
8 a. M., on the 22d, when the Spitfire, a fourth
time, got within six miles of the PresiGent;
who again, by the most strenuous cfforts,
began increasing her distance.

At 6 p. »., when nearly hull-down from the
little persevering sloop, and quite out of sight
from the Alexandria, the President fired s
gun, hoisted an American ensign at her peak,
and a commodore’s broad pendart at her main,
and hauled upon 2 wind to the westward,
Captain Ellis continued gallantly to stand on,
until, at 6h. 40 m. r.a., Captain Catheart,
who was then eight miles in the cast-north-
cast of his consort, considerately signalled tha
Spitiire to close. As soon as the latter had
done so, sail was again made; and the chase
soutinued throughout that night, and until 10
AX, on the 23d; when the President had run
completely out of sight of both *the line-of-
battle ship and the frigate,” or, as an Ameri-
can historian says, of the “two line-of-battle-
ships,”* which bhad so long been pursuing
her.

Among the prisoners on beard the Presi-
dent at the time of the chase, were the master
and mate of the British snow Daphne, of
Whitby. According to the journal of these
men, published in the newspapers, they, as
well as many of ihe President’s officers and
men, were convinced that the chasing ships
were & small frigate and a sloop of war. They
describe, in a ludicrous manner, the preparm
tions on board the President, to resist the
attack of this formidable squadron. During
cach of the three days a treble allowaace of
grog was served out to the crew, and an im-

* Naval Monument, p. 230.
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mense quantity of star, chain, and other kinds
of dismantling shot got upon deck, in readi-
ness for action. It appears also that when the
Eliza Swan whaler Love in sight a few days
afterwards, she was supposed to be a large
ship of war, gud the ceren:0i y with the grog
and dirmantling shot was repeated. Aftera
vory cautious approach on the part of the
President, the chase was discovered to be a
clump of a merchantman, and made prize of
accordingly.

American writers have blustered a good
deal about the invincibility and gallant deeds
of their navy, and have enlarged most partic-
ularly on the events of this very cruise; and
yet, when all the circumstances of the affair
are placed before the reader, what a contrast
i presented in the conduct of the pursuers
and pursued.  (dmmodore Rogers admitted
that he was within five miles of his enemy,
and yet he dared to pretend that he mistook
4 vessel of four hundred and twenty-two tons
for a large frigate, and (still more barefaced)
a small frigate of six hundred and sixty tons
for, what ? A LiNE-orF-RATTLE 3Pt Brave as
Commodore Rogers might have been, it is
well for him that he did not belong to the
British service. Discretion is the better part
of valour, and is a most nceessary quality for
a commander to possess, but, in the present
instance, prudence in the commodore appears
to have been somewhat akin to puisillanimity,
and with our severely dealing public, similar
conduct would have been rewarded, not with
a public dinner, but a court-martial, the sen-
tence of which would have heen disgrace,
if not death. Tt may be considered a most
fortunate event for the two British command-
ers (Cathicart and Ellis) that the Alexandria,
from her bad sailing, prevented an encounter,
a8 the two vessels were no match for the
American frigate, even after making every
alfowance for the difference of the command-
er8, and the engagement must have ended in
thé capture or destruction of the British ves
sels. Had this taken place, what an oppor-
tanity would have been afforded for magnilo-
quent effusions.— AN AMERICAN FRIGATE CAP-
TORING A LINE-OF BATTLE SHIP AND A FRIGATE.
Such would assuredly have been the most
modest version of the affair, if we may judge
by the capital that was made out of Commo-
dore Rogers' running away. Not a hittle dis-

mayed at his narrow escape, Commodore Ro-
gers “determined,” says James, *to quit s
region where constant daylight afforded an
enemy so many advantages over him,” we
therefore next find him more to the south-
ward, in a position where there was a favour-
able opportunity for intercepting the trade
bound for the Irish channel. Here he cruised
until again friglidened from his station by a
veport of a superior force seen in that region.
Rurning up the Channel then, and rounding
Treland, he stood back to his own shores, and,
having succeeded in learning the stations of
the vaiious British vessels, then cruising off
the Amecrican coast, from a small schooner
which he had captured, was enabled to run
safely into Newport, Rhode Island.

We have endeavored to give a fair and un-
prejudiced account of Commodore Rogers'
cruise, and we now propose to give a few
extracts from our old friend, the Washington
organ. The first statement runsthus:—* The
former,” (the President,) “was reported to
have taken the British vessel Zhessus, with
speeie.” (Fhe Theseus is rated a seventy four
in Steele’s list) The Zhetés fvigate mounts
thirty-cight guns and must be the vessel
alluded to. Two things are note worthy in
this paragraph, first, the insinnation respecting
the ZTheseus, secondiy, the assertion, never
contradicted in regard to the Thetis. Thera
is very little doubt but that the impression
conveycd to the citizens of the United States
was that their pet hero Rogers had -4n all
probability captured a seventy-four—certainly
2 frigate. Could impudence go further than
this? The next paragraph is still more
amusing—* It is announced officially that
Commodore Rogers captared his B. M. brig
Cruizer of ecighteen guns off the Shetland
Islands, the Oberon was in company but
escaped. It was calculated that Rogers ad
done infinite damage to the Greenland trade.
For a considerable time he has given full
employment to twenty or thirty of the enemy’s
vessels of war, and if they do catch him, he
will cost them more than he will come to.” A
nostscript to this “bit of truth®™ goes on to
inform us that “he had arrived at Newport,
after cruizing all round and round the British
islands, though they have a thousand vessels
of war. It is said that he brought into port
a sloop of war, and one of H. M. schooners
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with twenty-nine merchantmen.” Comment
on these statements is unnccessary, and so
truly absurd are they that, lest we should be
suspected of following the example set to us
of misrepresenting, we must inform our
readers, that our extracts are to be found in
the fifth volume of Nile’s Register.

The Congress after parting company cruiscd
about for a considerable time and then return-
ed to Portsmouth, New Hampshire, where
she was blockaded by the Zenedos, Captain
Parlier, who used every means in his power
to provoke a meeting. The fate of the Chesa-
peake was not yet, however, forgotten, and
the government, mindful of the short career
of one thirty-six gun frigate, prudently dis-
armed and laid up the Congress shortly
afterwards.

The next event of importance was the
capture, August 5th, of
the Dominica schooner
by the Franco-American
privateer schooner Decatur, commanded by
the cclebrated Captain Dominique Dixon.*
The most discreditable part of this affair
appears, at first sight, {o be the capture by a
privateer,but when it comes to be investigated,
it will be found that Lieutenant Barreté (the
commander) by his gallant conduct reflected
honor rather than disgrace upon the British
arms. The Dominica mounted twelve guns
and had on beard fifty-seven men and nine
boys. The Decutur had the same number
of guns, with one hundred and twenty men,
and Captain Dixon, knowing the force opposed
to him, relied for success upon the arm in
which he was almost doubly supcrior, and
carried his cpponent by boarding. The obsti-
nate resistance offered by the Dominica will
be best shown by the list of casualities. Out
of her total complement of sixty-six men and
boys, the captain, purser, two midshipmen,
and thirleen men were killed or mortally
wounded, and over forty severely or slightly
wounded. The loss of the Decatur was
nineteen men,

On the 12th of the same month, the Pelican,
cighteen gun brig-sloop
arrived in the Cove of
Cork from a cruise, but before the sails were
furled, Captain Maples received instructions
to put to sea again in quest of an American

Tho Dominica and
Decatur.

The Pelican and Argus.

* eg vol iv, pago 203 of James’ Naval History.

sloop of war, which had been committing some
depredations in the St. George's Channel.
About day-break of the 14th, the Argus was
discovered separaling from a ship which she
had just set on fire, and standing towards
several other merchantmen. The Pelican was
to windward and bore down under & press of
sail, the captain of the Argus appearing, by
his manceuvres, to invite an engagement.
Captair Allen, the commander of the Argus,
had been first licutenant of the United States
when she captured the Macedonian, and had
repeatedly expressed his ability to whip any
British sloop with an American of equal force,
in ten minutes. Let us now examine James'
statement of the comparative force of these
‘“anxious candidates for the laurel crown.”
According to James, ¢ the Pelican mounted
the usual establishment of her class, sixteen
thirty-two pounder carronades, two long sixes,
and a twelve pounder boat carronade. But
unfortunately, Captain Maples, when recently
at Jamaica, had reccived on board two brass
sixes.” Having no broadside ports for them,
and unwilling to lower them into the hold as
ballast, he knocked out two stern ports and
mounted them there, “much to the annoyance,”
says James, “of the man at the helm, and
without contributing in the slightest degree to
the brig's actual force. The established comple-
ment of vessels of the Pelican’s class was one
hundred and twenty men and boys, of this
number she Incked the second lieutenant and
six men. The Argusmounted cighteen twenty-
four pound carronades with two long twelves,
her crew nustering one hundred and twenty-
five strong. The original force had amounted
to one hundred and fifty-seven, but thirty-two
had been dispatched in prizes.

At 6, axt, the Argus opened her fire, and,
after a sharp action of some forty-five minutes
duraiion, was boarded and carried by the
British sloop. The [Pelican had one min
killed and five wounded ; the Argus six kilied
and cighteen wounded. Amongst the list of
the mortally wounded were Captain Allen and
two midshipmen. James gives the comparative
force thus:—

Pelican. Argus.
Broadside guns. .... 9uvrrannns. 10
No. of 168 ¢vvvveere262.000cnne... 228
Crew. (Men only.)..101...0.......192
Siz€erereeeee . tons 885, s venss..816
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The respective forces engaged were so nearly
equal that it*is unnccessary to offer any
further remark than the admission that what-
ever superiority there might have been it was
on the side of the British, and that Captain
Allen fought his vessel bravely under the
slight disadvantage, and on his death, which
occurred a short time afterwards, his remains
were attended to the grave by all the officers,
military or naval, in the port.

¢ Some people excel in powers of endu-
rance, such as the Eng-

A4 Enterprise, . .
Boxer and Enterprise lish* evinced at the bat-
tle of Waterloo, Others excel in powers of

assault such as the French displayed there.
But there is no record of a Dritish vessel en-
during the terrible blows inflicted on some of
the American vessels before yielding.” Thus
writes Ingersoll, forgetful of the defence
made by the Jeva, and still more recently,
the Dominicq, in which last engagement, as
we have just scen, the British vessel was not
surrendered until her captain and sixty men,
out of a crew of sixty-six, lay dead or swounded
upon her deck. Mr. Ingersoll, besides these
two instances, which we have just cited,
might have found a third in the case of the
vessel whose caplure we arc about to relate,
At daylight, on the 5th September, the Bri-
tish brig-sloop Bozer, of fourteen guns (tiselve
cighteen pounder carronades and two sixes)
while lying at anchor, near Portland, United
States, discovered in the offing a sail, and im-
mediately weighed and stood to sea in pursuit.
The strange vessel was soon made out to be
an enemy and proved to be the American gun
brig, Enterprise, of sixtcen guns (fourtecn
eighteen pounder carronades and two nines)
commanded by Licutenant Burrows. The
American vessel, after her superior powers
of sailing had been tested, and it had been
sufficiently established that should she get
beaten it was easy to escape, bore up to en-
gage. At & quarter past three the action
commenced, terminating after & severe and
protracted contest in the surrender of the
DBozer.  The British vessel measured one hun-
dred and eighty-one tons, (her force we have
already shewn) and was manned by sixty
men, of whoin twelve were absent, and six
boys. The Lrterprisc measured two hundred

*By English we presume, Ingersoll means British,

and forty-five tons, and had on board one
hundred and twenty men and three boys.
T e off'cers of the Bozer had the mortifica«
tion to see four men, during the action, desert
their guns, thereby reducing the number of
the combatants to forty-four, yet, in spite of
all these casualties and the fall of Captain
Burrows, carly in the action, the vessel was
only yielded after a loss of twenty-onc men,
nearly half the crew. The loss of the Enter.
prise was fourteen killed and wounded, her
commander being included amongst the killed.
Besides the more than two-fold disparity in
crews, the Fnterprise was altogether a stouter
vessel than her antagonist. This will be
proved by Commodore Hull's letter* which

* Extract of a letter from Commodore Hull to
Commodore Bainbridge, dated the 10th inst.
“] yesterday visited the two brigs and was as-

tonished to see the difference of iujury sustained

in the action. The Euterprize has but oue 18

pound shot in her hull, one in her mainmast, and

one in her foremast; ber sails are much cut with
grape shot and there aro a great number of grape
lodged in her sides, but no injury done by them.

The Boxer has eighteen or twenty 18 pound shot

in her hull, most of them at the water's edge—

geveral stands of 18 pound grape stick in her side,
and such a quantity of small grape that I did not
undertake to count them. Her niasts, sails and
spars are literally cut to pieces, several of her
guns dismounted and unfit for service; her top
gallant forecastle nearly taken off bythe sho

her boats cut to pieces, and her quarters injure

in proportion. To give you an idea of the quen-
tity of shot about her, linform you that I counted
in her mainmast alone three 18 pound shot holes,

18 lurge grapeshot holes, 16 musket ball holes,

and a large number of smaller shot holes, without

couunting above the cat harpins.
¢ We find it impossible to get at the number
killed; no papers are found by which we can

ascertain it—I, however, counted upwards of 90

hammocks which were in her netting with bedsin

them, besides several beds without hammocks;
and she has excellent accomodations for all her
officers below in staterooms, so that I have no
doubt that she had one hundred men on board.
We know that she has several of the Rultler'smen
on board, and a quantity of wads was taken out of
the Rattler, loaded with four large grape shot
with a small hole in the centre to put in a cartridge
that the inside of the wad may take firc when it
leaves the gun, In short, she is in every respect
completely fitted and her accommodations exceced
any thing I bave seen in a vessel of her class,”
Lemarks.—There have been various opinions
respecling the relative force of the vessels, and
sonie ungenerous attempts have been made to
diminish the splendour of the victory. The fore-
going extracts, we conceive irrefragably settle the
question of force and of skill. It appears that in
number of men the enemy were equal ; in number
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we give for tworeasons.  Firstly, to show the
difference of execution done in a close action,
where the weight of metal being the same on
both sides, the respective stoutness of the
timbers would be tested, and sccondly to
prove how ready Commiodore Hull was to
makhe statemeonts which he must have seen
were untrue. The British brig had upwards
of “one hundred men on board, for, ‘“says
Captain Hull, T counted upwards of ninety
hammocks.” Now if the .American public
did not know, Commodore lull knew full
well that, in the British service, every seaman
and marine has two hammocks allpwed himf
yet he was disingenuous enough to pen a
statement which he knew, coming fro a asort
of pet hero, would produce an effect all over
the Union. Brave, Captdin Hull may have
been—most unprincipled, this circumstance
clearly proves him to have been. We close
this chapter by giving in our notes Licutenant
McCall’s really modest, if not quite correct
letter,} and with a few observations from
James on the difference of the carronades
used in the services.

“The established armament of the Boxer
was ten carronades; and that number, with her
two six-pounders, was as many as the brig
could mount with effect or carry with ease.
But, when the Boxer was refitliug at Ialifax,
Captain Blyth obtained two additionai carron-
ades: had he taken onboard, instead of them,
twently extra seamen, the Boxer would have
been a much more effective vessel. Against
the English ordinary carronade, complaints

of guns it was well known the enemy were supe-
vior; and the vist difference of execution con-
firms (if confirmance were wanted) the fact of the
high degree of superiority of our seamen in the
art of gunnery. And, above all other considera-
tions, it proves that American tars are determined
to support their government, in a just war waged
in defence of their rights.—Niles Register.

tJawes Naval History.

}United States Brig * Enterprise,”

Portland, 7th September, 1818.

Sir,—In consequence of the unfortunate death
of Licutenant-Commandant William Burrows, late
commander of this vessel, it devolves on me to
acquaint you with the result of the cruize. After
sailing from Portsmouth on the 1st instant, we
steered to the eastward; and on the morring of
the 3rd, of Wood Island, discovered a schooner,
which we chased into this harbor, where we
anchored. On the morning of the 4th, weighed

have always been made, for its lightness and
unsteadiness in action; but the American car-
ronade of that calibre is much shorter in the
breech, and longer in the muzzle: therefore it
heats more slowly, recoils less, and carries
farther. The same is the case, indeed withall
the varieties of the carronade used by the
Americans; and they, in consequence derive
advantagesin the employmentof that ordnance,
not possessed by the English; whose carron-
ades are notoriously the lightest and most in-
cfficient of any in use.  If the English carrons
ade, ecpecially of the smaller calibres, had

anchor and swept out, and continued our course
to the eastward. Ifaving received information
of several privateers being off Manhagan, we
stood for that place; and on the following morn-
ing, in the bay near Penguin Point, discovered a
brig getting uncer way, which appeared to be a
vessel of war, and to which we immediately gave
chase. She fired several guns and stood for us,
havirg four ensigns hoisted. After reconnoiter-
ing and discovering her force, and the nation to
which she belonged, we hauled upon a wind to
stand out of the bay, and at three o'clock short-
ened sail, tacked to run down with an intention
to bring herto close action. At twenty minuces
after 3 P. M., when within half pistol shot, the
fiving commenced from both, and after being
warmly kept up, and with some manceuvering,
the enemy hailed and said they had surrendered,
about 4 P.M.—their colors being nailed to the
masts, could not be hauled down. She proved to
be his B. M. brig Boxer, of 14 guns, Samuel
Blsthe, Esq., commander, who fell in the early
part of the engagement, having received a can-
non shet through the body. And I am sorry to
add that Lieutenant Burrows, who had gallantly
led us into action, fell also about the same time
by a mueket ball, which terminated his existence
in eight hours.

The Enterprise suffered much in spavs and rig-
ging, and the Boxer in spars, rigging, and hull,
having many shots between wind and water.

It would be doing injustice to the merit of Mr,
Tillinghast, second lieutenant, were I not tomen-
tion the able assistance I received from him du-
ring the remainder of the engagement, by his
strict attention to his own division and other de-
partments. And of the officers and crew gene-
rally, I am happy to add, their cool and deter-
mined conduct have my warmest approbation
and applause.

As no muster roil that can be fully relied on
has come into my possession, I cannot exactly
state the number killed and wounded on board
the Boxer, but from information received from
the officers of that vessel, it appears there were
Letween twenty and twenty five killed, and four-
teen wounded. Enclosed is a list of the kilied
and wounded on board the Enterprise. I have

the honor to be, &c.
EDWARD R. M‘CALL,

Senior Officer,
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dxsph) ed its mlperfechons, as thcse paaeq
have frequently shown that the thirteen-inch
mortar was in the habit of doing, by bursting
after an hour or two’s firing, the gun must
either have been improved in form, or thrown
out of the service.  While on the subject of
carronades, we may remark, that even the few
disadvantages in the carronade, which the
Amcricans have not beenable entirely to obvi-

ate, they have managed to lessen, by using,
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not only slouter, bui; doublc, brcechmr's, one
of which, in case the ring-bolt should draw,
is made to pass through the timber-head.”

‘We may remark, in conclusion, that none
of the praises Javished upon the fine brig
DBoxer, could gain Ler a place among the
national vesscls of the United States. She
was put up o auction, and sold as a merchant
brig; for which service only, and that only
in tiine of peace, she was ever calculated,

CHAPTER XIIIL

Lake Craxrraiy, the scene which our history
nosw requires ugs to visit,
auwd Lugle, American  liesbetween thenosthern
sloops. part of New York State
and Vermont. Geuerally narrow, and only
inone place widening out to a breadth of
some seventeen or cighteen miles, its mean
breadth may be estimated at about six or
seven miles, while its length is nearly scventy.

The river Richelien, by which the waters
of the lake find an vutlet to the St. Lawrence,
runs in & nartherly direction, and is nearly
useless for the general purposes of navigation,
as the bed s full of shoals snd rapids, which
extend nearly to the cmbouchure, where it
mingles its waters with those of *he St
Lawrence. This lake belongs to the United
States, as (ac rding to Jamcs) “the line of
demarcation, owing to the ignorance or
pusillanimity of the British commissioners
employed in 1753, intersected the Richelicu,
at the distance of several miles down its
course from the lake. The Canadians are,
therefore, not ouly shut aut from the lake, but
from all waler communication with their own
territory_bordering on Missisquoi bay, formed
by a tongue of land to the easiward. This
inconvenicnce,” continues James, ¢ Canadians
ally cxperienced, during the coutinuance of

Captureofthe Growler

the several embargoes that preceded the war
when the American gun-t:oats, stationed at
the foot of the lake, prevented the rafts of
timber from being floated out of the bay, for
passage down the viver.”

This command of the lake, and particularly
the point of junction of the lake and river
was of material service to the Americanc, and
2 battery at Rouse's point wounld have cffect-
ually preventzd the passage of any flotilla
that the British might have desired to con-
struct for service on Champlain. The sole
wmilitary post held bv the British in that
neighbourhood was Isle aux Noix, “ a small
island, containing only cighty-five acres,
situate on the Richclicu, and distant about ten
miles from the boundary line.” On this island
were some small forts and a few block-houses
at various points These defences wero
gurisoncd by detachments from the 13th and
101st regiments, under the command of Major
Taylor; a small detachment of artiilery was
also stationed there.  Three gun-boats, built
at Quebee, and transported over land, repre-
sented the British naval force in that quarter.
The Amalicans with more for.sight, and,
perhaps, from greater facilitics, had, soon
after the commencement of the war, armed
and cquipped scveral vesselsin order to ensure
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the command of Lake Champlain. Desirous,
we suppose of reconnoitring, perhaps with a
view of demolishing the fortifications at Isle
aux Noix, Licutenant Sidney Smith with two
sloops, manned by seamen from the Atlantic
board, presented themselves on the 1st June
off Isle aux Noiz. Col. Taylor immediately
took such measures as resulted in the capture
of both. Major Taylor's official letter to
General Stovin is short enough to incorporate
with our text, and, giving a simple unadorned
statement, may be relied on.
Isle Aux Noix.

Str,—In the absence of Licutenant-Colonel
Hamilton, T have the honor fo acquaint you
that one of the encmy’s armed vessels was
discerned from the garrison, at half-past four
o'clock this morning, when I judged it expe-
dicnt to order the three gnn-boats under
weigh; and befoe thay reached the point
above the garrison, another vessel appeared
in sight, when the gnn-boats commenced fir-
ing. Observing the vessels to be near enough
the shore for musketry, I ordered the crews
of the batteaux and row-boats (which I took
with me from the garrison to act according to
circumstances) to land on each side of the
river, and take a positin to rake the vessels;
the firing was briskly kept up on both sides;
the ecnemy, with smail arms and grape-shot
occasionally. Near the close of the action, an
express came off to me in a canoe, with intel-
ligence that more armed vessels were ap-

proaching, and about three thousand men:

from the cnemy’s line, by land.  On this in-
formation, T returncd to put the garrison in
the best order for their reception, leaving di-
rections with the gun boats and partics, not
to suffer their retreat to be cut off from it;
and before I reached thegarrison, the cnemy’s
vessels struck their colours, after a well-con-
tested action of thres howrsand a half.  They
proved to be the United States’ armed vessels
Growler and Engle, burthen from nincty to
onc hundred tons, and carrying eleven guns
cach; between them, twelve, eighteen, and six-
teen-pounder carronades; completely equip-
ped under the orders of thic superior ofEcer of
the Growler, Capwin Sidney Smith, with a
complement of fifty men each.  They had ene
man Killed and cight woundad ; we had only
three men wounded, one of them severely,
from the cnemy's grape-shot on the partics

on shore. The alacrity of the garrison on
this occasion calls forth my warmest approba-
tion. Ensigns Dawson, Gibbons, and um-
phreys, and acting Quarter-master Pilkington,
and men, of the 100th (Prince Regent’s) re

giment, and Licutenant Lowe of the marino
department, with three gunners of the artil-
lery to each boat, behaved with the greatest
gallantry; 1 am particularly indcbted to
Captain Gordon of the royal artillery, and
Licutenant Williams, with the partics of the
100th regiment on shore, who materially con-
tributed to the surrender of the enemy. The
Growler has arrived at the garricon in good
order, and is apparcntly a fine vessel, and the
boats are employed in getting off the Eagle,
which was run aground to prevent her sink-
ing. I have hopes she will be saved, but in
the meantime have had ber dismantied and
her guns and stores brought to the garrison,
Ensign Dawson, of the 100th regiment, a most
intelligent officer, will have the honor of de-
livering you this.

I have the honor to be, &ec.,
Geonce Tavror, Major, 100th regt.
Major-general Stovin,
Commanding at Chambly.

A great blow was inflicied by this capture
on the enemy, and it did much to check the
intention of invasion from that quarter. 1t
has beenshown that the two American vessels
were of considerable tonnage and strength,
and it was deemed advisable, as their caplure
now afforded an opportunity for immediate
effectual operations on Champlain, not to let
the chance pass unprofited by. Whether
venturing so far down a river, where it was
$9 narrow as scarcely to afiord room for man-
cuvring {even with the intention we have
already alluded to) was strictly prudent, we
leave to abler tacticians to decide. We can-
not, however, but agree with Christie, that
had not the commanders been young and in-
expericnced men, they would scarcely have
undertaken a step which ended so disastrous-
1y, and has been generally regarded in the
light of a picce of idle bravado.

Whatever might have been the intentions
of the American comnmanders, the cffect of
their capture was to leave the hospitals,
stores, and barracks, which they had beea at
considcrable pains in crecting at different
points at Burlingion, Plattsburg, Chawplain,
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and Swanton, comparatively assailable, and
the commander of the forces determined to
add to the blow already inflicted, by such a
descent as would at once damage the enemy
and divert their attention from the Upper
Province.

The two captured vessels
were named the Broke and
Shannon, changed afterwards
by Adwiralty order to Chubb and Finch, and
it was determined to man them—This, how-
ever, appeared at first an impossibility, as
there were no seamen 1o be procured at or near
Isle aux Noix, and none could be spared from
the small Ontario fleet. In this emergeney,
the commander of Her Majesty’s brig, Wasp,
then lying at Quebec, volunteered for the ex-
pedition, which was to deprive commodore
McDonough the American Naval Comman-
der of his supremacy.

Descent on
posts on Lake
Champlain.

All preparations having been completed,
on the 29th July the expedition left Isle aux
Noix for Lake Champlain, The force put in
motion was about one thousand strong, con-
sisting of detachments from the 13th, 100th,
and 103 regiments, commanded respectively
by lieutenant colonels Williams, Taylor and
Smith. A small artillery force, under Cap-
tain Gordon, and a few of the embodiad mili-
tia were likewise added, and the whole placed
under Licut -Colonel John Murray. The suc-
cess of the expedition was complete, and 2
landing was effected successively at Platts-
burgh, Burlington, Swanton, and Champlain,
scveral store houses and arsenals, and some
vessels being destroyed, while large quan-
tities of naval and military stores were cap-
tured and removed. ¢ Ail this, too, was ef-
fected in presence of a very superior force.
and with scarcely a show of resistance, al-
though the enemy numbered fifteen hundred
at Plattshurgh, under General Moore, while
Gen. Hamptton was encamped near Burling-
ton, with, asit has been estimated, nearly
four thousand men.  Colonel Murray's lctter,
which follows, will show what was acrom-
plished, and the iwo letters from Captain
Everard, (commander of the Wasp,) and
Commodore McDonough, will speak for them-
selves. Had Commodore McDonough been re-
ally as anxious as he professed to be, his supe-
rior force could casily haveprevented thesmall

British force from effecting the injury they
did, and had it not even been possible to pre-
vent all injury, at least the spoiler’s return
might have been prevented; we give these
letters in their regular order, as enumerated
above.

From Licutenant-colonel Aurray to Major-

general Sheaffe.
Isle aux Noix, August 34d, 1813,

Six,

The land forces of the expedition that

left the province on the 29th July, on an en-
terprisc on Lake Champlain, returned this
day, after having fully accomplished the ab-
jects proposed, and having carried cvery er-
der into execution.
" The encmy’s arsenal and block-house, com-
missary buildings, and stores at the position
of Plattsburgh, together with the extensive
barracks at Saranac, capable of containing
4000 troops, were destroyed; some stores
were brought off, particularly a quantity of
naval stores, shot, and equipments for a large
number of batteaux. The barracksand stores
at the position of Swanton, on Missisquol
Bay, together with several battcaux at the
landing place were destroyed.

A detachment has been sent to destroy the
public buildings, usarracks, block-houses, &e.,
at Champlaintown. Every assistance was
rendered by the co-operation of captains
Everard and Pring, Royal Navy, commanding
His Majesty’s sloops of war, Broke and Shan-
non.

X experienced very great benefit from the
military knowledze of lieutenant-colonel Wil-
liams, (13th regiment, second in command.)
I have to repert, in the highest terms of ape
probation, the discipline, regularity, and
cheerful conduct of the whole of the troops,
and feel fully confident that, had an opportu-
nity offercd, their courage would bave been
cqually conspic:ous.

General Hampion has concentrated the
whole of the regular forces in the vicinity of
Lake Champhin, at Burliugton, from the
Hest information, said to be about 4500 re-
gular troops, and & large body of imilitia
The militia force assembled for the defenco
of Plattsburgh, disbanded on the appearance
of the armament.  The naval part of the ex-
pedition is still cruising on the Jake. For

any further information, I beg leave to refer
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you to your aide-de-camp, Captain Loring,and | From Commodore Macdonough o the American

the bearer of this dispatch.
I have, &e.
J. MURRAY, Licut.-col
To Major-gen. Sir R. 11, Sheaffe,
&e., &e., &c.
From captain Everard to Sir George Prevost,
His Majesty’s sloop Broke, Lake
Champlain, August 34, 1813.

Sir,

Major-general Glasgow has apprised your
excellency of my repairing, with a party of
officers and seawmnen, to man the sloops and
gan-boats at Isle aux Noix, in consequence
of your letter of the 4th ultimo, addressed to
the senior officer of His Majesty’s ship at
Quebec, stating it to be of great importance
to the public service, that an attempt should
be made to alarm the cnemy on the Mon-
treal frontier, &e.; and agreeably to your
wish that I should communicate any thing
interesting that might occur, T have the ho-
nor to acquaint you, that the object for which
the corps under the command of licutenant
colone! Murray had been detached, having
been fally accomplished, by the destruction
of the enemy’s block-house, arsenal, barracks,
and public storc-houses remaining on the
west side of the lake beyond Plattsburg, I
stood over to Burlington with the Shannon
and the gun-hoat, 1o observe the state of the
enemy's force there, and to afford him an op-
portunity of deciding the naval superiority of
the lake. We were close in, on the forencon
of the 2nd, and found two sloops of about
100 tons burthen, one armed with 11 guns,
the other 13, ready for sea, a third sloop,
(somewhat larger,) Iving under the protection
of 10 guns, mounted on a bank of 100 feet
bigh, without a bucast-work, two scows,
mounting one gun cach as floating batterics,
and several ficld picces on the shore. Hav-
ing captured and destroved four vessels, with-
out any attempt on the part of the enemy’s
armed vesselsto prevent it, and secing no
prospect of inducing him to quit his position,
where it was impossible for us to attack him,
Iam now rcturning to execute my original
orders.

I have the honor to be, &c.,

o a r;lx'wga.xs EVgRARl‘)V

.Commander of His Majcsty's sloo .

Lieut gen. Sir G. Prevost, Bart., B TR
&, &, &c.

Secretary of the Navy.
United States’ sloop President, near
Plattsburg, Sept. 9, 1813,
S,

I have the honor to inform you, that I ar-
rived here yesterday from near the lines,
having sailed from Burlington on the 6th in-
stant, with an intention to fall in with the
cnemy, who swere then neur this place.
Having proceeded to within a short distance
of the lines, 1 reccived information that the
encmy were at anchor; soon after, they
weighed and stood to the northward out of
the lake—thus, if not acknowledging our
ascendancy on the lake,evincing an unwilling-
ness (although they had the advaniage of
situation, owing to the narrowness of the chan-
nel in which their galleys could work, when
we should want room) to determine it.

I have the honor to be, &c.
TI10S. MACDONOUGIL
Hon. W. Jones, sec. of the navy.

Lest we should be suspected of exaggera.
tion, and, in truth, it is difficult to comprehend
how a superior force should tamely submit to
have their arsenals and public store-houses
destroyed before their cyes, without even an
attempt at resistance—we give an extractfrom
the Washington officiul organ, which fully cor-
roborates onir statements as to the American
force:—* From Lake Champlain. Our naval
forcesailed down the fake towards the cnemy’s
line, and returned to Buwirlinglon, at which
place there were then collected five thousand
reqular traops under General Ilampton. Two
thousand more were on their march, imme-
diately expected from the Western States
The Plattsburg paper 2onfirms all the ac-
counts of the wanton baibaritics of theenemy
in that place, and adds considerably to the
amouat of depredations.”

It is ncither the custom of the Amecricans
to overstate their force, nor to allow the da-
mage to them to be overraied; we contend,
therefore that the aboveextract fully confirms
all our statements relative to the affairs on
Lake Champlain.  With respect to depreda-
tionsg, we have only to remind the reader of
the occurrences that took place at York; and,
as we proceed in our narration, it will be
shown that, whatever apparent acts of severity
wcre committed by the British, they were
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strictly retaliatory ; and we will further prove
by Ingersoll's admission that they were not
undeserved.

There is a very great discrepancy between
Dis ! ! hiistie and Veritas, on

screpaiiey  butween . .
Christicaud theletters  the point of supplies for
of Veritas. the troops. Veritas
writes, “In my last number, I stated, that at
one time, in autumn, 1813, our troops at
Kingston had not seven days' subsistence.
Those at Prescott and Fort Wellington were
neariy in 2 similar situation.

“This was in a great measure owing to a
combination of persons, eicher in the pay of
Madison or gratuitously promoting his ser-
vice. They effected their own purpose, partly
by their own example, or by operating on the
avarice of the well-aftected, by persuading
them to withhold supplies so as to get exces-
sive prices. Thiswas the ostensible pretext; but
the real motive was to disconcert our military
operations, by starving the troops, at the
time of the expected invasion, by the forces
collecting at Sackett's Harbour.”

What says Christic on the same subject,
and in reference to the same date, “The
army acting upon the extensive line of opera-
tions along the frontiers of Upper and Lower
Canada, (at the lowest cormputation one thou-
sand miles from Lake Champlain to Michili-
macinac), was, by the able arrangements of
Commissary General Sir W. II. Robinson, and
the unwearicd exertions of the department
under his directions, copiously supplied at
every point with provisions and commissariat
stores of all descriptions.”

Now, which of these statements is the cor-
rect one? We are inclined to adopt neither.
With regard to the statement of Veritas, that
interested parties were disposed to hold their
stores, in hopes of commanding higher prices,
we think it extremely probable; but we are
disposed to roject his assumption that it was
done to embarrass the movements of our troops
and to assist the enemy.

The spirit that prevailed throughout the
country, and which enabled our militia to
sustain hardships of every description, was
too patent, too rife, to permit such a course of
action. Had Canadians exhibited a discon-
tented spivit, had the slizhtest cvidences of
disaffection been apparent, then theré might
have been grounds for Veritas's supposition,

for supposition we must call it, as his state-
ment is unsupported by any proof that is
satisfactory to us. Ve cannot help ascribing
this charge of Veritas to a desive to make an
attack even by a side wind, on Sir Geo. Pre-
vost; and we think that the oxtract we now
give will bear us out in the assertion.

To counteract this nefarious plot, it became
indispensably necessary to procluim a wmodified
Martial Law; and in consequence, provisions and
forage were taken from the farmers, without their
consent; but at very liberal and indeed very
high prices, fixed by the Magistrates; the one
half of which they would now be happy to get.
Many who were duped by the arts of the disaffect-
ed, now feel compunction and sorrow at their
folly.

“This measure created complaints, which were
artifully Jaid hold of bya Junto of disaffected
persons, but self styled patriots, who seeing their
object likely to be defeated by this prompt and
‘decided measure, became furious in their denun-
ciations against the miilitary in general, but cs-
pecially General De Rottenburgh and Licutenant
Colonel Pearson, who then commanded at
Prescot.

The Chief of this Junto, wasa man who had
quitted Prescot thHe moment he heard of war
being declared, and resided at Montreal, either
from cowardice, or as consilcring it to afford a
wider fieid for exertions favorable to the views of
the enemy. He began his career by libelling
every class in this community, and afterwards
attacked the officers aforesaid, for doing their

"duty, in a periodical essay, under the signature

of the * Anti-Jacobin,” which was at first publish-
cd in the Courant, but the Editor getting alarmed,
at the abusive matier it contained; the work was
taxen up by a wretched paper called the Spece
tateur, that had comu:nenced operations upon.a
congenial plan,

This paper yet continues, but is dwindling into
descrved insiguificance. The Anti Jacobin has for
some time dropped his signature, but occasionally
deigos: to enlighten his fellow subjects with the
fruitsof his brain, under ancnymous signaturcs, op
under the mask of editorial remarks.

It would occupy 100 large a space, oo enter into
a fornal discussion of the question about the
right of declaring Martial Law, and thercfore I
shall content myscif with observing, that to argae
that such a power can in no casc be cxercized withe
out a previous Icgislative Act, is us absurd as to
say, that an individoal' has not the right of gelf-
preservation if’ attacked, but must, instead of de-
fending himself apply to the ciril magis:rate for
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protection, and consequently risk being destroyed
before he can obtain that protection.

“General laws apply to ordinary cases, but there
are cases that require extraordinary and prompt
remedies. Rebellion or invasion assuredly come
within the latter class, and during the existence
of either of them, or absolute danger thercof,
martial-law may be constitutionally proclaimed
by the Sovereign or his Representative; and to
do so, may be as indispensable to the safety of the
atate, as the instant application of personal force
to the prescrvation of an individual when attack-
ed.

“ That the application of the power aforesaid
was not made upon trivial occasion, i3 mani‘est;
for the question was reduced to this.—Shall the
army be starved at the time the enemy is known
to be prepared for, and determined upon immed-
jate invasion ? or shall an authority be exercised
to defcat the plots of the disaffected, and thereby
gave the province against that invasion? So
certainly will every honést and loyal man say yes
to thesecond part of the question, that I venture
to assert, that in such a predicament had the
officer at the head of the Governinent, been so
neglectful of his duty, a3 to be dismayed into
inaction, by democratic clamour or threats, he
would have deserved condign punishment,

“ General De Rotteabu.g, [ conceive, was per-
fectly justifi=din what he did, from the necessi-
ty of the case, aud Lieutenant Colonel Pearson
in obeying his orders, was also £0; and I have
beén astonished to learn, that Sir George Prevost,
upon finding that the Lieut. Colonel was daily
abused aud tliveatened with prosecutions and
persecutions by the disaffected Junto, forhis zeal
in executing his orders about subsisting the
troops, cooly observed, thatif he had got into a
aerape, let him get out of it the best way he can.
Sir Gerorge's duty was to have enquired whether
the Licut. Colonel had-acted from corrupt motives

latter, it was incumbent upon the commander of
the Forces to have supported hin.

“I'have a right to ascribe the conduct of the
Juiito to disaffection; for what good subject,
when the enemy was at the dour, would have
taken mecasures to palsy our means of defence.
P6 give aid to the enemy, is treaon, and what
niore efficient aid could be given, than, what 1
bave mentioned. It only wanted proof, of a cor-
vespondence with the enemy, respecting those
proceedings, t6 have made those concerned there-
©, punishablé for High Tcéason,”

We tairk the reader will fail to discover in

this extract any proof of Veritas’ assumption,
and we repeat that we can see little more in
it than a desire to attach some odium to Sir
George Prevost.

We will admit that cases did exist of short-
commons for the troops. General Proctor's
force, for instance, was at this very time suf-
fering for want of provisions; but this, when
we come to inquire into the cause, was owing
to the great numbers of Indians who, having
forsaken their hunting grounds and usual oc-
cupations, looked for subsistence for them-
selves and families to the English commissa-
riat. Had there been no Indians to fied,
Proctor would not have required more provi-
sions than could have been easily supplied to
him. But, allowing that this and other cases
did exist, we still ask for the proof of the anie
mus which caused the deficieucy.

Man is naturally sclfish, and it would bie
difficult to find any family, not to speak of
nations, where some member or members of it
werenot actuated by selfish orinterested views,
Is it to be wondered at, then, that instances
occurred, during the war, of partics desiring to
drive a bargain with government for their in-

dividual benefit? Andif there were such, does

it necessarily follow that their proceedings

‘were influenced by treasonable motives?

Instances are daily occurring at the present

‘day, and complaints are constantly mnade, es-

pecially on forcign service, of the bad quality
of beef supplied to the troops; but does it

{ollow that because the contractors wish to
‘make’as much as they can out of their con-

tract, that they are in league with Louis Na-
poleon or the Czar, to reduce the stamina of
the British soldier, so as to render him dis-

orfrom zeal in & necessary measure, ard if the contented, or, from sheer weakness, unfitted

io resist any futurc invasion that may be

‘neditated, by cither of th(mc Potentates, at

some future period ?
Without adopting all Christie’s siatement,

'we are yet inclined to attach much wore

valie to it, than to that of Veritas, especially
as far as relates to the victualling department,
Hardships the m¢n had to suffer from want of
tents, blankets, clothing, &c.; but the priva-
tions' were borne with a cheerful spirit, which
did honor to the Canadian soldicr, and enabled
him-to repulse an cnemy overwhelmingly su-
perior in point of numbers.
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HISTORY OF THE WAR OF 1812,

Before leaving, for busier scencs in the
Capturo of British Wesh these waters, we
stores, aud allair of yust not omit to men-
boats at Gananoque. . . .

tion a trivial event,
which, like many others of like importance,
has been not a little magnified by American
historians. Two boats belonging to Commo-
dore Chauncey's squadron, mounting one gun
each, and manned by about seventy men,
captured 2 British one gun boat, along with
her convoy,consisting of fiftecn batteaux,laden
with two bundred and thirty barrels of pork,
and threc hundred bags of bread, bound from
Monireal to Kingston, for the relicf, we pre-
sume, of the troops whom Veritas has de-
scribed as suffering so much from the machi-
nations of unpatriotic and designing men.
The number of prisoners, nine of them sail-
ors, amounted to sixty-seven.

No sooner was intelligence conveyed to
Eingston than three gun-boats, under the
command of Licutenant Scott, R.N,, with a
detachment of the 100tn regiment under Capt.
Martin, were despatched to intercept the
Americans, as well as torecapture the convoy.
This turned out an unfortunate affuir; it was
too late, when the British discovered the
enemy, to attack than that day (17th or 18th
of July); the attack was accordingly post-
poned, and early on the next morning the
British, who had been, in the meantime, rein-
forced by another gun-boat, and a detach-
ment of the 41st under Major Frend, ascended
Goosc Creck in pursuit. The passage up the
Creck was, however, obstructed by trees that
had been felled and Inid across, and the
swampy naturc of the ground rendcred the
landing of the troops very difficult; the con-
sequence wag, that the expedition returned
without success, having lost, principally in
their cndeavours to land, five men, besides
having seventeen wounded.  Amongst the
killed was Captain Milne, one of Sir George
Prevost’s aides-de-camp, who had just arrived
from head quarters to gain intelligence of: the
expedition. The American loss is nowhere
to be found ; but, as might be expected, the
British loss is sct forth by the veracious Ame-
rican historians, as amounting to sixty or
seventy killed, with a commensuratc number
of wounded.

The real temple& Cupidf is the home of the
beloved one.

CURIOSITIES OF THE PATKNT OFFICE.

The report of the Commissioner of Patents
shows the wonderful inventive genius of our
people, and will, we are sure, be viewed with in-
terest by the readers of the American Courier.
That for 1852 is especially interesting. *Thers
were 2639 applications received for patents dur-
ing the year, and 1020 patents issued. This is
the largest number ever granted in one year,
except during the first year of General Taglor's
administration, when Commissioner Ewbank issu-
ed 1076. Doors and shuttershave been patented

that eannot be broken through with either pick
or sledze bunmmer. The burglar's occupation’s
gone, The caloric ship is described and com-
mended at some length, but the report admits
that *its end is not yet fully attained.”

A harpoon is described which makes the whale

'kill himself: the more he pulls the line, deeper

goes the harpoon,  An ice-tnaking machine has
heen patented, which goes by a steam-engine.
In an experimental trial it froze several bottles
of ice of the size of a cubic foot, when the ther.
mometer was standing at 80 degrecs. It is
caleulated that for every ton ¢f coal put into the
furnace, it will make a ton of ice. A man who
had made a slight improvement in straw-cutters
took a model of his machine through the Western
States, and after a tour of eight months returned
with 40,000 dollars. Another had a nmachine to
thrash and clean grain, which in filteen months
he sold for 60,000 dollars, A third obtained a
patent for a printers’ ick, refused 50,000 dollars
for it, and finally sold it fur 60,000 dollare.
‘Twenty-seven harvesters, Gfteen ploughs, twenty-
six seed-planters, cight thiashing machines, ten
corn-hullers, and three horse-rakes, have been
patented during the year, in addition to those
now in uze. Six new saw mills, seven shingle-
splitters, rnd twenty new planing-machines liave
been patented within the year. Seven new
nrachines that spin, twenty that weave, and seven
that sew, are also deseribed.

Examiner Lane’s report describies various new
clectrical inventions,  Amang these is an electric
whaling-apparatus, by which the whale isliterally
“shocked to death! Another is an electro-
magnetic alarm, which rings bells and displays
siguals in case of five or burglus.  Anotheris an
clectric clock, which wakes you up, tells you
what time it is, and lights a lamp for you at any
hour you please, There is an invention that picks
up ping from a confuscd heap, turns them all
around, with their heads up, and sticks them in
paper in regulur rows. Auother gocs through
the whole process of cigar-making, taking in
tobacco leaves, and turning out the perfect
article. One machine cuts cheese, another scours
knives and forks, another blacks boots, another
rocks the cradle, and seven or eight take in
washing and ironing. There are a number of
guus patented that load themselver, a fishline
that adjusts its own bait; aud & rat-trap that
throws away the rat, and then baits and sets
itsclf, and standa in the corner for another! The
truths of the Patent Office are stranger than
fiction.—Chambers’ Journal.
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ON TUE RETROSPECT OF LIFE.

A NEW YEAR'S ADDRESS.

« A3 constant good fortune has accompanied meeven
10 an advanced period of life, my posterity will perhaps
be desirous of lcarning the means which X employed,
and which, thanks to Providence, so well succceded
with me. This good fortune, when I reflect on it, which
is frequently the case, has induced me sometimes tosay
that if it were left to my choice, I should have no ob-
joction to go over the same life from its beginning to
its end ; requesting only the advantage authors have,
in a second edition, of correcting the fauits of the first.
Notwitbstanding, if this condition was denied, Ishould
still accept the offer of recommencing the same life.”"—
Memoirs of Dr. Franklin, written by himsclf.

The following reflections will be found
equally applicable at the close of a year or a
life. For of whatislife made up? Is not
infancy our spring? The heyday of life our
summer. Is not that scason, when the first
wrinkle, line of thought, or grey hair appears,
our autumn ; and is not old age our winter,
when naught remains for us but & brief
retrospeet of the past. And alas! how few are
there, who,looking back upon alife, or a year,
can with sincerity echo the wish which is the
subject of my present reflections.

The world is a scenc of such proverbial
misery, and the instances of continued happi-
ness, which are to be met with in it, are so
are, that an avowal of this kind seems, upon
first impressions, t¢ bear the stamp of its own
falsehood. So prone are mankind to judge of
others by themselves ; so disposed are they to
rject, as fabulous, assertions which seem in
opposition to their own experience, that had
this sentiment been the only record that re-
mained of Franklin, his opinions, or his actions,
it would have been regarded, if not asan
intentional falsehood, at least as an opinion
avowed in a raoment of pleasure, and transient
as the sunshine which warmed it into birth.
1t would, with much confidence, have been
asserted, that the person who had left these
words, as his only memorial, must have been
young at the timo he wroie them; that they
were the production of that age which enter-
tains those flattering dreams of life, which
are supposed to be invariably mocked by its
gad realities.

1 made these reflections on this passage in
the auto-biography of Franklin. It was grow-

ing dusk, and when I came to this sentence,
the evening bad darkened so far, that T counld
not continue the perusal of his very interest
) YoL. IV —8

ing work without a light. I wasso comfort-
ably seated, thatI felt unwilling to move
and, instead of rising to call for candles, I
leaned back in my clbow chair to cnjoy all
the luxury of thought undistarbed.

I tried how far I could apply this assertion
to my own life ; and looked back into a series
of events which awakened emotions of very
diverse characters. Some were of that bright
and sunny cast which form spots of verdure
on the waste of life, where memory loves to
linger; but they were few and far between,
and they seemed barely visible amidst the
sombre hues of the remaining darkness,

Turning from the gloom of reminiscence, I
varied the scene by generalizing the experi-
ment, hoping that I might derive consolation
from comparing my lot with that of mankind
in general, and perceiving that I stood not
alone in the cheerless retrospect. I reflected,
that (pursuing my former supposition of this
being the only remaining passage of Franklin’s
writings) had it from any incontrovertible
proofs been received without the least doubt,
either that he had really felt and expressed
such a sentiment, or that it was in his indi-
vidual experience founded on truth, and not
the evanescent dream of momentary deception,
the declaration would have appearcd of im-
mense importance. Present happiness is the
object of almost universal pursuit: féw are
there, who, for any length of timc, imagine
that they have attained it; and great would
have been the anxiety to discover how that
man hud passed his existence, who, when he
had so nearly arrived at the haven, could wish
again to cross the stormy sea of life. Various
would have been the hypotheses which men
would bave formed: each would have been
inclined to figure him to his imagination as
successfully engaged in that pursuit which he
deemed most essential to happiness; and their
ideas, of the manner in which he spent his
life, would have resembled the picture which
the ancients drew of their fabled Elysium,
which isso beautifully described in the follow-
ing well known lines:

“ Quse gratia currdm,
Armorumque fuit vivis; qus cura nitentes
Pascere oquos, esdem sequitur tellure repostos.™
And, though thereis no fact moreindisputable
than that nine-tenths of the value of the

things, which we so ardently desire in this
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world, consists in their being ohjects of

pursuit—that possession takes away the
greatest value from whatever we covet, the
place of which is succeeded by a freshphantom,
to be alike tollowed and disregavded—yet
these arc deductions which men seldom make:
on this point continwal experience fails of
producing any conviction.

Numberz, therefore; would think, that the
men, who, at the close of a long life was
willing to return to the starting place, and to
measure his course again, must have possessed
what cven they may at the present moment
desire jand, resting upon this assumption with
as unlimited confidence as if it were incon-
testibly proved by the fullest knowledge of
his life, would urge the chase with a speed
vedoubled by the idea, that the prize, for
which they contended had, in this instance,
conferred full happiness. Nor wounld they
change their mode of reasoning, if success in
the pursuit should show them its fallacy ; and
though, when satiated with the enjoyment of
their wishes, they started again, untired, and
full of hope, in some fresh chase, they would
conclude themselves mistaken: yet they
would perpetuate the error by making the
second object of pursuit, in its turn, the
summaum bonum.

But some would adopt a different opinion,
who, wearied with continued endeavors, had,
late in life, been, by successive disappoint-
ments, driven from all hope of success; and
in despair, ceased every cffort to obtain hap-
piness, and were ready fo join Amavia,
when—

“ But if that carcless Heaven (quoth she) despise

The doom of just revenge, and take delight

To see sud pageants of men’s wisceries,

As bound by them to live in life’s despight .

Yet can they not warn death from wretched wight.
Come then, come soon, come sweetest death {o e,
And take away this long lent loathed light:

$harp be thy wounds, but sweet the medicines be
That long captived souls from weary thraldom frec.”
They would conclude that Franklin must
have been highly favored by fortune, and
have met with but few of the misfortunes
incident to human life, .

Very different would be the inference of th
man of reason, who was accustomed to act
{rom principle, and not from impulse. Know-
ing from cxpericnce, that it is not the enjoy-

meat of ideal pleasurcs, nor any exemption"

from human misfortunes, which confer happi-
ness 5 but that it must be successfully snught,
by a firm and unwearicd course of conduct,
by reducing the seale of our expectations, and
acling so as to find pleasure in recollcction,
rather than in anticipation ; he would, natu-
rally and justly, be led to conclude, that the
man who had lived a life which he was
willing to repeat, must have made use of
every fault, as a beacon, whereby to guide
his steps from a similar error; must, as he
lived, have grown wiser, therefore happier;
and must have enjoyed all the pleasiag recol-
lection of having, during his past life, when-
ever circumstanees allowed him, been useful
to his fellow creatures. To the man who
reasoned thus, Franklin’s life would be of
inestimable value; there would he see the
conclusion of all his views on this subject, and
have before his eyes a forcible example, that,
not upon any serics of events which man can
never control, but upon rational principles
of action, firmly adopted, depends the happi-
ness of life,

But those who advoeated the groundless
opinions which we noticed above, would,
althongh they read his life, fail to perceive
the necessary connection between reason and
happiness ; and driven from every other hold,
would stoutly maintain, that Franklin was of
a particularly happy temperament, that Ze
felt not the ills of life; for them, poor souls,
they are “framed of tender stufft” “His
passions and feelings,” they would say, * must
have been very slugzish—he must have been
very cold. We are of a warmer temperature ;
our feelings and passions hurry us away with
irresistible impulse.” 1 do not know, whether
I would, if T could, be onc of those cool men,
Such seem to attach ideas of energy, of mental
superiority, to those who are the slavesof
every present impression. Bui these are
errors as decp asthey are dangerous. In
asserting and maintaining an habitual com-
mand over ourselves; in restraining, but not
extinguishing, our feelings, lies the whole
secret of happiness. Allowing for every
difference of natural constitution, there are,
to every man, allotted, in an abundant degrce;
the means of effecting this. No man hag, I
believe, passions or feelings so strong, that
they inay not, by the determined and timely

use of proper means, be so far brought inte-
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subjection, as is desirable, for “ it 4s the husi-
ness of reason lo moderate, not to extinguish,
the passions.””  Ou all; then, who read, and
pacticularly on the young, whose dispositions
are as yet ductile, and the task comparatively
casy, would T wish carnestly to impress that
they, and they alone, can make or mar their
own happiness. To those who indulge a
rational desive for (hat which their own cfforts,
rightly directed, will certainly secure, T would
recommend Frauklin’s Journal of his own
Life as a most useful work, Thence they may
learn to reason, and “on reason build resolve.”
Let them, with Rassclas, discover that what
cannot be repaired is not to be regretted; that
our past crrors may, if rightly menraged, be
of more use {0 us than our good actions.

Let them not despair at the former, or be
puffed uwp with the latter; but endeavor to
correct what is wrong, and improve what is
right. Nor are those studies which strengthen
the mind andconflirmits powerstobeneglected;
for to those who weuld live happily they are
of infinite importance.  Such must seek their
recreation in wental, and not in scnsual
pleasures; the former exalt, the latter debase
and enervate our nature. On the exaltation
of our nature, on our hopes and fears being

lifted beyond this transient world, depends, |

after all, much of what men call happiness.
Here the candles appeared, and their light

broke the train of my thoughts; so Iresolved,
that my next retrospect should boast a
brighter character, being convinced that it
depended upon myself; and under thisim.
pression I sat down {o prepare this paper for
the Anglo.

—, e e———

TO THE DYING YEAR.

Fare, fare thee well, thou dying Year!?
Thy parting kaell is rung,

And the tear-drop glistens on thy bier,
With cypress boughs o’erhung.

Thy birth with smiles was ushered in,
And feast, and festal rout;

And merry bells, with joyous din,
From spire and tow’r rung out,

And mirth and music blest the hour,
And many a legend wild

Bade grief resign her wonted power,
‘While love exulting amil'd.

And meeting bands, and sparkling eyes,
Made glad thy natal day ;

And witheriug care, and mourning sighs,
Were banished far away!

Now at thy close, low changed the scene
The fesial rout is o'er,

And the merry Lells, with joyous din,
Peal forth, slas, ne more!

Aud the lov’d and lover both are gone,
And the mourner weeps alone ;

And the green grass waves o’cr many a one,

That joyous, hailed thy dawn!

And the hoary head by youth is laid,
And the smiling babe at rest,

Sleeps the last sleep, ere wae might fade,

. Or rend its sinless breast!

And blessed they thus early ta’en,
The infant cherub blest,

Betime snatched from a life of pain,
And borne to endless rest!

et still will pitying Nature weep
Beside the daisied sod 5

But blest, thrice blest are they who sleep
In the bosom of their God!

Thou dying Year! thy sunny days.
But few and brief have been;

And Memory turns her tearful gaze
On many a fitful sccne!

And hlighted bopes, and broken faith,
A sad and dismal train;

All, all that fate inflicts in wrath,
Revive to wound again !

And, oh! amid remembrance drear,
Scarce blooms one little flower ;—
One brightening ray the heart to cheer

In retrospection’s hour!

Thou dying Year, now past away,
With time before the flood!

Thy mourning rites, and festal gay,
Thy evil, and thy good!

Thou dying year, my.farewell take!?
T may be, perchance, my last;

Aud stranger hands the Iyre may wake,
That consecrates the past.

And if decreed the coming year,
Death’s messenger must be;

I will ot shed one coward tear,
To die i3 to be free!
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SCUGOG AND ITS VICINITY.—ECCLESIASTICAL ARCHITECTURE.

COUNTRY SKETCHES:—SCUGOG AND
IS VICINITY,
—

Bearivg in mind the old proverb, * All work
and no play makes Jack a dull boy,” we pro-
pose to vary our illustrations with occasional
sketches of country scenery, and have selected,
a3 a commencement, Lake Scugog and its
vicinity. We mean by our quotation that
having, for cighteen months, devoted our
attention exclusively to sketches of cities or
towns in British North America, for the pur-
pose of showing the rapid increase and
prosperity of these Provinces, it is now ex-
pedient to show that there are nooks and
scenes in the country worth visiting for
pleasure alone—or what is better in this
utilitarian age, spots, a visit to which will
combine both profit and pleasure. We begin
by a short extract :—* The artist recorymends
parties intending pic-nics next spring to think
of Lake Scugog and its vicinity. Whitby is
easily reached by steamer, and Lake Scugog
is only ninctcen miles to the north, with a
very goodroad.” We find further that accomo-
dation will not be found wanting, as our artist
gaes on to say, “I stayed at Jewett's house,
and must say that T have been rarely better
treated, or more moderately charged.

% Port Perry is a thriving village with several
saw-mills, and the tourist will be surprised to
-see so flourishing a place, where he expected,
most probably, to find naught save nature in
‘her wildest garb. Lake Scugog, or the larger
-portion of it, as it at present exists, has been
.artiicially made ; the formation of the dam at
Lyndsay, many years ago, raised the water
and forced it back: over the land, thus flooding
@ large tract of country. From this cause the
Iake has not yet been properly delineated on
any map, all, hitherto published, having been
copied from the-original plans of the surveyors.

¢ At the time these townships were surveyed,
-what constitutes-the southern portion of Lake
‘Scugog was dry land. The back country
being but thinly scttled, it was sometime
‘before the mischief was discovered, when
Jegal proceedings -were instituted by the

owners of the property, and the dam was
erdered to be lowered two feet. This checked
the rise of water to some extent, but the mill
was required to supply the necessities of the
oountry, and without the dam the mill would

have been uscless. ‘The proprictors therefore,
of two evils, chose the less, and put up with
the Juss.

“The Island of Scugog is, strange to say,
not mentioned by Smith, in his Canada,
although it is a prominent feature in the
scenery around Port Perry. It is, [ should
think, about one hundred feet above the level
of the lake; on it there are some well-cleared
farms, and it is well covered with hardwood
mixed with some pine. The little steamer,
Woodman, plies between Port Perry and
Lyndsay, so that the torrist may visit both
places, and if time permié, he should also visit
the thriving little village of Prince Albert.
The Indian name Scugog, or as the Indians
pronounce it Scu-a-gog, implies submerged or
flooded land.”

ECCLESIASTICAL ARCHITECTURE.

———

VILLAGE COURCHES.

In no class of edifices do we find the simple
poetry of Architecture better expressed than
in the ancient village churches of England.
There is a beauty about those vencrable fab-
rics, not easily described, but which is recog-
nised as well by the untutored as the most
learned in architectural science. Local asso-
ciations, it is true, as well as pictorial predi-
lections, may greatly enhance the effect with
the mass of admirers; but there is an infrin-
sic power, so to speak, in the architectural
composition of most of those edifices highly
calculated to produce a strong impression on
the mind. The men who fabricated those
ancient fanes could give an expression to the
mere exterior outline of their buildings capa-
ble of striking awe and wonder into the minds
of the rude and unlettered, while around and
within, the walls, the roof, the pavement, and
other parts spoke volumes to the learned in
architectural symbolism.

There is a wide distinction to be observed
in the architectural characteristics of various
sized churches, each having its peculiar style
of beauty. Though the majestic grandeur of
the vast cathedral may be more striking than
the simple dignity of the village church. We
admire the former only as the sublime canon-

ization of art, while the latter appears to us
the spontaneous creation of nature. This
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difference is not one of mere scale and propor-
tion. The integral parts of each may seem
identical and capable of transposition, yet it
would be grotesque in the extreme cither to
magnify the size and proportions of an ordi
nary village church to that of some  mighty
minster,” or to make our village churches
assume the form of miniature cathedrals.

Now, in the whole range of Canadian Ec-
clesiology, we shall scarce find a professedly
Gothic church true to the type of its class in
those respects. When we do happen to meet
with fair proportions and good outline from
a respectably pitched roof, we are almost cer-
tain to find the details exaggerated, perhaps
borrowed from another edifice ten times its
size. The building which, in other respects,
would be tolerable, is simply marred by incon-
gruity of proportions. Such is the case also
with every feature of the building which is
unfitted Ly form or dimensions for its proper
destination. We frequently sce, for example,
an crection perched on one end of the roof
of a church, too large to be meant for a bell-
cot, and too small for a steeple; but an evi-
dent apology for the latter. The roof mot
being a proper or secure support for a tower,
suffers in effect from the imposition. The
mind of the observer becomes exclusively oc-
cupied by this one deformity, and receives an
impression which no subordinate part, how-
ever beautiful in itself, can efface.

Of a totally different character, however, is
the new church about to be built at Bramp-
ton, a sketch of which we engrave in our pre-
sent Number from the designs of Mr. Hay.

The whole aspect of this church is unmis-
takeably English, We have here no ginger
bread work, no gimerackery, no useless pin-
nacles to give a trampery effect to a common-
place ercction; but a substantial looking edi-
fice with low walls and high pitched roof|
giving a bold and fearless outline, expressive
at once of dignity and humilily, to which the
low-roofed porch addseffect. The tower stands
as it ought, upon its own base. It is a mas-
sive structure, indicative of strength. The
plain broach spire by which it is surmounted,
tapers gracefully to a point to which the prin-
cipal lines in the picture seem to converge.

The style of this building is the carly mid-
dle pointed, or the latest phase of carly Eng-
lish—a style sometimes termed “transition.”

Plate-traceried windows, with quatrefoil pierc-
ings, splayed mullions and hoods, indicate the
severity of the style. The grouping is admi-
rably calculated to produce that kind of arch-
itectural cffect usually termed picturesque.
This is not effected, however, at the ex-
pense of ¢rutk. We see no member of the
design that could be omitted. Indeed there
are some features that are often looked upon
as essential to a Gothic edifice, which are in
this case (with a solitary exception) dispensed
with. We see enough, however, to convince
us that the Architect knows the proper use
of those valuable adjuncts.

We find a solitary buttress—the only one,
we believe about the building, doing import-
ant duty at the south-east corner of the nave.
On inquiring what it is about, we shall find
that opposite this point is the great chancel
arch, which, not being alath and plaster sham,
but a veritable arch, of solid masonry, requires
considerable support to prevent itsspreading.
Hence the massive buttress which forms part
of its abutment on one side ; the tower giving
its support on the other.

Buttresses, when massive and well propor-
tioned, add much to the effect of a Gothic edi-
fice in a pictorial point of view. The light
and shade which they give is a great velief to
a blank wall. Still it would not be legitimate
to construct these merely for the sake of
effect.

Among the Sussex churches, we find many
beavtiful cxamples without a single buttress,
unless, it may be, as in the case pointed out,
where a heavy lateral thrust has to be over-
come. Then we find a plain, undisguised
mass of masonry of the proper form and
strength to effect its object, diminished in
stages as the necessity for resistance becomes
less, and having its surfaces most exposed to
the weather, moulded to the best possible form
for throwing off the wet. Hence we have an
object at once beautiful from its appropriate
character and fitness. Used in this way, an
ordinaryarchitectural feature becomes doubly
interesting from the palpable meaning it con-
veys.

Accustomed though we arc to the use of
butlresses in almost every new church in the
revived style of English architecture, we do
not miss them in that of Brampton. Indeed
such . church would probably suffer in pic-



22 THE CHRONICLES

OF DREEPDAILY,

turcsque cflect from their use in any large
measure. They are expensive things, too,
and sometimes diflicuit to.keep m repair, be-
ing like all sihmilar projections, liable to be
affected by wet and frost. But while they
ought not to be dispensed with in large build-
ings, where the walls are lofty and have to
sustain great outward pressure from the roof,
in a simple village church where the walls
are low and sirong in proportion to the size
of the building, their absolute use is not
essential.

We find from its proportions that Bramp-
ton church will be of the following dimen-
sions :—

Interior length of nave.....c.cees.
“ widthof do.oeevuiacnee. 26 %
length of chancel c..voaa. 25
widthof do  seceeaas. 163 %
Deightof walls.oeuveiieniiniaies 14 ¢
* from floor to apex of nave roof 37
“ of tower and spire......... 80

The church is to accommodate 270 persons
and to cost £1,500.

Nothing tends more to deform onr Canadian
churches generally, than the great height of
the walls contrasted with the squatness of
the roof,

In this comntry where woodwork is com-|
paratively cheap and masonry dear, we shou’.dé
have better and cheaper fitbries by letting the
wooden clement enter more largely into the
composition ur ecclesiastical edifices than
is generally done.  Asteep roof is the beauty
of a Gothic chwch. In the early English
styles, the outline of the roof usnally formed
the two sides of un equilateral triangle. With
a roof of this pitch, or cven somewhat less,
the walls need not be higher for rural churches
than from ninc to tweive feat, as the whole
space within the roof inay be gained by making
the external boarding of the roof, also the
ceiling of the church.

‘While advocating the extension of the
wooden element.  Wearenot to be supposed
a3 approving its anplication to illegitimate
uses, such as the muilions and tracery of the
windows of a stone or brick church, The
mullions and tracery of pure ecclesinstical
edifices are cssentinlly a portion of the wall,
and had their arigin in thinning and perfor-
ating that [ 111, for the purposc of admitting

58 feet.
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light.  When cireunestunces will not adwit

of using stong, it is better to be content with
single perforations for the windows after the
manner of the ewrly English, Nothing is
more oflensive to good taste than a want of
truthfulness in ecclesiastical design.
— 44 e
TIIE CHRONICLES OF DREEPDAILY.
No. XIX.

TREATING OF SUNDRY LITTLE MATTERS, CALCU-
LATED AT ONCE TO DELECTIFY AND INSTRUCT
THE DISCREET STUDENT OF THESE UNSUR-
PASSED RECORDS,

Taoven I would willingly have lengthened out

my sojourn with the hospitable denizens of Peter~

head, a variety of considerations constrained me
to think scriously of retracing my steps to Dreep-
daily.

In the first place, tidings reached me that I
had been summoned to attend t.¢ ensuing sede-
runt at Ayr of the Circuit Court of Justiciary, in
the capacity of juryman, This requisition of his
gracious Majesty I might, indeed, have cluded on
the score of absence, without subjecting myself
to the paing and penalties denounced against
contumacious recusauts. From my youth up-
wards, bowever, I had (as previously intimated
in these Chronicles) taken a deep interest in the
sayings and doings of eriminals, and there was
soniething peculiarly juicy and appetizing in the
idea of acting as a judicial investigator of their
exploits. It was next in dignity to occupying
the beneh itself, and for that matter it may be
fairly questioned whether the jury are not entitled
to be regarded as playing the first fiddle. To
quote a verse of one of Sir Alexander Boswell’s
songs—

*“Awa,” cried the angry Judge, “awa
Wi the knave to the gallows tree!”

Bat the burly jurymen sait “Nat” |
And jingling Jock went free!

Therc was another reason which made me un-
willing to prolong my absence from home, and
that was the unorthcdox and unsavoury manner
in which my representative, Job Sheepshanks,
had been of late conducting himself. ’

Having met with a disappointment in love, Job
(ns Mr. Paumie certiorated me) had transferred
his devotion from the shrine of Venus to that of
Bacchus. In plain English, he had been upon
the ““spree” for nearly three weeks, to the no
small peril, as may readily be imagined, of the
throats and craniums of the lieges who put them-
selves at the merey of his professionul weapons.
One of his misadventures the dominic commauni-
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cated to me, by way of a spur to hasten my re-
turn, which I may navrate in passing.

There had arrived at Dreepdaily, in prosecua-
tion of his Jaw/ul avocations, a young commercinl
traveller, or bagman, Benjamin Bluebotile by
name. The aforesaid Blucebottle was quiic a
buck in his way, and was just as pacticular in
showing himself off to advantage as the wares
which it was his mission to vend. One evening
after dinner, Benjamin sought my shop for the
purpose of having himself tonsorially beautified
(theso were the dominie’s own words) prior to
making his appcarance at a “cooky shine” and
dance given by M13, Builie Bouncer, the spouse
of one of his leading customers. Now, it so
chanced that on this occasiun the bagman's post-
prandial potations had not been strictly limited
to cold water, and he had no sooner seated him-
selfin the professiounal chair than he emigrated
into the land of Nod before he could give my
joutneyman an inkling of the specific services
which were required at his hands, Job, who
was, as usual, more than half seas over, took it
upon himself to decide that the customer had
come for the purpose of having his hair cut, and
proceeded to act upon that theory without delay.
So vigorously did he ply scissors and comb, that
ere the world had become ten minutes more an-
tique, the poll of the oblivious Dluebottle was cut
close as the back of a new-shorn sheep!

Having concluded operations, Mr. Sheep-
shanks gave Li3 client an emphatic shake, and
informing him that the needful had been done,
craved the customary honorarium. Up started
Benjamin, thoroughly sobered by his snooze, and
drawing his hand over his chin, asked Job, with
an oath, whether he called that shaving? * Din-
na swear, Sic!” hiccuped my locum tenens, who,
being a New Light, Old Connexion, Reformed
Cameronian, always uplifted his testimony against
the-profane—** dinna' swear in sic a regardless
way. As for shaving, my razor never touched a
hair 0’ your beard, but I flatter mysel that your
head has been as wecl cowed this blessed night
. for that matter.” “What is that you say?”
yelled the miserable Rlucbottle. Do you mean
to tell me, unhanged vagabond that you are,
that you have been experimenting upon my
head?” Without waiting for a reply, the victim
rushed to the looking-glass, when in one moment
he became aware of the crowning misfortune
which had befullen him. It was indeed enough
to make a saint blaspheme! His corporeal cli
max was almost as hare as one of the blocks
which stood before him!

“Never mind, Sir,” now interjected Job, who

23

Ly thistime discovered that he had committed a
mistake, *“there is a plaster for every sore, as
the gifted Maister Rabshake Rumblethump says.
The weaihier being warm, you will not feel the
wang o' your hair, and here is a bottie o’ spiritual-
ized bear's grease, which will mak it grow as
quickly, or nearly sac, as it was crappit!”

These words, instead of producing a sedative
effect upon the excited bagman, appeared to ag-
gravate him into a perfect frenzy and whirlwind
of rage. **Cunfound you and your bear's grease I
he exclaimed, “I wish I saw you and it frying in
one of the “ripping-pansof Tophet! Look here,
you miscreaut! Will the lard of all-the bears in
Christendom ever cure this?* Uttering thesc
words, the demented Bluebottle made a clutchat
his scalp, and pulled off A wia!

» » * *

It is hardly necessary for me to say that the
state of matteis indicated by the above recited
tragical passage, urged me to h>iten my depart-
ure. Accordingly, I took my ticket in the Edin-
burgh mail-coach, immediately on receipt of Mr,
Paumic’s epistle, and the same evening beheld
me progressing homeward at the rate of twelve
miles an hour.

The night being fine, I contented myself with
an outside place, and was fortunate enough to
secure a moiety of the box-seat. I use the word
forlunate, becanse, as it so chanced, the driver
was quite an original in his way, and at ouce
good-humoured and communicative. He had
some story to tell connected with almost every
leading object upon the road, and as I took care
to “wet his whistle” at each halting place, I
managed to acquire a vast amount of gossiping
information in the course of my locomotive
journey.

“There is a curious story relating to that
house,” said my whip-flourishing friend, as we
were leaving a way-side house, * built for the
refreshment of pilgrims” (to use honest John
Bunyan’s cherishcd phrase). Iaving expressed
myself desirous to hear the legend, Thomas Thong
was—for so0 the Jehu named—indoctrinated me
with the substance of the following narrative, for
the,truth of which he pledged his credit.

ANENT THE APPARITION WHICK MANIFESTED
ITSZLF TO THE LAIRD OF NUNGRY KNOWES.
Near the famous town of Montrose, there

dwelt, not many years bye-gone, a landed pro-

prictor, answeting to the name of David Dreg-
horn. His estate was denominated Hungry

Knowes, and so far as its owner was concerned,

no designation could be more fitting or appro-

priate. If the misers of Scotland had agreed to
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elect themselves a king from amongst their num-
ber, most assuredly the crown would have fallen
upon the head of David, that is on the suppo-
sition that thrift was the leading qualification
sought after. Ile was the very incarnation of
grinding penuriousness, and used to be quoted as
such by the whole country side. Though pos-
sessed of a Jarge income, and having a goodly
sum to his account in the bank, he denied him-
sclf not only the luxwies and comforts, but
almost the very necessavies of life. There was
not a cotter of Hungey Knowes, who did not
usually sit down to a better dinner than did his
Laird, and as for garments, few beggars would
have exchanged habiliments with the wealthy
pauper. On more than one occasion, he had
been observed recruiting bis wardrobe from the
rags of a potatoe bogle, and if a compassionate
stranger (a3 was sometimes the case,) offered
him the benevolence of a penny, he never scru-
pled to pocket the donation, with a mumbled
benediction upon the head of the giver.

With the exception of a female drudge of all
work, the only domestic in the houscof Hungry
Knowes, was an aucient male servitor, called
Gavin Park, who was newrly as great an econo-
mist ag his principal. In fact, the familiar saying,
tlike wmaster, like man,” never had 2 more com-
plete realization than in this pair of skin-flints,

Only once a year, on the anuiversary of his
birth, to wit; did Laird Dreghorn rclax the
Lenten rule which governed the balance of his
esistence.  On that epoch be was in the habit of
giving an entertainment to such of the neighbor-
ing gentry as chose to be on visiting terms with
him; and on these oceasions none of the guests
had couse to complain of the quality of the
feast. The table presented every luxury which
the contiguous markets could supply, and as for
the wines they were of special and almost unique
excellence.  David Dreghorn had found the
cellar of Hungry Knowes rickly replenished when
he suceceded his father in the property, and as
not a Lottle was ever consumed except on the
occasions above referred to, the stock suffered
but slender diminution for many years.

This cellar and its contents formed the leading
boast of the Laird of Hungry Knowes, and so
jealously did he conserve the precious local-
ity, that no one was ever pesmitted to act as his
deputy in cxploring its recesses. Not evenin
the case of Gavin Park, was a rule vrelaxed which
was as stringent and inexorable as the laws of
the Medes and the Persians.

On one of Dreghorn’s periodical saturnalia, the
supply of wize fcll short, before the festivitics of

the evering had terminated, and the Jandlord
was obligated to procure an additional allowance.
A formidable difficuity, however, presented itself
to this consummation. The Laird had imbibed -
s0 copiously of his vinous treasures, that though
in full possession of thought and speech, bis
limbs refused to perform their regular functions.
Sundry attempts did he meke to rise from the
table, but all in vain. He wasto cvery intent
and purpose as much a fixture 2s if he had been
sculptured in marble or carved in ivory.

In this predicament, one of the guests whoae
locomotive organs were in more available order,
offered his services to enact the part of butler,
and bring the desiderated fluids. This proposi-
tion met with a stern and decided negative from
the host. Ic vowed: and protested that he
would not part with the key of the sacred crypt
to the Great Mogul, or the Queen of Sheba, let
alone to a parcel of north country land loupers!

At length, the minister of the parish, Doctor
Drouthycraig hit upon a method of solving the
difficulty. He suggested that Mr. Hercules Hor-
ning, an Aberdeen lawyer, and the Laird’s favour-
ite man of business, should carry his client upon
his shoulders to the cellar, and so act at once as
his Bucephalus and Ganymede. This proposition
was at once acceded to. The jurisconsult up-
lifted the agriculturist, placed him upon hisback,
and with a gait tolerably steady, all things con-
sidered, carried him out of the festal chamber.
After a short interval the rider and his bipedal
steed returned, amidst the congratulatory shouts
of theexpectant resellers, cach laden with a sup-
ply of stimulanteamply suflicient to lay the whole
synod under the table, a catastrophe which actu-
ally occurred before cock-crow!

There is only one other feature connected with
these birth day eutertainments, which falls to be
coudescended upon. On the ensuing day it de-
volved upon Gavin Park to collect the fragments
of the feast, such as cheese, fruits, &c., and hav-
ing carefully disposed of them in baskets, convey-
cd them to the purveyor in Montrose who had fur-
nished the same. The dealer, inaccordance with
a previous bargain, weighed whatever reliquin
were ina merchantable condition, and gave the
Laird credit for the same =2t the settlement of
accounts.*

The only near relative of the Laird of Hungry
Knowes wasa sister who had married an officer in

>There is nothing fictitious in the preceding
account of Mr. Dreghorn's convivial peculiarities.
They must be familiar to many Scotsmen whose
memories can reach back to half a century.—
Id 4. 4. 3L
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the service of the East India Company. This
lady and her husband died within a short time of
each other, and their sole issuc a son. wassgent to
England in order to be educated. When John
Embleton, for so was the young man named, had
attained majority, Mr. Dreghorn invited him to
take up his abode with him, throwing out a Lint
that on his decease the nephew would step into
the shoes of his uncle. As Embleton’s means
were far from beine plethorie, such an offer, at-
tended though it was with many drawbacks, was
not to be sneezed at, and, accordingly, he soon
found himself an inmate of the most comfortless
mansion which Scotland, in all probability cor-
tained.

It is unnccessary to detail the mode of life
which John was now constrained to pursue.
Enough to say that had he been a Trappist monk
hia privations and mortifications could havdly
have been exceeded. These drawbacks he felt
more in consequence of the luxuries to which he
had been accustomed in Hindostan. ‘His life
there had, comparatively speaking, been the life
of & prince,—here, he was obliged to submit to
sumptuary gricvanées, which would have driven
to insubordination a palanqui bearer of Bombay,
frugally as these unsophisticated children of the
gun sustentate nature.

In fact, so signally did the feelings of young
Embleton revolt against the system of semi-star-
vation to which he was subjected, that six months
would have terminated his probation, had not &
powerful motive constrained him to put up with
the domestic purgatory. To make along story
short, John was over head and cars in love, and
mutual vows of constancy had been exchanged
between him and the object of his affections.

Dorcas Rubric was the third daughter of the
Reverend Angustine Rubric, under whose rocf
Embleton had reccived a modicum of what pro-
verbs assure usis better than housc and land,
learning to wit. It is more than doubtful, how-
ever, whether tie excellent ccclesiastic would
have admitted the orthodoxy of the above cited
proposition.  With all his learning— aud its ripe-
ness was beyond controversy—he had never been
sble to attain a higher step on the ladder of pre-
ferment, than 2 curacy of some seventy pounds
per annum, and,unless the sky should rain patrons,
he had no prospect of cverbettering his financial
condition. When to this is added that the num-
ber of juvcnile Rubrics amounted to sixteen, it
will readily be imagined that the portion which
Dorcas could reasonably recken upon, must have
been almost too microzcopic for even fractional

It must now be patent to the most obtuse,
how it came to pass that the gay, and high spirit-
ed John Eiabelton could force himself to endure
the thousand and one annoyances which prevail-
ed ot Hungry Knowes. Upon his uncle’s favour
depended, to all human appearance, whether he
should ever be in a condition to fetter with &
plain gold w-ring the fourth finger of the plump
left hand of his dearly beloved Dorcas!

Rough as was the lot of poor John, it might
have been rougher still, but for the anxiety
which Gavin Park uniformily displayed, to ame-
liorate its ruggedness. From the very first,
Gavin had conceived a strong liking for the
young Laird—as Embleton was generally desig-
nated, and this liking was more firmly cemented
by the fact that both parties were devotedly at-
tached to ficld sports. Miserly as Gavin was, he
never begrudged the cost of povder and shot,
and the frequent sallies which the pair made
against the feathered and piscatory tribes of the
domain, had the effect of creating between them,
a union, offcnsive and defensive strong as thas
which characterised Castor and Pollox, Damon
and Pythias, or John Doe and Richard Roe!

Often when John Embleton disgusted at some
extra-miserable commons, threatend to leave ths
inkospitable dwelling, did the faithful, and more
prudent Park prevail upon him to give up his
determination. On such occasions the major-
domo would refer to the senedtitude and compli-
cated infirmities of Dreghomn, and remind the
murmurer that a man of scvent:-nine, endowed
with rheumatism and asthma, was not likely to
live for ever! The sclfevident truth of this pro-
position never failed to produce a seothing effect.
upon the irritated expectant, and, thinking upon
the charms of Dorcas Rubric, he continucd to
masticate oat-meal porridge, and watery beef-less
broth, with resignation if not with relish.

But a sorer trial than any thing of a mere gusta-
tory nature, was in reserve for the hapless heir
expectant of Hungry Knowes.

Laird Dreghorn had been through Tife a confirm-
¢d, and dogmatical advocate of single blessedness.
The female sex he regarded as natural cnem-
ies to the masculine species of humavity, and
firmly opined that their leading destiny was Vo
deck themselves with haberdashery superfluities
to the empoverishment of the lords of creation
and generally keep the aforesaid lords in boiling
water.  The few prints which adorned the
wall of his dwelling room had all reference to this
main and cngrossing idea.  For instance the
picture gallery of Hungry Knowes embraced, inler

arithmetic to calculate.

alia, the following subjects, Dalilah shearing the
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locks ot the contiding Sampson,—Pandora peep- dence MeThrift of Glen Skintlint. A braw estate
ing into the prohibited box.—Diana teanslating { (us the old gentlenan tovk care to state,) in the

the overly curivus Actwon inio a stag.—Ilelen

adiseent parish of Sour Sowans, worth twa thou-

lovanting from Troy.—Veuus fiisimg with thatsand stetding a yeas if it was worth a plack, and
graceless caval e Mars.~Lady Macbeth egging on jof which Miss McThrift was the sole aud unfet-

Ler remorseiul coodeman to cut the throat of

bonest King Vuncan.  Miilwood seducing George

tered owner!  The Laird added that Mizss Prad-
cuce had bithesto been residing in Edinburgh,

Barnwell to serve ouat his uncle after a cognaie j but, being desirous of superintending her property

fashion, and Just bue not least, in the Lairds esti-
mation, fur David was a 1igid Episcopalian,
Janet Geddes huling her sacrilegious juint stool
at the head of the prefadical parson in S.. Giles'
cathedral!

Young Embleton being well cognizant of the
above mentioned peculiariy in his uncle was oze
day filled with 1o small astonishment at being
told on his retwn from shooting a few birds,
and a brace of hares orso, thatthere was alady in
the drawing room?!  Such a phenomenon had not
been witnessed at ITungry Knowes dming the in-
cumbeucy of its present owner, aud had John
ceriioraied that an elephant or hippopoiomus
was enacting e pmt of hospes up stohis; but
slender addidon would have been mude o his
surprise.

The perplexiiy of the stiipling was by no
means abited; when Gavin Pk informed bim
him that Laied Dreghorn had not only received
the dame or spinster (as the case might be)
with every demonstration of cordiatiny Lut hag
even gone the lengih of bringing up from the
cellar 2 bottle of sweet wine, for her especial
discussion? ¢ Surcly ¥ exclumed the wonder
smitten scivant, “dooms-day must be close at
band!  Just think o’ the Laird érawing a pint o?
Lisbon that hasux’ its marrow out o the Kings'
cellars, and this no his birth-day! But aboon o'
10 think that ke does sic an uniieard o thing 1o
petile up a crcature in peiticonts! I some
marvel does 12’ happen after 2° this, may I pever
iing down @ muir Jowl again!®

Whilst Gavin was thus giving cxpression to
his excited feclings, the Lell 1ang, and havinyg
answered the summons, the fictetum of Huugry
Kuowes returncid with arequest, or more properly
speakinyg mandamas, that Embleton would tvansfer
his person to the drawingroom.  So iu duty
bound the young man lost no time in complying
with the wequivement, and laving hastily made
some improvements upon lis toiiet, hic cuiered
the chamber of audicnce.

No sooncr had he developed himse!f than Mi.
Dreghorn tyok him by the band, ang with ail the
formality of thgulinn schunl, presented him to
the fair visiter $fhom he introduced as Miss I'ru-

o

{
\

in person had recently temoved to Glen Skinfling
whete she proposed dwelling in fatwe.  Mr.
Dieghorn concluded hy inviting hisnephew to
drink a glass of wine to the health of their visi-
toi, aud their buiter acquaintance.

Though Lelonging to the gender which by the
prescuiptive usage of politeness, is called fair,
there was but liule to justify a literal application
of the word to the Chicftiancss of Glen Skin-flint.
In height, she closely boidered upon six feet, but
her bulk was far fiom being of corresponding
proportion. Indeed, for that matter, a whipping
post conveyed no very far-fetehied idea of the
lady’s general appearance.  Her eves were small,
greyish in hue, with « slight dash of veidaney,
and exhibited that sestiess, peesing, poking ex-
pression which frresistibly cenjuted up the com-
parison of 2 gimlet on awtive cervice. Inocula-
tion not having been mactised during the * green

canel sallad days” of tire virtuous I'ruderee, her

visage bore {estimony thiat sinail pox had been
amoung the ills to which her flesh had fallen heir:
—und a wrinkled shiced of sniiquiied parchment
was peculimly suggestive of the maiden’s neck,
at Jeast so much of itas the profanc were pet-
mitted to beholi!

Upon the whole, Johu Embleton could not
avoid coming to the conclusion, thatif all the
women in the world bore «n intimate resemb-
lance to the heiress of Glen Skinfiint, few clergy-
men would ever be calted upon to perform the
matimonial office!  He likwise opined that had
Piudence been the capiive Princess whose honor
Scipio Alricanus consaived, that wartior could
have claimed but slender merit on the scoie of
coatineucy !

Itis ouly nccessary to add that ifthe damsel
lacked thoze external chats which usually com-
mand the devoits of the oppsite sex, there was
every season to conclude that she possessed the
morce solid and utilitarian qualities alone to be
acquired in the school of expericuce! A few
grey hais, which feloniously peered from behind
the rampart of Lier yeliow fioutlets; t0ld a story
uot of yesierday’s date.  Indecd, for that mat-
tex, the Laptismal of Sour Sewans furnished con.
clusive evidence, that uever mwre on this ter
resirial globe, could the fortyseventh bizth-day of
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Pradence McThrift be celebrated with
chronological propriety !

If the nephew was somewhat lacking in ad-
miration of the visitor to Hungry Knows, not so
the uncle. e appeared to regard her as the
very paragon and perfection of womankind—in
fact, as something tco precious and sublimated
for the common wear and tear of existence. To
the most ordizary observations, which she enun-
ciated, he listened with appetized attention, asif
from her thin and pursed up lips there had been
gushingtorrents of wisdum-—-and so marked was his
devotion that a third party would not unnatural-
Iy have concluded that Dan Cupid had made an
orifice in the senior’s heart!

After a season Miss Prudence took her de-
parlure, having previously exacted a promise
from Mr. Dreghorn aud Johm, that they would
favour her with their company to dinner on the
following day. Embleton would fuin have ex-
cused himself, as fedling no special vocation to
undergo the irksomness of penance, but the
Laird cffectually knockud his inteniion on the
head, by accepting the invitation on the part of!
both, with a screzm of jubilate!

As John retraced his steps up stairs, after
secing Miss McTinift safely deposited in her
rickety old gig, which was propelied by a living
skeleton of a horse, he couid not help asking
himself what all this was to grow to? “ Can it
be possibie” he soliloquised—*that my uncle
contemplates wooing aud wedding yon animated
vinegar cruet? Ifso, there will be but a sorry
Yook out for poor Dorcas andmyself! The soon-
er that I depart, and commence pushing my
fortune the better!  Heigh ho!”

[At this epoch of the story, the mail coach
came to  halt for the purpese of changing horses,
and as 2 matter of course, Mr. Thong had tv in-
termit his narration for a scason.]

any

We are never more deceived than when we
mistake ravity for greatness, solemnity for sci-
ence, amd pomposity for crudition.

Therc is in cvery human countenance cither a
history ora prophecy.

Sorrow shows us truths as the night brings out
stars.

He who gains the victory over great insults
1s often overpowered by the smallest.

A mauin carnest fiuds wmeans; or, if he cac-
not find, creates them.

The world is all up-kill when we would do, all
down-hill wheu we suffer.

Weakuesses scem to be even more carefule
Iy a.nd auxionsly concealed than graver and more
decided faults, for hnman nature is more ashamed
of the first than thelast,

TAUL PRY AMONG THE BLUE NOSES.

No. 1.

Ox a sunny morning in October, 1853, not “two
men on horseback,” but two men in a a light
waggon * might have been seen,” and, in fact,
were seew, progressing along the north shore of
Notth Biitain from Shedine. One was a de-
scendant of the Acadinn French, dressed like the
rvest of them in dark blue homespuun, straw hat,
and home-made shoes, whom a sufficient consi-
dewation had induced to ofticiate as driverof a
pair of lively ponies; the other an individual en-
gaged in the pursuit of knowledge under difficul-
ties for the benefit of society in general, and the
readers of the Anglo in particular.

For about forty-cight miles along the coast the
farmers and oyster-digzers are nearly all de-
scendants of the Acadian French: but the me-
chanics, merchants, and business men, British, by
birth or descent. The women of the former class
invariably wear an antique dress of black home-
spur. Attempts on the part of individuals ‘of
cither sex to vary their modes of dress are of
rare occurrence ; when they are made they are
usually promptly repressed by the ruling power.
They are almost as enterprising as their cousins
in Canada East—instances will shortly be given
to that cfect.

A ride of 1S miles through a rather level
country, occasionally diversified Ly rivers (over
one of which, the Cocagne, isa very long bridge),
brought the aforesaid persons (o the village sea-
port of Buctouche, where thiere Is nothing parti-
culaily noteworthy—iwo steam saw-mills, a river

.

with two mouths, a few vesselsalloat, and oncor’

two ashore, constituted the most prominent ob-
jects. Another IS miles through an equally mo-
notonous countty, and the explorer pitched his
tent for the uight in the lively village of Richi-
bucto, on the river of the samne name; the word
in the Indian tongue signifving * the tiver of fire.”
The village is neatly built; the houses usually
bave smull gavdensattached to them.  In natural
beuuty it is deficient, as there are no hills in the
vicinity; it contains about 700 inhabitants, who
appear to be genewlly in comfortable circum-
stances, prompt in their Lusiness transactions,
British in their halits and feclings, industrious
and intelligeni.  The majority ave probably New
Brunswickers by birth; of 465 imwigrants, all
but ten are from Great Britain and Ircland 5 of
these ten, four e from other Liitish posacssions.
Shipbuilding, sawing and exporting timver, seem
the main business of this place, as well as of the
village of Kingston, which is ratber piciurcsquely
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situated two and 2 half miles up the river, where
there is a large saw-mill and two ship yards; the
harbour is capacious; several vessels of consider-
able tonnage were loading at both places; a
steam tow-boat was also moving round, the only
thing of the kind in these waters: the enterprise
of the New Brunswickers seems to run in any
other direction than in that of travelling arrange-
ments; those of them who travel must have lots
of time on their hands, judging by the small ac.
count they make of it.

About the time of the sojourn of the before-
mentioned knowledge-seeker, there was a grand-
ploughing-match in Richibucto, whereunto jour-
neyed sundry persons from divers parts. There
were four prizes and three competitors. Common
men would have been somewhat flustrated touch-
ing the disposal of the fourth prize—but not so
these mighty men of the field; they concluded
%o try again for the fourth, and one of them won
it.

A few days afterwards the before-mentioned
kaowledge-secker again set forth on his explor-
ing expedition among the blue-noses, one of
whom persuaded a quadruped to exert her supe-
rior muscular capacity in conveying himself and
the philanthropic explorer 38 miles further to the
Miramichi river, through a country abominably
¢ flat, stale, and (mostly) unprofitable,” the latter
from bad managewent rather than from any na-
tural deficiency. The principal productions
thereof arc potatoes, spruce, hackmatack, and
rampikes. An Acadian Frenchman with a horse,
cart, and a whole bushel of potatoes, was met
about seven miles from Rickibucto, procecding
to that place in order to dispose of his cargo.
The bluc-nose aforesaid asked him the price.
About that matter, however, he was in a state of
bligsful ignorance, but probably realized the
enormous sum of 1s. Sd. all told. There were
likewise scen sundry specimens of the manufac-
tures of the country, which should have been sent
a8 such to the Great Exhibition, where they
would 110 doubt have attracted considerable at-
tention—to wit, cart wheels without sppkes, the
lower portions projecting about a foet beyond
the upper; an excellent contrivance for runaway
horses, the amount of motive power required to
draw thic machine being so great as to absorb
nearly all the energiesof the avimal, leaving none
for superfiuous antics.

The explorer was informed that it was difficult
to induce the Frenchmen in those parts to sell
more than & bushel of potatoes at a time, and
that although a large quantity of surplus potatoes
was raised by them, it was very difficult to get at

it; they would sell cheaper by the bushel than
by the hundred bushels; pay their tithes mostly
in kind ; sell little, buy less; are no good to any-
body else, and not much to themselves.

Twelve miles from Richibucto, the travellers
stopped a few hours in a village rejoicing in the
cuphonious name of Kouche-i-bouguac, commonly
and barbarously mis-pronounced Kish-ma-gwack.
The Rev. Robert Cooney bas not given its signi-
fication. It consists of two blacksmiths' shops,
one mill, and the ruins of another, a store, two
taverns, and about a dozen houses. After leaving
this place, the Acadians are fewer and the land
better cultivated. After an additional ride of 26
miles, the travellers were safely deposited and
comfortably hopsed in the town of Chatham, Mi-
ramichi river, whereof a description will appear
in the proper place.

—

No. I
Tug explorers having fortified the inner man by
sojourning in Chitham some time at the quiet and
comfortable establishment of Mr. John Hes, set
forth on a perilous journey of 106 miles on a
frosty morning in an open waggon, wherein were
packed seven passengers and driver, much after
the manner of herrings in a cask, only not
covered: this being probably the height of ¢ com
fort," in the cstimation of the stage proprietors.
All future way-farers travelling by Kelly and
Orr’s “comfortable” stages from Chatham to
Fredericton are recommended, as a preliminary
operation to get chopped into mince-meat or
pounded into a jelley, and then get put in Todia-
rubber bags, by undergoing this prozess they will
pack much better and not be incommoded by
further pressure. The operation had better be
performed at once than by slow torture. The
explorers, with six other miscrable wreiches
under the same sentence, having paid the sum of
thirty shillings for the privilege of being tortured
twenty-eight hours, took his pesition on the edge
of a seat, onc leg inside, the other out—half
squeezing the life out of the unfortunate wretch
in the centre: the other passengers were in much
the same relative positions, the seats being calcu-
lated to hold two passengers each, but three
crammed into, or on the cdge of, two seats. One
gentleman privileged on account of the length of
his nether extremitics, sat in the front scat with
the driver.  The passengers were consoled by the
information that ounly 60 wmiles on the road, a
lage and comfoatable night-stage would be pro-
vided. The concern passed through a country
rather picturesque, up the south-west branch of
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Miramichi river—the houses, however, mostly
amall, and the farms neglected for the more
hazardousand Jess profitable pursuit of lumbering.
Much of the land appeared to be of superior
quality, and a small portion well cultivated, but
not an orchard or even fruit tree was visit' . the
whole distance of over 100 miles from Newcastle
to Fredericton. About two hours after sunset
the establishment arrived at a small place called
Boystown, consisting of about a dozen houses—
the only village on the road. Here the horses
were changed—not much for the better. The
passengers having packed away a quantity of fricd
pork in their interiors, were themselves packed
away into another open waggon about the same
size as the first. All that frosty night, ¢ for
many and many a weary mile” they journeyed
on painfully—the explorer was equally unable to
sleep or keep awake, and presumes the others
were in a similar predicament: he cannot say
much about the road for the next 24 miles, but
concludesit tob : thinly ettled, and not to partake
much of the sublime.

Judging from observation, he arrived at the
conclusion that, whips form a leading item in the
expenditure of the company, probably more so
than the article of oats—those latter that are
used scem to be mostly of the long species, if the
appearance of one of the animals forms any
oriterion. The appearance of the said horse
reminded him of an incident that occurred some
years ago while he was engaged in making
enquiries concerning the social, moral, intellectus]
and pecuniary position of the residents of Mark-
ham, Scarborough and York townships:—when
in the latter he was asked, if he made horses;
somewhat surprised at the query, he replied, that
he wasnot engaged in that branch of manufacture,
angd desired to be enlightencd touching the pur-
port of the enquiry. The querist replied, that
trom the appearance of the animal driven by the
explorer, he had inferred that, having erected
the frame-work of a horse, he had not yet found
tims to fill it up!

Slowly rolled on the weary hours of night, and
rapidly rolled the stage with its load of agglomer-
ated bipeds—the dark; blue moonless, but star-
light firmament grew pale in the east. In the
grey dawn the Naashwaak, & tributary of St.
John, was crossed. The scenery on many parts
of this river is very beautiful and varied. The
symmetrical forms of the spruce trees which
here grow abundantly; the windingo of the river,
the flat, fertile, alluvial lands on the bank, and
the hills clothed with verdure, and crowned with
evergreens, a clear aky above, clear water bolow

and pure air around, form a combination of unsur-
passed maguificence.

The residents along the banks which appear
to be thickly settled, are said to be nearly all
descendants of the soldiers of a Highland regi-
ment disbanded in this neighbourhood shortly
after the Revolutionary war. Eaily in the
morning the establishment put in for supplics at
a place about 14 miles from Fredericton. The
explorer, being a lineal descendant of the Wander-
ing Jew, and dreading another dose of pork-chops,
decamped down the road: lie afterwards ascer-
tained that his apprehensions were ill-founded,
They remained about three hours, probably to
give the explorer a full opportunity of observing
and describing the scenery of the Naashwaak, and
showed the immense muscular strength that long
oats will infuse into horse-flesh, as the roads, from
the thaw, were twice as heavy when they started
ag when theystopped. The explorer, meanwhiles
walked slowly down the banks of the river,
turning ever and anon to gaze in wrapt delight
on the ever changing, ever beautiful landscape>
At length, fatigued by want of sleep and long
walks the preceding twenty-four hours, the ex"
plorer sat down and slept; was awakened by
carriages going to market, and after waiting &
considerable time the stage made its appearance.
About a mile further on it was discovered that
the frame-work of a horse had given out, notwith-
standing the liberal allowance of long and sheag
oats wherewith he had been supplied. The pilod
left the crew and passengers to obtain more
motive power. The passengers having waited
impatiently some time, concluded to make a fire
on theroad. Lulled by the heat into a state of
blissful unconsciousness of things before him, the
explorer dreamt of Muddy Little York, absens
friends, peach-preserve and apple dumplings, and
was quite comfortable until the arrival of the
pilot dispelled these illusions, and reinstated the
sad realities of New Brunswick staging, fried
pork for supper, and no breakfast. The pilot bad
failed in his mission. No horse could be obtained
for four dollars to go ten miles and back in place
of the *‘ used up  animal, 8o the pilot concluded,
by a liberal expenditure of long oats, an extra
feed of meal and water, and by getting the
passengers to walk most of the remaining distance,
to fetch the establishment to Fredericton., As
they only drove the horse eighty miles per day
in fwo stages, (Sundays excepted,) and adminie-
tered as many long oats as the animal desired,
itis clear that neither over-riding or under-feeding
had anything to do with his exhaustion—he was
only driven forty miles at one stage and fed with
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gheat oats, meal and water on the way, Itis
therefore, uite clear to any right-minded person
that, the atoresaid stage proprictors are fully
entitled to a medal from tl.e society, for the pre-
vention of crachy to avimals, Sume unreasonable
persons, however, iusisteu that beiug tied to the
horse’s heels umd dragged forvy wmiles over a
rough road wouhl be more appropriate treatmeut.

Neverdieless, the whole establishment avrived
at Fredericton without the luss of a man: how
long the korse survived is unknown to this de-
ponent. Ieace to his ashes!

NO. ML

After a brief sajourn in the pleasant and hand-
some city of Fredericton, the before mentioned
individual tuok passage in a steamer for St. John.
For some time after leaving Fredericton, the
scenery, though picturesque, is rather tame, the
banks ave densely sewled, but no village between
it and St. John, except onc about a mite off the
bank: there arc no wharves or stopping places
the whole distance. The boat, however, stops
whenever a small boat puts out, and will also
stop to put off a passenger, ringing a bell to give
notice for a boat from shore; they probably lose
less time in this way than by stopping at wharves:
a few small orchards are visible at some places,
The country must have been long settled, as the
fields are free from stu.nps for some distance back
and the vicinity of the houses shaded and orna-
mented by planted trees: the dwellings appears
comfortable but not showy,—mostly frame build-
ings, no log houses. Here as on the Naashwaak
and other riversin the Fastern Provinces, are
large tracts of flat rich Jand on the banks and
islands in the river, sometines overflowed; this
land is called **intervale,” and is very fertile and
valuable, producing cnormous crops of hay and
aftergrass, from two-and-a-half to three tons of
hay per acre, mostly inferior to English hay fcr
horses, but said to be much superior for fattening
cattle, Some of these would produce English
hay altogethier; at other islands and flats it is
mixed, Thisland on the St. John is worth £20
to £23 per acre. Good common land in similar
situations, £2 to £2 10s. cleavcd, or £4 to £4 10s,
uncleared. The stacks of hay are mounted on a
kind of scaffolding to keep them from high water,
tides, &c. Cattle are turned on to graze on the
aftergrass in the fall, and fatten rapidiyon it
On-the river Annapolis, in Nova Scotia, most of it
1s dyked to keep out the tide. The intervale on
the 8¢, John is ina state of nature.

At about thirty miics from St. John the char-
acter of the scencry changesand becomes wild,

rugged, sublime and infinitely varied ; the houses
less nun.erous, though still thichly scattered ;
high aud distant hills in every dircction of
curiously diverse forms; the river expands into a
lake, but as we near St. John its channel issome-
what narrowed by numerous rocky islands; off
the left bank stretches far away Lake Kenne-
Leeasis, magnificently encivcled by high hills,
gloriou:ly beautiful, blue and distant hills piled
on hills, unti. they are almost undistinguishable
from the purc uzure above them. Iu Canada
West they would be called mountains,
“Laud of hrow: heath and shaggy wood.”
Jand of the mountain and the flood,

is almost as applicable to many parts of the
Eastern Provinees, as to the land of Burns,

The love of the beautiful and sublime, which
is closely allicd to, if not absolutely identical with,
the love of the perfect, can only be adequately
nourished in a counury of hills ; hence great poets,
prophets, reformers and philanthropists, have
mostly arisen in hilly countriez. The poets,
painters and sculptors of Ancient Greece and
Modern Italy drew their inspiration from the hilis
by which they were surrounded. Rome, that
ruled the world, was a city of hills. The Swiss,
uncqualled for bravery and love of freedom, live
:n a land of mountains. The Scotch, unoxcelled
by any nation for uadaunted perseverance, une-
yielding courage, unquenchable hatred of wrong,
keen intellect, and great capacity of adaptation,
appropriately inbabit the

“Land of the mountain and the flood.”
England is mainly a hilly country; there area
few level parts, but nobody of consequence except’
cotton lords and country squires was ever born
in thei.

“The green hills of Erin,”
are the birth places of a race or mixture of races
who under farorable circumstances are excelled
by none, equalled by few in genius for poetry,
puinting, music, oratory -and general literature.
The most energetic, ingenious, intelligent and
refined people on the American continent-—the-
New Englanders—inhabit a country of hills, rocks
and mountains. The Israclites, having been
slaves 400 years in 2 level country, in fulfilment
of their high destiny, were removed to the land
of tkeir inheritance, appropriately ‘“a land of
hills and valleys,” Deut. xi. 11, a country of
surpassing beauty. There prophets and poets
unequalled in any other age ur country, drew the:
breath of inspiraticn, there sang the “‘sweet
singer ™ of Israel: there gushed forth the blissful
visions of Issiah. The language of inspiratién
from Genesis to Revclation is full of allusions to- -
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mountains and hills, *“As the mountains are
round about Jeruselem,so is the Lord 1ound
about them that fear him. Ps. xcv. 2. The
strength of the Xills is His also, Ps. xev. 4.
I will lift mire eye unto the Aills. Ps. exxi 1.
The mountains and the hills shall break forth
Lefore you into singing. Isaiah lv. 12, The
everlasting mountajus were scattered: the per-
petual bills did bow. Habakkuk iii. 6.”

The above are but afew specimens of the
numberless Leautiful and appropriate allusions to
hilis and mountains in cvery book ol the Bible.
The Law was given on Mount Sinai: the trans-
figuration took place on ‘‘a high mountain.”
John the Revelator “was carried by the spirit
into an exceeding high mountain.” Rev. xx. 10.
The Redeemer of mankind passed His carthly
life among hills aud mountaing; the mountof
Olives was Mis favorite resors. There, amid
scenes of glorious beauty: there, amid hills,
valleys, rocks and mountains, were first uttered
the words of eternal life : there the aspirations of
unbounded love first found utterance.

It is measurably fitting that serfs should inhabit
the steppes of Russia;— pastoral barbarians roam
over the plains of Taitary ;—semi-civilized cen-
taurs gallop across the pampas of South America,
or pork eating braggadocios chew tobacco on the
prairies of the West. Such places may do for
inferior races: the valley of the Mississipi to raise
pork and grain; but the place to mise men and
women is 2 land of hills, rocks, rivers, valleys,
ocean and mountains: hence the future greatness
of the Eastern Provinces.

—_———t—————
ASTONISHING DISCOVERIES OF BRITISH
AND UNITED STATES WRITERS CON-~

CERNING BRITISH "AMERICA.

As it is une of the most important functions of
the Anglo-American Magaziné, to disseminate
information concerning the peculiarities of British
America, it i3 presumed that the following is too
valuable to be lost; facts are stated on high
authority (?) whereof residents are either pro-
fourdly ignorant, or entertain a contrary opinion;
it is important that they ehould unlearn their
error, and rcly less on their own biassed vision,
than on the impartial testimony of travellers and
compilers of geographies, newspaper articles, &c.,
who having no personal interest in the matter,
and'in many cases, never having seen the
Province, may be supposed entirely freé froim
préjudice.

An illustrated magazine published in- Boston
baving a large circulation in many parts of British
America, discovered in 1861, that * The' popu-

lation of Canada West is now upwards of 500,
000, that of Canada EFast neamly as much,”?
‘The census returns for 1850 give about 900,000
to each.

Another Tuited States paper recer.tly discover-
ed that vessels of 500 tons burden could enter
the Port of St. John at high water, The
“matives,” are, however, under the hallucination
that no vessel, building or built, can tcuch bot-
tom at any time of the tide ; the existence of a
Lar is indignantly denied by the Pilots.

In a school book published under the super-
intendence of the National Board of Education
in Dublin, will be fonnd the following notice on
the title page.  “'Sold by IL. Cliff, St. John, Hal-
ifax, Canada,” It will be seen that this celebrat-
cd gentleman, Mr. Patrick Bull, who is probably
the writer of the above, has thus cffected by a
stroke of his pen, what Colonial politicians have
been vainly cndeavouring to effect for many
vears; viz. a Union of the Colonies. The be-
nighted inhabitants of these regions would, how-
ever, be somewhat puzzled to recognize the lo-
cality therein mentioned, the book is greatly
used in the schools in Britishk Amecrica. In the
4th book of lessons, issued by the same publishe
ers, is to be found the following authentic in-
formation.

“New Brunswick is alarge country to the
north-west of Nova Scotia. Soine parts of it are
hilly and watered by fine rivers, but the whole

JSorest (2!1) The inhabitants are much engaged
in the timber trade, this i3 carried on by a set
of men called lumberers, who cut down the trees
in the depth of winter, in the heart of these ime
mense woods, * * ® ® * In the spring,
when the ice melts, and the rivers are full, they
send down the timber in vessels or in rafts to
Halifax, whence it goes to England.” A raft on
the Bay of Fundy would be a novel spectacle,
To cross the Atlantic in 2 wash tub with a hole in
the bottom would be an undertaking trifling in
comparison with crossing the Bay of Fundy ona
raft.

Speaking of Nova Scotia. * The inhabitants
are partly French, partly Scotch, and partly Inv

‘to any ‘extent with the Acadians or Indians;

is Halifax, a place whence much timber is ex-

nesrer the mark, .

country is almost an unbroken and magnificent |

dians.” It is generally considercd there,’ that
neatly all are descended from U. E. loyalists:
and British settlers, neither of whom intermarry -
These latter are comparatively few. *Itscapital:

ported.” Some say imported would be mudclr
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“The chief towns of Upper Cannda are Kings-
ton and York, both on Lake Ontario,” where is
York? Toronto and Hamilton perbaps only ex-
ist as yet in imagination, “The climate of Ca-
nada isvery cold in winter, and the country is
buried in snow, (grey-mud) five or six months in
the year.”

% Cape Breton and Prince Edward’s Island,
are two large islinds scparated from Nova Scotia
by narrow channels. They are all cold and fog-
gy in climate, and the inbabitants are principally
engaged in tlie fisheries.”

They think, however, in Prince Edward's
Island, that they raise large quantities of oats
and potatocs, and a great number of horses; this
however, may be only a freak of their vivid im-
aginations; nevertheless it is certain that at a
certain hotel in St. John, where the writer so-
journed, which i3 much frequented by Prince
Edward Islanders, the talk is of horses, ad nau-
seam. A large quantity of coal is exported from
Cape Breton, if shipping lists speak truly. Pro-
bably ¢ fish,” in the Hibernian dialect signifies
and includes horses, oats, potatocs and coal,

A gentleman in the British service issued in
Lordon some time since a work on the Provinces,
wherein, speaking of railway schemes, he states
that it would be impossible to run steamboats
across the Bay of Fundy in the winter season,
as enormous icebergs are floating about in every
direction. The natives, however, say that it is
doubtful if any of the said iceberge are of suffi-
cient magnitude to float anything heavier than a
sea-gull, and that even such ones are few and far
betwecen. They are also under an impression
that the writer above-mentioned viewed the ice-
bergs (?) through an optical medium equal in
magnifying powers to the telescope wherewith
Herschel, from the Cape of Good Hope, saw the
Man in the Moon! They are alzo under the de-
lusion (having possibly been all biologized by an
eminent professor of the science) that a steamer
runs across the bay from St. John all the winter,
except four or five weeks, and that its stoppage
during that period is caused not by the presence
of icebergs but by the absence of business.

Tt is said that persons having control over edu-
eationsl matters in the Province of New Bruns-
wick, anxious that the rising generation should
be thoroughly indoctrinated in the true faith—to
wit, that the New Brunswick timber is exported
from Halifax ; that rafts are floated across the
Bay of Fundy, thence several hundred miles
along the coast of Nova Scotia into Halifax har-
bour for the purpose of being exported in sea-
going vessels (there being nonein St. John) ; that

Canada is buricd deep in snow for five or six
mouths in the year; aud that horses, oats, potas
toes, and coal are fish,—are dissatisfied with the
omission of these primary articles of faith in the
Canada reprints of the school-books above-men-
tioned. They therefore use nearly altogether the
origin:ﬂ Dublin edition, though endeavors have
been made to introduce the Canadian editions.
All such insidious attempts to undermine their
faith in transatlantic oracles bhave hitherto been
egregious failures, They won’t have anything to
do with such a hotbed of annexation and rowdy-
ism as Montreal.

The writer had penned the foregoing paragraph
when a friend, engaged in * teaching the young
idea,” suggested that the books in question being
used as class books, and the Dublin edition having
been first introduced, the parents are too stingy
to buy new books, which, if the Canada edition
was used by any, all would have to do—that a
new edition has just been printed in Philadel-
phia, wherein the remarkable facts above detailed
are embalmed, like any other mummies, for the
benefit of the rising generation of Columbians and
Blue-nsoes, which is to be henceforth the only
edition used in the eastern Provinces. It will,
among other purposes, answer admirably, that of
preventing the young men of the United States
from emigrating to countrics under the *Flag
that braved a thousand years the battle and the
breeze,” by making these Provinces answer in
place of a “raw head and bloody bones,”—thus
preserving intact Blue-nose loyalty in generations
to come,

Albeit!; the writer is unshaken in his conviction
that the above course of conduct is mainly trace-
able to the spirit of unswerving loyalty (some
would call it * consistent toadyism”) which ani-
mates the people of New Brunswick.

———tl - O e

CURIOUS EFFECTS OF ‘EXPECIANT ATTENTION,

A lady, who was leaving off nursing from de-
fect of milk, was hypnotised by Mr. Braid, and
whilst she was in this state, he made passes over
the right breast to call attention toit. In a few
moments her gestures showed that she dreams
that the baby was sucking, and in two minutes
the breast was distended with milk, at which abe
expressed, when awake, the greatest surprise,
The flow of milk from that side continued abun-
dent, and to restore symmetry to her figure, Mr.
Braid subsequently produced the same change om
the other side; after which she had a copious
supply of milk for nine months, We are satisf
ed that, if applyed with discrimination, the pro-
cess will take rank as one of the most potent
methods of treatment, and Mr. Braid's recent
Essay on Hypnotic Therapeuties seems to us to
deserve the attentive consideration of the
eal profession,
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FUNERAL OF WELLINGTON,
Nights' sable pall withdrew,
And the dull dawn gave to view,
Wellesley’s comrades brave and true,
Grief-struck and mute.

Where the dead Hero lay
They had formed their armed array,
QO'er the glorious dead to pay

Their last salute.

They do not grieve alone,

A deep gloom o'er all is thrown

From the cottage to the throne,
The loss all share.

Prince, Commoner and Peer
Join in tribute o’er his bier
In the silent heart-felt tear,
And funeral prayer.

Deep booms the minute gun,
Mournful rolls the mufiled drumn
Through Britainnias sacred dome,
As with arms reversed they come ;
Lo! the red cross flags all drooping,
HRaug unfurlled.
Midst a mighty empire's moan,
On they bear to his last home,
< The first and foremost man
In all this world.”

Near Immortel Nelson’s mound
Place his kindred Hero’s grave,
Let the warriors laurel-crowned,
The mighty and the brave .
Rest, for * his duty™ each hath nobly ¢ done,”
While their blooming, well-earned bays
Live in Glory's proudest rays
Bright as the hrilliant splendour
Of the sun,

ANgIBLY,
Ancaster, C. W.
13th November, 1852,
————t - —————
SOCIETY IN BOSTON,

] wasg this evening at a large party of the
Boston fashionables at Mrs. Ba. I felt quite
well; the company was handsome, elegant, very
polite, and the evening was agr.cable to me,
Another evening I was at another great fashion-
able party in another house. I did not fecl well,
and the company seemed to me rather splendid
and aristocratic than agreeable, Isaw herea
couple of figures such as I did not look for in the
drawing-rooms of the New World, and least of
allamong the women of New England, so puffed
up with pride, sounlovely—one read the ¢ money-
stamp,’ both in glance and figure, I was toid
that Mrs, and her sister had spent a year

iv,—C
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in Parig ; they ought to have brought thence a
little Purisian grace and common seuse, as well
as fushion. People who are arrogant on accoung
of their wealth, are about equalin civilization
with our Laplanders, who measure a man’s worth
by the number of his reindeer. A mau with one
thousand rcindeer is a very great man. The
aristoceracy of wealth is the lowest and common-
est possible.  Pity isit that it is met with in the
New World more than it onght to be. One can
even, in walking through the streets, hear the
expression, ¢ He is worth so many dollars!® But
the best people here despise such expressions,
They would never defile the lips of MarcusS.
Channing, or Mr. Downing. And as regards the
fashionable circles, it must be acknowledged that
they are not considered the highest here. Oue
hears people spoken of hereas beiug ¢above
fashion,’ and by this is meant people of the
highest class. It-is clear to me that there is here
an aristocracy forming itself by degrees which is
much higher than that of birth, property, or
position in society ; it is really the aristocracy of
merit, of amiability, and of character. Butitis
not yet general. It is merely as set a little
handful. Butit grows, and the feeling on the
subject grows also.”
ADVOCATES AND CLIENTS,

An advocate, by the sacred duty which he
owes hig client, knows, in the discharge of that
office, but one person in the world—that clieat,
and none other. To save that client by any ex-
pedient means, to protect that client at all ha.
zards and costs to others, and amoug others, to
himself, is the highest and most unquestionable of
his duties; and he must not regard the alarm, the
suffering, the torment, the destruction which he
may bring upon any other. Nay, separating the
duties of & patriot from those of an advocate,
and casting them, if need be, to the wind, he
must go on, reckless of the consequences, if lLis
fate should unhappily be to involve his country’
in confusion for the client's protection.—Zord
Brougham. .
A DEAD SEA BATH.

I bathed in the Dead Sea. The ground co-
vered by the water, sloped 8o gradually that I
was not only forced to “sneak in,’ but to walk
through the water a qguarter of a mile before I
could get out of my depth. When at last I was
able to attempt to dive, the salt held in solution
made my eyes smart so sharply that the pain I
thus suffered, joined with the weakness occs-
sioned by the want of food, made me giddy and
faiut for some moments; but I soon grew better.
I knew beforehand the impossibility of sinking in
this buoyant water; but I was surprised that I
could not swim with my accustomed pace; my
legs and feet were lifted so high and dryout of
the lake that my stroke was baffled, and I felt
myself kicking against the thin air, instead of the
dense fluid upon which I wasswimming. The wa-
ter is perfectly bright and clear, its taste horrible,
After finishing my attempts at swimming and
diving, T took some time in regaining the shore,
and before I began to dress I found that the sun
had already evaporated the water which clung to
me, and that my skin was thickly encrusted with

salte,~Travels in Judea,
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PREFACE.

PRETACE.

As we wish to avoid needless repetition, we
beg leave, once for all, to say that we are infi-
nitely above the paltrinessof an unjust na-
tional feeling; and disclaim anything and
everything in the shape of an Anti-American
feeling.

In the course of the following papers we
have, again and again, spoken somewhat more
than but slightingly, somewhat more than in-
dignantly, more than contemptuously, even,of
the sham and merely nominal Republicans of
the States in genci‘ﬁl and of New York in par-
ticular. But are we, therefore, deaf as the
adder that listeneth not to the voice of the
charmer, charm he neverso wisely 2 Are we
unable to recognize the great and the good
qualities of the American Republicans,worthy
of that name, because we are proud that we
and that ours are, ever have been, and we
trust ever will be, to the latest generation car-
nestly attached arnd inflexibly true to that
form of government which long since made,
still keeps, and long shall continue to keep,
our own loved island, not only in the first na-
tional rank, but in the unapproachable one of
¢the admiration of the world, wul the envy
of surrounding nations?”  ecause we utterly

despise the absurd and silly Americans who
never mention their own country but in terms
of exaggerated praise, and those insolently
" unjust Americans who, like Abbott and other
small scribes, chiefly residing and publishing
in New York, will any honest man say, or
will any sane man believe, that we therefore
. withhold our admiration from all that Amer-
jca has of the truly great, or our love and
respect for all that she has of truly good?
To all upright and honorable Americans we
confidently appeal for a truer and-more
impartial judgment; and, far from fearing that
we shall be disappointed in that respect, we
feel confident that from all such Americans

our labors will experience the same welcome
and the same applause which they will receive
from our own compatriots of the same high-
hearted and clear-headed stamp. We are
well nigh as certain as we can be of anything,
that, on both sides of the Atlantic, sham lib-
erals and small scribblers will reproach us
with divers and sundry forms of injustice, and
will more especially endeavor to raise a popu-
lar howl against what they will misrepresent
ag our anti-American prejudice.  Once and
for all, then, we emphatically and sincerely
repudiate and disclaim all such prejudices.
We not only believe, but we have positive
and personal knowledge of the fact, that
America possesses, in every rank of life, mul-
titudes of men who would do honor to any
country in the world. But, because we honor
—at once respectfuily and enthusiastically
honor—such great writers as Washington
frving, the late James Fennimore Cooper, and
the still living—long may he live!—William
Cullen Bryant, are we therefore bound to be
silent as to the shameful plagiarism and
shameless injustice and impiety of such scrib-
bling and book-making men as this Mr. John
S. C. Abbott? Not we, indeed! We have
sternly performed an imperative duty; and
though separated, most probably forcver, by
the broad Atlantic, from our native land, that
land is dearand sacred to us as ever; and for
Abbott and all who shall dare to imitate his
flagrant and insolent attacks upon that dear
land, our own birth place, the dwelling
place of many a dear fricnd, and the burial
place of our kith and kin; for Abbott, we
say, and for ail who shall be unjust and reck-
less enough to imitate his reckless injustice
towards our country, we have an undying hos-
tility to which the cant of the timid; and the
brazen imputations thrown by the native or
foreigﬁ cnemies of Britain shall never deter
us from giving ful], hearty, and very unmis.
takeably spoken expression. We feel sure of
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the approbation of the wise and the just on
both sides of the Atlantic; for any remarks
made in courtesy and candour even by avowed
opponents, we have open ears and great pa-
tience; for foes of another description, we
have—scorn and defiance!

A few words more, and our brief Preface
shall no longer detain the reader from our far
more important observations.

We have again and again accused Mr. Ab-
bott of plagiarism; we have again and again
accused him, in plain English, of having often
taken, without acknowledgment, the very
words of other, abler, and more industrious
authors; and we have also stated that there
is not ONE authentic passage of importance
as to FACTS which, even when the words are
bis own, he, as to the substance, gives to us
fer the first time. It has been suggested to
us by literary friends for whose judgment we
have the highest possible consideration and
respect, that Mr. Abbott will probably endea-
vor to persuade the world that, in this in-
stance at lcast, we do him injustice. We
challenge him to do this; and we forewarn
him that we are prepared to prove the truth
of our assertion, by parallel passages from
his compilation and ihe books published in
French and English during the last thirty
years.

We challenge hiim, then, to contradict us;
and we again and emphatically assure our
readers, on both sides of the.Atlantic, that
from the very first page of his truly shameful
performance to the very last page of it that

_we have as yet received at his only too pro-
fuse hand, all that is Trur in his scribbling is
not NEw, and all that is NeWw is not teue ; all
the truc he has unceremoniously taken from
British or French authors, either in their ac-
) ‘tual words or in substance; the malignantly
untrae and unjust, being, alone, his own pro-
duction, ' ’

ABBOTT'S NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE.
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BY WILLIAM THOMAS HDALEY.

P

In this best of all possible worlds, there are
not a few things to which we are compélied to
confess that we are implacably hostile. We
detest a creaking wheel; and the sound of
saw-sharpening will throw us into a parox-
ism, pretty equally compounded of pain and
anger. A delicate looking young lady with
the tones of Lablache, or a double bass ; and
o, six foot fellow, who, with hair dark as the
raven's wing, and a superb moustache to
match, has a girl's voice and an infant lithp,
arc as abominable to us as an cmpty purse, or
that public nuisance, a public dinner, where
all the vices are quite sure to be lukewarm
and all the soups as cold as though they were
iced veritably and of inalice prepense. We
confess it, we scorn to deny it; nay, we
go still farther than that, we are even rather
proud of it than otherwisc; there arc things,
and very many of them for which we have a
hearty and implacable hatred, and to which,
had we the power to work our will, itis pretty
certain that we should show very much lesy
mercy than the world would very reasonably
look for at the hands of an elderly gentleman
with very white locks and an aspect but little
suggestive of proballe longevity. Yes! we
confess that there are divers and sundry nuis-
ances, animate and inanimate, tangible and
intangible, for the which we feel proud that
we entertain a most intense and undying ha-
tred. We are proud of this, because we are
quite certain that though we know how to
hate bitterly, we, yet, never hate unjustly,and
that, for all that is reallyloveable, we have an
ever-springing and inexhaustible love. We
hate whatever is base or crucl, mean or hypo-
critical,—and why should we not hate such
things? Nay, why should we not be proud,
thankfully proud, that nature and e¢ducation
have made it utterly impossible for us
not to hate such things? Oh! Yes! for
all that is loveable, we have a true and in-
exhaustible love; mnot a noble or a lovely
sound or sight is there, from the sub-
lime thunder of Niagara to the sweet lispings
of an awakening child ; from “Heaven’s own

‘| artillery” pealing above the storm-lashed ocean
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to the small cheep-cheep of callow and un-
tledged nestlings, no noble or lovely sound or
sight is there that will not make our heart
brund or melt, as hearts but too rarely can,
bound or melt, after half a century of hard
*prenticeship in the world’s hard school.—
But while we thus love all that is lovely and
admire all that is grand, that very love and
admiration teach and enforce upon us a most
scorning and intense hate of all that is hate-
ful, and alas! there are but too many hateful
andloathsome things in this our beautiful but
perverted, and therefore, wrong fravght
world !

‘When so many abominations present them-
selves as candidates for our hatred and our
loathing, it is no casy matter to be either very
accurate or very counsistent in apportioning
them out among claimants at once so numer-
ous,and so cqually hateful and loathsome,
though hateful or loathsome for reasons so
diverse. But “good hater as we are (“ Sir! I
love a good hater!” said Dr. Johnson, one of
the best christians that ever lived,) and multi-
tudinous and various as are the objects of our
hate or loathing, or of an ineffable mixture of
both, there is one object which we loathe and
hate far beyond all others; one for which no
plea could by any possibility obtain our mer-
cy, and that one is——Humbug! For Hum-
bug and Humbugs we are quite literally pitiless
and implacable ; compared to them, we deem
tigers mild, ratttlesnakes harmless, and grizzly
bears, desirable additions to a small tea party.
Yes! We can admire the lion in his sinewy
might, and the panther in his sleck and agile
beauty, even while we dig the ensnaring pit
for the one, or level the deadly rifle at the
other. But, Humbug! In warring against
that we feel a real hate, mingled with a real
loathing, such as one feels when trampling
upon some of the horrid reptilesof the far
South, reptiles at once venomous and loath-
some; alike revolting to human sight and per-
ilous to human life, Yes! We confess, and
it is with pride that we confess it, we even
yet know how to hate—as a Christian and ar
English scholrr should hate. We well know
that he who makes up his mind to make truth
the loadstar of his course must alsomake his
mind up for a very rugged and difficult course.
If he oppose some popula ery, if he refuse to
pay to this or that popular Idol the same

homage that the multitude formerly were
taught to pay, and pay now, just as parrots re-
peat their lesson, he must be prepared to hear
that he loves calumny : if he point to atroci-
ous public cruelty on the part of that idol he
must expect to be met not by a denial of that
cruelty, but by one ortwo pook-pooks,and two
or three notes of admiration, and a few sup-
positions having not the slightest relevancy to
the matter in hand, the whole very appropri-
ately winding up with the cver blessed petitio
principit, that bland and serviceable begging
of the question which mects specific charges
of any given vice by a general assumption of
the very opposite virtue. We well know all
this, we have experienced it ere now, and we
are quite” ready, if nced be, to experience it
again, ‘. laugh at it again, and to go on as
ever, valuing Trath above all things.

“True itis that we grow milder than we
were in our hot youth when George the IV,
was King,” then, indeed,we were wont to hate
more strongly than was altogether consistent
with Christian mercy ; now, that we feel
ourselves growing old, we somewhat incline to
dealing with a comparative lenity with hum-
Lugs while crushing, pitilessly as ever, each
new or newly revived humbug which they
would fain impose upon the world. Yea! We
are growing old:

« our visions flit
T.ess palpably before us. and the glow
That once our spirit felt is fluttering faint and low.”

But heaven be praised, we are alert still, our
eye has not yet grown dim that we should-
be unable to discern the wiles of the insidious
enemics of truth, of England, and of man's
best interests, neither has our heart grown
faint that we should fear to hold up those
wiles to the mingled wonder and scorn of the
truthful, and the high of heart. No! We are
English still, English to the heart’s core, ever
ready to defend even our most rancorous
enemy if he be unjustly attacked, and ever
equally ready to oppose all, friends or foes, if
they would set up ferocity for courage, the
base hankering of an apostate after pence and
praise for a noble self abnegation and a sin-
cere change of faith, or the theatrical spouting
of a wordy mountebank for the genuine and
generous outpouring of a true patriot. Inone
sense, at least, we have not loved the world,

nor has the world loved us: we

“. have not flattered its vile breath, nor bowe
A paticnt koo to its idolatries
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English alike in mind and in heart, we ever
have had, nnd we still have, fresh,fiery, scorn-
ingand ficrce as inour very best day, on
hallowed and hallo ving, unquenched and un-
qrienchable hate—the hate of humbug ! Yeal
Thank heaven, we hate that as heartily as
ever we didd, and if there is any one specimen
of it which has a double portion of our hate
itis the great huambugof false or exaggerated,
or, worst of all, of & mercly simulated Iero
worship. And of that worst, that paltriest,
that most entirely detestable of all humbugs,
how much alas ! how very much have we not
been obliged to detect, and to loathe, and to
brand with an ever-burning mark, during our
long pilgrimage here on earth! To gratify
an unjust and aching grudge against a great
people or a great man, alas! to what low and
dastardly expedients have wenot scen even
great men and able men descend! For the
sake of a side hit at England, how many, in-
cluding the sublime though moody Byron,and
the brilliant and honest but terribly preju-
diced Iazlitt, have howed the knee to the un-
Jjust and the despotie, called viee, virtue, and
virtue vice, and in the much abused name of
liberty, made as it were bond slaves of their
own great souls! Sad, oh very sad, that pre-
judice should be so strong in such great souls,
and the love of truth, pure abstract trath, for
its own sake, so very very weak!

Evenin the errors of the truly great in in-
tellect we rarely fail to find something to
prevent us from wholly with-holding our re-
spect; even while regretting, indignantly re-
gretting, that they have allowed passion to
overcome all sense of truth and justice, we
yet perceive that the misleading passion had
nothing in it of dastardliness or of paltriness.
But if the world will accept this plea, if it will
aceept any plea, for departure from strict
trath and strict justice, alike tofriend and foe,
on the part of great writers, the world must
malke up its remarkably sagacious mind to
seeing very middling and very small writers
equally or even more regardless of truth and
justice on far weaker and meaner pleas, or up-
on no plea at all save those of a natural itch
for scribbling and a strong determination to
dine somehow ; and accordingly False Hero
Worship and simulated herc worship may
now be met with in authors of every calibre;
six-penny story books teach the child to look

only to brilliancy and success of achievement
and not to justice of cause or honor of proce-
dure, and quarto histories, octavo novels, and
Llue and Luaft reviews at 6s sterling the num-
ber, do their best tokeep the man in the same
delusion, praising the wit and coolness of T'al-
leyrand and the acuteness and dexterity of
Foaché, but saying not one word about the
utter, the loathsome, the damning contempt
of truth, feeling,honor,and fidelity, exhibited,
from the cradle to the grave alike by the di-
plomatic spy and by the police spy! Shame,
shame, that it should be thus! hat sort of
writers do people expect to arise under such
a system? For our own parts, we should ex-
pect and have expected precisely such writers
as—oaly too many are so—men of a false
watchword, so often repeated that they at
length learn to allow the foeman to pass with
fiag-flying, trumpet sounding, lance couched;
and sabre in hand, if he have but the Belial
wit to shout that watch word in their ear!

Among “the signs of the times” therc are
but too many which aman of true benevo-
lence must needs look upon with mingled
pity and sorrow, and there are still more
which he must needs look upon with mingled
contempt and dislike ; but we know of not one
which inspires us with such unmingled fear,
such an overpowering horror, as the moral
reckiessness which is exhibited by political
partics and their literary partizans. The
emply pated Blue Stocking who, in her un-
reasoning hate to George TII, and his court,
vowed and protested that Jack Wilkes “squin-
ted no more than a gentleman ought to
squint,” was but the ncre precursor and type
of a perfect host of historians, Biographers,
Reviewers, Compilers, and seribes in general,
who, more especially on this side of the Atlan-
tic, “for their dear hate” of England (to say
nothing about their dear love of dollarsand
dimes) arc ever ready to protest that this,
that, or the other hers whose course and
achievements have been especially anti-Eng-
lish “lied no more thau a philosopher should
He” or “murdered no more than a hero
should murder!” Truth, stern truth, utterly
regardless of party interest and rationai pre-
judice, has for years past been falling into ut-
ter neglect, if] indeed, we should not speak
with more rigid correctness if we were to say
utter contempt. To do justice to the merito-
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rious achievements or to the moral excellen-
cies of our opponent, secems to be no longer
considered a noble and chivalrous virtue, ho-
mage paid alike to the writer’s self respeet
and his love of truth; if we may judge of
opinion from practice we must suppose, on
the contrary, that writers in general consider
it quite a “slow" thing, a Quixotic ultra re-
finement, an indiscretion sufficient to damage
any amount of talent, and to neutralize any
amount of effort.

For our own part, thankful as we are for
many blessings that have been showered upon
our path in alleviation of many sorrows and
sufferings that have beset and darkened it,
we know of nothing, save sight and sanity,for
which we are more heartily and unfeignedly
thankful than we are for our utter moral in-
capacity to be guilty, publicly or privately,as
writer oras man, of this trul abominable in-
justice, Is a man politically or personally
our foc? We will oppose him to the last
pulse and to the last gasp; we will expose
his blunders, we will bafile all his efforts to
impose npon the world, we will denounce as
well as expose his sophistrics, and, God aiding
us, we will defeat his unjust endeavors, whe-
ther they regard mankind in general or our
own much maligned and liitle understood
couniry in particular; but we trust that we
shall never live to sce the day when either
hate or fear of our foe, or affection fur the
cause that we undertaketo uphold against
him, shail induce us to misrepresent our op-
ponent’s talents or virtues, or unduly toland
those of his foes just simply Lecause they are
his foes.

If any one virlue were more than any other
conspicuous in the genuine ¢id British charac-
ter, it was an outspoken and uncompromising
trathfulness; carried, in fact, by only too
many of us, to the very verge of absolute rude-
ness, unti] education brought its amcliorating
influsnces to bear upon so many of us, not in
this or that rank, merely, but in all ranks.
But of late years, since such marvellous facili-
ties have been afforded for both domestic and
forcign travel, one cliss of Hritish, at the
Teast, hag altered very greatly in character—
and terribly for the worse. We allude to lit-
erary men, from the great Historian down to
the smail paragz=a;h maker for the obscure
weekly paper. Far from being fmproved by

forcign travel, this class of our compatriots has
becotne deteriorated in the worst pussible man-
ner. Within our own memory, British writers
were frequently, and not always unjustly,
charged with overweening prejudice in favour
of their own country and its institutions, laws,
custems, and manuers. Assuredly, no one
can now justly charge them with any such
old-fashioned prjudices. Tmperial despotisin
in Paris, the despotism of rowdies and petty-
larceny aldermen in New York; the absolute
despotism of a monarch, or the still more
frightful despotism of a mob—anything so that
it have in it no touch of sturdy British
sense, or of sturdy British honesty—any-
thing and everything from autocracy at St
Petersburgh to “the fierce democracy ™ in
New York or New Orleans, will now find favor
with only too many British writers. A spuri-
ous liberalism is now the order of the day;
and British writers, and those by no mecans of
the lowest ciass, cither, are so much afraid o:
seeming prejudiced that, to show their liber-
ality of opinion, forsooth ! they will deny jus-
tice to their own country, in order {o domore
than justice to their own country’s rivals and
enemics.  This paltry preference of a spurious
liberalism to that brave and abiding love of
truth, without which the most admirably art-
istic writing is “ but as sounding brass and a
tinkling cymbal”is, we repeat it, by no means
confined to the lowest class of writers—
¢ great historians” and * eminent reviewers”
are flagrantly and mischizvously guilty of it.

America really 4 a great country, although
called so by certain of her writers who are so
notorious for saying the thing that is not,
that the mere fact of their asserting anything
may generally be considered reasonable ground
for gravely doubting it. Yes! America is a
great country, and the Awmericans are a great
peeple; but they have a fauit er two which
we should gladly sce them get rid of, and one
of the worst and most absurd of them is their
wretched habit of railing against cvery thing
British. Trueitis “and pity ".:'40s true®
the example of this miling hus been basely
set by British writers; but the rancour of
fecling constantly hown by certain Amcrican
writers, is none the Jess disgraceful for all that.
Whether in print or in conversation, only too
many Amerieans degrade thewsclves by con-
stant indulgence in the most shatclul libels
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upon cveryihing connected with Britain,
Generally, we must admit, Britain is openly
abused. Judges, fresh from the courts in which
they have just decided causes upon princi-
ples laid down by the great legal worthies of
England long ages before the first conviet was
landed in “the plantations” of Virginia; mili-
tary men who are on the way to the parade
ground {o endeavor to teach English mance-
vres to exceedingly awkward squads; editors
who have just made up nineteen of their
twenty columns, by unacknowledged as wellas
unauthorized * borrowings™ from the British
press; Tom, Juck, and Harry, ¢ U'ray, Blanche,
and Sweetheart, the little dogs and all,”
have a sneer or a foul libel for Britain—just as
though all that they have about them of cither
sood or great were not as thoroughly British
as the By no means remote ancestors of ninety-
nine out of every hundred of these shamdlessly
unnaturaltvriters! What, in fact, are the Ame-
ricaus of the'States?  Deduct the Europeans,
immigrants themselves, or, at the least, sons,
grandsons or great grandsons, of European
immigrants, and how many Amcricans are
there? Amcricans! The red Indian is your
only true American; the white men there are
as English, Izish, Scotch, Duteh, and so forth,
ws we here in Canada, in all in which they
are superior to the red Indian; and it really
is almost as absurd as it is inselent for such
people, whether they or thcir immediate or
more remote ancestors 'eft Britain voluntarily
or upon cowpulsion 3 we repeat, icis neaily as
absurd as it is insolent for such people to
speak contempluously or inimically of that
land to which they owe all that they have of
good or great; speaking thus on no other ac-
count than thdir having throun off the very
limited anthority of a limitcd monarchy to
place themseives under the yoke of 2 republic
in name but a moh despotism in facl. I is
very sad, ao doult, and very deteatable, too,
that men, mary of whaom were singing “Rule
Britannia” in the good old land long after
cven we left it, should bitteriy hate and revile
the land of theirown or thehr mncestors’ birth;
but, as we just now remarked, for the most
part, this American abuse of Britain and of
the British has at ieast the redecming quality
of Leiug open and abwove Loard. There is
at all events no deception, no disguise about
this anti-Britizh fecling; from New Yok io

Niagara Falls * the Britisher” isin no danger
of for an instant forgetting that wherever he
meets with half-a-dozen self-styled Americans,
there are at fewest five who curse his coun-
try—and him for his country's sake. In this
merely conversational abuse, unjust as it is,
there is, at all events, no taint of hypocrisy;
but, with some bright and honorable excep-
tions, the American periodical press, and more
especially that of New York, adds the mean-
est hypocrisy to the most insolent injustice.
The writers to whom we at this moment more
particularly allude, will confess that honest
men and lovely women are ulmost os fre-

.quently to Le seen in Loundoa, Edinburgh, or

Dublin, as in New York; bat they dclicately
hint that to doubt that an American gun brig
can with great facility, * whip™ a British seven-
four, is au indubitabie qualification for Bedlam
or Barnum’s; they steal whole volumes from:
British authors and publishers, but will ret
for one 1oment allow that the American press
is under the slightest literary obligations to
cither British genius or Dritish capital and
euterprise; and while they cdebrate their
great General tiis, or Colonel that, who “ be-
sicged” some wretchad log hut in Yexas, or
difeated certain dozens of ill-armed, worse
disciplined and muie than half sta:ved semi-
savages in Mexico, they are qaile prepares to
prove that vur Wellington was aftes all but
“small pumpking” and that be would have
lost Watcrlov Lut for the Prussians! In all
that ey do of say, these pevple tacitly ac-
knowledge Driti-h superiority, yei ia terms
deny it; and some of their inconsistencics in
this way, would be excecdingly amusing, were
it not so outrageously impudent.  As a singic
specimen of i, we may just notice the cool
performance of one of these New York pi-
rales.  Ilaving no soulstiming sca songs of
their 6 xn, thy have Loldly reprinfed Dibdin's
aud the best of Campleell's 5 only, for

 i3riush sailors have ® kaack,” &c.,
they have printed,

 Tankee sailors have a kuack,” &c.
and.for

¢ Britannia nceds no bulwarks,” &c.,
they have printed,

# Cylumbia needs no bulwarks,” &e.,
as wilness 2 vay thick velume which st thi
motcnt lics—in both senses of the word—
upon our desh.  The velume in question coa-
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tuins several hundred songs, every one of
which isstolen from British writers, and ali of
which, that would bear the operation, are thus
impudently altered! While the example of
our native recreants or deluded blunderers was
only followed by surh pelty larceny knaves
as these, the printed abuse of Britain and the
British could do but little harm; bat we are
s0iry to perecive tiat the general anti-British
feeiing of America has litely taken a more
decided and, at the same time, more insidiouns
form, and {bat, too, in works of somewhat
respectable pretensions as respects the capital
of their publishers, if not as respects either
the talent or the originaiity of their writers,
As in Britain, so in the United States, and
more cspecially in New York, indirect attacks
are constantly, of late, being made on British
character by those who have just method
enough in their anti-British madness to per-
ceive that direct and coarse abuse has long
since become a meve drug in the literary mar-
ket, and is, morcover, unpalatable to all but
ignorant and bratal rowdivs, who are siready,
and by their very natare so thoroughly anti-
British, that to make them worse or more ma-
fignant, is a sheer impossibility. 1t is by
indirect attacks, then, that the comparative
respeetabilities of the New York press now
proceed to propagate the anti-British fecling
among the candid but not over clear-sighted
who hate Britaia they do not quite know why,
and who, as the periodical respectabilities in
question well know, would be glad cnough of
sooe plusible and grave matfer of grudge
agrinst Uritae. and the British, and yet are
far too fastidn s and refined to take either
hint or help from the mere rowdies, ruffians,
and clumsy as well as unscrupulons plagiarists
of the literary lower cmpire of Gotham, so
blessed in the purity of her conseript futhers,
and in the singuiar cleanliness of all her ways
and waltks,—side-walks included !

We are traly sorry (0 see that such a writer
35 the gentioman, the title of whose ook we
have taken by way of peg on which to hang
a few remarks which may benefit if yead
in the smne candid spirit in which from first
to last we vow that they shall he written, It
is, we say, with very real pain that we sce
such an aathor as {his, no great genius, cor-
taiuly, but a tolerably correet wriler of Eng-
lish, lay himself out for the task of cxagger-

ated praise of a bold bad genius, not, as it
seains to us, not from even the comparatively
pardonable error of an excessive enthusiasm
for that personage, but "ist simply for the
purpose of making exaggerated praise of Na-
polcon the Great the means of paying unduc
homage to Napoleon the little, and of inferen-
tinlly and by mere or less dexterously aimed
side-blows, attacking that one great power
which baflled and smote down the great Nu-
poleon, and which, let the recreant Britons
eroak as they please, can smite down, and, i
necessary, ill smite down—the Kite in the
Lagle's nest! We regret that the writer of
this new Life of Napoleon has put upon us
the task of defending our country against a
side-blow of this sort; but, the task having
been undertaken, we wil, life and health per-
mitting, take care so to perform it, that all the
readers of this Magazine shall be thoroughly
prepared to understand and to appreciate the
precious work of Bourienne, for which weanti

cipatively and fearlessiy challenge the hostile
criticisue of the mest tuserapulons anti-Brit-
isher from Gothiam to the Guif of Mexizo, A
new Life of Napoleon! New! Yea! But the
new ouly in that very uneaviable fashion men-
tioned in we know not whose eritici=mon mich
such another performance.  Whatever init is
true isnot new, and whatever in it is new—is
not true.” A new Life of Napoleon! What!
O"Meara, Bourienue, Segur, Scott, Hazlitt, the
Duchess D’ Abrantes; articles of every degree
of goodness and of basness, from the merciless
truth ¢f Gifford and Croker, and Walter Scott,
in the Quarterly,and of ProfessorWitson, Lock-
hart, Magian, and George Croly in Biackwood,
to the flueat, but too frequently unjust as well
as ungentiemanly, diatribes of Dr. Steddart,
(the renowned Dr. Siop of ilone and Cobbett)
in the New Times, these and 2 quarter of a
willion or so of eineir: pour sereiry have by
no means sufliciently shown the world what
manner of an was that who so long since

pY

- ieft anameat witich the world grew pale,
To point a maral and adora 2 {ale.”

1 Nay, even the clev rand the by no means too

scrupulous M. Thicers, in spite of his aceess to
all the Consular and to 2l the imperial doce-
ments, has faiied to do justice to the shame-
fully perseciied Napoleen, on the one hand,

;and to cruel and pedfidious Alhion on tie

other!  And so, afier due fourish of drams
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and trumpets, enter Mr. Abhott \\:th @ new,
quite new, nay, as the sons of Levi in Holy-
well Street or Houndsditeh, when recommend-
ing revised coats and newly-cdited unmen-
Gonables, with n petter axh uew Life of Rapo-
tean, publisited in that stikingdy original and
neeutiarly Amcricnn work known as Harpers
Magazine, though chiefly supported by those
very smail Faglish swriters, Bulwer Lytion,
Dickens, and Charles Lever, and  certain
I'rench authors often made uscful, but never
by any chance mentioned, far less thanked!
To what end, cven the least suspicious of
readers must surely ask, to what end, this new
Life of Nupoleon Bonapurte? We reply, that
we firmly believe that the chief] if not the
sole end of this undertaking (of course setting
aside certain interchanges of MSS. for dollars)
is the damaging the character of Britain and
the British by an exaggerated culogy of the
splendid, but none the less faithless, selfish,
and cruel, tyrant whom she smote dewn be-
cause no choice was left her but cither to do
s0 or to aliow him to wreak upon her sons his
ten thousand times avouched spite, and, having
done so, to subjugate all connected with her,
from the Tagus to the Don, and from the
Thames to the Indus and the Ganges. We
firmly belicve that this and a desire to pay
court to the present,usurper of Irance, form,
with the more commercial consideration to
which we have aiready alluded in the way of
cxception; we firmly believe these to be the
real motives of the publicatinn of a scries of
papers which, in any other view, must be ut-
terly uscless; a long and guite evidently la-
boured scrics of papers upon a subject with
which we venture to say that there are not
many DBritish school boys who are not better
acquainted than Mr. Abbott is, or, at theleast,
than he has chosen to show himsell.  Admit-
ting these cnds and atms, the papers in ques-
tion have an interest and a value—of a sort.
Sctting aside these endsand aims, a more cn-
tirely purposcless and uscless set of papers,
we, in the courscef some five-and-thirty years
connection with the press, have never by any
chance been so unlucky as to meet with.
Firmly believing, as we have already said, that

his claborately exaggerated culogy of Napo-
leon the First is intended to flalter Napoicon
the Sccond, and to lower the charrcter of
Britzin and the British in the estimation of
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those who, notwithstanding extrane and un-
Jjust national prejudiee, are yet too fastidious
and oo honorable to adopt the more obvious
falsehoods, or to repeat the conise abuse which
on both gides of the Atlantie, his so Jong been
a mere drug in the literary market, we are no
less firmly determined that the Lane shail rot
long be unaccompanied by the dficctual anti-
dote.  Proudly we say il, we are not to Le
cither terrified or (l(.ludul into a base recog-
nition of such a man as Napoleon the Second,
nor an eyually base submission to the anti-
British diatribes of his partizans, whether in
the old world which we have quitted, or in
the new one, in which, British : - ever, alike
in mind and in heart, we have sought a home
for our remaining life, and a grave for our rc-
mains when it shall please God to bid aching
heart and wearied head at length to be at rest.
“Shall we, who struck the lion down, shall
we pay the wolf homage, proffering him lowly
gaze?"  Not so, while we command the good
old tongue of Shakspere and of Milton; not
50, while but one drep of British blood still
remmaing warm within our veins.

Let us not be mistaken; let it not for a sin-
glemoment be iimagined that we shall enter the
literary lists ag the headlong, headstrong,
through thick and through thin apologist
cither of Britain or of Britain’s various minis-
tries, Whig, Tory, or Mongrel; far less let it
be fora moment feared that we shall disarace
alike our coantry and ourselves by a denial,
or 2 less than frank and full acknowledgement
of the greatness of the first \’npokon, so far
as he really was great.  For close upon six-
and-thirty years, that is to say, from our fif
teenth birth-day, we have contribnted, and
very industriousty, too, to our land’s political
literature; and all who know us can attest
that, in the earlier years of our career, when
the times were such astorender honest speech
by no means too safe an experiment, we
boldly, plainly, always at our own proper
peril, and not unfr uq-!cul]) to our own great
loss and hindrance, denounced whatever was
wickedly donc,and ridicaled what was hlunder-
ingly done, by those wheo, administering in
the British nawme, did not always adminisier
as the sensible, the just, the clear of head,
and the true of heart, among the British peo-
ple, would 1. "1 have had then administer

we would no more flatter Britain or the Bri-
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tish than we would tamely coincide in unjust
censure of them. Al that we ask, all that we
are prepared to contend for, is strict justice;
we ask no more and we will be content with
no less, and it is in the strict spirit of justice
that we undertake to review Mr. Abbott’s at
once unnccessary and unjust series of papers.
All who have read (and who has not read?)
Sir Walter Scott’s admirable Life of Napoleon,
must, we think, concede that of all authors
Scott was the most entirely adapted to doing
full justice to his subject. In his own nature
there was very much of that chivalry of which
he so much loved to write. ‘The bold, the
high-hearted, the grandly picturesque, ap-
pealed strongly to s vivid imagination; at
the same time that a rare sagacity and keen
sense of right and wrong rendered it impos-
sible for his imagination to overpower his
better judgment.  1lis great industry and his
access to the most important evidence, both
oral and documentary, enabled him to give
the details of Napoleon®s life, both public and
private, with an adinirable completeness, while
his greaf powers as a writer enabled him to
throw a singular charm arcund cven the driest
and most homely details; and if ever work
combined the authenticity of grave history
with the fazcinations of romance, Scott’s Life of
Napoleon didso. Moreover, though anti-Galli-
can, and a stanneh one, he disdained to gloss
over the realand great faults—not tosay crimes
—of the mperor, he equally disdained to deny
Jjustice to his great and good qualilies, and, as
we shall by and by have occasion not merely
to assert but te prove, the discriminating
praise bestowed by Scott where he honestly
could bestow it, far exceeds in solid value the
empty verbiage and fulsome culogy of thase
who praise Napoleon, not because they truly
admire him, but becanse they hate that Bri
tain which struck him from his pride of place,
and relieved the world from his outrageons
tyranny. Dven had not o many otver au-
thors, including Thiers, thrown a broad and
bright light over the pubiic and private life of
Napoleon, we maintain that Sir Walter Scoit’s
fair, impaidad, and admirably full narrative,
reuder such @ sevies of papers as those of Mr.
Abbott, abrolutely useless for any other pur-
pose than that of forninga medinm for bitteriy
neant but most chinusily-made side-hits at the
British government and the British people.

forn

Mr. Abbott's very first page shows how mere
and meagre a compilation he proposes to in-
flict upon us, and it shows us, too, that even
as a compiler, even s a merestringer of other
men’s pearls, he is far enough from being a
master of his craft. e does not condescend
to favor us with a single line explanatory of
his motive for inflicting upon us a mere repe<
tition of what other authors have already
given us in better style and in something like
orderly arrangement. His opening page con-
sists of four paragraphs. The first paragraph
gives us the very novel and important infor-
mation that Corsica, “with its wild ravines
and rugged mountains, emerges from the bo-
som of the Mediterrancan, was formerly a pro-
vince of Italy, and was in 1767 annexed to
the empire of the Bourbons.” We have some
slight notion of having been aware of all this
a long hfe-time before Mr. Abbott's genius
began to enlighten our dark world—with the
single exception of that same empire of the
Bourbons, of which we confess we never
heard. The second paragraph tells us that
when Corsica was invaded by the French,
Charles Buonaparte, a young lawyer, lived in
Corsica, possessed commanding beauty ofsper-
son, and great vigor of mind, and being suc-
cessful in his profession, was able to provide
a competence for a large family 5 and the third
deseribes the position of the Buonaparte farily
in Corsica, and the birth of the young Napo-
leon, In the very next paragraph our lumi-
nous author goes on to tell uswhat the joung
Napoleon did—when? In his infincy? Oh
no, but when he had become Emperor of
France! Should Mr. Abbott feel distressed
for a name for his peculiar fashion of arrang-
ing the materials he so boldly borrows, we
would suggest that of the higgledy-piggledy.
But surgit amert aliquid, the author is not,
you may rely upon it, a mere compiler—or,
at least, he is not so in his own estimation.
In the sccond page of his fivst contribution to
Hamer, the original Mr. Abbott favors us
with a touch of his quality in the way of clo-
quence. Madame Buonayarte, hetells us, after
the death of her hushand, resided with her
children in their country house, which, we
confess, seems 1o us tohave been by no means
sosurprising a circumstance as to reguive the
genius of an Abbott to record it but our av-
thor has better things in store for us, and
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proceeds to say “a smooth sunny lawn which
extended in front of the house, lured these
children, so unconscious of the high destiny
which awaited them, to their infantile sports.
They chased the Dulterfly ; they played in
the little pools of rwater with their naked
Jeet ; in childish gambols, they rode wpon
the back of the fuithful dog, as happy as if
their brows were never to ache beneath the
burden of a crown.”

Can the powers of bombast married to
bathos go beyond this? Ifow strange that
children, being marvellously like young ducks
in their fancy for little streams, anglicé pud-
dles, should “bathe their little naked feet!”
Having, in truth, nothing ecither very new or
very important to sayin the way of fact, our
cloquent author feels himself bound to say
something in the way of commentary, and
surely, oh surely, a very pretty say he makes
of it. All that can possibly be known about
Napoleon’s not too-toward boyhood, we al-
ready knew from a score orso of other sources
—but Mr. Abbott undertook to write a new
life of Napoleon, and bathos and bombast
must do their work upen the really insignifi-
cant actions of the boy, to prepare the way
for grandiloquent complaints that the man,
the usurger, the slayer of the Duc d'En-
ghien, the butcher of the Mamelukes, the un-
gentlermanly roturier in the imperial audience
chamber, the ruthless conqueror on the hattle-
field, was not allowed by that perfidious Al-
bion to do as he pleased with what was 2ot
his own! Page after page we have of this
terribly young writing, of this piling up of
word on word, and phrase on phrase, with
cither no meaning at all, or meaning at which
the most indulgent of logicians must smile,
half in pity, half in contermpt. ~ But le} us be
thankful ; all honor {o Mr. Abbott, we at
length have a new life of Napoleon Bonapartc!
Lot us then be duly thankful—and read on.

True to his systematic want of system, our
sleep-provoking narrafor of a twice one hun-
dred times told tale passes, hop-skip-and-jump
fashion, from Napoleon, with brothers and
sisters and the great yard dog enjoying them.
selves, duck fashion n the lavingof little naked
feet in little streams more or less muddy, and
treats us to an oratorical hurst, inimitable save
in pages Abbottish—and about what? Napo-
leon'’s union with Josephine! We have not

yet had a single word about that very original
matter, young Napoleon’s snow feat; but let
us be consoled, if we have not that yet, we
shall have it by and by. It is so much in the
Ab! ttish style to give us a touch of bathos
about the man before, and not after, we have
heard all that we have to hear about the boy!
Originality before all things; if we cannot do
without Bourienne’s, and Scott's, and a score
or two of other people's facts, at the very least
we may bid defiance to their logical sequence
of narrative—so here goes for a toneh of the
sublime which our athor might, if he pleased,
have learned from his immaculate hero to be
but “a step from the ridiculous.”

“How mysterious the designs of that in-
scrutable providence which, in the island of
Corsiea, under the sunny skies of the Medi-
terrancan, was thus”—(yard dog and puddles,
of course, included in that same thus/)—
“rearing a Napoleon; and, far away, beneath
the burning sun of the tropics, under the
shade of the cocoa groves and orange trees of
the West Indies, was moulding the person
and ennobling the affections of the beautiful
and lovely Jusephine.” -

Let us pause, let us admire! Just look at
that, “wmoulding the person” and that, “en-
nobling the affections™ of the lovely and
beautiful Josephine! We believe it was
sturdy old Willinm Cobbett, who so often told
plain British truths fo sallow and envious
Yankeedom; we believe it was sturdy old
William Coblbett who, speaking of caligra-
phy, said—Whatever is worth doing at all,
is worth doing well. Doctors may differ as
to whether it rally is worth while to write
nonsensical cuphemisms at all; but certainly
our author writes them admirably; never
since the decease of late lamented Rosa Ma-
tilda of the London Morning Post. has super-
finc phrascology so admirably said—nothing
that mortadman can find mearing in! Lovely
and beautiful; moulding the person; eano-
bling the affections ! Ah! this grand histo-
rian will surely be the death of us!

Butwe havenot vet done with the moulded
person and ennobled aflpctions of the lovely
and Leautiful (what wonld our dear fiiendsin
New York do without the conjunction copu-
lative)—dJesephine.

©Jt waz by a quidance whick neither of
these children sought that theyr werve cens

.
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ducted from tieir widely separated and ob-
scure homes to the metro)olis of France.”

Let us be duly thankil for that informa-
tion, any how! It is so very new, very, for
people born in distant parts of the world to
mzet in the saae civy, amd to marry § such a
marvel and wystery can only astonish us in
the ease of a Napoleon and a Josephine,
Thooms Swmith and Betty Brown never yet
et and wried unless born next door to
cach other! Was printed page, even the
page Harperian ever 8o wasted until the Ab-
bott—worse luck for us all I—felt it his duty
to give us this novelty of novelties, his new,
his peiter ush new Life of Napoleon! In
truth, in sad, in very sad truth, but that we
have discerncd his purpose, and chovse to
defeat it, we neither could nor would bestow
one linc more upon such mere and miserable
book-making. DButwe have a high and a stern
duty to do, and weshall dv it. We must show
that if the author has but an indifferent liter-
ary tasic; that if; knowing how to construct a
tolerable sentence as (o words, he yet has nei-
ther logical precision nor logical sequence at
his conmand, still less has he that high and
clear political morality without whicha writer
is pitiubly uniit to discuss the life of such a
man as Napolcon, or the conduct towards him
of that D:itain at which this poorest of all
poor performances is so evidently wmeant to
aim a heavy blow, “a heavy blow,” indeed,
and “great discouragement™  Just fancy a
Republican, 2 man who evidently detests the
liniited monarehiy of Great Britain, just fancy
such a man speaking as follows of the usurper
and blood-stained, of that Napoleon who rarcly
cither wroie or spoke but to bully or to de-
ceive. Thas speaks the crudite and original
Abbott:—

“There”(the Metropolis of France) “by their
united -energics, which had been fostered in
solitary studicsand decpest musings, they won
for themscives the proudestthrone vpon which
the sun las ccor risen; a throne which in
power and spleudor celipsed all that had been
told of Roman or Persian, or Egyptian great-
ness.” .

Let us take breath; suach a burst as that is
not to be cynalled, out of Abbott's own page.
The solitary stadics aud decpest musings of
Josephine! There are some jokes which are
not to bc laughed at;—and this is one of

them! The dressy, giddy, fiighly Creole Jo-
sephine, musing deeply and addicting herself
to sulitary studies! IHer pavtner at the past
ball or hier drexs for the next coming ball,
might perhaps cause her “deep” and, (her
shameful extravagance being considered,) we
shonld think no very pleasant, * mnsings"—

Such. were her “solitary studics,” oh Abbott of
wordy Gotham—and you know it! But the
wretchedly childish talk about Napoleonand
his very much overpraised first wife is a
merely venial offence, inour estimation,when
compared with the servile adulation of their
blood cemented throne. What this writer’s
fellow republicans may think of his worsethan
slavish enthusiasm in fuvour of the splendor ot
a throne to which the usurper waded through
literally & sca of blood we know not, but
we will beg to remind him that if in power
and in true splendor, *“Roman, Persian, and
Egyptian, (the oldest power last mentioned,
of course, for it is the consecrated Abbottish
fashion to scorn such paltry matters as logi-
cal clearness and chronological accuracy !)
had no throne that could compare with that
which Napoleconusurped, there was a throne
which had power enough to send him,helpless
as the humblest criminal,to brood in exile and
restraint over the crimes and the follics by
which his usurped throne had been only too
long disgraced. We leave “Roman, and
Perstan, and Egyptian” to answer for them-
selves; we must assure the erudite and Dri-
tain-hating writers ard readers of Gotham,
that the British throne, at all cvents, shone
with a splendorand wielded a power to which
even the lauded Napoleon, so beloved by con-
sistent and liberty-loving Republicans, aided
by the nationsthat robber-like heinvaded and
tyrant-like trampled, vainly attempted resis-
tance. ow Napoleon obtained his throne,
we shall have occasion bricfly to discuss, at
proper time and in proper place; we merely
point out here that Mr. Abbott, the Repub-
lican, has great reverence and much laud for
that throne. At the very commencemnent of
his anti-British labours, and even before Le
has written down a tithe of his borrowed
pages upon the juvenile years of his hero, he
is thus eloquent in praise of that hero’s
wrongully acquired and bloodstained throne,
Judge then of his cagerness to heap fulsome
praise upon that throne, and, by infercuce,
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censure upon the grand, the truthful, the
righteous power that struck down that Impe-
rial throne, and sent its tyraunical occupant
to meditate on,but,infidel and ruthless, prayer-
iess and conscienceless, as he was, not to re-
pent of his manifold crimes alikeagainst God's
laws, and man's rights, interests, liberty, and
happiness,

Unskilful Biographers nearly always blun-
derin their description of the childhood of
their hero ; they cut the man up into small
picces, and fancy that they are showing us the
child. The truth is that the childhood of the
most sanguinary hero is pretty much the
samne in its details as that of the smallest pos-
sible historian. We all inunch cakes and fruit,
(when procurable) and tantalize our elders in
preity much the same fashion. Juvenile star
aazing and precocious melancholy exist in
Napoleonic histories,Byronic Biographies,and
fiftieth rate novels—but no where else. The
mistake thus commonly made is, however,
one into which mere compilers, troubling
themselves but little about philosophy very
naturally fall ; and we need not wonder that
Mr. Abbott falls into headlong, seeing that of
philosophy he is perfectly iunocent. Witha
strange inconsistency he tcllsus that “there
were no tendencies to cruclty in his nature,
and no malignant passion could long hold
himin subjection,” and then, in genuine Ab-
botian style illnstrates and enforces that
statement by adding that the boy’s favourite
play thing was a cannon wecighing thirty
pounds, and that *“in imaginary battles he
saw whole squadrons mowndown by the dis-
charge of his furmidable piece of artillery;”
and again “he delighted in fancy to sweep
away the cubattled host. with his discharges
of grape shot, to sce therouted foe flying over
the plain, and o witness the dying and the
dead corering the ground.® We have never
been accused of cruclty,butshould such an ac-
cusation be brought against us we implore Mr.
Abbott not to defend us. Such defence asa
his would convict any man; yea, even though
his mature years wefe passed as peacefully as
Napoleon's were passed murderously. The
truth is that only too many circumstances go
to show that Napoleon was crucl by nature,
and that malignant passion could, and did
hold him in subjection, in a subjection ex-
treme, cver for anItalian, & Corsican, familiar

from his very babyhood with the traditional
and blood-thirsty Vendetta. Ilad Mr. Ab-
bott told us only about the imaginary butch-
erics, or only about the absence of cruel and
malignant passion we might have becn able
to believe his statement; but he must ex-
cuse us for declining even on bis high autho-
rity to say that white is black, and black
white. Of two opposite statements we may
believe one—but we find it impossible, such
is our British stolidity, to believe them both.
Thesstory of the cannon and the imaginary and
murderous discharges of grape shot we be-
licve to be quite true; and we think that the
murderous play of the boy only foreshadowed
the murderous realities of the man. We pre-
sume that it is by way of strengthening our
belief in the freedom of the boy Napoleon
from the cruclty and callousness to human
suffering which so terribly characterized the
man Napoleon, our author relates an ance-
dote to which, presently, we shall have occa-
sion toallude. Let us, in the mean time ob-
serve that Mr. Abbott occupies much time in
relating trivial anecdotes of Napoleon'’sinfancy
while in Corsica. In the first place those an-
ecdotes are familiar to every school boy even
where true—in the next place most of them
are of doubtful authenticity at best, andare
utterly out of place in this new life of Napo-
leon even if they were true. The world, if it
wanted a newlife of Napoleon at all, would
look for something both new and true about
the man; old, and, at best, doubtful, triviali-
ties about the boy previous to his tenth year,
when he left his dame's school in Corsica for
the military school of Brienne, are, we must
tell even the profound sages of the New York
press, somewhat out of Yate in this year ot
grace 1853.

From Corsica,Napoleor, on the recommen-
dation of the Count Maubeuf was sent to the
military school at Brienne; even the best au-
thors have said fully enough, if not with a tri-
fle to spare, about Napoleon's carcer at this
school ; of course Mr. Abbott, not being one
of the best authors, gives usnot only the
decies repetita of all his Napoleonic predeces-
sors, but some of his own superfine writing
into the bargain, A boy leaving his mother
for the first time, with the prospect of hard
farc, hard study, and some hard fighting, usu-
ally docs, we believe, anticipate black Mon-
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days with very considerable disgust. We
have had the trial, and we remember that
when we found ourselves suddenly thrown
among the seven hundred and fifty young
pickles of our first, and last,school,we thought
the arrangement which threw us there a de-
cidedly objectionable one. But we did noth-
ing more sublime than sharing our cake with
a “fellow” to whom we took aliking at first
sight (he is now a Lieutenant Colonel in In-
dia,) and exchanging black eyes with another
whom we did not like. Butno one has thought
fit to clhironicle our sublime feelings. Thank
Ieaven, no one is ever likely to doso; for,as
we said at the outset of this article, we havea
hard and Hearty hatred for everything in the
shapeof humbug.  Our eradite,though some-
what stilted and wearisome friend Abbott
very evidently does not agree with us; Na-
poleon even at'ten years old, and with an an-
ticipative horror of long tasks and short com-
mons could be nothing less than sublime !—
Just hear this elequent and rew,petler ash new,
Historian.

¢ Forty years afterwards Napoleon remark
edthat he never could forget the pangs which
he then felt when parting from his mother.—
Stote as he was,"——a stoicof tun yearsold!
& his stoicism forsook him, and he wept
—1ike any other chill I

Come, come, at length we get at some-
thing true, if at nothing remarkably new;
Napoleon at ten years old was, just like any
other child!- -Anactual child,born of woman!
We fancied that it must have been so, but we
trust that we are not ungrateful to M. Ab-
bott, for thus confirming us in our own opin-
ion, Butlet us procced with onr author's
sublime accountof the sublime child of ten
years old.

“ The ardent and studiousboy was soon es-
tablished in school. llis companions regarded
him as a forcigner, as he spoke the Italian
langunage, and the French was to him almost
an unknown tongue. He found that his as-
sociates were composed mostly of the sons of
the proud and wealthy nobility of France.—
Their pockets were filled with money, and

hey indulged in the most extravagant expen-

diture. 'The haughtiness with which these’

worthless sons of imperions but dcbauched
and caervated sires affected to look down up-
_on the solitary and un(ricnded alicn produced

an impression upon his mind which never was
effaced.”

Ah! Yet malignant passions could obtain
no permanent power over his mind! Yea!
and our candid author, who would make a
demigod of a surly malignant boy of ten years
old, goes on to say that Napoleon, ““in an hour
of bitterness,” when probably some oldster
had boxed his ears for his petulance not un-
mingled with malignity, said: “I hate those
French, and I will do them all the mischief in
my power!”

Mir. Abbott scems to overlook one raremerit
of his hero; the malignant promise above re-
corded he most signally fulfilled; witness two
millions and a half] at least, of lives sacrificed
to his selfish and insolent ambition; witness
the solitary lanthorn lighting up the tyrant’s
myrmidons in the castle ditch of Vincennes,
and witness too, the Lleod-stained snows of
Russial’

“In consequence of this state of feeling,”
continues our author, “he secluded himself
almost entirely from his fellow-students, and
buried himself in the midst of his maps and
his books.”

For left-handed praise coramend us to our
new biographer of Napoieon. Of what state
of fecling was scclusion from his fellow-stu-
dents the consequence? Obviously if, which
we sometimes doubt, Mr. Abbott means any-
thing by his fine phrases, obviously, of his ma-
lignaut hate to “the French,” because they
were better provided than he with pocket mo-
ney, spent it cheerfully, and thought him
both *morose and moody,” as Mr. Abbott
himself confesses,

It is strange enough that while our new
biographer heaps declamatory lauds.ion upon
his boy hero, he rarely borrows from better
authors a single anecdote which does not tell,
and tell strongly, too, againét that hero.
Every one has read of young Nupoleon's snow
fortification at Bricnne. Being rather worse
provided with fact than with “words, words,
words, sce you,” Mr. Abbott gives us this very
novel anccdote at full length. Our rcaders,
of course, remember that malignity, according
to Mr. Abbott, and cruclty, formed no part of
Napoleon's natural temper. Our logical bio-
grapher thus supports his statement. ** The
winter of 1784 was ono of unusual severity.
Large qusatities of snow fell, which so con-
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pletely Llocked up the walks that the students
of Bricnne could find but little amusement
without doors. Napoleon proposed that, to
beguile the weary hours, they should erect an
extensive fortification of snow, with entrench-
ments, and bastions, parapets, ravelines, and
horn works. Ile had studied the science of
fortification with the utmost diligence, and
under his superintendence the works were
conceived and exccutedaccording to the strict.
est rules of art. The power of his mind now
displayed itself; no one thought of question-
ing the authority of Napolcon, Ile planned
and directed, while a hundred busy hands,
with unquestioning alacrity, obeyed his will.
The works rapidly rose, and in such perfection
of science as to attract crowds of the inhabi-
tants of Bricnne for their inspection. Napoleon
divided the school into two armics, one being
entrusted with the defence of the works, while
the other composed the host of the besicgers.
He took upon himself the command of both
hodies, now heading the besiegers in the des-
perate assault, and now animating the besicged
to an equally vigorous defence. For several
weeks this mimic warfare continued, during
which time many severe wounds were received
on both sides. In the heat of the battle, when
the bullets of snow were flying thick and fast,
onc of the subordinate officers venturing to
disobey the commands of his general, Napo-
leon felled kim to the carth, inflicting a wound
which left a scar for life

And it is of this savage Corsican bey that
Mr. Abbott, almost in the very page in which
he retails without acknowledgement to any
one, this twenty times told tale, would have
us believe that cruelty and maligunity were not
a part of his nature. Mr. Abbott makes, as
we have remarked, no acknowledgment to
any one for the twenty times told tales with
which he so thickly studs his unnccessary
Life of Napolcon. We greatly prefer, how-
ever, even the old anccdotes that he borrows
to the very new light in which he would have
us sce them, He protests that his hero was
not cruel; and he shows him i. have been
from his veriest childhood, cruel both actively
and passively, malignant both in thought and
in act.

All this would, no doubt, be of small conse-
quence to any one but Mr. Abbott, only that
he very obviously intends to carry the same

systematic misreasoning into his history of
the maturer years of his hero. Now this we
must once and for all tell him that we will by
no means permit him to do, without frank apd
open opposition. Whether Napoleon was a
surly, morose boy, always moody and unso-
cial, and sometimes malignant in thought and
cruel in act, we should not have spent so much
time in discussing, but that Mr. Abbott's
strange misreasoning and bold assumption on
this point convince us that his purpose is simi-
larly to culogise and apologise for the man Na-
poleon. This, werepeat, we cannot and will not
permit, If Napoleon, general, censul, emperor,
was a good man aswell as what we all confess
him to have been, a great genins, though a
vastly overrated one, then Biitain was the
worst of persccutors—as ﬁt scems to us that
Mr. Abbott wishes inferentially, at least, to
show. There are, no doubt, only too many
Americans who would cheer Mr. Abbett to
the echo for blackening the British character,
and perhaps Mr. Abbott is not without full
krowledge that his historical achicvements
will be very palatable to the French and
their self-constituted rulerof the present day.
But we do not feel inclined to pay much
respect to the national prejudices of cither
Americans or Frenchmen.  Admitting Napo-
leon to have been a man of great genius, we
think, on the one hand, that that genius was
greatlyoverrated, and that, on the other hand,
from first to last, it was always selfishly, and
often vilely exerted. To fncfs we, equally
with any writer, French or American, have
access, Will those facts be again and again
repeated as hitherto Mr. Abbott has repeated
them? We shall merely hing, firstly, that we
could do without his repetition, and secondly,
that proper acknowledgment of his obligations
to his authorities would not by any means
degrade or dishonor even so cminent a person
as & New York author. On the other hand,
will the facts be accompanied, as heretofore,
by unquestionably new, but as unquestionably
unsound, comments? In that case we.will
without ruth and without stint, oppose, ex-
pose, and denounce, those comments, to the
laughter of all. sound rcasoners, and to the
sterner censure of all just men. Thus far,
merely-dealing with Mr. Abbott’s rather ab-
surd than actually mischievous history of Nae
poleon’s boyhood, we have not felt cither
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obliged to, or warranted in, anything like very
serious comment.  But when we proceed, as
we shall in our next paper, to glance at the
life of the man Napoleon, the case will be
very different. Tt will no longer be writer
commenting upon writer; we shall have the
higher and more sacred task of showing that
though we do not for an instant deny Napo-
Teon's great talents—his genius, if folks prefer
that word—we do affirm that he could be, and
too often was, so dishonorable, so guilty of
falsehood, dishonesty, and cruelty, in the very
fullest and worst sense of those words, and
that he, consequently, was so great a scourge
to the world (and that too from merely selfish
motives), that if after Waterloo he had been
sent to the scaffold, or to the eastle ditch of
Vincennes, instead of to St. Helena, the sove-
reigns of Enrope, and more especially the so-
vereign of England, would have been fully jus-
tified cven in that extreme severity, which we
may add that it is quite possible that that se-
verity, by deterring another Napoleon from
tampering with the liberties of his country,
might have proved the means of saving that
country from ineffable present disgrace, and
Europe—perhaps America also—from the
frightful and sinful waste of blood and trea-
sure which the whim, the fancied interest, or
the hereditary bad faith of oNE man may at
any one moment cause to commence,

We are not of the time serving nor of the
courtly; we speak strongly because we feel
warmly ; and we plainly repeat what we have
already said, that we believe this exceedingiy
illexecuted compilation would never have been
attempted but with a view tosuch eulogy of Na-
polcon the First as would at once gratify Napo-
leon the Sc-cond, and throw discredit upon Eng-
land, as having unjustly persccuted the former;
and wealso repeat that we will not permit this
to be done without offeringall the opposition
which a writer can offer without forfeiture of
sclf-respect, orneglect of just so much respeet
asa hostile writer hasa right to expect. We
shall, throughont, justify every comment of
our own by appeal not only to high and deci-
sive authorities, but also to Mr. Abbott's own
wholcsale borrowing therefrom, and we shall
fairly appeal to our readers todecide between
our commentarics and those of Mr.  Abbott.

We repeat that, while only the stall scribes
of the literary Lower Empire of New York

borrowed from our writings, yet libelled our
national character, we did not care to inter-
fere. But when more respectable writers in-
direetly censurc our country by equally ab-
surd and exaggerated eulogy of a gifted man,
indeed, but so bad and so baneful 2 man, that
our country was compelled to hurl him from
his bad eminence, we are ready to enter the
lists, and to keep them, too, against all comers;
“And God show the right !
Even apart from the fact that exaggerated cu-
logy of Napoleon the First is, at the least, in-
directly, a bill of indictment against those
who smote him down, there are other reasons
for censuring and, if possible, checking, such
culogy. Tt is contrary to sound morality, it
is contrary to the best interests of the world,
and it is just at present more especially and
more mischicvously ill-timed, as being only too
well calculated to give increased confidence
and influence to an audacious usurper, who,
Heaven knows, is quite well enough inclined
to imitate all the worst actions, civil or ware
like, of the world's highly-gifted, but detesta.
bly seifish, scourge, Napoleon I. Such encour-
agement no right-minded man should either
give, or allow to be given—so far as he has
the power o neutralize it by a stern appeal
to the fucts of history. Of slavish eulogy and
senseless rhodomontade, conquerors and ty-
rants can ahways get only too much. The
time has come when usurpation must be called
by its true name, and when we must so write
the history of dead tyrants, who murdered
men and broke the hearts of women and
children in the prosecution of their ownselfish
and dishonest schemes, that living tyrants
may know that their posterity will not pro-
nounce their final judgment in the honeyed.
phrase of supple courtiers, or of venal or igno-
rant scribes, but in the scathing and pitiless
language of TRUTH, that truth which our
good old adage tells us will shame the Devil,
and which, therefore, we may reasonably hope,
will do something towards shaming his dar-
ling and zealous sons and servitors here on
carth.

Yes! It is high time that our mere and ag.
gressive conquerors and tyrants should be
held up to the mingled fear and detestation of
that world of whic: they have during so
many ages been s chief curse and a chief
calamity.
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¢ Arige ! for the day is passing,
While you lie dreawing on;

Your brothers are cased in armor,
And forth to the fight are gone;
Your place in the rauks awaits you;

Each man has a part to play;
The past and the future are nothing
In the face of the stern to-day.

Arise from your dreams of the future—
Of gaining a hard fought field ;

Of storming the airy fortress ;
Of bidding the giant yield ;

Your future has deeds of glory,
Of honor (God grant it may!)

But your arms will never be stronger,
Or needed as now—to-day.

Arise! If the past detain you,
Her sunshines and storms forget;
No chains so unworthy to hold you
As thoze of a vain regret;
Sad or bright, she is lifcless ever;
Cast her phantom arms away,
Nor look back, save to learn the leason
Of a nobler strife to-day.

Arize! for the hour is passing;
The sound that you dimly hear,
Is your enemy marching to battle,
Rise! rigse! for the foe is here!
Stay not to brighten your weapons
Or the hour will atrike at last;
And from dreams of a coming battle,
You will waken and find it past.”

THE PAGOTA.—A VENETIAN STORY.*

(FROM THE FRENCH.)

CHAPTER IIIL

Tar evening preceding the excursion to Saint
Felix, the doge dined, en famille, from u dish of
soup and a plate of turnips and boiled sparrows.
Whilst bo wus engaged in the task of introducing
these into his system, the dogaressa with her
broad shoulders, regarded him with frowning
looks, he all the while bending his nose over his
plate, and not daring even to speak asingle word,
for fear of thereby provoking an explosion. The
young signoria, a large but handsome girl, with
arms of ivory and bair of ebon, was eating her
dinner in silence on the other side of the table.

After the silence had contindad for a rather
lengthened period, * May I presume to ask you,’
said the dogaressa to her husband, ¢ what is it
you are dreaming about? Is it, as usual, of a
geme of chess at the Café Florain ?”

¢ I'should have thought you would have been
well pleased with mny going to the Café Florsin,
since my mceting the engineer there procured
you an invitation to the fote at St. Felix.

¢So far,' replied the dogaressa, *the Café
Florain, the meeting with the engineer, and the

® Continued from page 598, vol. iii,
¥OL, 1V,~—D

invitation to St. Felix, have only been causes of
expense, And besides, what do you think I care
myself for any pleasure parties? Itisonly our
daughter that I ever think of'; and 1 would ask
you, are you a father, or are you made of marble

¢ If human blood would sell,’ responded her
husband, * I would spill mine, and give the pro.
ceeds to our daughter. But what can I do?
How can I get any money? Who shall I ask
for it, and what shall I say to them?

¢ What have I to do with such matters at all ?
asked the dogaressa ; ¢ youcaunot have mention-
ed them for any other purpose than that of em.
barrassing me. All Iknow is, that you must
give a ball before the spring is over, aund two or
three musical parties, in order that pcople may
hear our daughter’s voice. Moreover, the whole
fashionable world is ab ut to repair to the waters
of Recoaro, and it is necessary that we should
pass at least amonth there, and alsv, en atten-
dant the season of the water, that we should go
in the evenings in an open gondola to the Fresco,
and further to the féte of the Redemptore. This
is the least that a father could think of doing for
his daughter. So, of course, I shall expect you
to do this for us.’

¢ But where on earth,’ exclaimed the astonish.
ed doge—* but where on earth do you suppose
that I'can find the money necessary to defray so
many expenses? A ball, two or three musical
parties, a voyage to Recoaro, and trips to the
Fresco, how do you think that I can pay ror
them ¢

* { am going to tell you, was his wife's re.
sponse. *Since your immortal ancestors—may
God bless them !—have dissipated their property,
and left none of it for you, in order to sustain the
lustre of their name, you must agree to let the
secord story of your palace, and place’ a notice
on your docr asking for a lodger. We have a
little furniture that we do not use, and half of
what is in this room we could do without. Let
us, then, rent half our house and half our fur.
niture to the French engineer.’

Upon bearing this, fqp once the patricion
blushed. ‘But every one n Venice, he replied,
after a few moments, ‘would hear of the affair,
and would know that we had let for hire the
chambers in which the ancestors of Catherine
Comaro were wont to sleep, and that a etranges
lay in the bed in which died the great admirals
of the Adriatic!’

¢Well, and what of all that?* was his wife's
answer, ‘Do you imagine that there is a Vene-.
tian who is not aware of ous debts and our
poverty, and the poor fare we liveupon? Let
out for hire, and even sell, if it be necessary, bus
procure something to eat and drink, and robes
for your daughter to wear! Have I brought a
daughter like that into the world, in order to
lether iron her own linen? Be a father first,
and then the descendant of the great admirzls
of the Adriatic after, when you can?

¢To get into debt,’ replied the doge, ‘to live
by means of artful expedients, or even by vile
subterfuges, is nothing if honor be safe, and one
has no need to blush before one's péers. 8till,
you shall have your will. I will sleep ‘in a-do-

mestic chamber aud let mine, and you shall go
o Recoaro .
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This determination left the patrician no more
appetite, and he therefore rose from the table,
and went out. The dogaressa had been inform
ed that the French Engincer was in search of
extensive lodgings, which would be large enough
to enable him to establish his offices under the
game roof as his private apartments, and the
next day, during the hanquet at the salt works
of St. Felix, she contrived to offer him the
second story of her palace, and with so much
insistance, that the young man could not possibly
refuse engaging it. The imprudent gallaut, at
the dogaressa’s particular entreaty, consented to
Jease the lodgings for a year, and to pay for
them the cnormous price of 150 francs per
month. On the first day of his arrival at the
palace, the dogaressa brought to him a minute
of the lease, prepared by hersclf. It contained,
amongst others, the two following clauses:—

¢ Jtem—The signora being obliged by her high
position to receive much ¢ mpany, and to give
anusical and dancing parties, which the engineer
will be pleased to attend whenever he can, as a
neighborand a friend, it is agreed that on all ball
and party days, the principnl apartments of the
engineer shail be opened to the guests invited
by the signora.

¢ Jtem—In consideration of the age and gnality
of the young signorina, the en- incer engages to
place his gondola and his gondoliers at her ser-
vice whenever she shall express her desire to go
to the Fresco.

Not long after the engincer had signed the
Jease containing these two clauses, he received
a pathetic note from the dogaressa, in which
she supplicated the pregiatissimo signor to pay
in advance the first month's rent, and the
engineer, like a good young man, complied with
therequest. On the next Monday they took
his principal apartments for the purpose ofa
dancing party, to which he was invited; but as
e did not care to go, heslept upon a bench in
the Oafé Florain, whilst the guests of the doga-
ressa danced in his own chamber. He tooka
pleasure at first in conducting the ladies to the
Freseo, but hie was mostly accustomed on such
occasions to dine with the commanding officer,
and when this was the case, the dogaressa and
her daughter did not wait for him, but returned
without him, leaving him no gondola in which to
be taken home; and this he did notfind to be
over convenient. Still, however, he put up
with it, and with & thousand other similar things,
for the more paticnce he exhibited, the more
they attempted to get out of him. As for the
doge, the only benefit which accrued to him out
of the matter was the famous new hat which had
90 scandalized Colette. Tt was but a small share
of the rent paid by the engineer that Ae could
roanage to get hold of—absolutely no share in
reality. It wasallin vain that he represented
20 her that a poor gondotier had carried them to
and fro for & whole month on credit—not a far-
thiog of money would she give upon any piea.
It is true, however, that if it had been otherwise
Mareo would have been none the richer, @rthe
magnifico signor would have assurcily tumed
the sem he received into anothe: chaanel, in
order to meet demands of a more pressing
character. It was in this conjuncture that he con-

tracted his loan from the French engineer. We
have seen how our friend Marco had contributed
to the success of the negotiation; but the sum
that it consisted of, instead, as the gondulier
imagined, of ten millions svanzicks, was onlya
hundred francs. From the patrician's point of
view, the wages of the nicolitto did not con-
stitute a debt which comprowised dishonour,
whilst the humble cordition of his creditor ren-
dered him little dangerous, and the doge would
never have dreamed of paying a debt, even sup-
posing that his pockets were full of money, be-
fore he had exbausted his whole stock of excuses,
which, in the case of Marco, he had not any-
thing near done. He knew that he could ex-
pend his money with far more advantuge to
himself in making good some losses at the card-
table, giving gratuities to a number of domestics
and presents to various noble ladies of hie
acquaintance; and, abovesll, in opening new
credits by paying some little upon account of
old ones ; and accordingly this was what he did
withit. As soon as he had touched the bundred
francs, his radiant and triuvmphant countcnance
awoke suspicions in the mind of the gogaressa,
but the season for the waters was commencing,
and the signora and the signorina set out for
Recoaro on the morrow of the ball for which the
nicolitto had observed some of the preparations,

n—
CHAPTER IV,

As for Marco, he returned o his old occupation
in consequence of the remonstrances of his
young brother, he placed under the protection of
the contrabandists himself, his fortune, his love
and his marriage, which last the faithlessness of
the magnuifico signor had so long delayed. He
repaired one evening to a vendiza-de-vino, which
he knew to be frequented by contrabandists, and
placed himself in an upright posture againsta
wall, with bis finger on hia lips, like a statue of
Harpocrates, to watch the proceedimgs of the
drinkers of black wine who were gathered within,
From the far end of the tap-room, a middle-aged
man, with a red beard, who was in_close confer-
ence with two o'd nicolitti, kept his eves fixed
v.pon him for some time. At last, Marco could
hear him say to his companions, ¢ You are past
the age; but here is a young fellow who will not
hesit,'ue, Iam sure, and who will be justthe
man,

¢ What is it you are alluding to?’ asked Marco
upon this, addressing himself to the red-bearded
man who had made the remark, and who was
cvidently & master contrabandist,

¢The task we want to set you,’ washis answer,
¢is that of going to Fusina.

¢Well, responded Marco, ‘Iaccept;and to-
morrow will risk the adventure. But what is
your merchandise composed of, let me ask ?*  *

¢ A case of cutlery,’ replied the contrabandist;
¢ abale of English stuffs, and fifty pounds of
Levant tobsceo, The value of the wholeisabout
four hundred and ity svanzicks, and your wages
'hﬂb“?d&fﬁ',h agreed to the proposil,

evidénce that he to the

and in placc of signature, seal and stamp, the

gondolier made & sign of the cross, and then the
bargain was eonc]g:ed. Veanice being a free
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port, the merchandise of all countries can enter
it without paying duty, and consequently, those
who can manage to elude the vigilance of the
Austrian officers of customs and police, can make
& great profit by smuggling them thence into
warious portions of the neighbouring territory.
But to escape these human bull-dogs is no easy
task, and ten svauzicks was not too much by any
tneans to repay the risk run by our friend Marco
in attempting the perilous enterprise.

On the morrow, just at noonday, his gondola
traversed the canal of the Giudecca, which isa
veritable acm of the ses, and directed itself obli-
quely toward the opposite coast. The officers
of customs who were promenading the shore turn-
<d their eys towards it but only supposed that it
was taking & stranger to the Church of the re.
deemer, or conducting one of the numerous Eng-
lish visitors, who arc so fond of going thither, to
the middle of the celebrated canal Orfano, famous
for its being the scene of the nocturnal noyades
of the Council of Ten. The gondola did really
turn into this canal, but hardly had it procecded
twenty paces down it, ere it made a sudden turn,
and darted off in the direction of Fusine. Upon
thig, a customs’ boat, with four rowers, put itself
iustantly in pursuit, and gained every moment
upon the gondola: One of the officers of cus-
tows who was in the boat shouted to the flying
nicolitti to deaw up, butof course they refused
to obey any such mandate. This greatly irritated
the officer, however, and he seized thereupon an
oar, and, as soon as he came near enough, struck
at the gondolier with all Lis strength. Marco
fell beneath the blow, with his shoulder broken.

About an hour after, Digia was drawing water
in the court of the ducal palace, the Coletto,
blubbering with sorrcw and anger, came to au-
nounce to her brother that his brother had
fallen from the good graces ofthe Madonna of the
contrabandists, and was at that moment in the
civil hospital, with & broken shoulder. At the
mention of this terrible word, ‘hospital,’ the
Pagota—forgetting her brazen waterjugs, which
ghie had set down for 2 moment on the edge of
one of the wells—ran off at her fleetest specd,
and did notstop till she reached the church of
St. Maria, Formosa, at whose shrine she staid to
offer, in passing, a taper costing four sous, think-
ing that it would be well thusto place herself
and Marco under the protection of a Madonna
less an enemy to laws and authority than that of
the contrabandists. Like the t majority of
those belonging to his class, Marco had a pro-
found horror of the hospits], founded upon the
absurd belief that paticnts were suffered to die
in it, in order to furnish subjects for the dissect-
ing knife; and the fear of death in his eyes was
pothing compared with the fear of that use which
he imagined would be made of hishody in the
event thereof. Digia found the patient in
despair; for he was about to undergo a very
painful operation, and was firmly convinced, for
bis own part, thathe was about to be seut on
the long voysge. . Clothed in very tight gar-
ments, and fixed upon his bed in such & manner
that he could not move, Marco, with his cheeks
both bathed with tears, kept evincing, by heay
groans, his participation In the sentiment whi
the sobs of his brother and mistress,. as well as

their mournful looks, evidently showed that they
entertained respecting him, namely, that he was
a lost man. A young sister of the hospital,
attracted towards them by this lamentable con-
cert, gently reproached the gondolier with his
ingratitude, and the Pagota with her ignorance.
Evidence and resson could not trimnph very
easily over prejudices so deeply rooted as were
Digia and Marco's; but still the words of the
nun had much effect on their rude minds, and
Marco at last condescended to believe that at
any rate this good sister was not in league with
the dissectors, and Digia to re-accept her assu-
rance that her lover should be restored to her
within six weeks or so. He waa so in reality, at
about five weeks thence; but he was still feeble
and incapable of working, and Digia had to defray
the expenses of his convalescence, and to sell
her golden ear-rings, to enable her to .do so.
This last resource exhausted, the two lovers
found themslves both souud in body, but abso-
lutely destitute, and deprived of everything.

Such were the trials which drew the tears
from the eyes of Digia, as she carried the water
for my bath. When the padrona de casa had re-
counted them 2ll to me, I repaired—the hour
of dinner being at hand-—to the trattora of Sig-
nor Marscille, at which a large apartment is re-
served especially for Frenchmen. I recounted
to those of my compatriots whom I found there,
and the engineer himself happened to beamongst
them, the adventures of Digia and Marco, theie
love, poverty, and their troubles. One of my
convives took the initiative in getting up a sub-
scription in favor of the unfortunate lovers, and
the engineer promised to authorise the doge to pay
over to Marco those famous monthly instalments
which were to pay off his loan. We sent our
padrona with the collective amount of our sub-
scriptions to the nicolitto (we learned afterwards
that the rascal only paid overa third of it, put
ting the remainder into his own pocket,) and
Marco, when he reccived the unexpected wind-
fall, set himself to work to frame new castles in
the air, of 2 still more gorgeous character than
those which were built upon the foundation of
the promises made by the maguifico signor;
and he actually believed himeelf to be placed
under the special protection of the French
government. He was just about to buy the wed-
ding ring, together with & pair of slippers, for his
bride, when a circumstance occurred which he
had not in the least calculated upon.

CRAPIER V.

Urox the quay of Slavoniaus, three strangers,
very differently clothed, were standing chatting
together, as they drank a cup each of the black
coffee which was being offered for sale, at a sou
the cup, by a linougur’ . Tney had met each
other for the first time in their lives, but they
were all alike unoccupied with business, and with
1o more important task upon their hands than
of killing time. The mostaged of the three, who
wore the red costume of an Albanian, was come
$o Venice to gather thalers from the exchangers
for the queen of Bavaris, a profitable businees,
peeing that thalers thence from Ven-

ice gained thirty centimes eschin value, The
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second, who wore upon his head a turban, and
upon his feet a pair of enormously large boots,
was a Dalnatian clove-merchant, and his person
was well impregnated with the perfume of his
merchandise. The third, and youngest of the
three, wore the closely-fitting pantaloons, half
boots, and vest of a hussar. His closely-cropped
hair, more yellow than blonde, his cyes clear as
dhose of abird of prey, his curly moustache, and
the military air of all his movements, formed the
completest contrast to the sunburnt countenances,
natural postures, and oriental nonchalance of his
companions. The Albanian and Dalmatian sign-
nors, after having explained to each other their
own trades aud occupations, invited their young
companion, who had been listening to their reci-
tals, to follow their example, and explain his.

The young man thereupon took his long porcelain

pipe out of his mouth, and responded briefly,

and in somewhat proud and haughty manner:—

“T am a Croat, brought to Venice now by a little

piece of family business. I belong to a military

company, and am consequently more accustomed

to military exercises than to the labours of the

farm. From time to time an inspector arrives

suddenly in our village, and calls us all together

23 hurriedly as though the houses were on fire.

Qur wives and mothers prepare us instantly pro-
visions for three days, and we draw up in the
street, with our muskets on our shoulders, and
our knapsacks on our backs, Sometimes we are
led to a greater distance, and sometimes to a
shorter one; but we arc seldom out for a longer
period than three days, during the whole of
‘which we are occupied in making rapid and diffi-
eult marches, and executing all kinds of warlike
manceuvres.  Then we return home, to be shortly
called away again in the same manner.”

¢ But you are surely paid a handsome sum for
the inconvenicnce you are thus put to?” asked
the Albanian,

“Paid 2" replied the Croat; ** we shall be paid
well enough when they give us permission to des-
cend into Lombardy; but we shall have nothing
till then.”

“What! you count, then, upon war and
booty ¥" returned the Albanian; ‘‘but you must
be stronger, musn’t you, before you can make
sure of the latter?”

¢ Not that I know of,” was the soldiers answer;
‘we are more than fifty thousand strong already.”

“Well,” replied the Albanian, “ I prefer my
trade before yours.”

“And so do I mine,” added the Dalmatian.
$War cugenders nothing that is good. For one
single thaler of booty that a conquering soldier
Tobs a city of, the country loscs at lcast a thous-
and. The winds of Croatia, young soidier, have
tempered you like steel; but the father and
mother defending their nest you will find more
waliant still. The booty you hope for will cost
you very dear, and™—he added, observing that

the eyes of the young Croat were fixed on the
recently restored fagade of the palace, Danielo
opposite—** thuse gorgeous palaces will form no
putt of it, neither will any other of those Vene-
tian chefs-dauvre which people come 80 con-
stantly from all parts of the world to admire.”

1 care nothing for that,” returned the soldier,
¢ for X detest Venice above all things.” )

*And you will never win it,” answered the
Albanian, *‘for it was not built to be delivered
over to barbarians.”

Just at this moment, a Pagota, who was passe
ing alopg the quay, drew up before the three
coffee-drinkers, and saluted the youngess of them
with * Good-day, Frangois Knapen! Aud pray,
what are you doing in this Venice, that you de-
test 80 much

“J have come to seek you, Digia,” was the
young man’s answer; ‘“and my reason for not
having come to you at once ia this—I had infor-
mation to gather respecting your conduct. I
have now learned all that I wished to know, and
can explain it to you upon the spot, if you desire
it. For three months your parents have been
vainly waiting for news of your marriage, and
you know very well they did not send you here
to becone the mistress of a gondokier. You
have given him all your savings, I suppose, and
even sold your ear-rings to support him ; and he,
too, a rascally contrabandist, as well as every-
thing else. 1regret to be obliged to disturb the
course of such honorable amours, but it is necea~
sary that you return with me to Pago.”

“You have been wrongfully informed, Xna-
pen,” replied the young girl, with firmuness,
“Receive something rather more trustworthy,
and know that Marco is an honest and an honor-
able man, and that unfortunate circamstances—
a bankruptcy, an accident, and a severe wound—
have alone delayed our marriage. Remain here
a fortnight longer, and you can be present at my
wedding, T do not say this to dare you, Kna-
pen; yourdisdainful silence bastoo weli apprised
me that—"

My disdainful silence, indeed!” interrupted
the Croat. * Of what use, pray, would it have
been for me to write to you? You did not wait
for my answer, in order to give your heart to
some one else. But, as for my wailing a fort-
night, that is all nonsense. Seduced by a gon-
dolier, it is tinie you were drawn from shame, and
you will go back with me inimediately.”

“] tell you I have incurred no shame, do you
hear?” she replied, violently ; ‘‘and that Marco
is an honester and more honorable man than you
are!”

“Qh, you are getting acclimated, then, are
you?” responded the Croat—**as Quceitful and
a8 little trustworthy as a Venctian, not to say
anything of being as free-mannered! Take this
letter of your father's, however, and read it; and
then, if you refuse to accompany me, I shall only
have to announce to your father that he has no
longer a daughter Digia.”

Digia took the letter, but she knew not how
toread. The Albanian signor came to her re-
lief, and read the parental missive to her. It
contained nothing but reproaches, written in the
style of an uneducated countryman; and, ale
though the readerdid ali that in him lay to soften
its harshness, it caused Digia to turn very pale.
At the close, when she heard that her father
threatened her with hismalediction if she refused
to accompany Francois Knapen, she groaned,
and fe'l fainting into the arms of the Dalmatian,
The two old men, naturally slow, were entircly

ignorant how to set to work to re-animate herj
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and, as for the Croat, he remained looking at her
fixedly, and a3 immoveable as a statue.

“You are hard, young man,” said the Alba-
nian, as soon a8 Digia's recovery left him free to
speak.

¢ Durissimo,” added the Dalmatian, *and,
what i3 a great deal more, citber unjust or blind,
for I am sure this child is innocent, and that
being the case, her father’s letter has no more to
do with the matter.”

But the Croat took no notice of these remarks,
and only said in reply, *“ Digia Dolomir, I sum-
mon you to follow me to Pago.”

“My good, good Knapep,” murmured the
Pagota thereupon,” do not be unpitiable. I can
not go!?

¢ When you are of age,” was the Croat’s res-
pouse, ‘‘you may walk the streets of Venice as a
courtesan, if you choose; but at present you are
but eighteen years of age, so you must make up
your mind to live elsewhere some years yett”

Upon hearing this, the agony of the Pagota
was intense. Knapen, however, had no pity for
her; but, if he had not, the Albanian had; and
“‘Sir goldier!” said the latter to the Croat, “no
more insults, in the name of heaven! Listen,
young man. At the end of the month, I set out
for Tricste, Pago, Zara, and if, in three weeks the
Pagota is not married, I promise to conduct her
to her father in my brigantine.”

But Knapen did not answer,  He only said, in
a stern tone, * Digia Dolomir, once more—yes or
no? Are youa rcbel to the authority of your
father, or are you not? Do you refuse to return
with me !—for the last time, yes or no ?”

“I will obey,” replied the young girl. * When
@0 you set out?”

¢ To-morrow, by the Trieste Boat.”

Accordingly, on the morrow the passengers by
the Trieste boat were diverted for a few moments
from their anxiety respecting their baggage by a
violent quarrel between two men upon the shore.
Marco, havingassumed an attitude like that of a
gladiator, was opposing the embarkation of his
wistress. Knapen advanced with a calin and de-
termined air, with his cyes fixed upon those of
his adversary, equally prepared forattack or for
defence. The Albanian and the old Dalmatian
were upon the spot, and they vividly admired the
academic pose and the clegant form of the hand-
gome Nicolitto, beside which the stiff, short Croat,
with his thick legs, seemed like a block of wood;
but they could not help fearing that the gondolier
made t00 many demonstrations in the prelimina.
° ries of the combat. The spectators who inter-
ested themsclves in the affair would have pre-
ferred to have scen him make use of fewer words,
and cxercise more promptitude of action, for
they doubted not that he could easily have over-
come his enemy. And he would in reality have
got the better of his antagorist, had he only em-
ployed his strength and skill, instead of bis elo-
quence. As it was, however, the Croat did not
suffer himself to be intimidated, but marched
right towards the man, and dealt him a heavy
blow, which Marco avoided, by leaping 2 little on
oac side, in such sort, however, as to leave the
passage free; and thus cnded the aflair.  When

he saw what he had done, and how he had lost
his intended wife, the poor gondolier sat down
on a stone, and cried like a child.

CHAPTER VI.

MipxignT in our climatc is as dull as need be,
Even Paris, par excellence the city of pleasurc,
transforms itself into a silent convent as soon as
the bells have struck the twelith stroke. Every-
thing then closes, all lights are extinguished, and
the visitor finds himself shown to the door of the
café. But in Italy this is not so; and at the
hour at which the Parisian finds himself driven
from all public places, and cowmpelled either to
go to bed or let his vigils be kept in his own
house,.St. Mark’s Square in Venice is the most
charming salon imaginable, in which one chutters
with the ladies'in the open air, or plays at chess,
or does anything else that he fancics will suit him
better.

One splendid night in August, the engineer of
the salt-works and myself were seated, at a very
advanced hour, before a tablein the Café Florian,
devouring with the utmost zeal large quantities
of the most delicious ices ever tasted. The
engineer was about to set out on a visit to the
salt-works of Istria and Pago, and, in consequence
of his amiable desire to have me for a companion,
he occupied himself with producing most ex-
cellent reasons why I should quit with him these
seas of warm and stagnant water, and this
collection of stone buildings, three parts calcined
by the sun, amongst which, he said, we some-
times dined in an oven, and sometimes in a dain-
marie. 1tis true that the dog-days had brought
with them the terrible zauzares, the fear of whose
sting kept us all in d state of perpetual alarm..
pand that the heat of the weather was in many
respects almost intolerable. But Venice is like
some of those dangerous and frail beauties whom.
one loves almost the more for their faults; and
I could not induce myself to consent to the
engineer’s proposal. I told him that I would
oppose a mosquito curtain to the zauzares, and
hire a gondola by the month, to take me about
like a Sybarite, whilst the warm weather lasted;.
but that to leave Venice whilst I could stay in it,
was an utter impossibility.

‘*But, since you are going to Pago,” I added
further, “just bave an cye to Digia Dolomir.
Try if you cannot do something in her favour,
and, if she still loves the nicolitto, if you cannot
persuade them to let you bring her back to
Venice. From this day I will take Marco into
my own gervice, and the hope of recovering the
Pagota will hinder him from being unfaithful to
her, I have no doubt.” ’

«1 shall find it more difficult, perhaps,” re-
sponded the engineer, ‘“ to overcome the obsti-
nacy and prejudices of @& countryman, than I
should to obtain a decree from the Aulic chamber,
But, in order to please you, and to give me &
ficld: for the exercise of my powers of persuasion,
I will plead her cause as wellas I can,”

The next day, as I conducted the engineer to
the Trieste boat, I reminded him of his promise,
and, as soon as he had departed, I repaired to
the neighbourhood of the palace of Faliero,.near

which I found Marco, profoundly asleep in his
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gondola, He wag not ignorant of the interest I
had taken in his amours; and when I proposed
that he should evter into my service, I could not
restrain him from Yissing my hand, in token of
most jopful acquiescence.

1 warn you, however, before you go too far,”
I 2aid, “that I have not the honour of being
descended, cither in & direct or indirect line,
from the defenders of Fagmiouste, orthe nssassins
of Frangois Carrare, But I will pay you a fort-
night’s wages in advance, snd that, too, in good
silver Napoleons, and, upon my recommendation,
the signor engineer will bring back Digia to you.”

The delight of the gondolier upon hearing this
was beyond bounds. He declared that he would
gladly serve me for only bread and water, and
made a thousand other and similarly foolish
declarations, At last he was, tor a wonder, calm
enough to be able to ask whither he should take
we.

“To the general archives of the Frai,” I re-
spanded, and instantly the gondola was in motion,
st a speed greater thau it would have been had
a}l the customs’ officers in Venice been in pursuit
of it.

But Marco, not content with serving me in
this excellent fashion as a gondolier, wished ad-
ditionally to serve me in quality of valet-de.
chambre. He awoke me in the morning, brought
me my clothes and shaving-water, and so0 quar-
reiled on all occasions with the servants for
the privilege of paiting oa me, that, as they
could not believe that mere gratitude could
inspire such an amount of zeal, they came to the
conclusion that I must have recently inherited a
large fortune. One day, it seemed to me that
Marco, while washing his gondols, sang with
some little more voice and gaicty than bespoke
an almost despairing lover; and, when he
came to me for my orders, T observed that his
bair was dressed with a greater than ordipary,
and, indecd, a quite ridiculous care, hung in long
curls over his ears, like those of a woman, and
that he wore in his hutton-hole a large and beauti-
ful moss-rose. I asked him who hed given him
ibe rose, and he answered, in his own, eaphonicus
and graceful dialect, “ Xé una bela tosa payon.”

“* A pretty young girl,” I replied, ¢ would oot
give away a rose without being askeg.”

4 (o pregd, gier &i," was his respense,

“What then! Did youn beg for it I asked
bim inreturn. *Ia it thus that you intend to
keep your promised faith? ¥ see, then, that 1
must withdraw my protection from you, and
write tothe engineer, to tell him not to trouble
bimself with regard to Digia.”

¢ Gently, gently, your excelleney " cried Marco,
in alarm, “The dyer of the street of the Fabr
has dwelling with him a young niece, whom I
knew when she lived at Murano. She is the
wmost laughing little creature in the world. When
T pass by her door, she throws water or me, and
calls me a vilain noir. Can I endure these
attacks without responding ® Be just, most noble
signor, be just to me; you would not have me
act like a misanthropic and philesophical enemy
of women, and you kaow very well that it is all
badinage—nothing more,”

“But such badinage may carry yon {00 far,
Marco, and X do not approve of it.”

4 Well; but, pardon, the Muranelle is clever,
and her uncle hias plenty of money; And who
kuows that the engineer will succeed in bringing
Digia #*

“ There i3 a8 French proverb which forbids one
to run after two hares at once,” was my only
answer.”

“ Ah1” responded the gondolicr; “but thisis
a different matter! To ruo after two hares at
once ig impossible, but two girls are very differ-
ent things. Let Digia return, and I ehall marry
her; but, nevertheless, I shall strive to entrap
the other. Can you sce any barm in my so
doing®”

1 bad gquoted French proverbs to the Nicolitto ;
and if he had had a little more acquaintance with
them, he might have strengthencd his position
by adducing that which counsels one to hava
‘two or three strings to one’s bow.” Asit was,
I warped him to remain faithful for a day or two,
and then went out upon a stroll, I had not gone
far before I met the Jearned Abbé——, canon of
St. Mark. We had chatted together a little while,
concerning certain documents I was seeking re-
lating to the death of Stradella, when the abbé
pointed out to e a young girl, with a large Mu-
rano veil, who was approaching, with her eyes
cast down, by the street of the Fabri,

“ Look ! whispered the abbé to me—what a
charming model of a virgin "

These flattering words reached the ears of the
Muranelle, and she acknowledged them by a
smile and an inclination of the head.

STl be bound,"” replied the abbé to me, * that
no Parisian belle would have so gracefully ac-
knowledged a compliment, at least in the sireet.”

He was going to say something more, but he
was intesrupted by Marco, who at this moment
rtook hold of my coat, and drew me on one side,
to whisper in my ear, “ It is the niece of the
dyer, signor. Tell me if you think she is like =
hare, and, therefore, if I doill to run after her?”

“‘I certainly think you do,” was my response;
““but you must do as you please, thorough Vene-
tian that you are. Only take care thatyou never
have to repent of your conduct, Marco.”

CHAPTER Vil

Whilst the fascinations of the dyer's niece
were thus tempting Marco out of the narrow way,
the French engineer, in the midst of all his grave
pre-occupations, still managed to find a little time
to devote to the interests of poor Digia. Gifted
with extraordinary force of will, and accustomed
to do battle with obstinacy angd prejudice, he was
just the man to understand such a hard cnter-
prise. In the litile-frequented port of the livtle
island, he chanced to encounter both the Dalma-
tian and the Albanian, of whom I had spoken to
him. The first of them was geeking, from town
to town, piastres for the Queen of Bavaria; and
the other, having sold his cloves, was returning
to Zara in the brigantine of his new friend. The
engincer imagined that their two picturesque
figures would be calculated fo aid him in his
task, and he therefore prayed them to accompany
him tao the housc of old Dolomir. They both

ladly consented, and all three were then cou-
ucted to the door of the little vendiza in which
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the tather of Djgia sold mostexecrable beer. Atthe
sight of these three strangers, so magunificently
clothed, Dolomir, only accustomed to serving
ploughmen and farm-labourers, stared as -he
would have done had he received a visit from
the renowned Haroun-al-Raschid. A rapid coup
d'xil sufficed to cnable the engineer to judge
exactly of the man before him, and to lay his
plans accordingly. Digia recognised immediately
both the Albaniaa and his frioud, and retired into
s corner, pale and trembling. Half a dozen
children, some stupified, and some terrified, ran
into a stable, or were pushed in by their mother,
who commanded them, with threats, to preserve
silence. All eyes were fixed upon the red clothes
of the Albanian; and when the engineer began
to speak, which he did before any of the others,
he was taken merely for an interpreter.

¢ Dolomir,” said the engineer, *‘ we are come
to try to take your daughter away from you. But
do not intend to contest your parental authority ;
we hope that the step we advise will be found
most pleasing in even your eyes. Auswer us,
therefore, candidly this one question: what were
your mbtives for recalling your daughter from
Venice ?”

It was designedly that the engineer attacked
his adversary on the weakest side, by obliging
him to speak at the commencement of the
conference. He knew that by so doing he
should intimidate the tavern-keeper, as he did in
reality. Dolomir began to blubber.

¢ Excuse me,” he said, as well as he could,
¢t and let your lordships pardon me my ignorance.
A poor Pagote d~.5 not know how to express
bimself in fine language.”

“ Speak how you like, in your owa fashion,”
replied the engineer, ‘provided only that it be
candidly and with freedom.”

Thereupon the father of Digia commenced an
obscure and trivial story, in which he said that
he had believed that the gondolier had seduced
his daughter ; the only foundation for this belief
hinted at being the evil reputation of the nicolitti.

“You are entirely deceived, then,” interrupted
the engineer; “your daughter was really about
to marry Marco, when you sent for her to return
home. Thia thrice puissant Albanian signor, and
this thrice honourable Dalmatian mnoble, are
cc.ze here as witnesses in Digia's favour, and to
assert her innocence. It is strange that a father
cannot recognise for himself the truth of such a
matter. But you must have been imposed upon.
We three are all friends of your daughter, and
wish to see her made happy. You have deprived
us of the pleasure of marrying her.”

“But I bave found her another husband,”
said Dolomir, gathering a little assurance.

* Yes, Frangois Knapen, is it not ¢ asked the
engineer; *the same who has excited you to so
ill-treat your daughter, and who has also foully
calumniated her.”

* Magare!” exclaimed Dolomir, *“would to
God he had calumniated her!"

““You have a hard head, I see,” responded the
engineer. ‘““And you, Digia, why do you not
protest the truth

“Alas! I do, your excellency,” replied the
maiden; “I have done so from morning to

night, but all in vain, Knapen has perfectly
bewitched my father.”

*“ Yes, bewitched—that is just the word,” put
in her mother.

“Well, we will try to break the charm,” said
the enginecr, ¢ Let Frangois Kuapen be found,
and brought before us.” .

“I am here,” said the young Croat, coming
out of his hiding-place behind the cellar-door.

“ Come forward, monsieur," said the engineer,
whom Knapen was regarding with an insolent
look— *come forward, monsieur, and let us talk
to you. Weare come here on purpose to prove
that you have calumniated Digia, and occasioned
disorder in this family.” 3

“I should like to know how,” waa the answer
of the young Croat.

 Well, we will try to tell you,” responded the
engineer. ‘' But first let us ask one question, it
is this:—if a girl of abandoned manners were
offered to you as a wife, would you marry her 2"

“”No, signor,” replied the soldier,  certainly
not.

“What would you call him, then, who sought
to marry another's mistress s

The Croat felt the blow, when too late, and did
not answer. ’

 Weshould all say that he was a vile wretch,”
continued the engineer. ‘¢ Well, monsieuy, this
being agreed upon, one of two things is true :—
either you have deceived Dolomir, and calumni-
ated his daughter, or you are the man whom we
have just spoken of, lost to every sense of shame
and decency, since you have sought Digia in
marriage. WHhich do you choose? What have
you to answer?”

Knapen, disconcerted, could only throw an
angry glance at his interlocutor, and murmur,
hesitatingly, *‘ when one loves, one passes over
little things, and—"

“But this is not a little thing,” interrupted
the engineer; ‘it is the more than life, the
reputation of a young girl, You cannot deny
that, either out of love or jealousy, you have
used unlawful means to gain your end, and dis-
pose of your rival. You have robbed your
mistress of the affection and esteem of her
father, in order to assure to yourself a womaa
whom you deem worthy of your own esteem, who
you know is innocent, and possessed of an
excellent heart and many virtues. Neither love
nor jealousy can excuse 8o grave a fault, or so
cruel and dishonest a proceeding. But you can
still in some measure atone for it, by confessing
it with huniility, or repairing the evil, by sacris
ficing to justice and to truth a love which is not
reciprocated by its object, and by thus restoring
to the young maiden the tenderness of her
father, and that husband of which your culpable
manceuvres have deprived her. If you resign
yourself with a good grace to this painful effort,
you will play, after all, by far the best part in
the drama. We will endeavour to console you,
and will confess that the love which could drive
to such extremitics 2 young man capable of so
much generosity and devotion was great indeed.
In fact, this is what you had on all account
better do, for your first position is not tenable,

'

and if you persist in the endeavour to sustain it,
!you will condemn your homour. If anything
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further be needod to convince you, just look at
the sorrowful countenance of your intended
fither-in-law, who at last comprehends his error
and his injustice.”

The Croat saw that he was lost, and now
only looked for an outlet for his pride, for he
was not disposed to occupy the humble position
which his adversary proposed by any means,

¢4 Since Digia cannot resolve upon herself to
love me," he said with emotion, I renounce her.
‘With that be satisfied. This conspiracy against
my happiness, which you have plotted so far off,
has now succeeded to the full extent. I have
nothing more to say, and ask for neither consola-
tion nor reparation of my honour.”

* Good, Knapeun !” replied the engineer, “ that
is rather courageous. I like you for it, and am
gorry if I have hurt your pride. I made your
case as bad as I could, in order to bring you to
the sacrifice. You have made it like a man,
80 give me your hand, just for once, for I may
never be in Pago any more, and you have made
me quite your fricnd!”

The soldier aid a3 he was bidden, and a flash
of joy lit up his eagle eye as he gave his hand to
his late adversary, who thus so entirely reversed
in a single moment his strain of address,

The enginecr was fearful that after his departure
the vanquished lover would endeavour to over-
turn the new state of things, and he therefore
said to Digia's father, ‘ Master Dolomir, I must
take your daughter with me. So you must
please procure us 2 hoat to cross the water in;
and in the meantime let your wife get dinner
ready.”

* Afy daughter, a boat, and dinner!” exclaimed
the astonished tavern-keeper. “X do nov give
people to eat, your excellency; my house is only
a bierrerie I”

“Ah!” cried the Frenchman, jaughing, *you
are opposing to me, as usual, the great word with
you Italiuns, ¢ non-é-usta’—it is not-customary!
Why, man, you are not half a tradesman yet!
In France, if you went to a baker for a horse-
¢hoe, he would get one, if he were only sure
you’d pay for it!”

* Signor Frangois,” said the Albanian upon
this, *my basket of provisions is at the service of
the company, and I should feel myself highly
honouréd, I assure you, if you would prevail upon
all present here to dine with me.”

He did not wait for a reply, but sent his
servant to the brigantine to fetch a supply of
cold provisions and good wine, which, when he
arrived, were spread out on the table of the
vendiza. The three foreigners ate together with
2 good appetite, but Dolomir and Knapen went
out before the meal began, and Digia occupied
herself during its progress with waiting upon the
three signors, and her mother with the prepara-
tion of her daughter’s baggage. Just as Digia
was putting the desert, which consisted of almonds
and apples, upon the table, Dolomir and Knapen,
who had been to engage a boat, returned, and
brought word that no padrow would put to sea
that evening, in consequence of the prevalence of
contrary winds.”

“ Ah 1" whispered the old Dalmatian to the
Frenchman, when he heard this, *“they are
scheming to delay the girl's departure, that id

the night they may carry her into the interior of
the ieland, and so prevent her ever leaving Pago,
or, at any rate, her going away with us.”

** My brigantine fears not the weather,” said
the Albanian; we will go together in it as far as
Fiume; thatis, however, if we can find a proper
pilot, one used to the passage.”

Digin ran out to fetch the ablest pilot in the
island, the old sailor who was acquainted minutely
with the whole coast, but he declared pointedly,
on his arrival, that the passage was impossible,
Between Pago and the coast of Croatia is only a

.very narrow and a very rocky channel, and this

the pilot declared, withy such a wind as was then
blowing, it wouid be madness to attempt to cross,

“Do you hear this?” said old Dolomir, ad-
dressing himself to the three foreigners, whilst
Knapen added, *if your excellencies are at all
desirous of getting drowned, you have hero the
finest of all possible opportunities.”

(Zo be continued.)

-+

DOMESTIC LIFE IN THE MIDDLE AGES.

Rude werethe manners then ; man and wife ate
off the same trencher; a few wooden handled
knives, with blades of rugged iron, were a luxury
for the great ; candles unknown. A servant girl
held a torch at supper; one, or at most two,
mugs of coarse brown earthenware formed all
the drinking apparatus in a house. Rich gentle-
men wore clothes of unlined leather., Ordinary
persons searcely ever touched flesh meat. Noble-
men drunk little or no wine in summer—a little
corn seemed wealth. Women had trivial mayriage
portions—even ladies dressed extremely plain.
The chief part of a family’s expense was what the
males spent in arms and horses, none of which
however, were very good or very showy; and
grandees had to lay out money on their lofty
towers, In Dante'’s comparatively polished times,
Iadies began to paint their cheeks by way of
finery, going to the theatre—and to use less
assiduity in spinning and plying their distaff,
What is only a symptom of prosperity in large,
is the sure sign of ruin in small states. So in
Florence he might very well deplore what in
London or Paris would be to cause a smile,
Wretchedly, indeed, plebians hovelled; and if
noble castles were cold, dark, and dreary cvery-
where, they were infinitely worse in Italy, from
the horrible modes of torture, characteristic
cruelty, too frightful to dwell on. Few of the
infamous structures built at the times treated of,
stand at present. Yet their ruins disclose rue~
ful corners.—History of the Order of St. John,
of Jerusalem.

The helief that guardian spirits hover around
the paths of men covers a mighty truth, for
every beautiful, pure, and good thought which
the heart holds is an angel of mercy, purifying
and guarding the soul.

A drunkard curging the moon,—a maniac
foaming at some magnificent statue, which stands
serene and safe above his reach—or a ruffian
crushing roses on his way to midnight plunder,
is but a type of the sad work which a clever, but
heartless and unimaginative, critic often makes of
works of genius. o
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INTERCEPTED EPISTLE.

Tha young lady students of————are respectfully
informed, that term commenoes again on Monday
‘gnd instant.
I promised, dear Fanny, to warn you,
If ever iy love took a turn ;
Well, that moment has come and I scorn you;
The cause of my fickleness learn ;
Huve you heard of the feminine college ?
No illiterate ladies for me;
Just fancy the glory—the knowledge—
Of a woman who takea her degree!

Greek, Latin, French, Hebrew, and German ;
Sne'’s a damsel of exquisite parts 3

She will pen you an ade, or & sermon—
In short she’s a Spinster of Arts.

S. A. on her card may now figure
‘What an air—a positiom—has she!

Only think of the talents—the vigore
Of women who take their degree!

Theology, Listory, Science,
From all fountains oflearning she'll quaff’;

She will wear a proud look of defiance,
And walk like a moral giraffe.

Now yourboarding-3chool misses who'll sigh for?

What is simple Miss M., or Misg E.?

No, no; this is the woman to die for—
When once she has got her degree.

There's achdnce for you yet then, sweet Fanny;

Matriculate—don't lose a day;

I should like you love, better than any,
The moment you win the S. A,

Of mere commonplace nymphs I am weary ;
A duchess were nothing to me;

Ay, I'd turn up my nose at a Perz,
Uuless she had got her degree {”

——t e
DORTHE.

FROM TAE DANISH OF HENRIETTA NIELSON.

A TREMEXDOUS panic seized upon our whole
neighbourhood, when suddenly one day, during
the war of 1848, the report was spread that.the
German free-corps had penetrated as far as our
nortbern part of Jutland, had taken Aalborg, Vi-
borg, and other towns, and were now advancing
in our direction. The church-bells were nstantly
put in motion, and were immediately answered
by those of fhe adjoining parish., All the
young men of our village and the environs sallicd
forth, armed with scyt¥s and pitcliforks, to meet
the enewmy, who, it was said, were approaching
the H—bierg Hills. Even our otherwise calm
and quiet parsonage was in a state of tumult and
confusion—we women being entirely left to our
own devices, for my father was absent on busi-
ness, and our male farm-servants had joined the
other volunteers, .

In her perplexity, my mother summoned the
maid-servants to a council of war; and all made
their appearance, with the exception of Dorthe,
the brewery-maid, who had been scen going to
the back of the house with a spade in her hand

‘—¢ probably,’ as Marion the hougemaid expressed
it, ¢ with the intention of burying her mammon.
The council began by my mother making a pro-
posal, which was opposed by my sister Julia—
and two parties were thus immediately formed—
my mother, however, being in the majority, as”
her proposal wasadopted by the cook, the house.
maid, and the fat old woman who weeds the
den; while Julia was supported only by the life
girl who tends the poultry, but who spoke so
shrill, that it was very evident it was not every
day cAe was allowed to speak at all. I stood by
in moody silence, feeling that I had no sensible
proposal to make, when suddenly all deliberation
was put an end to by the appearance of a peasant
girl riounted on a poor jaded mare, which she
was urging to its utmost speed, and who, in pass-
ing the parsonage, cried out in a voice of terror:
¢They are comiug! they are coming! Run, run
for your livest What else can we -poor helpless
women do? But her words, by increasing our
alarm, only made us more irresolute and helplesy
than before; and were-staring at each otherin
stupid dismay, when Dorthe, rushing in, caught
our invalid grandmother in her arms, and calling
to us to follow her to the cellar, bore the old wo-
man thither, and deposited her gently on a heap
of bed-clothes she had prepared for her.

Dorthe was a stout square-built peasent-girl,
with strong sunburnt arms and hands, and, on
ordinary occasions, a composure, almost amounts
ing to the phlegmatic, was spread over her whole
being. This, together with an uncommon degree
of reserve, had rendered her o uninteresting in
our eyes, that we had given much léss attention
to her than we usually bestowed on our servants;
and thus, although she had already been six
menths in our service, she was still quite &
stranger to us, But, a5 is ever the case in deci-
sive moments, the master-mind had taken the
lead; and in a few moments we were all busily-
employed in-carrying out the orders of our'hith+
erto 80 little esteemed brewery-maid; whose en-
ergy and decision seemed to inspire us all with-
new life,

She explainedto us in a few words that shehad
walled up the cellar windows—this is what she-
had used the spade for—and advised us to trans-
fer ourselves and as mary of our valiables as
possible, to this place of safety, the entrance. to
which was in a remote part of the Louse, and
might easily be concealcd by a lafge chest or
some such large thing. This Dorthe proposed to
place before it when we were all in safety. ¢ And
you, Dorthe,’ I asked in amazement—*will you
remain here quite alone to receive those notori-
.ous vazabonds?’

¢I am not alone while I have this,” she an-
swered in a somewhetsad but earncst tone, taking
up a gun which was placed against the wall, and
which, the other servants afterwards told us, had
belonged to her father, who had been a game.
keeper, and which she looked upon as her-great-
est treasure.

¢Can you fire it, Dorthe ?’ I again exclaimed in’
surprise.

¢No,” she replied, and her countenance now
assumed 8 lively roguish expression; ‘but I can
take aim; and my father often told me that, in

time of war, the empty barrel of & gun might, in
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an emergency, produce as much cffect as a whole

volley of musket-balls; and so I bave thought,

:_:a; if' I am forced to it, I will give them a little
ight,

%Ve had been locked up in the cellar & quarter
of an hour—the longest quarter of an hour I ever
experienced—listening withanxiety to catchsome
sounds that should announce to us the approach
of the dreaded enemy, when at length the clatter
of wooden shoes and the sound of noisy voices
reached our ears. Our hearts sunk. A few mo.
ments more speunt in a state of dreadful suspenge,
and the key of the cellar-door was heard to turn
in the lock. ‘Heavens! have they already dis-
cavered our hiding-place  The door opened—
it was Dorthe, who cams to deliver us, mute and
with downcast eyes, as if heartily ashamed of all
the energy and activity she had displayed to no
purpose. The voices and footsteps we had heard
were those of our own people returning from
their wild-goose chase :fter the enemy, the ru-
mour of their presence in our part of the country
having been a pure fabrication !

It cannot be denied that we ail felt rather fool-
ish; and, what was worse, the milk which was on
the fire had hoiled over, the bacon that was fry-
ing had been burnt, the fire had gone out, and
all prospect of a warm dinner for the men was
lost. However, we gave them some cold salt
meat, aud a glass of brandy each, with the pro-
mise of a warm supper, and this restored their
good-humour. They were, however, all in a state
of too great excitement to take their usual mid-
day nap, but dispersed in groups about the yard.

My sister Julia and myself drew near to our
upper farm-servant Niels, a fine manly fellow,
who bad taken up his station at the chopping-
block, and who had previously given notice of his
inteution to join the army as a volunteer. After
talking to him a little while about the prospects
of the war, we expressed to him our admiration
of the courage and presence of mind evinced by
the brewery-maid, whom he had recommended to
us. Niels was not surprised as we had been.
¢ Did I not answer for Dorthe being a thoroughly
trustworthy girl when I recommended her to
Misses? said he.

¢ You must have known her before, then,’ I re-
joined. *Tell us something about her.

! There is not much to be said about her, poor
thing,’ answered Niels; *she has never known
what it is to be happy. Her mother she lost
eacly, and, to tell the truth, her father was not
good for much. To be sure, as a gamekeeperhe
‘was clever enough, and might have been well to
do in the world, but instead of that, he spent all
his earnings in the public-house. In his way, he
was very fond of the girl, and used to call her
the apple of his eye ; but it was a queer way he
had of showing bis love for her, From the time
she was a little creature, he would never leave
her out of his sight, but would have her follow
him about when he weat a-bunting, in rain and
cold, in storm aud sunshine. Then, when they
came to the public-housein the evening, and peo-
ple said: “The Lord preserve us, Hans Game-
keeper, how do you treat that child!” yes, then
he would busy himself to get her warmed and
dried, and was willing to give the publican’s wife
all the game he had killed that day, if she would

but lend bim some clothes for the little one. But
by and by, when the bottle had gone its rounds,
and he had got her to sing for them—for Dorthe
always bad a sweet voice—then he would be as
rollicky as ever, and call her his little singing-
bird, his Gatalini; for you must know the game.
keeper was very fond of talking French when he
was in liquor. He had served in the wars under
the Emperor Napoleon, and he never could forges
that. R

‘That was, indeed, a very bad way to bring up
a child.

*Yes, wasn't it? And when any one told him
as how he was keeping Dorthe from her school-
learning, he would answer that he did no such
thing, for he taught her himself. Then he would
send the parson a brace of hares, and so that
matter was gettled. But it must have been a
queer sort of teaching that; for when Dorthe
was S0 0ld that she was to go to the parson;* she
could not spell even the first commandment, and
was turned out. 'This put the gamekeeperina
toweriig rage. He went right straight to the
parsonage, all spattered over with mud as he
came from hunting, and people say that he gave
the parson a sound rating, and told him that
Dorthe knew her Christendom a3 well ag he did,
though she could not read a book through word
for word, title-page and all. But that was just
what the parson would have her know how to do.
He wasn't overfond of questionings and explana-
tions, but what stood in the books they must not
know by halves if he wasto **lay hands on them,”
He wes very strict in that matter, particularly—
perhaps I ought not to say so, but so the story
went—particularly with poor folk’s children,’

¢Indeed V'

¢Yes; but the keeper was as testy as the par.
son when he had taken anything into his head,
and he did not rest until he got permission to
send the girl to another parson. This one was
a young man, who had lately come intothe living,
and he took matters in a different way from the
other. He was 80 pleased with Dorthe’s Chris-
tendom, that he placed her abovet all the farmer's
daughters; and this had nearly set him at logger-
heads with the whole parish; but when the day
of confirmation came, and Dorthe read 8o that it
rang through the church, and answered} the par-
son in words that made them all stare with won-
der, while the others, as soon as they had dene
with the book, stuttered and stammered, and
kuoew neither beginning nor end, then they
couldn't belp seeing that the parson had done
right. i

K That must have been a happy day for Dorthe.”

¢Yes; it was her first really happy day, aud
and also ber last. At that time she was well
thought of by averybody, and might have got
service in ever 80 manyplaces; but that was not
to be, and she bad hard times before her, poor
silly thing! Her father had grown infirm, and
could not go about as be used to do, so he could

* To be prepared for confirmation,
. tItis usuaimin Denmark to place the young persons
to be confirmed according to their rank, as well when
attending the religious classes at the cle

ngymm’a house,
as in the church on t};gcdcay of confirmation.
tht ggnﬂrmation is p ed by puolic cxamination in
o church®
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no longer keep his situation as gamekeeper, but
was obliged to hang his rifie on the wall.” A few
years then passed without my ever seeing the
gamekeeper or his daughter, for I was far away
in another neighbourhood; but, as I afterwards
heard, Dorthe went through much hardship and
misery during that time, a8 you may easily con-
ceive, for there was no land to their house, and
with the work of her hands she had to provide
food and clothing for them both. Jt is true she
might have been better off had she listened to
them that advised her to let her father go upon
the parish, and then get into service herself, But
to this she answered, that as long as she had &
pair of hands to work with, her father should not
be a burden to the parish, were they to offer her
ten days of plenty for one ; nay, were they even
to offer to clothe her in silk and gold, she would
not forsake him in his old days, And so true
was she to her word, say the folks thereabouts,
that until the day of his' death the keeper lived
like a squire, while poor Dorthe put herself on
short allowance, and suffered actual want,

*It i3 now about six or seven years ago, the
winter before I came here to the parsonage,when I
wag gerving the doctor up yonder,I was awakened
one night by the tremendous barking of the dogs.
Thinking that it was most likely a carriage come
to fetch the doctor, I comforted myself with the
thought that I and the horses—for I was coach-
man then—would be allowed to remain quietly
in our beds. I listened and listened; no, there
was no carriage; but the dogs continued tobark,
and I could both see and hear that a dreadfal
storm was raging. Presently, I heard a gentle
noise at my window, like some one fumbling and
tapping against the panes, and sounds of a wail-
ing voice, but words I could not distinguish.’

¢ You were out of bed and atthe window in the
twinkling of an eye, Niels, I am sure,’ said I
eagerly.

‘0 yes, as soon as I conld get on my wooden
shoes,’ answered Niels with true Jutland deliber-
ation; ‘for the mud-floor was very damp, The
tapping had just begun again when I got to the
window. But, Heaven preserve us, what dread-
ful weather it was! Snow and sleet beat into
my face, and the open lattice said “no" twice
before I could get it open. Yes, and outside
stood & woman! It was no other than the game-
keeper’s Dorthe. The poor girl had trudged six
miles,* through bogs and over ditches, in such
weather that you would not have driven out a
dog, to fetch the doctor to her father, who was
dying : but the doctor had refused to go'———

¢ Had refused to go 1 a dying man ¥

¢ Why, you see, miss, the old gentleman was
very loath to go out in the night when he could
help it, and I will say nothing of that; but he
had answered her harshly and jeeringly as well,
that as her father had now been ill four years,
aud had never sent for the doctor, it was no use
doing 80 now that death had probably got a tight
gripe of him. Now, this was in a manner true
enough: but as the poor young woman had come
so long and wearisome a way to fetch him, and
had placed her whole trust in him, he might

* One Danish mile is something more than four Eng-
Jlish ones,

therefore, at least have given her some mixture
for the sick man; it would have comforted her,
and most likely have done him some little good
too. Well, Dorthe had known me ever since
she was a child, and koew that I was in service
at the Doctor's, and that I 'stood well with my
master and mistress ; 8o she had now come to me
to ask to try if I could not persuade the doctor
to go and see her father. But this was not to be
thought of. I had by me a bottle of medicine,
however, with which I had helped others in very
difficult cases; it tasted like venom and gall, but
it did well enough to help, so T gave Dorthe the
boitle to bring home to her father, Itistrue, I
thought as the doctor did, that most likely there
was no cure for his complaint, but that medicine
had never done harm to any one. And now the
poor girl was to go back again ; it was almost &
matter of lite and death in such weather, drip~
ping wet aud shaking with cold as sho was. See-
ing this, I did a thing I never shall regret, even
should the doctor get to know it, and abuse me
well for it: I loosened Stoffer—he wasthe horse;
in.reality, his name was Christophanes, but we
servants always called him Stoffer, and he seemed
to like it best—1 loosened Stoffer, and drew him
out of the stable, though, to tell the truth, it did
not seem much to his taste, for he grew quite
restive when he got his nose outside the stable
door, and felt what kind of weither it was; but
he might as well have spared his trouble. I
threw a cloth over him, placed Dorthe, who had
on a pair of dry stockings of mine, and was wrap-
ped up in my thickest greatcoat, on his back,
myself in front of her, and off we started. Stoffer
had his freaks and fancies, but when you gave
him time to come round, and coaxed him a little,
he was a8 good-natured a beast as ever was, It
was as if he understood where we were going,
and was in as great a hurry as any of us; other-
wise I cannot think how it was we reached the
keeper's cottage in 8o short a time, in suchadark
and stormy night too. It was quite awful how
Dorthe loved that poor ne'er-do-well of a father
of hers, She never spoke a word the whole of
the way ; but now and then she laid her head on
my shoulder, and then I ‘could perceive that she
was crying, but quite softly. When we got to
our journey’s end, I had not time to stop the
horse before she was down and in the cottage;
but just as I was going to bring Stoffer under
shelter, for he stood much in need of it, she
came rushing out again, laid hold of the halter,
and said: “God forgive you, Niels, if you were
going away without even giving me time to say
thank you! Do you not as much as care to know
if he is still alive? Is there no one in the wide,
wide world who cares for him but me?” And
then she clasped her hands together, and began
to cry so bitterly, that it cut me to the heart’s
core. I told her, as was the truth, that I had
never meant to go away without looking in upon
her father. Then she wiped her eyes, and said s
‘ God bless you, Niels! Never shall I forget hcw
youhave helped me and comforted me this night.”
We then went in; and I can assure you, miss,
that Dorthe was as cleanly and as tidy as needs
be, even before she went to heraunt's, who wants
tohave the merit of having taught her everything,
for no nobleman, I am sure, sleeps in & whiter
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and cleaner bed than the one the old gamekeeper
died in.

‘e died, then?

¢Yes., Icawat once that he had not much
time left, although he knew Dorthe directly we
came in, and he turned his face round to us. I
went up to the bed and spoke to him, but he did
not answer me, and continued to look at his
daughter. Wherever she moved, his eyes fol-
lowed her so strangely.  Quite right in his head
he was not, for he soon began to talk wildly,
mentioning names, aud speaking to people who
had been dead ever so long, just as they were
standing before him. Dorthe, he would have it,
bad wings. Sorry wings they were! It was the
corners of the handkerzhief she had tied round
her head, and which were white with snow.
Then, again, he would fancy he was in France;
in the midst of ali the goings on he had seen
there, and would put his hand to his head, as if
he was going to wave his hat to the Emperor
Napoleon, and all the rest of it. In short, it was
death that had hold of him, and, indeed, he said
that it had been watchinghim alithe time Dorthe
was away. The poor girl turncd as white as
a sheet when she heard him talk so wildly;
but nevertheless she went to the cupboard, and
poured me out a glase of brandy—and very good
brandy it was—that kept me warm until I got
home. When she had done this, she said:
4 Niels, will you now help me to give him the
mixture ?” But sh : could bardly get out the
words for sobbing. **To be sure I will help you,”
82id I'; and so said, so done. The medicine went
down easily enough, and I daresay it was that
kept life in him until towards mid-day—then it
was all over.’

¢ How did Dorth: take it #

¢Why, you see, miss, che i3 one of those kind
of people who keep everything to themselves.—
She did not whimper or takeon like other wo-
nmen-folk ; but, nevertheles, she muot have sor-
rowed sorely; for when the blacksmith’s wife
said to her ove day when she wanted to comfort
her, that she need nottake her father’s death so
much to heart, for he had not been so overkind
to her; and that he drank like a sponge; while
ghie hardly got food enough to keep life in her;
and that, when she was a child, he had let her
g0 about barefooted, when there was snow on the
ground and ice on the water—they say Dorthe
wagso wrath, that she struck the tatle with her
fist, and told the blacksmith’s wife, that if she
bad not got {ood, it was hecause she did not ask
for any; and that though she might have gone
barefooted, she never remembered having been
cold. After that, no onc ever attempted to com-
fort Dorthe in that way.!

' And what became of poor Dorthe afterwards?’

‘Poor Dorthe ! you may well say S0, miss. She
went to live with a she-devilof an aunt, who
treated her like 2 dog.  This aunt had two high
and mighty daughters, who were to be brought
uplike fine ladies, and marry farmers, and Dor-
the was to be their drudge. Poor silly thing!
she learned soon enough the truth of the say-
ing, that there is no taskmaster as hard as a kins-
man.

¢*But why did she not rathertakeservice among
strangers ¥

¢ Why, you see, that wasnot so easy a matter.
At chat time, Dorthe could neither do fine work
nor coarse, as they say. The gamekeeper bad
never had any land, so field labor she had no%
learned; and all the bread and beer they used
they bought at the public house with the few
pennies she carned by twisting straw-ropes, 80
baking and brewing ehe did not learn either.—
But the aunt was a thrifty housewife, and Dorthe
wag taught well in her house; although she also
paid well for the teaching,for she fagged for them
all, and had to bear hard treatment into the bar-
@ain.  And a8 is always the case when our near-
est treat us badly, othersollow their example,so
it wasin Dorthe's case also. Fornstance, if they.
took her once ina way to a merry-makingat some
nreighbour’s, she used always to be pusied away
into some corner, and no one danced with her,
while the aunt and her two tine ladies were never
off the floor. To be sure, she wus not one of
those who put themselves forward, and those that
don’t hav’n’t much chauce.’

¢Perhaps Dorthe could not dance.’

¢Is there any of us who can't dance when we
hear the fiddle ?* answered Niels; ‘though I will
confess Dorthe was none of the lightest.

*Soyou danced with her in spite of ber defici-
encies ? That waskind of you. Niels.

¢ Tused to say to myself wher Isaw her set
aside in that way, says I, **It ishard for a poor
young thing to stand by like that and sce the oth-
ers dance, when she would gladly be among
them 3 and then I went and took her out. And
when once Dorthe was set a going, there wasn't
her like for holding out.’

¢That was because she was dancing with you,
Niels, I dare say,’I observed jokingly; but I was
rather disconcerted when he answered witha
look of astonishment, and in a tone of contemptus
ous pity: ¢Oh, there wasn’t many that asked her,
so she might well be pleased to dance with those
that did, poor silly thing ’

The tone in which he said this made a disa-
areeable impression on me, and for the first time
I felt hurt on Dorthe’s account at the expression,
¢ poorsilly thing,’ particularly as I now remem-
bered that it was geuerally thought that Niels was
rather sweet upon Marian the housewaid, who in
spite of her pretty face, wag in reality a poor sil-
ly thing. I therefore said: *Niels, I do not like
to hear you call Dorthe thus: after all that you
have been telling me about her, she must be an
excellent girl, who will at last get on.’

¢Yes,” answered Niels, and his countenance
reswned its usual good-natured expression—-‘yes,
Idare say, but not in this world; for Dortheis
one of those who are kind to everybody but them-
selves—and for such folx there is no cure. They
never will get on well in this world. People al-
ways think that they have not muchhead-piece ; -
and, as the old parson used to say, after all, it ia
the beadpicce that gets people on in the world,
and makes them respected. And therefore i
wag that poor Dor—— May 1 not call her poor
Dorthe cither?

40 yes; call her what you like,’ I answered.

¢ 1Well, well, it hasonce for all become the cus-
tom in the parish to call her poor silly thing.—
Well, six bitter years she staid with her aunt.
where she got no wages, and very little clothing,

7
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And why did she stay, d» you think? Why, be-
cause she had attached herself to an old blind
pensioner who was living with them, and who, it
was said, they treated anythingbut kindly,’

Here Niels made so very long a pause, that I
perceived he had nothing more to say. Every-
thing he had told me in his simple manner about
Dorthe, pilaced her in so advantageous a-light,
that I was quite ashamed of the indifference, nay,
almost prejudice, which we had hitherto felt to-
wards ber; and I now asked him reproachfully,
how it happened that he had never before told
us anything about Dorthe, when he knew so
much good of her.

Niels paused in his work, looked down for some
time as if in deep thought, and at length answer-
ed: ¢If the truth must be told, I seem never to
have thought of it, until now that I eome to tell
her story.” He then looked slowly around, as if
everything appeared new to him, and added :—
¢It does seem to me now’—— Further he did
not proceed, for his eyes had found a resting-
point in Dorthe, who went by on her way to the
well. Marian, the flirt, now also tripped by,
singing and casting side glances at Niels, who
did not, however, notice her. Not until Dor‘te
bad gone in again, did he conclude his sentence ;
adding to the above, ‘that Dorthe is an uncom-
monly respectable young woman.! Marian sang
louder and louder, but Niels continued to gaze
at the spot where Dorthe had disappeared ; I be-
Jieve a revolution was taking placein his mind,

We were now interrupted by my father's re-
turn. He had not placed so much confidence in
the rumour of the approach of the enemy as we,
and having soon found out that it was quite un-
founded, he had not felt himself called upon to
return home before his busincss was concluded.
No sooner had he entered the house, than all
tongues were busy relating to him the history of
our fright, and of the prec ::tions we had taken in
expectation of the arrival of the German free-
corps. All the maids, except Dorthe, gave ther
selves some errand into the room, to tell wlat
deed of prowess they had performed, or hadtn-
tended to perform. When my father, then, com-
mended each and all for the zeal they had shewn,
my mother observed that the brewery maid was
not present and put forward the claim of the ab-
sent girl to the greatest meed of praise, The
other maids could not deny this, but they left the
room rather crestfallen, They were not used to
see Dorthe taken noticeof. But when Julis and
I, now began torepeat the many fine traits of her
character that Niels had told us, my mother and
father were both quite moved, and we all felt a
sincere desire to do something for the neglected
but excellent gitl.

My mother proposed that Dorthe should be cal-
Sed in at once, and that my father should thank
her, in presence of the other servaats, for the de-
votion-and presence of mind she had. evinced ;
and she would add to her thanks a little useful
present, which, though it could not be:worh on
the breast, like the atar of au order, might never-
theless be looked- upon as & mark of ‘honour.—
The proposal was approved : -and by my own re-
quest, I was deputed tofotch herin, I found her
in the scullery, singing, a8 was'her wont, Pro-
Dbably I delivered my message in a somewhat sol-

emn tone, which she did not ynderstand, for she
looked inquiringly at me with her pretty eyes—
not until this day had Idiscovered that they wera
really uncommonly pretty—and said, after reflec.
ting a little while : ‘I can guess what master
wants me for I’

¢ What do you think?

‘He is going to chide me,” she said, while
exchanging her wet apron for a dry one, and thea
mentioned some trivial negligence of which she
was conscious of having becn guilty.

¢ By no means.’ I answereg.u *How can you
think he would chide you, after your resolute and
devoted conduct of this morning?* :

She now looked puzzled, as it quite unable to
conceive why her presence was waunted in the
drawing room, and her astonishment.increased
when she came in and found all the other ser
vants there, and father, taking her hand, said in
his hearty way: ‘I have sent for you Dorthe, to
thank you kindly for the devotion and calm good
sense and presence of mind you evinced this
morning, when danger was thought to threaten
my house. That it was but an idle rumour, in no
way diminishes your merit.” It was touching to
see the surprise and embarrassment which were
depicted in Dorthe's countenance on hearing these
words, It was asif to be praised was somethicg
80 new to her, that she hardly ventured to believe
her own ears, and knew not how to take it. Bat
when father went on to say: ¢ Besides, Nieis has
told us many things about your earlicr days
which do you much credit, and which may serve
a8 a good example for others to imitate, and will
now and ever call down upon you the blessings of
Godand man'—Dorthe turned towards the side
where Niels was standing, and burst into tears.—
¢ You were always kind to me, poor lonely ong
that] am! may God reward you Niels!® she at
length sobbed out.

¢I havn't said anything but the truth,’ answer.
ed Niels in a somewhat gruff tonie ; but it was on.
ly because he was ashamed that others should see
that the tears had gatheredin his eyes.

¢I don’t know what you may Lave told about
me, Niels, but you have always been a friend to
me, and, therefore’—she made a violent effort to
suppress her sobs—* therefore you might ac :ep$
of the only thing I have to offeryou—the gun.®

*No, xio,” replied Niels quickly, as if e were
putting away a temptation. ¢ You promised yous
poor father never to part with it, and therefore
we will not mention.the matter again.’

These words were uttercd inso decisive a tone,
that it was evident they were meant to bring toa,
close, a contest of some duration. But we.could see
by Dorthe’s. manner that she had not yet given
up her point, and that soniething was working in
her, perhaps a decisive word, which she had kept
back: till the last, for she changed color several
times before she replied, in a subdued voice :—
¢ For the maiter of that you may as well take the
gun, for I-—-mean.in & manner to follow it, My
father's gun shall not hang idly on the nail in
such times as thiese, and his daughter will not e
ther spare herself.’ 'We all looked with surprise
at Dorthe, whose lips quivered s she tured to-
wards my mother and continued: *Yes, ma’am,
I ought to have told -you so long ago: I cannot
remain here, My mind-is made up ; I inust go
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where Ican be of more use. My father used to
tell me, that there are women who follow the ar-
mieg, aud of how much good they can do when
they behave as they ought.

We now understood the excellent Dorthe's
meaning. I thought of the strength, activity,
and presence of miud she had given proofs of in
the hour of supposed danger, and I also remem-
bered what Nicls had told meof her humanity,
and I felt at once with her, that her vocation was
to follow the army; and that the rest of those
present were of the the same opinion, was evi-
dent from the Joud expressions of approbation
that followed the first fecling of aurprise to which
her announcement had given rise.

My father alone seemed to entertain some doubt
a3 to whether Dorthe’s resolutions were not in-
spired a2 much by love for Niels as by love for her
country; but a few minutes’ further conversation
with her convinced him as well as the rest of us
of the singular simplicity and uprightness of her
mind and character ; and taking her hand again,
be commended her for her patriotism,begging her
at the same time to forgive him and all those
who had hitherto fuiled to appreciate heras she
deserved.,

This scemed to make a great impression on

Niels in particular; but Dorthe answered simply,
yet with a certain degree of emotion,  That she
had been quite happy bere, and had only thanks
to give.
We then all shook hands with her, expressing
our best wishes for her success in her enterprise,
and the servants left the room. Niels and Dor-
the were thelast, and we observed thathe stood
back and let her pass before him.

A few days later, Nicls requested a private in-
terview with my father, and at the same time
Dorthe was closeted with my mother in the store-
room. When my mother came out, she said to
Julia and myself : ¢ Rejoice girls! we are to have
a wedding at the parsonage! Father is to per-
form the marriage ceremony for our two volun-
teers’—and my darling mother's countenance was
as radiant as if it was J that was to be married to
alord. Indeed, we all sincerely rejoiced in the
happy prospects of the lowly being who had
taught ug, that however humble be our lot in life,
it will never be insignificant, if we will but make
the best use of the faculties with which nature
has endowed us,

—o-

Tt is not so difficult & task to plant new traths
as to root out old errors, for there is this paradox
innen, they run after that which is new, but are
prejudiced in favor of that which is old.

People who are alwaxs talking sentiment have
asualiy not very deep feelings; theless water you
have in your kettlo the sooner it will boil.

Health is a giant friend whom we often fail to
respect until he is about to leave us.

A hypocritical Paritan is often worse than a
tyrananical Pope.

Yankce—a fast stesmer going ahead, with
English hull and American screw.

Bad Temper—Moral scum which spoils the
tichest intellectual broth,

HOW BOGS ARE TURNED INTO CANDLES.
It would, we fecl sure, startle the majority of
Irish tourists were they told, when travelling
through the vast bog districts in Ireland, that
those dark and dreary pluces may before long be
converted into shining lights, which will go forth
to irradiate the halls of beauty. And were it not
that chemistry i3 a marvellous worker, in com-
parison with whose magic wand, that wielded by
the astrologer of old was a contemptible affair,
scepticism, if not entive disbelief, might very
naturally follow such an announcement. But
the chemist is a mighty man. At his bidding,
substances disclose properties and assume ap-
pearances stranger than the wildest dreams could
mmagine. And it i3 one of his especial qualities
and triumphs, that by combinations which may
almost be pronounced endlcss, he is enabled to
make his knowledge applicable to the moet use-
ful purposes. One of these high achievements
has been accomplished within the last few years.
Dropping metaplior, candles of the most exquisite
transparency, rivalling the best wax lights in
brilliancy of combustion, have been produced
from the bogs of Ireland; and so successfully
has the experiment answered, that works on a
very large scale have just commenced operations,
which, it is confidently expected, will realise a
good profit, and be of great benefit to that part
of Ireland where they are situated.

Before giving some account of these works,
which is the principal purpose of this paper, it is
desirable to say a few words respecting the
nature of bogs. These Irish fucl-mines—for
hitherto it is as fuel they have been chiefly
valuable-are estimated to occupy about 2,200,000
English acres. They differ much in their ex-
terior nature, being sometimes soft and spongy,
and sometimes firm and hard. But in one
respect ther are similar, for they all contain a
mass of a puculiar substance calied peat, of the
average thickness of twenty-five feet, nowhere
less than twelve, and never exceeding forty-two.
This substance varics materially in its appearance
and properties, in proportion to the depth at
which it lics, the upper portion containing vege-
table fibres, visible, though much decomposed;
while below, the colour of the peat changes from
light brown to black, and the substance is much
more compact, assuming the appcarance, when
dry, of pitch or bituminous coal, having a con-
choidal fracture in every direction, with a black
shining lustre, and being capable of receiving a
high polish.

Now, chemists long ago informed us that, by
proper chemical comnbination, peat might be
made to yicld sulphate of ammonis, acetate. of
lime, naphtha, paraffine, and oil; and they further
state, that paraffine is an admirable substance fof
making candles. Dr. Ure, in his wellknown
Dictionary of Arts and Manufactures, emphati-
cally asserts this, and, when we see what paraffine
is, the truth of the statement will be evident.
Turnivg to Brande's Chemisiry, we read, under
this head: ‘“ when beech-tar is distilled, three
liquids pass into the recipient—1. A lizht oil; 2,
An aqueous acid; 8. A heavy oil. The heavy
is subjected to several redistillations, and then
sulphuric acid is gradoally added o it, dll the
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mixtute becomes a black and thin liquid ; and if
it does not epontancously rise in temperature to
212 degrees, it is to be heated up to that point;
the mixture is then kept for twelve hours or
more, at a temperature of about 122 degrees,
when 2 colourless oil will be found floating upon
its surface. This is to be carefully poured off,
and on cooling, paraffine concretes upon its sur-
face. This hasto be purified by solution in hat
anhydrous alcohol, when it appears a crystalline,
tasteless, and odourless substance, fusing at 212
degreesinto a trausprent oily liquid, and burning
with a white sootless flame, Its specific gravity
is 0.870.”

We may add, that this curious substance
derives its name from parum affinis, on account
of its incrtness as a chemical agent, or want of
affinity, resisting the action of acids and alkalies,
It, however, readily dissolves in oil of turpentine,
and in naphtha.

According to Guy Lussac, who made several
experiments with paraffine, it is a bloary com-
pound of carbon and hydrogen.

From this aceount, it is evident, that if peat
can be made to yield paraffine at a remunerative
profit, 2 new and vast field of commercial enter-
prise is at once opencd. As to the feagibility of
the undertaking, no doubt cxists, The writer
has scen large blocks of paraffine, of the most
beautiful crystalline appearance, procured from
peat. The only question was, whether it could
be manufictured at a remunerative cost. This
result, after a long and laborious series of experi-
ments has been realised. At least, Mr. Reece,
the intelligent and scientific manager of the
works we are about to give some account of, has
been 8o well satisfied with the success of his
experiments, that machinery to the amount of
nearly £40,000 has been erected in the County
of Kildare, on the verge of one of the largest
bogs in that part of Ireland, for the purpose of
extracting paraffine from peat.

The works, which are called the Irish Peat-
works, are situated about cight miles from
Monstereven, and four from Athy. The railway
from Dublin to Athy passes close to the gates,
and affords easy facility for visiting the works,
The writer approached them from Monstereven.
The road is monotonous enough, passing across
tracts of dreary moorland, on the verge of
which may yet be scen the genuine Irish squatter
in all his unrcclaimed misery, Happily, the
disgraceful and melancholy spectacle of these
human earth-grubbers is becoming every year
more and more rare in Ireland, and the day is
assuredly not far distant when the Irish squatter
will no longer disfigure the face of the country.
On reaching the works, which are visible from a
ireu distance, we were fortunate in finding Mr.

ecce at home, and he at once kindly andertook
to go with us over the establishment. Visitors,
howerer, are not an everyday occurrence.

The fitst thing that strikes the eye is 2 huge
farnace, or rather a row of furnaces, there being
four side by side. - They are similar in form to
those used for emelting iron-ore, but are con-
siderably larger, each farnace being capable of
consuning no less than twenty-five tons of peat
in eighteen hours,. When filled, the top of the
farnace ‘is olosed, and & fierce hot blast being

driven through the mass of turf, the smoke
escapes through a pipe at the top, which termi-
nates in a condensor. The magnitude of this
appatratus may be estimated by the fact, that it
will contain 8,000,000 cubic feet of gas. Here
the first change in the conversion of peat into
paraffine occurs, the smoke being condensed and
precipitated into the form of tar. The lighter or
gaseous portion is conducted by pipes to another
Tocality.

It has been ascertained that 10C hundred tons
of peat will yield as much tar as will produce
about 350 pounds of paraffine and 300 gallons of
oll. But to obtain the paraffine, many delicate
chemical operations are requisite, and for a long
time it could not be extracted without using
ether, which made the process far too costly for
commercial purposes. At length—for what will
not chemistry achieve 2—- Mr. Recce discovered
4 less expensive mode of proceeding, which is at
the same time fully as efficacious. Sulphuric
acid is the principal agent employed: the tar
being boiled for about half an.hour with 3 per
cent. of this acid, it becomes decomposed, and
all its impurities fall to the bottom of the vessel.
Oil and paraffine now remain, which, after under-
going the process of distillation, separate. The
paraffine then appears in crystaliine flakes, but is
of so dark a colour, and emitting such an un-
pleasant odour, as to be quite unfit for use. It
is therefore necessary to bleach and to*deodrise
it, which is effected by subjecting it to the
action of chloro-chromic acid; and finaily, after
another processof distillation, and passing through
powerful hydraulic presses and steam, it comes
out clear and perfect paraffine.

It is quite impossible to look at this beautiful
substance, and witness its combustion, bearing
in mind how it is obtained, without feelings of
admiration and wonder, and particularly when we
remember that it is derived from a black and
apparently foul mass. Nor must it be supposed
that when the panffine is extracted, all that
remains is valucless; quite the contrary is the
case; for, independently of oils from which is
generated gas, used as fuel for the steam-engines
and other purposes, several valuable commercial
and agricultural products are obtained.

It will be readily understood, that four such
huge fierv furnaces as we have described require
a great supply of food to keep them going. To
meet this demand, canals to the extent of five
miles have been cut through the neighbouring
bo;i; and it is cstimated that about 200 persons
will be kept constantly employed in cutting and
conveying the turf to its destination.

At the proposed rate of consumption, vast as is
the area of the bog near the works, it will be
exhausted in the course of & few years. This,
however, will not affect the establishment, as
there are other large bogs in the neighbourhood ;
and it must not be forgotten, that one of the
advantages held out is, that the very destruction
of the bog will develop s s0il available for the
purposes of the agriculturist,

‘We trust that the beautiful chemical operations
which are now about to be carried out in a
practieal form, will arswer the expectations of
the company to whom the works belong. Itisa
good and healthy sign, that noadvertising puffing
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has been used to dispose of the shares, which, we
are informed, have been taken up mostly by
practical mnen. This augurs well for the success
of the undertaking ; aud we hope soon to see the
fithl Will-o-the-Wisp which haunts Irish bogs
spifted, by the chemist’s potent wand, into the
substantial reality of brilliant caudles,—Chambers’
Edinburgh Journal.

R

THE BOER'S FETE.
I nap trudged across a weary flat county from
early noon till reddening eve. Nothing can be
duller than a walkiug tour through the monoto-
nous district which forms the eastern boundary
of Holland. You sce nothing before you but long
lines of trees, square green fields, with here and
there a windmill, a boer's village, or a distant
church. But I had lost my way, and thought of
little clse but finding it again, 1had started from
Arnbeim betimes in the morning, intending to
eross the Prussian frontier near the Rhine before
nightfall; but my ignoranceof the patoisof the
district had led me into a mistake about the true
direction of the road to Zevenaar, and I was far
on the route to Zutphien before Idiscovered my
error. I hailed asoldier who lay by the road side
eating bread and cheese out of 2 napkin, and
asked him if this were the road to Zevenaar?—
¢ Duivelabeet nict ! said the soldier, starting up.
I understood enough of this, to know that this
was not the road to Zavenaar. He proceeded to
explain, pointing across the ficlds towards a vil-
lage spire in the far distance, in which direction
X understood my road to lie, and Iat once sct
off on my way thither, bidding him a “Goced mor-
en.

8 The road I took was 2 mere by-road leading
to alittle farm, which I soon passed, and then
my way lay through fields aud along ditches, un-
til at last all traces of road disappeared, and Ihad
only the distant village spire lying far across the
plain toguide me. 1 leaped the ditches, scram-
bling up the banks on the other side, and dis-
tarbing many sonorous hull-frogs, as Isped over
them.  Fortunately, the fields were in pasture,
and I had little difficulty in making my way across
them, stili keeping my face directed towards the
village spire. At last, when fagged and wearied
by the long scramble through hedges, over
ditches, and across grass fields, I found myself on
the bauksof acanal, across which a rusticbridge
was thrown, and within sight was a little public
house, with the sign of “Beer to Koop,” or “Becer
to sell.” What customers this remote house,
which Thad rcached with such difficulty, could
supply, puzzled me at first; but my surprise
ceased, when Isaw a canal-boat shortly after
draw up alongside the door, and the boatman
seated hLimsclt without uttering a word, at the
bench in front of the window, and on giving a
n0d, the woman of the house seemed to interpret
its meaning in an instant, for she at once set be-
fore “bim 2 jug of beer and & substantial * boot-
ram.

I had found the word “ bootram™ to serve my
purpose well on previous oceasions, 30 I entercd
the house and scated myself, calling * bootram.”
The landlady soon placed before me bread,cheese,

and butter, with a draught of delicious home
brewed, and I enjuyed the meal with a gusto X
should vainly attempt to deseribe. The little
house was clean to perfection; the copper dished
ranged along the shelves were 8o brightfy scour-
ed, that they might have served as mirrors; and
when the elderly woman, who seemed the sole
person about the Liouse, had got me and the other
customer served with **bootram,” she settled her-
sclf down on a stool by the open window, and
commenced plying her knitting. It wasa pie-
ture of retired country life—still-life it mightbe
called—on the verge of Holland.

An hour'srest revived my spirits and strength,
and again shouldering my knapsack, Ibade the
good woman adieu, and crossing the wooden
bridge walked on, still with the v:lla;érc spire in
view. I was now proceeding along a frequented
road, and an honr's walking brought me to the
village, called Duisburg. I pushed through the
village, and was now on the high road to the
Prussian frontier, which I wasanxious to reach
that night, But the setting sun was alrcady
throwing long shadows upon the ground; I was
becoming wearied and footsore, and dragged my
{cet heavily along. My knapsack weighed like
lead, and its straps fretted my shoulders, Na-
ture wauted rest; and it must be confessed, that
some twenty or more miles walking across ficlds
and ditches, was nobad day’swork; so I resolved
to rest for the night at the first house of enter-
tainment X might fall in with.

For a few miles more I trudged along the dus-
ty road,until asound of dancing and music sudden-
Iy fell upon my cars. I looked ahead, and a listle
road-side auberge lay in my way, a group of
Dutch boers, humbly dressed, standing and sit-
ing about the door. MHere, then, was a house qf
entertainment 3 and I resolved to rest here if
possible. I entered; but the door was filled
with dancers. A rudcstage was crected at one
end of the clay-floored chamber, and on it §topd_
a player on the clarionet, another on the violin,
and a third wasseated at the violoncello. The
music was spirited, but not first-rate; the players
were evidently amateurs, and only of the rank of
ficld-laborers. The dancers were fiying across
the floor, manyof them with the pipe in their
mouth, beating time with their feet, men and
womcen mixed, and they worked as hard at their
amusement as if they had been paid for it,—per-
haps harder. The step and the figures were cn-
tircly new—something quitc unknown at Al-
macks, Occasionally a youthful dancer would
give a great leap and caper, as he sprang to Lis
female partaer, whom he whirled about and han-
dled in the most ferocious manncr, * she nothing
loth” The elder and more staid couples, of
course, danced more decorously, and suitably to
their age.  Thers were some aged, browned, and
wrinkled peasants, who went acroes the flooras
measuredlyand seriously as if they had been en-
gagedin areligious exercise. The people were
all of theorder of peasauts,and they were holdi
their Keremus or acnual fair,—baving reso
hither fortheir evening dance.

Scizing an opportunity of alull in the dance,
amid which a considerabie clatter of glasses was
heard, 1 walked across the floor towards au inner
toom, from which Ihad eecn an apparent land-
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lady issue dwiing the dance with glasses and'among the dancers, followed my steps; I waited

drinkables, and entered. The lady of the house
Wa3 up to the ears in business, importuned first
by one for **schnaps,” by another for *bier,”
by a third for “swartz brod,” until she looked

the picture of distraction. In this dilemuna, I|g

auddenly entered upon the scene, and appealed
to her for ““coffee.” I proved a godsend to the
poor woman, for at once all eyes were turned
onme and my travel-stained dress, and the men
were silent, waiting till my question was answer-
ed. They saw I was a stranger, and a general
politeness inducer thew, by a kind of unanimous
cecusent, at o'd to give way. I explined my
plight,—that I hac travelled far,—wished to rest
there for the night, but first wanted refreshment.
I spoke in a mixture of bad German and worse
Dutch, aided by some rather expressive panto-
mime, in which any man put to his wits' end will
nos fuil to make himself understood; and I suc-
ceeded. Of course, they saw I was a stranger,
but the landlady put the question, ‘‘Een Vreemd?”
and I nodded. *‘Een Fraunschman?® Allstran-
gers abroad are thought to be Freuch, especially
when beyond the ordinary English high-routes;
but my answer was, ** No,—Euglish!” What a
stare! Then the customers for brandywine dis-
persed among their fricnds to tell them of the
singular stranger who had appeared among them,
and the Englishman becanie to them the wonder
of the minute. The lundlady bustled about to
get the coffee ready, but vowed she could not ac-
commodate me for the night. I insisted, never-
theless, on staying there, though it were only
&cross two chairs; and at last she was persuaded
and agreed to wake up a shake-down for me in
a little chamnber, adjoining the clay-floored ball-
room. I found the villagers sided me in my ap-
peals, and so the thing was satisfactorily ar-
ranged.

By the time 1 had finished my coffee, the dan-
cing had waxed fast and furious, The brandy-
wiue was now beginning to tell, and some of the
more lusty of the party began to grow rebellious
and quarrelsome. There were a few bickers, in
ond of which the musicians’ plattorm was upset,
and the performers were spilt on the floor amida
crash of timber. But the boers never come to
blows; the utmost extent to which they procee-
ded was in inflicting a few ugly scratches, and
throwing each other down. The dancing still
went on, nevertheless, and the bulk of the party
seemed to think nothing of these affrays. The
amtire scene reminded one of the Boer's Fetes, so
well painted by Tenicrs and Ostade, and showed
that after the lapse of centuries, village life in the
remoter parts of Holland had very little altered.

I strolled outinto the field outside the house,
—away from the noise and tae fumes of gin and
brandywing, which the villigers seemed to drink
unreasonably often, though the glassés were of
wecy moderate dimensions.  On some, the effects
were not apparent, and the more drankea grada-
ally disappearcd, baving been led home ‘by their
wives or fricnds. It wasnow dusk; the sun had

ne down, and a:faint. streak of:light .marked
: lace of his setting.: The dir was warm, and
i:t elt sweet and. ing after the heated

3t’s of the but. X rved: onleoking behind
we, that & young :man .whom I Lisd noticed
vor, 1v.—2

till he came up, and he procecded to address me
in good English. I found him an intelligent,
well educated youth, and he proceeded to tell
ui? }?ow he had acquired his knowledge of En-
glish,
. It all arose out of a bit of jealousy,” said
he.
“ Jealousy, indeed, how could that be "

“Very casy to be explained, sir. It was just
onsuch another night as this, six years ago, that
we held our dancein the cottage there. My
Gretchen was the partner whom I had brouslit
with me for the night; and though we were not
betrothed, we we:e lovers then. Bat girls you
kuow, will give themselves airs now and then,
and Ithought she displayed too great a liking for
a young fellow who was present at the fote,—a
kind of heroamong the women, for he had been
a soldier, and could talk by the hour, without any
one getting in a word, I was provoked at hig
boasting talk, and still moreso, when I once turn-
ed my back, to find he bad led Gretchen to the
floor, where the two were wheeliug briskly away
in the dance. I think Ilost my reason for the
woment, for T forgot all that happened, axceps
that, when my scnses returned, I saw the fellow
laid all his length on the floor, the blood running
from hisnose, and the people around calling out
that he was killed! I fied—pursued by jealousy
and remorse,—and every moment feared that the
gendarmes would be at my heels, and that I
should be taken and punished as & murderer. [
ran all that night along the road to Prugssia.—
Wihen tired out, I at length sat down by the road
side to rest, uud fell fast aslecp. IHow lone X
might have lain there, I know not; but I was
suddenly startled by loud noise and cjaculations,
and looking up, I saw that the horsesattached to
a travelling-carriage, which had come up, had
been gtartled, most probably by my appearance
there, and the foremost horse had thrown bis ri-
der, who wasbeneath his feet. I at once jumped
up, and seized him by the reins  but the rider
was disabled. They said his leg was broken,—at
all events he could not proceed further, so be
was carried into the nearest house and left there.
But how was the carriage to be got forward? L
at once voluntecred my scrvices, which, io the-
emergency, were accepte®, and beinrg a good ri.
der. we reachied the next post-townin safety. Ic
was a godsend to me, thisaccident. I found the-
party consisted of a wealthy English gentleman
and his family on their way to the Rhine; they
knew nothiug of the langusge, and having no-
valet de place, they felt the want of some native-
who could act as their interpreter. In short,
they engaged me; I travelled as their servant,
and returned with them to England. There I
stayed some five years, and while there, E wrote

-

‘home to my iriends. What was my joy to find

that the man whom I fancied I had killed, stil
lived'and was married=-but not to my Gretchea?
No! she, the dear creature, had ‘remained faith-
ful to e, and in sorrow had mowrned my-ab-
scnce. I could not stay longer in Eogland. I
had saved some money, and so, afer writing te
Gretchen, Istarted to return home. I was re-
ceived;with open. arms, like & son that had beea
lost and was found again—" .
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¢ And Gretchen?”

“I thivk you may guess. We were married
two months ago, and are exceedingly happy. But
to tell you the truth, I find thisvemote little place
borribly dull; after England, I feel ii to ne insup-
portable. I am now making prepirations to em-
igrate ; and I have followed you for the purpose
of sking about the great new land in the Soeuth,
ealled Austrakin, I had thought of America, but
somehow, I amattracted towards the new colony
of Port Philip. Can you tell me any thing re-
specting it 2

Fortunmately, Ihada brother who had not long
before st off for the colony, and 1 was enabled
to put him in nossession of a good deal of usctul
information. But whether he went to Austraha
or to the United States, 1 have not since had an
opportunity of ascertaining.

We returned tothe cottage.  The dancing had
now ceased, and the last of the party, among
whow 1 was not slow to discern my young friend’,
wife, Gretehen,—a blooming lass, ripeas a peachs
had betaken themselves to the scats placed in
froni ¢f the cottage, and were now engaged in
singing country songs in musical chorus. There
wasa gond deal of prattle and lively talk. One
of the femules was a buxom widow, who seemed
to take to flirtation like a second rature, and she
was the hiveliest of the party. She induced one
of the young men to sing with ker the German
song of “ Du, du, licgst mir im Herzen,” which
the did on her part with considerable empresse-
ment, and with an obvions desire to achieve the
realization of the buithen of the song. It was
late when the party left; but there was stilllight
enough remaining to enable them to trace their
way hv a path across the corn ficlds to their little
villagt . whick lay beyond; and for some time I
could hear their voices, made melodious by dis-
tance, singing in good time and ryvthm, the beau-
tisul barcarole in Masanicllo, * Whisper Low.”

I spent the night in sound repose, in a shake
dow bed, as comfortably as eircunstances would
admit, and nextmorning my friend of the prece-
ding cvening accompanied me abaut two mileson
wy voad, still full of Australia and his prepara-
tions for emigrating.

After about an hour’s walking, I reached the
double headed black eagle of Prussia, set up by
the wayside, and crossing the froutier, wusin

-Gernnny.

e - - -

Did you ever know a cockney take to boating

-without dressing himself up a la T. P. Cooke?
Did you cver meet a dincr-out of sufficient
-strength of mind to ask for * cabbage?”

Did you cver hear & loo-player confess to hav-
ing won more than *just a shilling or two?®”

And as 2 final clincher—Did you ever know a
cabman who, since the new Act came in force,
could by any eloquence be induced to give you
change for a shilling ?

No man wculd overcome and endure solitude if
+e did not cherisk the hope of a social circle in
the future, or the imagination of an invisible one
in the present.

‘We unconsciously either unveil or unmask our
selveamost completely in our manner of praising.

LOOK UP!

“Louvk up!” cried the seaman, with nerves libe
steel,
As skyward his glance he cast,
And bebeld bis own son grow giddy, and reel
On the point of the tapering mast;
“* Look up!" and the bold boy lifted his face,
And banished his brief alarins,—
Stid down at once from his perilous place,
And lenpt in his futher’s arms.

“Taok up !" we cry to the sorely-oppressed,
Who scem from all comfort shut;

They had better look up to the mountain crest
Than down to the precipice foot;

The one offers heights they may hope to gain,—
Pure ether, and freedow, and room,

The other bewilders the aching brain
With roughness, and danger and gloom.

“ Look up " mecek souls by affliction bent,
Nor dally with dull despair;

Look up, and in faith, to the firmament,
For heaven and mercy are there.

The frail flower droops in the stormy shower,
And the shadows of needful night,

But it looks to the sun in the after-hour,
And takes full measure of light.

“Look up!” sad man, by adverses brought
From high unto low estate ;

Play not with the bane of corrosive thought,
Nor murmur at chance and fate;

Renew thy hopey, look the world in the face,
Fer it helps not those who repine,—

Press on, and its voice will amend thy pace,—
Succeed, and its homage is thine.

“ Look up " great crowd, who are foremost sct
In the changeful * Battle of Life,”

Some days of calin may reward ye yet
For years of allotted strife.

Look up, and beyond, there’s a guerdon there
For the humble and pure of heart;

Fruition of joys unalloved by care,
Of peace that can never depart.

“ Look up!” large spirit, by Heaven inspired,
Thon rare and expansive soul!

Look up with endeavour and zeal untired,
And strive for the loftiest goal.

Look up, and encourage the kindred throng,
\Vho toil up the slopes behind,

To follow, and hail with triumphant song
The holier regions of mind.

A e

The life of almost every human being is go-
verned by one master thought,—the life, we say,
of human beings, not huran vegetahles.

The satirist is sadder than the wit for the same
reason that the ourang-outang is of a graver di
position than the ape because his nature is more
noble.

Little truisms often give the clue to long, deep,
intricate, undisplayed trains of thought, which
have been going on in silence and secresy for a
long time before the commonplace resultin whick
most meditations, end is expressed.
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BAGGS OF THE POSI-OFFICE: HIS TOUR
In TUHE UIGHLANDS.
Bages belongs to a small club, which meets
every Tuesday eveningin a tavern in Fleet Street,
to discuss such profound questions ag, * Whether
3 Shakspere or Milto.s the greater genius?” *Is
there any trath in juesmerism? < Was Queen
Mary of Seotlaud concerned in the murder of her
hushand ? wiegling with sach debates the read-
ing of certain oviginal essays, in which the mew-
bers, in default of the press, seek vent for their
literary aspirations, For some years the gentle-
man here noted had talked ef taking a trip to
Scotland, in order to enjoy the romantic beauties
of what he called the "ghlands, with the ulterior
design of making his adventures and observa-
tions the subject of a paper to be read before the
club. But duties at the big house in St. Martin's
le Grand had always disappointed him of his de-
sign, just at the moment when he expected to ac-
complish it; 50 that at length Bagas's Scotch
tour had beconie a joke in the club, and an invi
dious associate had offered two to one that he
would not bring forward his proposed paper on
that subject while their association had a heing.
Baggs, in 2 moment of ardour took up the bet,
aud no sooner had done so, than he repented his
rashuess. My governor,” he reflected to him-
self, * will never advance the required sum, and
my own salary is too small to afford it. Bat ——
a thought strikes me. It is against my reading
a payer the bet islaid.  Why may T not write a
paper without sceing the country? Nothing
more casy; for what with Scott’s novels, and
other productions of northern genius, besides oc-
casional glances at their newspapers, I know all
about Scotl-nd. I'fuith, Tompkins, your couple
of guineas are as safely mine as if they were
already in my pocket!” Next Tuesday week,
- after due premouition to the club, Baggs read to
his companions as follows:—
¢ Havirg furnished mysell with a supply of
double thick fannels and a dreadnought, against
the severity of a northern climate, I set out for
Edinburgh in the Zrident steamer, on the 18th
of August, 1853. Nothing worthy of note oc-
curred during the voyage ; but I had no sooner
landed at Granton, which is the port of Edin-
burgh, than I was struck by the novel sight of a
country totally destitute of trees; nothing to be
seen but bare moors and cragsin every dircction.
The effect is dreary, yet inexpressibly interesting,
Though prepared, morcover, for the tartan, kilts,
and plaids, I could not help being somewhat
startled by secing a whole people so clad. It gave
the country so entirely foreign an air, that I could
scarcely beiieve myself in Qucen Victoria's do-
minions. The beauty of Edinburgh came fully
up to my expectations. What with the noble
river Forth ﬂowing past it, and the lofty peaks of
the Calton Hill rising near—~what with its fantas-
tic castles in the air, and its melancholy palaces
in the Canongate,I thought I never had seenany
thing cqual to it out of the Surrcy Zoological
Gardens. One is reminded of the Stuarts at every
step, for it was to them that the city was indebted
for its most superb structures.
‘A friend, hearing of my intended visit to Scot-
land, had given me aletter of introduction for a

correspondent at Dumfiies. I made the delivery
of this my first business on arriving in the Scot-
tish capital. Knowing well, hawever, that I was
in a country suli comparatively barbarous, I took
care to place my Colt’s revolver fully loaded in
my breast pocket. Thus armed I walked out to
Dumfries after tea.  Having with some difliculty
made the people understand me, I at length
reachied the portal of the gentleman towhomn my
letter was divected. My reception was quite in
the uld style of Scottish hospitality. The gentle-
man proved to be a member of the Scottish bar.
I found him in hislibra~y immersed in his studies;
but he insisted on introducing me to his family in
the drawing room. There I found his wife and
three handsome young daughters all engaged in
knitting stockings ; but all of them (this not being
a state occasion) wearing no shoes or stockings
themselves. Being in harmony with the general
state of thingsin the country, there was in this
nothing at all offensive—on the contrary, a
charming simplicity. Iad the ladies only been
able to converse in the English language, I should
have got on very well with them. They pressed
me to stay for the evening banquet in the hall,
but I was afraid of walking back to townat alate
hour, and respectfully declined. Mr. M‘Gill,
however invited me to breakfast next wmorning,
and that proposal I accepted. Early as was the
hour at which I returned to my lodgings, I found
it was quite as well that I had brought my re-
volver, for, in the rocky defiles through which
threaded my way, several suspicious-looking cha-
racters beset me; and it wes only on my show-
ing them how well I wasarmed, they made off.

] did not fail to appear at my friend’s subur-
ban retreat at the proper hour next morning.
The family were assembled in the dining-room,
where a bottle of the mountain-dew being set out, X
observed that each person as he or she entered
helped himself or herself to a hearty dram.
Yiclding to the precept as well as example of
sweet Cecilia M'Gill, and being anxious to pav
deference to the customns of the country, I took
a full glass of the dew myself; nor was it attended
with any harmful consequences.  Breakfast, of a
laxuriousness found only in Scotland, followed.
We had every imaginable kind of game, chicfly
cold, along with a hot dish of Scotch collops;
besides honey, jam, marmalade, and other delica-
gies native to the conntry.  Mr. M'Gill'sbagpiper
walked up and down the room the whole time,
playing the family pibroch, and of course render-
ing conversation somcwhat difficult. I never-
theless contrived to make a few remarks to Miss
Cecilia, who happened to sit next me, and, if 1
am not greatly isled by my own feclings, I made
rather a favourable impression upon that damsel.
I am glad it was she, rather than cither of her
sisters, for I discovered that they both snuffed—
a national habit to which I fear I could never re-
concile myself.

¢ At the conclusion of our meal, Mr. M*Gill and
I eat half an hour by oursclves, conversing on
the state of the country. He informed me that,
notwithstanding the gencral Juacobitism of the
Scotchi, the Covenant is &till signedamongst them
once a year, and many persons make regular pik
grimages to the graves of the Presbyterian mar-
tyrs. The Free Church has teen a remarkable
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movement of late years towards a latitudinarian-
ism quite unknown in England, and the fruits of
which will only appear in the next generation,
There is also a strong Repeal movement, which
may yet give some trouble to the English minis-
try, it they do not use measures to conciliate the
people, 1t originated in a piece of bad heraldry
in the Imperial flag, and has been fomented by a
disappoiutment of the Scotch in the wish to be
their own tax-gatherers. Mr. M'Gill, speaking
of Scotland, apostrophises the governmeut in the
Janguage of Burns:
For God’s sake, sirs, then speak her fair,
And straik her cannic wi’ the hair;
a couplet which T do not profess quite to under-
stand, unless it be that, if yov are to strike Scot-
land at all, you must strike her gently as with a
slngle hair.  The rigorous morality of the Scotch
continues to be remarkable. They abstain from
dancing and badinage ; have no theatres or con-
. eerts; seldom are seen to siile, and scarcely ever
to Jaugh. What i, strange, however, while, gen-
erally speaking, a slow people, they talk of having
their fast days. Of course no rule is without ex-
.ceptions. The virtue of the humbler class of
women in the country is beyond all precedent.
‘You may walk through the whole land, or reside
in it ten years, and never mecet a single drunken
person. From their habits of independence and
gelf-reliance, there are no beggars; neither is
there such a thing as a poor-law. One almost
dislikes the excessive prudence of the Scotch.
Extravagant speculations in railways, in banking,
or in merchandise, such as exist in England,
wonld be fult as a relief from this eternal ration-
ality ; but I need not say that the loss of a single
. pound by any of these follies is a thing unknown
in Scotland. At the same time, it must be con-
fessed that where there i3 no money, it is not
_easy 1o misuse it. The Scotch are protected from
many of our errors by their well-known poverty.
. ¢Mr. M‘Gill having to attend to business at the
Conrt of Session, we set out to walk to town to-
gether, attended only by a gillie, whose business
it was to carry his bag of briefs. Nothiug par-
ticular occurred in our walk; but I may remark,
that I did not leave the environs of the house
without having an opportunity of paying my
adieux to the young ladies. We found them
busilv engaged in the family washing on the
.green at the end of the house, one of them
. dancing in a tub with her skirts elevated, T must
. say, a little beyond what Ishould have previously
believed to be the line of atrict propricty, while
* another superintended a boiling caldron, and the
. third, with fect whiter than snow, strode about
amongst the linens which she was spreading out
tobleach. It was a scene like that near the pal-
ace of King Alcinous of Pheacia, when his
daughter, with her attendants, washed her own
regal robes, a8 described in the Odyssey; and I
could not but congratulate myself on haying wit-
. messed a relic of ancient mauners so simple and
fateresting. .
. *I must not dilate on what T saw at the court,
. a8.it mcarcely falls within the design of the pre-
" 'sent narrative; but I cannot omit to notice the
" singularity of one feature of the scene; it was so
curious to sce the members of a learned profes-
sion walking about in the primitive Scotch cos-

tume, and with the full accoutrements of a hairy
purse, a broadsword, and couple of silver-

pistols, while over all they exhibited the profes-
sional gear of gowns and wigs. I felt a little
curiosity about the proceedings; but the English
language being too modern a thing for the luw-
yers of the north to indulge in, and there being
nothing to be heard but bread Scoteh and Gaelic,
which are totally unintelligible, I soon found it
stupid, and came away.

*The kindness of the M'Gills—for somchow,
to be so fiigid a people, the Scotch do exceed-
ingly kind thinge—did net end here, for, having
avowed my design of secing the Highlands, they
let me know thut a young cousin of theirs, the
son of a chief, would be glad to take me over
them any day I pleased to appoint. It was aoon
settled that we should devote the ensuing Tues-
day to that purpose, and, meanwhile, I was intro-
duced to young Fleance (for 8o he was called),
whom I found.to be a very fine young man, about
six feet six inches high, dressed de rigueur in
Highland costume, and with an cagle’s feather in
hig bonnet, flaving been brought up partly in
London and partly in Paris, he was equally fami-
liar with the English and French languages, as
with his Gaelic vernacular. We set out at an
early hour on foot, and soon plunged into that
barbarous but romantic region which I longed to
see. For some time our path lay along the side
of a beautiful lake, in whose mirror-like surface
the birch-feathered crags of the mountain-side
were reflected to a leaf, except where it was
broken by the leap of the salmon, or the rippling
wake of the wild duck and swan. Few habita-
tions met our view, and these were exclusively
small smoky hovels, where it was ecarcely pos-
sible to believe that buman beings dwelt. Gen-
erally, in front of one of these houscs, a tall
handsomely-dressed Highlander, with his family
all egually well dressed, would be seem ranked up
to greet the passing travellers, or offer them ree
freshments, My companion regaled me with
stories of the foraysin which he had already been
engaged at the Lead of troops of his father’s men.
There was one unfortunate clan of 3‘Quails,
which he had plundered and cut up in the most
unmerciful manuer; but then it was all right in
his eyes, being in revenge for the murder of a
M‘Gill by a M‘Quxil about the close of the six-
teenth century. He privately avowed to me that
himself, his father, and the Highlanders gener-
ally, only yicld a hypocritical allegiance to the
Queen; reserving their true affections for the
Grand Duke of Lucca, who is the rightfal heir of
the British throne, and who, some years ago,
showed how true a chip of legitimacy he was, by
requiring s subjects to abjure the Copernican
theory of the solar system. For the present the
attention of the Highlanders is a-good deal abe
sorbed by questions connected with the Free
Church; nevertheless, they wait but the right
opportunity to declare for this Papist Sovereign.
Meanwhile, they make deseents every now'and
then upon the tame and effeminate Sassenachs,
despoiling them of their cattle and other goods,
and sometimes burning their housesand standing
crops, all being considered little enough a3 a re-
vehge for the Sassenachs having deprived them

of go much of a country which they once exclu-
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sively possessed. It is really a curious cousider-
ation, that within this little island there should
still be a people animated by such maxims and
feelings, living in coutiguity with the civilised
masses on which the true glory of the British
name depends.

¢ In misty grandeur, the scenery of the High-
lands was far beyond my dreams. Terrific pre-
cipices, the haunts of eagles; grand uplands, over
which the deer and the roe are seen bounding
together; glagay lakes, splendid waterfalis ; bean-
tiful suiny glens, each oceupied by its own clan;
dense wreathings of mist over the mountain-tops,
from which one expects to see the spirits of Oasi-
an's heroes peeping forth: such are the leading
features of this romanticregion. Here and there,
a rude hamlet or town, composed of a few wig-
wams, varies the scene. Such are Inverness,
Oban, and Perth. Now and then we pass under
the shadow of a grand old Highland castle, where
feudal state is still maintained—ns Taymouth,
Castle-Grant, and Inverary. These and similar
mansions serve asinus for travellers, whose visit
are so far from being felt asburdensome, that the
chiefs would positively be offended if any one
were to pass without calling and taking some re-
freshment. Passing near one of these houses—
I forget which—we found it necessary, accord-
ingly, to call and pay our respects to the hospi-
table proprietor. A handsome lunch, of brochan,
haggis, tripe, cold sheep’s-head, and oat-cakes,
was set out for us by his orders, with a sufficiency
of the liquor called toddy to wash it down. 1
cannot say that I quite relished the entertain-
ment; but when I reflected that I was in Scot-
land, and that the worthy host gave the best he
had in all good-will, I deemed it right to make
an endeavour to do justice to it, and succeeded
in swallowing a few morsels.  As for my compa-
nion, he ate like a young hymna. It must re-
quire no small revenue ior the Highland lairds to
act in this liberal style. From various hints I
zot, it was manifest there might have been an
anpleasant feeling if I had inquired too curiously
a3 to where the means of such extensive hospi-
tality came from so I held my peace.

¢ It had been arranged that we should pass the
night and ensuing day atCastle-Keg, the residence
of my young companion’s father, which I found
to be perched on alofty rock overhanging a deep
inlet of the sca. The chief, & fine gray-haired
old Celt, came out to meet us in full Highland
costume, attended by his henchman, gillyeasQue,
piper, and the rest of hig usual tail; and a fine
sight it wag. IIe saluted me in a most conde-
geending manner, and placed me at his right
hand on our way to the castle. T: e we were
reccived in an auncient hall, hung with bows.
arrows, spears, and trophics of the chase. The
banquet was soon ready, and, having first had our
feet washed by & female servant, we were invited
to be seated.  The lady of the house graced the
dais at her husband’s left band, while I sat at his
right, and the less important members of the
houschold occupied the lower table, in order ac-
cording with their several rauks. The potent
usquebaugh went round in gilverand wooden veés-
sels, and was, as usual, partaken of with the
greatest freedom by women ag well as men. The
bugpipe screamed all the time its loudest notes.

The ancient sennachy of the family came in after-
wards, and having received and tossed off a cup
containing about a pint of whisky, commenced a
romantic recitul in Gaelic, which, I was told, re-
ferred to a fearful iuroad of the clan upon the
M‘Quails about the time of the Restoration. Thus
the evening was passed ina manner to me deeply
interesting, until a period when all recollection
deserted me. IfowI got to bed that night must
ever remain among the Mysteries. Al I know
is, that next morning I found myself stretched
upon a couch composed of heath with the flowess
turned upwards—a mode of bedding practised in
the Highlands from days of the most remote an-
tiquity. v

¢ I was awakened by the peal of the bagpipes
under my windows, and hastening down stairs,
found my young friend Fleance and his father
engaged in a review of the troops of the clan, a
well-armed corps of about five hundred men.
When it was finished, a rude but abundant break-
fast was served on the lawn, and then the clans-
men fell to the gamnes peculiar to Scotland—the
football, shinty, throwing the kebar, and putting
the stone. The exhibition of athletic vigourand
grace was highly beautiful, and it was peculiarly
gratifying to find thatthe young chief stood quite
on a level with the stoutest and most nimble of
his father’s people. Ic seemed to be an object
of little less than worship amongst them, and I
could scarcely doubt him when he whispered to
me: “Don’t be afraid, but the fact is as I tell
you, that any one of these men, at my bidding,
would plunge his dirk in your heart!” Such is
still the nature of the old clan feeling of the
north, notwithstanding the zealous eforts of the
clerzy to introduce more Christian-like disposi-
tions,

¢The day closed with & banguet in the hall,
similar to that of our first night, aud again was
my translation to bed accomplished in a manner
entirely independent of my will and conscious-
ness. At an early hour next mornine, Fleance
roused me with a reminder that we had the rest
of the Highlands to travel over before night, by
which time I haa undertakento be in Edinburgh,
in order to escort the Misses M*Gill to a ball.
We immediately prepared ourselvesfor thie march
—but of course did not leave the castle till we
had breakfasted on venison steaks, and taken a
hearty doch-an-doras. The chief stood at his
door to take leave of me in the ceremonial mane
ner customary with Highland gentlemen on part.
ing with their guests. He was full of the state-
liest courtesy, reminding one of the vielle cour ;
and yet, as I afterwards discovered, he had that
very morning ordered the execution of a sheriff’s
officer who had rashly ventured to serve a writ
upon him for a debt. I got a glimpse of the un-
fortunate manl.  ‘ngupon a tree, as we left the
extremity of the avenue.

¢ Our second day's journey differed in no respect
from the first, except that I was now able to bid
good day in Gaelic to every proud mountaineer
whom we passed on our way, and had learned
the way to their hearts, by holding out to them
a snuff-muil and not desiring theirs in return.
My companion entertained me with numberless
anecdotes and characteristic traits of the people,

throwing over all the charm of his own lofty and
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romantic spirit, which three years of a writer's
office had not been able to extinguish. We had
a walk of fully thirty miles, but it did not fatigue
us; and, as had been contemplated, I was able
to make my appeavance in due time at the ball,
in attendance on the lovely Misses M‘Gill. 1t was'!
a very fine atlair, notwithstanding a certain shoel |
given to my prejudices by the appearance of sev- |
eral of the ladies with bare feet and simple vib-
bons confining their hair: I may also say—not-
withstanding that the fiddie was the only music.
It was not uutil I was in the very midst of this
entertainment that I bethought me of asking how
there should be such a thing as a ball in Edin-
burgh, since it was a recoguised fact regarding
Scotland, that the people do not indulge in any
sort of merry-making. I was then for the first
time assured, with an air of slyness, that there
are a good number of pleasant things, vanities of
this world, and so forth, that the Scotch are un-
derstood to holdin great abhorrence, but of which, |
somehow, they contrive to partake much hke
other people.  What, I was usked, is the use of
getting a character for unusual virtue, but to en-
able you to take a little freedom with impuuity ?

¢1 set out on my return to Londou nest morn-
ing, full of gratitude for the hospitality of which
that cold-hearted people had made me the subject
almost withoat intermission during the whole
time of my visit. I arrived in due time at St.
Katherine’s wharf, having spent little more than
a week on my tour. It must be for the mem-
bers of the club to pronounce whether the time
was well employed or otherwise.

At the conclusion ot Baggs's paper, Tomkins
acknowledged that the bet had been fairly won
by his honourable assuciate, and, for his pait, he
was glad that the matter was at lengthset at rest,
even though at some sacrifice to himself,  Ano-
ther member expressed the gratification he had
had in listening to so luminous and so interesting
an account of Scotland, & country which lie verily
believed was much Jess known in England than
it deserved to be. In this sentiment, it seemed
1o be the genesal inclinaiion to coneur ; and when
Tomkins handsomely moved the thanks of the
club to Baggs for his paper, it wag carried by ac-
clamation. Tue ingenious author was further r~-
quested to endeavour to get the paper inserted
in some periodical work of eminence, with a view
to meking Scotland and the Scotch more gener-
ally known than they were. It was by Mr
Baggs's compliance with this benevolent wish,
that we have been enabled to incorporate with
these pages a nareation of which it may, we
think, be truly said, that, ‘take it for all in all,
we ne'er shatl look upon its like again.'

The world’s face is amply suffused with tears;
itis the poet’s duty to wipe away a few, not to
add more.

Respect is what we owe; love, what we give.

Lord Bacon beautifully said, “If a man be gra-
cious to strangers, it shows he is a citizen of the
world, and that his heart isno island cut off from
other lands, but a continent that joins them.”

He who has most of heart knows most of sorrow.

Undertaker—~The excise-officer of Death,

MORTON HHALL.

CHAPTER THE FIRST.

Qon old Ifall is to be pulled down, and they
are going to huild streets on the site. I said
to my sister,  hthelinda! if they really pull
down Mortun liall, it will be a worse picee of
work than the Repeal of the Corn Laws.”
And, after sume consideration she replied,
that if she must speak what was on her mind,
she would own that she thought the Papists
had something to do with it; that they bad
never forgiven the Morton who had been with
Lord Monteagle when he discovered the Gun-
powder Plot; for we knew that somewherein
Rome there was a book kept, and which had
been kept for generations, giving an account
of the sceret private history of every English
family of note, and registering the names of
those to whom the Papists owed cither grudges
or gratitude.

We were silent for some time; but I am
sure the same thought wasin both our minds ;
our - ancestor, a Sidebotham, had been a
follower of the Morton of that day; it had
always been said in the family that he had
been with his master, when he went with the
Lord Monteagle, and found Guy Fawkes and
his dark lantern under the Parliament House ;
and the question flashed across our minds,
Were the Sidebothams marked with a biack
mark in that terrible mysterious book swhich
was kept under lock and key by the Pope
and the Cardiuals in Rome? It was terrible
yet, somchow, rather pleasant to think of.
So many of the misfortunes which had hap-
pencd to us through life, and which we had
called “ mysterious dispensations,” but which
some of our neighbors had attributed to our
want of prudince and foresight, were ac-
counted for at once, if we were objects of the
deauly hatred of such a powerful eriier as the
Jesuits 5 of whom we had lived in dread ever
since we had read the Female Jesuit. Whether
this last idea suggested what my sister said
next I can't tell; we did know the Female
Jusuit’s second consin, so might be said to
have literary connexions, and from that the
startling thought might spring up in my
sister’s mind, for, said she, * Biddy!" (my
name is Bridget, and no one ¢ my sister
calls me Biddy) suppose you ‘rritc some
account of Morton Hall ; wehave known much
in our time of the Murlons, and it will Lea
shame if they pass away completely from
men’s memories while we can speak or write.”
1 was pleased with the notion, I confess; but
I felt ashamed toagree to it all at once, theugh
cven as I objected for modesty’s sike, it came
into my mind how much T kad heaid of the
old place in its former days, and how it was
perhaps all T could now do for the Mortons,
under whom our ancestors bad lived as
tenants for mere than three hundred years.
So at last I agreed ; and, for fear of mistakes,
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[showed it to Mr. Swinton, our young curate,
who has put it quite in order for me.

Morten Hall is situated about five miles
from the centr: of Drumble. It stands on
the outskirts of a village, which, when the
Hall was built, was probably as large as
Drumble in these days; and even T can re-
member when there was a long piece of rather
lonely road, with hizh hedges on cither side,
between Morton village and Drumble. Now
itis all strect, and Morton scems but a
suburb of the great town near. Our farm
stood where Liverpool Stree¢ runs now ; and
people used to come snipe-shooting just where
the Buptist Chapel is built. Our farm must
have been older than the Hall, for we had a
date of fourteen hundred and sixty on one of
the cross-heams. My father was rather proud
of this advantage, for the IHall had no date
older than fifteen handred and fifty-four; and
Iremewmber his affronting Mrs. Dawson, the
bousckeeper, by dwelling too wuch on this
circumstance one evening when she came to
drink tea with my mother, when Ethelinda
and I were mere children.  But my mother,
secing that Mrs. Dawson would never allow
that any house in the parish could be older
than the Iall, and that she was getting very
warm, and almost insinuating that the Side-
hothams had forged the date to disparage the
Sguire’s fwanily, and sel (huisdves up us
having the older blood, asked Mrs. Dawson
to tell us the story of old Sir John Morton
before we went to bed; I slily reminded my
father that Jack, our man, was not always so
careful as might be in housing the Alderney
in good time in the autumn evenings. So he
started up, and went oft’ to sce after Jack;
and Mrs. Dawson and we drew neaver the fire
to hear the story about Sir John,

Sir John Morton had lived some time about
the Restasiion. The Mortons had wken
the right side, so when Oliver Cromwell came
into power he gave away their lands to one
of his Puritan followers—a man who had
been but & praying, canting, Scotch pedlar,
till the war broke out; and Sir John had to
go and live with his royal master at Bruges.
The upstarts’s nmne was Carr who camne to
live at Morton Hall; and, I'm proud to say,
we—1I tuean our ancestors—icd him a pretty
life. He had hard work to get any rent at
all from the tenantry, who knew their duty
better thin ‘0 pay it to a Roundhead. If he
took the law of them, the law officers fared
50 badly, that they were shy of coming out to
Morton—a't along that lonely road [ told you
of—again. Strange noiscs were heard about
the Hall, which got the credit of being
haunted ; Tt as those noises were never heard
before or since that Richard Carr lived there,
I leave you {o guess if the cvil spirits did not
know weil over whom they had power—over
achismatic vebels, and no one clse. They
durst not trouble the Mortons, who were true

and loyal, and were faithful followers of Kin
Charles in word and deed. At last Old Oliver
died, and tolks did say that on that wild and
stormy night his voice was heard high up in
the air, where you hear the flocks of wild
zeese skirl, erying out for his true follower
Rihard Carr to_accompany him in the ter-
rihle chase the fiends were giving him before
curying him off bodily. Any way Richard
Carr died within 2 week—summoned by the
dead or not, he went his way down to his
master, and his master’s master.

Then his daughter Alice came into posses-
sion. Her mother was somchow related to
General Monk, who was beginning to come
into power about that {ime. So when Charles
the Second came back to his throne, and
many of the sneaking Puritans had to quit
their ill-gotten land, and turn to the right
about, Alice Carr was still left at Morton Hall
to queen it there. She was taller than most
woten, and 2 great beauty I have heard,
But for all her beauty, she was a stern, hard
woman. The tenants had known her to be
hard in her father’s lifetime, but now that she
was the owner and had the power, she was
worse than ever. She hated the Stuarts
worse than ever her father bhad done; had
calves’ heads for dinner cvery thirtieth of
January; and when the first twenty-ninth of
Sy came round, and every mothey’s son in
the village gilded his oak leaves, and wore
them in his hat, she closed the windows of
the great hall with her own hands, and sate
throughout the day in darkness and mourn-
ing. People did not like to go against her by
force, because she was a young and beautiful
woman. It was said the King got her cousin,
the Duke of Albermarle, to ask her to court,
just as courteously as if she had been the
Queen of Sheba, and King Charles, Solomon,
praying her to visit him in Jerusaleni. Bag
she would rot go; not she! She lived a very
lonely life, for now the King had got his own
again, no servant but her nurse would stay
with her in the Hall; and none of the tenants
would pay her any wmoney for all that her
father had purchased the lands from the
Parliament, and paid the price down in good
red gold.

All this Lime, Sir John was somewhere in
the Virginian plantations; and the ships
sailed from thence only twice a year; but his
royal master had sent far bim heme; and
home he came that second summer aflter the
restoration. No one knew if Mistress Alice
had heard of his landing in England or not;
all the villagers and tenantry knew and were
not surprised, and turned out in their best
dresses and with great branches of oak te
welcome him as he rode into the village one
July morning, with mangagay-looking gentle-
wen by his side, laughg and talking and
making-merry, and speaking gaily and plea-
santl; to the village people. They came in

[
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on the opposite side to the Drumble Road,
indeed Drumble was nothing of a place then:
as I have told you. Between the last cottage
in the village and the gates to the old lall,
there was a shady part of the road, where the
branches nearly met overhead, and made a
green gloom, If you'll notice, when many
people are talking merrily out of doors in
sunlight, they will stop talking for an instant,
when they come into the cool green shade,
and cither be silent for some little time, or
else speak graver and slower and softer. And
s0 old people say those gay gentlemen did;
for several people followed to see Alice Carr’s
pride taken Gown. They used to tell how the
caviliers had to bow their plumed hats in
passing under the unlopped and drooping
boughs. T fancy Sir John expected that the
lady would have rallicd her friends, and got
ready for a sort of battle to defend the
entrance to the house ; but she had no friends.
She had no nearer relations than the Duke of
Albemarle, and he was mad with her for
having refused to come to court, and to save
her estate according to his advice.

Well, Sir John rode on, in silence; the
tramp of the many horses’ feet, and the
clumping sound of the clogs of the village
people were all that was heard. Heavy as
the great gate was, they swung it wide on its !
hinges, and up they rode to the Ilall steps,:
where the lady stood, in her close plain
Puritan dress, her checks one ciimson flush,
her great eyes flashing fire, and no one behind
her, or with her, or necar her, or to be scen,
but the old trembling nurse catching at her
gown in pleading terror.  Sir John was taken
aback ; he could pot go out with swords and
warlike weapons against a woman ; his very
preparations for forcing an entrance made
him ridiculous in his own eyes, and he well
knew in the eyes of his gay scornful com-
rades too ; so he turned him round about, and
bade them stay where they were, while he
rode close to the steps, and spoke to the young
lady; and there they saw him, hat in hand,
speaking to her ; and she, lofty and unmoved,
holding her own asif she had been a sove-
reign queen with an army at her back. What
they said, no one heard; but he rode back
very grave and much changed in his look,
though his grey eye showed more hawlk-like
than cver, as if sceing the way to his end,
though as yet afar off. He was not one to be
jested with before his face; so when he pro-
fessed to have changed his mind, and not to
wish to disturb 5o fair & lady in possession,
he and his cavaliers rode back to the village
inn, and roystered there all day, and feasted
the tenantry, cutting down the branches that
had incommoded them in their morning’s
ride to make a bor’ of on the village green,
in which they burf® a figure, which some
called Old Noll, and others Richard Carr:
and it might do for either, folks said, for

unless they had given it the name of a man,
most people would have taken it for a forked
log of wood.

But the lady’s nurse told the villagers
afterwards that Mistress Alice went in from
the sunny Hall steps into the chill house
shadow, and sate her down and wept, as her
poor faithful servant bad never seen her do
before, and could not have imagined her
proud young lady ever doing. All through
that suinmer’s day she cried; and if for very
weariness she cuased fora time, and only
sighed asif her heart was breaking, they
heard through the upper windows—which
were open because of the heat—the village
bells ringing merrily through the trees, and
bursts of chorusses to gay cavalier songs, all
in favor of the Stuarts. All the young lady
«aid was once or twice * Oh God! I am very
friendless!"—and the old nurse knew it was
true, and could not contradict her; and always
thought, as she said long after, that such
weary weeping showed there was some great
sorrow at hand.

1 suppose it was the dreariest sorrow that
ever a proud woman had ; but it came in the
shape of a gay wedding. IHow, the village
never knew.  The gay gentlemen vode away
from Morton the next day as lightly and
carelessly as if they had attained their end,
and Sir John had tiuken possession; and, by
and bye, the nurse came timorously out to
market in the village, and Mistress Alice was
met in the wood walks just as grand and as
proud as cver in her ways, only a little more
pale and a little more sad. ‘The truth was,
as I have been told, that she and Sir John
had cach taken a fancy to each other in that
parley they held on the Hall steps; she, in
the decp wild way in which she took the im-
pressions of her whole life, deep down, as if
they were burnt in. Sir John was a gallant-
looking man, and had a kind of foreign grace
and courtliness about him. The wayv he
fancied her was very different—a man’s way,
they tell me. She was a beautiful woman to
be tamed, and made to come to his beck and
call; and perhaps he read in her softening
eyes that she might be won, and so all legal
troubles about the possession of the estate
come to an end in an ecasy pleasant manner.
He came to stay with friends in the neigh-
borhood ; he was met in her favorite walks
with his plumed hat in his hand pleading
with her, and she looking softer and far more
lovely than ever; and lastly, the tenants
were told of the marriage then nigh at hand.

After they were wedded he stayed for a
time with her at the Hall, and then off back
to court. They do say that her obstinate re-
fusal to go with him to London was the cause
of their first quarrel ; but such fierce strong
wills would quarrel the first day of their
wedded life.  She said the court was no
place for an honest woman; but surely Sir
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John knew best, and she might have trusted
him to take care of her. Iowever, he left her
all alone; and at first she cried most bitterly,
and then she took to her old pride, and was
more haughty and gloomy than ever. By
and bye she found out hidden conventicles;
and, as Sir John never stinted her of money,
ghe gathered the remnants of the old Puritan
party about her, and tried to comfort herself
with long prayers, snuffled through the nose,
for the absence of her husband, but it was of
no use. "Treat her as he would she loved him
still with a terrible love. Once, they say,
she put on her waiting maid’s dress, and stole
up to London to find out what kept him there ;
and something she saw or heard that changed
her altogether, for she came back as if her
heart was broken. They say that the only
person she loved with all the wild strength of
her heart, had proved false to her; and if so,
what wonder! At the best of times she was
but a gloomy creature, and it wasa great
honor for her father’s daughter to be wedded
to a Morton. She should not have expected
too much.

After her despondency came her religion.
Every old Puritan preacher in the country
was welcome at Morton Hall, Surely that
was enocugh to disgust Sir John, The Mortons
had never cared to have much religion, but
what they had had been good of its kind
hitherto. So, when Sir John came down
wanting a gay greeting and a tender show of
love, his lady exnorted him and prayed over
him, and quoted the last Puritan text she
had heard at him; and he swore at her, and
at her preachers; and made a deadly oath
that none of them should find harbor or
welcome in any house of his. She Jooked
scornfully back at him, and said she had yet
to learn in what county of England the house
he spoke of wasto be found ; but in the house
her father purchased, and she iunherited, all
who preached the Gospel should be welcome,
let kings make what laws, and king's minions
swear what oaths they would. He said
nothing to this ; the worse sign for her; but
he set his teeth at her; and in an hour'stime
he rode away back to the French witch that
had beguiled bim.

Before he went away from Morion he set
his spies. Helonged to catch his wife in his
fierce clntch, and punish her for defying him.
She bad made him hate her with her Puri-
tanical ways. lle counicd the days till the
messenger came, splashed up to the top of his
decp leather boots, to say that my lady had
invited the canting Puritan preachers of the
neighborhood to a prayer-meeting, and a
dinuer, and a night's rest at her house. Sir
John smiled, as he gave the messenger five
gold pieces for his pains; and straight took
post-horses, and rode long days till he got to
Morton; and only just in time; for it was the
very day of the prayer-mecting. Dinners

were then at one o'clock in the country. The

great people in London might keep late hours,

and dine at three in the afternoon or so; but.
the Mortons they always clung to the good

old ways, and, as the church bells were ring-

ing twelve when Sir John came riding into the

village, he knew he might siaclken bridle ; and,

casting one glance at the smolze which came

hurrying up as if from a newly-mended fire,

just behind the wood, where he knew the

Hall-kitchen chimney stood, Sir John stopped

at the smithy, and pretended to question the

smith about his horse’s shoes; but he took

little heed of the answers, being moré oc-

cupied by an old serving-man from the Hall,

who had been loitering about the smithy half
the morning, as folk thought afterwards, to

keep some appointment with Sir John, When

their talk was ended, Sir Jobn lifted himself
straight in his saddle ; cleared his throat, and

spoke out alond :—

“T grieve to hear your lady is so ill.” The
smith wondered at this, for all thg village
knew of the coming feast at the Hall; the
spring-chickens had been bought up, and the
cade-lambs killed ; for the preachers in those
days, if they fasted they fasted, if they fought
they fought, if they prayed they prayed,
sometimes for three hours at a standing ; and
if they feasted they feasted, and knew what
good cating was, believe me.

“My lady ill?” said the smith, as if he
doubted the old prim serving-man’s word.
And the latter would have chopped in with
an angry asseveration (he had been at Wor-
cester and fought on the right side), but Sir
John cut him short.

“My lady is very ill, good Master Fox. It
touches her here,” continued he, pointing to
bis head. “I am come down to take her to
London, where the King's own physician.
shall preseribe for her.” And he rode slowly
up to the Hall

‘The lady was as well as ever she had been
in her life, and happier than she had often
been—for in a few minutes some of those
whom she esteemed so highly would be about
her; some of those who had known and
valued her father—her dead father, to whom
her sorrowful heart turned in its woe, as the
only truc lover and friend she had ever had
on earth. Many of the preachers would have
ridden far—was all in order in their rooms,
and on the table in the great dining parlor?
She had got intorestless hurried ways of late,
She went round below, and then she mounted
the great oak staircase to sce if the tower
bed-chamber was all in order for old Master
Hilton, the oldest among the preachers.
Meanwhile, the maidens below were carrying
in mighty cold rounds of spiced beef, quarters
of lamb, chicken pies, and g such provisions,
when, suddenly, they kneW% not how, they
found themselves each seized by strong arms,
their aprons thrown over their heads, after
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the manner of a gag, and themselves borne
out of the house sn to the poultry green
behind, where, with threats of what worse
might befall them, they were sent with many
& shamcful word—(Sir John could not always
command his men, many of whom had been
soldiers in the French wars)—back into the
village. They scudded away like frightened
haves. My lady was strewing the white-
headed preacher’s voom with the last year’s
lavender, and stirring up the sweet-pot on the
dressing-tuble, when she heard a step on the
echoing stairs. Tt was no measured tread of
any Puritan; it was the clang of a mau of
war coming nearer and nearer, with loud
rapid strides.  She knew the step; Lier heart
stopped beating, not for fear, but because she
loved Sir John even yet; and she took a step
ferward to meet him, and then stood still and
trembled, for the flattering false thought came
before her that he might have come yet in
some quick impulsc of reviving love, and that
his hasty step might be prompted by the
passionate tenderness of a husband. But
when he reached the door, she looked as calm
and indifferent as ever.

“My lady,” said he, “you are gathering
your friends to sume feast; may I know who
are thus invited to revel in my house? Some
graceless fellows, I see, from the store of meat
and diiuh below @ wine-bibbersand drankards,
I fear.”

Bat, by the working glance of his eye she
saw that he knew all; and she spoke with a
cold distinctness

“ Master Ephiain Dixon, Master Zerubabel
Hopkins, Master lJelp-me or-I-perish Perkins,
and some other godly ministers, come to
spend the afternoon in my house.”

He went to her, and in his rage he struck
her. She put up no arm to save herself, but
reddenal o fivile with the pain, and then,
drawing her neckerchief on one side, she
tooked at the crimson mark on her white
neck.

‘It serves me right,” she said. “Twedded
one of my fither's ecnemies: one of those who
would have hunted the old man to death. I
gave my father's cnemy house and lands,
when he came asa beggar to my door ;—I
followed my wicked wayward heart in this,
instead of minding my dying father's words.
Strike again, a..d avenge him yet more!”

Buat e woald not, Lecaese s bade him
He unloosed his sash, and bound her arms
tight, tight together, and she never struggled
or spoke. Then pushing her so, that she was
obliged to sit down on the bed side:

#Sit there,” he said, “and hear how T will
welcome the old hypocrites you have dared
to ask to my house—my house and my an-
ceslu:s’ house, long before your father—a
cantiug pedalir—hawked iis goods about, and
cheated honest men.”

And, opening the chamber window right

above those Hall-steps where she had awnited
him in her maiden beauty searee three short
years ago, he greeted the company of preach-
ers as they rode up to the Hall with such
terrible hideons language, (iny lady had
provoked him past all bearing, you see),
that the old men turned round aghast, and
made the best of their way back to theirown
places,

Meanwhile, Sir John's serving-men below
had obeyed their master's orders.  They had
gone through the house, closingevery window,
cvery shutter, and every door, but leaving all
clse just as it was ;—the colds meats on the
table, the hot meats onthe spit, the silver
flagons on the side-board—all just as if it
were ready for a feast; and then Sir John’s
head servant; he that T spoke of before, came
up and told his master all was ready.

“Js the horse and the pillion all ready?
Then yon and T must be my lady's tire-
women :” and as it scemed to herin mockery,
but in reality with a deep purpose, they
dressed the helpless woman in her riding
things all awry, and, strange and disorderly,
Sir John carried her down stairs; and he
and his man bound her on the pillion; and
Sir John mounted before. The man shut
and locked the great house-door, and the
echoes of the clang went through the cmpty
Hall with an ominous sound. “Throw the
key," said Sir John, “deep into the mere
yonder. My lady may go seck it if she lists,
when next I set her arms at liberty. Till
then Tknow whose house Morton Hall shall
be called.”

“Sir John! it shall be called the Devil's
House, and you shall be his steward.”

But the poor lady had better have held her
tongue; for Sir John only laughed, and told
her to rave on. As he passed through the
village, with his serving men ridizg behind,
the tenantry came out and stood at their
doors, and pitied him for having a mad wife,
and praised him for his care of her, and of
the chance he gave her of amendment by
taking her up to be seen by the King's phy-
sician. But somchow the Hall got an ugly
name; the roast and boiled meats, the ducks,
the chickens had time to drop into dust,
before any human being now darcd {o enter
in; or, indeed, had any right to enter in, for
Sir John never came back to Morton; and
as for my lady, some said she was devd, and
some said she was mad and shut up in
London, and some said Sir John had taken
her to a convent abroad,

“ And what did become of her ?" asked we,
creeping up to Mrs, Dawson.

« Nay, how should I know ¢

“But what do you think?” we asked, per-
tinaciously.

“J cannot tell. T have heard that after Sir
John was Kkilled at the battle of the Boyne
she got loose and came wandering back i
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Morton, toherold nurse’shouse ; but, indced,
she was then mad out and out, and I have no
doubt Sir John had scen it coming on. She
used to have visions, and dream dreams; and
some thorght her a prophetess; and some
thought her fairly crany. What she said
about the Mortons was awful. She doomed
them io dic out of the land, and iheir
house to be razed to the ground, while ped-
tars and huxters, such as her own pcople,
her father had been, should dwe'l where the
knightly Mortons had once lived. One win-
ter's night she strayed away, and the next
morning they found the poor crazy woman
frozen to death in Drumble meeting-house
yard ; and the Mr. Morton who had succeeded
to Sir John had her decently buried where
she was found, by the side of her father's
grave.”

We were silent for a time. “And when
was the old Hall opened, Mrs, Dawson,
please?”’

““Oh! when the Mr. Morton, our Squire
Aorton's grandfather canie into possession.
He was a distant cousin of Sir John’s, 2 much
quieter kind of man. He had all the old
roons opened wide, and aired, and fumigated.
and the strange fragments of musty food were
collected and burnt in the yard; but somehow
that old dining parlour had always a charnel-
house smeil, and no one ever liked making
merry in it—thinking of the gray old preach-
ers, whose ghosts might be even then scent-
ing the meats afar off, and trooping unbidden
to a feast, that was not that of which they
were baulked. T was glad for one when the
Squirc’s father built another dining-room ; and
no servant in the house will go an errand into
the (’),ld dining-parlour after dark, I canassure

ou.

“T wonder if the way the last Mr. Morton
had 1o sell his land to the people at Drumble,
bad anything to do with old Lady Morton’s
prophecy,” said my mother, musingly.

“Not at all,” said Mrs. Dawson, sharply.
“ My lady wascrazy, and her words not to be
minded. T should like to see the cotton spin-
ners of Drumble offer to purchase land from
the Squire. Besides, there’s a strict entail
now. They can’t purchase the land if they
would. A set of trading pedlars indeed!”

I remember Ethelinda and I looked at each
other at this word “pedlars;” which was the
very word she had put into Sir John's mouth
when taunting his wife with her father’s low
birl}} and calling. We thought, “We ghall
see.

Alas!. we have seen.

Soon after that cvening our good old friend,
Mrs. Dawson dicd. I rememberitwell, because
Ethelindaand I were put into mourning for the
first time in our lives. A dear little brother
of ours had died only the yeur before; and
then my father and mother had decided
that we were too young, that there was

no necessity for their incwiring the ex-
pense of black frocks. We meurncd for
the little delicate darling in our hearts, I
know ; and, to this day, I'often wonder what
it would have been to have had a brother.
But when Mrs. Dawson died it became a sort
of duty we owed to the Squire's family to go
into black, and very proud and pleased Ethe-
linda and I were with our new frocks. Ire-
member dreaming Mrs. Dawson was alive
again, and crying, because I thought my new
frock would be again taken from me. But all
this has nothing to do with Moiton Hail.

When I first became aware of the greatness
of the Squire's station in life, his family con-
sisted of himself, his wife (a frail dclicate
lady), his only son “little master,” as Mrs,
Dawson was allowed to call him, * (he young
Squire,” as we in the villoge always termed
him. His name was John Marmaduke., He
was always calied John; and after Mrs, Daw-
son’s story of the old Sir John, I used to wish
hie might not bear that ill-omened name, He
used to ride through the village in his bright
scarlet coat, his long fair curling hair falling
over his lace collar, and his broad black hat
and feather shading his merry blue eyes.
Ethelinda and 1 thought then, and T always
shall think, there never was such a boy. He
had a fine high spirit too of his own, andonce
horse-whipped a groom twice as big as him-
sclf, who had thwarted him, To see him and
Miss Phillis go tearing through the village on
their pretty Arabian horses, laughing as they
met the west wind, and their long golden curls
flying behind them, you would have thought
them brother and sister rather than nephew
and aunt; for Miss Phillis was the Squire’s
sister, much younger than himself; indeed at
the time I speak of; I don’t think she could
have been above seventeen, and the young
Squire, her nephew, was neatly ten. 1 re-
member Mrs. Dawson sending for my mother
and me up to the Ifall that we might see Miss
Phillis dressed ready to go with her brother
to a ball given at some great lord’s house to
Prince William of Gloucester, nephew to good
old George the Third.

When Mrs, Elizabeth, Mrs. Morton’s maid,
saw us at tea, in Mrs. Dawson’s room, she
asked Ethelinda and me if we would not like
to come into Miss Phillis’s dressing-room and
watch her dress; and then she said, if we
could keep fiom touching any Ling, <L would
make intere-t for us to go. We would have
promiscd to stand on our heads, and would
have tried to do so too, to earn such a privi-
lege. So inwe went, and stood together hand
in hand up in a corner out of the way, fecling
very red, and shy, and hot, till Miss Phillis
put us at our ease by playing all manner of
cowmical tricks, just to make us laugh, which
at last we did outright in spite of aii oa en-
deavours to be grave, lest Mrs. Elizabeth
should complain of us to wy mother. I recoi-

.
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Yect the scent of the marechale powder with
which Miss Phillis's hair was just sprinkled ;
and how she shook her head, like a young
colt, to work the hair loose which Mrs, Eliza-
beth was straining up over a cuskion. Then
Mrs, Elizabeth would try a little of Mrs,
Morton’s rouge; and Miss Phillis wonld wash
it off with 2 wet towel, saying that she liked
Yier own paleness beiter than any performer’s
colowr; and when Mrs. Elizabeth wanted just
to touch her cheeks once more, shie hid her-
self behind the great arm-chair, pecping out
with her sweet merry face, first at one side
and then at another, till we all heard the
Squird’s voice at the door, asking her if she
was dressed, to come and show hersclf to
Madam, her sister-indaw: for, as T said, Mrs.
Morton was a great invalid, and unable to go
out to any grand partics hke this. We were
all silent in an instant: and cven Mrs. Eliza-
beth thought no more of the rouge, but how
to get Miss Phillis's beautiful blue dress on
quick enough.  She had cherry-colored knots
in her hair, and her breast-krots were of the
same ribbon.  Her gown was open in front,
to a quilted white silk skirt.  We felt very shy

of her as she stood there fully dressed—she!

looked so much grander than anything we
had ever seen; and it was like a relief when
Mrs. Elizabeth told us to go down to Mrs.
Dawson's parlour, where my mother was sit-
ting all this time.

Just as we were telling how merry and
comical Miss Phillis had been, in came a foot-
man, “JMrs. Dawson,” said he, “the Squire
bids me ask yon to go with Mrs. Sidchotham
into the west parlour, {o have a lovk at Miss
Morton before she goes.” We went too,
clinging to my mother.  Miss Phillis looked
rather shy as we came in, and stood just by
the door. I think we all must bave shown
her that we had never seen anything so beau-
tiful, as she was, in our lives before: for <he
went very scarlet at our fixed gaze of admira-
tion, and to refieve herself she began to play
all manncr of antics, whirling round, and
making cheeses with her rich silk petticoat,
unfuriing her fan (2 present from Madam to
comnplete her dress), aml pecping first on one
side and then on the other, just as she had
donce upstairs; and then catching hold of her
nephew. and insisting that he should dance a
minuet with hier nntil the carriage came, which
proposal made him very angry, as it was an
insult to his manhood (at mine years old) to
suppose he could dance. “It was all very
well for girls to make fools of themselves,” he
said, “ but it did not do for men.” And Ethe-
linda and T thought we had never heard so fine
a speech hefore. But the carriage came be-
forc we had half feasted our cyes enough; and
the Squire caine from his wife’s roon to order
the littic master to bed, and hand his sister to
the carfiage.

I remember a good deal of tatk about royal
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dukes and unequal marriages that night. 1
believe Miss Phillis did dance with Prince
William; and 1 have often heard that she
bore away the bell at the ball, and that no
one came near her for beauty and pretty merry
ways,  In aday or two afterwards T saw her
scampering through the village, Jooking just
as she did before she had danced with a royal
duke. We all thought she wouid marry some
one great, and used to look out for the lord
who was to take her away. But pror Madam
died, and there was no one but Miss Phillis to
comfort her brother, for the young Squire was
gone away 1o some groat school down south;
and Miss Phillis grew grave. and reined in
her pony to keep by the Squire's side, when
he rode out on his steady old mare in hislazy
carcless way.

We did not hear so much of the doings at
the hall now Mrs. Dawson was dead; so I
cannot tell how it was; but by und by there
was a talk of bills that were once paid weekly,
being now ailowed to run to quarter day;
and then, instead of being settled every quar-
ter day, they were put off to Christmas: and
many said they had hard enough work to ges
their money then, A buzz went through the
: village that the young squire played high at

college, and that he made away with more
' money than his father could afford. Put when
,hc came down to Morton, he was as hand-
jsome as ever: and 1, for one, never believed
i evil of him; though Pl allow others might
cheat him, and he never suspect it.  llis
auat was as fond of hin as ever, and he of
her.  Many is the timel have seen them
out walking togcther, sometimes sad enongh,
sometimes merry as cver. By and by,
my father heard of sales of small picces of
land, not included in the entail; and at last,
things got so bad, that the very crops were
sold yet green upoun the ground, for any price
folks would give, so that there was but ready
mauney paid.  The Squire at lengih gave way
entirely, and never left the house; and the
young master in Londen ; and poor Miss Phil-
1is used to go ahout tryving to sce after the
workmen and labourers, and save what she
could. By this time she would he above
thirty; Ethelinda and 1 were niacteen and
twenty-one when my mother dicd, and that
was souie years before this. Well, at last the
squire died ; they do say of a hraken heartat
his son’s extravagance ; and, though the law-
yers kept it very close, it began to be rumored
that Miss Phillis’s fortunc had gone tvo. Any
way the creditors came down an the estate
like wolves. It was entailed and it could not
bz sold; but they put it mto the hands of a
lzwyer who was to gt what he coulid eut of
it, a:d have no pity for the poor young Squire
who had not a reaf for his head. Miss Phillis
went to live by herself in a little cottage in
the village, at the end of the prope:ty, which
the lawycer allowed her to liave because he
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coutd not let it to any one, it was so tumble-
down and old. We never knew what she
lived on, poor lady, but she said she was well
in health, which was all we durst ask about.
She came to sce my father just before he
died, and he seemed made bold with the
feeling that he was a dying man ; so heasked,
what 1 had longed to know for many a year,
where was the young squire? He had never
been scen in Morton since hisfather’s funeral.
Miss Phillis said he was gone abroad; but in
what part he was then, she herself bardly
knew; only she had a fecling that, sooner or
later, he would come back to the old place;
where she should strive to keep a home for

“hirn whenever he was tired of wandering

~abiout, and trying to make his fortune,

“Trying to make his fortuné still?” asked

_my father, his questioning eyes saying more

“than words. Miss Phillis shook her head witha
sad meaning in her face; and we understood
itall. Ilewasatsome French gaming-table,
if ho was not at an English one.

Miss Phillis was right. It might be a year
after my father's death when he came back,
fooking old and grey and worn. He came to
our door just after we had barred it one win-
ter's evening.  Ethclinda and I still lived at

‘the farm, trying to keep it up and make it
pay: but it was hard work. We heard a step
comicg up the straight pebble walk; and then
it stopped right ‘at our door, under the very
porch, and we heard a man's breathing, quick
and short.

“Shall T open the door?” said L

“No, wait?" gaid Ethelinda; for wo lived
alone, and there was no cottage ncar us. We
held our breaths. ‘There came & knock.

“Who's'there?" I cricd.

“Where does Miss Morton live —Miss
Phillis?

We were not sure if we would answer him;

“for she, like us, lived alone.

“Who's thicre ?” again said 1.

~ “Your master,” iic anstwered, proud and

angry. “ My name is John Morton. Where
does Miss Phulis hve?

. We had the door unbarred in a frice, and
begzed him to come in; to pardon our rude-
pess. We would have given him of our best

- 28 was his due from us; but he only listened

“to the dircction we gave him to his aunt’

“wnd took no notice of our apologics.

@

‘Harsh words are like hailstones in summer,
which, if melted, would fertilize the tender plaits
they batter down.

.- The man who works too much must love 100
Be. ,

The intention of a sia betrays itself by & super-
fuous caution.

As oontinued Héalth is vastly preferable to- the
Dappiest recevery from sicknees, 30 i irnocence
%0 the trucst repeatance.

\
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THE DEATH-ANGEL'S VISIT.

DY WILLIAM BYDNE.
Just at the shut of eve an angel pass'd,
On pinions borne : his brow a sadness wore;
And as he went, a gloomy shade was cast
On things that seein’d so fair and bright before;
And e'en the flowers were blighted by his breath!
That augel's name was Death!

TWith half-closed violet-eye and golden hair,
Lay on its mother’s breast a cherub child—
That t. 1d young parent’s hope. The angel
There alighted, and the intant sweetly smiled ;
Death pluck’d the lovelyflower, and bore his prize
To bloom in Paradise !

At carly dawn, again that angel came
To where upon a couch, all still, was laid
{Like & pale lilly wither'd by the flame
Of nooutide’s sun) a sweet and gentle maid?
The deep-drawn sigh, the flush, the nervous start,
All told a broken heart!

To those that did in sorrow round her weep,

In dulcet tones that beauteous maiden gaid,
¢0! do not mourn because I go to sleep,

Nor grieve for me when in the tomb Y'm laid
-Then for her base deceiver breathed a prayer,
And wing'd with Death the air!?

Again "twas night, and all things holy seem’d—
Silent and solewn, yet with naught of gloom ;
The soft, pale moonbeams through the vine-lcaves
& )

Filling with silver light a little room :—
A hoary man' lay on a sick-bed there,
Aud oné knelt by, in prayer!

The cares of many & long and weary year
Had bow'd his form; yet now his aged eye
With pleasure beam’d. He knew Death hoverd

near;
And all his friends Liad died in days gone by,
Leaving bim lonely'in this world of wo,
And ux too Jong'd to'go !

Deéath at the casement tapp'd and call'd his name;;
With joy the spirit left the worn-out clay!
And through the latticé then the soft breezecame,
Laden with scent of flowers and new-mown hay,
Fanning the few grey locks that fioated mow
‘Upon his lifeless brow!
——— -

"CHIPS.

L CATNESN TLAYERS.

Ix the Chinese quarter of George Town, Prince
of Walcs Island, there is af course a P

It 1a & spacious building, with sevcral courts-and
tew ~l28 containing grotesque idols.  Two granive
lions, shaped fintastically, guard the entrance.

| Now the Chinese—in Prince of Wales Ialand, st

any Tate—do not sllow theiridolatebe sclfhish;
they borrow the use of their temples from them
for mundane plurposes of pleasure, and they
themselves eat at least balf the good thinge.they

nlace upon the tables of the gods. I first cn-
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tered the George Town Pagoda during the
Chinese holidays., In front of it a theatre had
been cerected under the open sky.  Its enter-
tainment had been oflered gratuitously—in the
promeoade form—to the public, who were in-
vited also to purchase refreshments from stalls
in the temples; which stalls were, in fact, the
wltars of the gods,

I did wor hiear or see the beginning or end of
the play.  The middle, I must own, puzzled me
excee lindy. The affair was complieated.  There
were some spectators who had paid for a few
gpecinl provileges, one of which wasaright, ifthey
could seeare it, to cstablish a seat on the stage s
but the stage was very small, and the number of
actors was very great, and the spectatorson the
stage itad a good deal of by-play with each other,
8o that it was really hard to tell what belonged to
the picea, and what did not. Then, though the
story required us to suppose many changes of
place, the scene, whether it represented palace,
forest, camp, or dangeon, was always one and the
same salooy, with a door at cach <ide and a
throne in the middle, flanzed by ma-ical instru-
ments.  The play was, nevertheless, gorgeously
got up, arcording to Chinese fashion; that is to
say, no expense had been spared in the dressing
of the actors. Chinese managers pay lavishly
when they desire to set up a picce S0 as to pro-
duce 2 great sensation; they pay their money,
however, not to scene-painters, but to the tailors.
The story of the piay about which I am speak-
ing secmed to concern a Chinese boy, mag-
nificently costumed as a princess; boys, as for-

and ten, closed all the public gambling houses in
George Town, and enacted penalties against the
gamblers. In the first cight years after the en-
actment came into force, as many us one thousand
four hundred Chinese wereindicted for gambling,
some of whom were convicted even for the ninth
time. In the main, however, Chinese cunning
has been more than a match for the police, the
cunning being aided by all the machinery that
can be brought into its service by the sccret
assuciatious calicd the Congis.  The Congis em-
ploy a class of Chinamen whose character is so
Lad that their interests run altogether counter to
good govermment. They ave at the boitom of
a great deal of dishonesty, and excite also many
a disturbance, especially on the occasion of the
Loya festival—a period of Saturnalia during
which the Loyes, at all other seasons contemned
outeasts, are feasted and venerated as though they
were prophets. It happens, therefore, through
the aid of these secret associations, that very few
ramblers are coavicted in Penang, though George
Towe.is full of “ hiells,” and so is Singapore.
Iwentto one of them. I wasled out of the
strect . into a long dark passage, and then sud-
denly pushed through 2 doorintoa large dirty
room well Jighted by lanterns. It had no win-
dows, and no other out.ct except by a flight of
stairs that lod up to I know not what, A great
number of Chinese were at play round a roulctte
able. I was told that in their game cheating
was impossible, and thercfore wondered very
much that almost every body lost except the
banker. I followed out of the room a Chinese

merly in Europe, representing always female s hand-Jabourer, who bad lost ail but a small frag-

charicters.  This princess pined in prison, but
was about to be delivered by 2 knight who sang
& song—heart-rending, I dare say, car-rending 1
know~aud was on the point of success when the
vigilant keeper of the tower moved the princess
down into adungeon, deeper and darker than ever,
with two side doors and a throne in the middle,
upon which throne tea-cups were placed; and
the princess, the jailor, the knight, a brave army
of tweive, and cighteen people who were sitting
on the stage, drunk tea together in 8 most con-
fusinz manner.  The great body of spectators
lookeid 1t the whole performance very reverently.
The Chinese respect the diguity of the stage much
morc than that of the altar, I should think;
there were no loud plaudits or hand clappings—
only subdued moans and sighs expressed the ad-
miration and the interest of the whole avimated
wmultitude.

The Chinese drama is sustained by actors who
are very perfect masters of pantomime, and by
picces written with considerable care.  The
comedics differ from thetragedies chicfly in being
more interspersed with music, and in treating of
everyday life; the tragedies treat commonly of
eveuts that took place under the dynasties be-
fore the Tartars,

There is another kind of play delightful to the
Chinaman ; he greatly enjoys games of cbance.
The Chinese ragamuftin to whom a piceis thrown,
runs ofT to hazard it at double or quits witha play-
fellow ; noblesand princesstake cstates and lands;
andthe peopleoftenjustity their passion by describ-
Ing the gratification of it as a religious duty.
The British Government, in cightcen hundred

ment of his weeks wages. He went to the
opiwn inn. .

There, behind mosquito-curtaing, a few China-
men lay stretched upon a hard couch, with their
heads resti:g on pillows made of phited cane.
A lamp burned gn a table near them, and there
lay ncar it a few paper kindlers, and a small jar of
opiur (in the shape of a juice thicker than mo-
lasses,) and an opium pipe. Every now and
then one of the dozers raised himself on one
arm drowsily, smeared a little juice over the hol-
low of his pipe, set light to it, and inhaled &
mouthful or two of the smoke, then handed the
pipe to his neighbor as he sauk back into blis-
ful stupefaction. The dull eyes of these men
stared, empty of thought, from pale aud sunken
faces. One of them was poring over a blank
sheet of paper, as though he were reading from
it intersting matter. A dirty Malay girl sat be-
tween two others, smoking » cizar, and ocom-
sionally putting aside the tobacco for a whiff of
opium when one of her fishy-cyed admirers offer-
¢d her the pipe. A handsome fresh-colored
young fellow iu the corner satin a state of amazed
intoxication. It was the first of his visits to the
place perhaps; and, unhappily, it would not be
the last. .

——etl - O P

Ttis one of the singular facts of the present
state of ociety, that the qualities which in theory
we hold to be most lovely and desirable, are pre-
cisely those which in practice we treat with the
greatest contumely and disdain.

Envy isa mean man’s homage.
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IN THE DARDANELLES.
Ounr_man-of-war, the Modeste, entered the
Dardanclles surrounded by a fleet of mer-
chant vessels. When the breeze over the
high-land caught our sails we ran abead;
when a deep current rushing round some
headland caught our hull we fell astern; and
we were enjoying the excitement of a grand
regatta, wiwen, at the narrowest part of the
strait between theinner castles of Europeand
Asia, a heavy shot from the fort came right
across our bows. The captain was below at
the moi.:ent, and just as he got on deck and
was giving orders to shorten sail, another shot
fell astern and ricochetted close alongside,
sending showers of spray over the gangway.
We could see a crowd of officers at a house
in the fort, and others were at the same time
busy laying other guns. There was no mis-
interpreting the hint. 'We accordingly bore
up, and in the midst of a heavy squall of
wind and rain anchored off the consular ofli-
ces at the town of the Dardanclles.

Our consul soon coming on board, from him
we learnt that all men-of-war must have a fir
man, or permission to pass, from Constanti-
nople hefore they arc suffered to ascend the
Dardanelles.  'We knew nothing of this regu-
lation, since by some chance no notice had
been taken of itin the general orders to the
squadron. It was clear that the Pacha in
command of the fort had exceeded his instruc-
tions, as the rules are that in a case like ours
two blank cartridges shall be first fired, and
then followed up by shot if necessary. The
captain accordingly went ashore to demand an
explanation. Iiis apology was the truth,
that he thought we wished to pass him in
defiance of the regulations, and had an idea
that we looked asif blank cartridge would
not stop us.  We were obliged {o wait untila
Ietter could be written to and answered from
Constantinople. It was Tuesday, no steamer
would go up Lcfore Thursday, and no answer
behad before Saturday.  Accordingly wehad
five days before us, and as our stroll about
the town quite salisficd our curiosity, I agreed
with a fricnd to trot over the classic ground
of Troy. The brother of our consul was an
old acquaintance and a local merchant; he
volunteered to go with us, taking his servant,
& young Jew, to look after our horses, On
Wednesday afternoon, therefore, we hired 2
caigue to take us to the village at the entrance
of the Dardanclles. There we proposed to
sleep. We had & very pleasant run gown
with the current, and landed just outside the

outer castle of Asia in a sand ba{. That
was the bay in which the Greek galleys had
, if ever

been drawn up at the sicfe of Tro;
there was such a siege. If never, there was
one Homer made it real, and I belicve in it
a8 steadily asin the death of Nelson. Close
by our landing-placc was a pyramidai mound

of stones called the Tomb of Achilles, and

there was another some two hundred yards
inland, in which lie, or ought to lic, the bones
of Patroclus. As usual in such cases, there
is a dispute as to which tomb is which, or
whether the two friends were not both buried
in a single heap. We were not disposed to
vex ourselves with doubt; and as we stood
on the summit of the chief mound with the
lellespont at our feet, we thought of lector’s
challenge to the Grecks, and Ins promise that
if he conquered the body of the vanquished
should be sent to their navy :—

“Green on the shore shall rise 2 monmneat §
Which when some future niaviner surveys,
Wash'd by broad Hcllcspout% resounching seas,
Thns shall he say: A valiaut Greek Jies there,
By Hector slain, the mighty man of war;

The stone shall t¢ll the vanquished heeo's fme,
Aud distant ages learn the victor's maume”

There rose up in our minds also othes
associations, and we cnueavoured vainly to
seize, while on the spot, the mysterious link
by which those plaius are connected with the
Troy weight known to us in boyhood. The
sun was setting behind Imbros and Samo-
thrace, and throwing its last beams over the
plains of Troy ; while in the distance Mount
Athos stood cut sharply us 2 pyramid in the
western horizon. We saw with a proper
amount of feeling Tencdos laved by the
surges, and rocky Imbros break the rolling
wave. Between the two islands are ragged
islets, any onc of which may have contained
the cave at which Neptune put up his chariot
when on his way to save the ships of the
Greceks from their assailants, I recollected &
severe caning, that I had received when young,
which had immediate connection with that
very incident. Jackals have grubbed for
themselves holes in the tomb of Achilles, and
nest there, just as commentators make their
nests now 1a the works of Homer ; our Jewish
companion_proposed that we should smoke
one out. Plenty of dry furze about the place
gave a practicable look to his suggestion ; but
as we did not sec wherein the fun of the pro-
ceeding would consist, we wandered on along
the shores and thought about the vencruble
Chryses, the bright Chryseis, and other people
of that sct. Hcre, we thought, where the
peasant now sleeps in his mud hut on a bed
of rushes were the tents of the Grecian host.
The smoke of the firc yonder which cooks
somecbody’s meal let us call fumes from the
altars of Phabus piled with hecatcombs of
bulls and goats; or let us imagine that it
rises from the decks of burning galleys, We
undertook to suppose that the hills were
covered with the “lofty towers of wide ex-
tended Troy.” We supposed ourselves to be
favoured by the jackals and the owls with
echoes—or traditions preserved on the spot—
of ancient battle cries. The cvening breese
we proposed to consider heavy with the souls
of mighty chicfs untimely slain. In the blue



80

IN THE DARDANELLES,

mist rising from the Hellespont, we deter-
mined to sce Thetis rising from her crystal
throne, and ail her Nereids getting out of
their pearly beds to follow the unhappy
mother up the Trojan strand.  Not until we
had paid our debe to sentiment did we allow
ourselves to think of supper.

A walk of a few minutes past a multitude
of windmills brought us to a village of mud-
huts at the top of the hill, built upon the site
of the ancient Sigeeum. We made at once for
the house of a Greek known to our friend
Calvert, and sent down to the boat for our
luggage. Eachof us had takenalarge blanket,
a change of linen, and the necessaries of the
toilet ; for all clse we looked to fate. The
Greck gave us no reason to regret our trust-
fulness. His house was one of the largest in
the village, built with walls of mud dried in
the sun, having outside stairs also of mud,
and an interior divided into two stories by a
wooden floor. The house roof was of.tiles.
There was a large court-yard surrounded by
s mud wall, the resort of oxen, goats, and
geese, and Hwls. There were also some out-
houses filled with chaff, of which the flat roofs
formed a terrace.  Upon that we took up our
quarters, very much preferring open air on a
fine starlight night in August, to close air and
fleas. There was a good supply of large fresh
rushes, which, when spread out, formed the
best of beds, or a chair or a couch, when
heaped together. On some fish just caught
and fried, some boiled eggs, and a most deli-
cious melon, we suppéd like Trojans before

“we retired to our respective blankets, using
- stars for night candles.

The clarions of innumerable Trojan cocks
awoke us before daylight, and we prepared
betimes for our day’s march. The horses
hired the night before had, however, to be

“shod, breakfast, had to be ecaten, and our
_blankets packed upon an extra horse that was
“to be ridden by a guide. 'We were not fairly
-off till six o'clock. The plains of Troy were
then before us, and our first ohject was to
ride across them to the ruins of Alexandria
‘Tross. Round about the village, there were
‘fields in stubble of barley and maize, there
were others covered with dwarf vines, then
bearing ripe fruit; and in other places melons
or pumpkins straggled over the parched
ground.
. Aswepassed on the signs -of cultivation
‘ disappeared, and we rode over what is evi-
“dently marsh in winter, but’ in summer dry
-and fissured mud. Here and ‘there & pool of
~stagnant water still supported a small colony
“of snipe and wild duck, and twice on our ride
“we passed a corn-growing tract. In suc
-places, the-old Homeric thieghing-floor was to
be scen in “full activity. “We ‘rode at a slow
" pace, and'according to the custom here, ina
‘ine, the'guide. first : ‘the rest ‘following at a
break neck pace'of'about three milesan hour.

Tt was past cleven before we had cleared the
shore of Besika Bay, and crossed some rising
ground which brought us down upon the
harbor of Alexandria Troas. There our
horses found the refreshment of a fountain,
we the refreshment of a melon. So revived,
we continued our ride over some hilly ground
covered by the vallonia oak to the principal
remains of the city. Theseare on the summit
of 3 hill which commands a very finc view of
the islands of ‘Tenedos and Imbros, the bay
and the surrounding hilly country. There are
numerous foundations of houscs formed of a
hard limestone, frequent traces of the city
walls, a few ‘'sarcophagi, the towers of a_gate-
way, and a singular structure called the Palace
of Priam.

We cnjoyed a couple of hours’ rest and a
light luncheon among those Roman ruins,
fanned by a cool fresh breeze, and shaded by
the oak trees which have sprung up on all
sides. At about four o'clock we started again,
in the same order as before, over the hills to
see a granite quarry in which were some large
columns ready cut. Our track was over hills
covered with vallonia, and we passed not &
house or a living thing for some miles, except
one party of shepherds with their dogsand
flock. A ride of about two hours brought us
to aidge of granite. At the very top of the

‘ridge, on one side of the hill, is an old quarry,

and there were the seven columns as they
were finished when the town was alive, all
ready for removal.  We measured them with
our walking sticks and did what else was ne-
cessary, then went on. .
About half a mile from this quarry is the
village of Kotsciola Bashy, most picturesquely
situated on a slope near the summit of one of
those granite-capped hills. Its while minaret
forms a beautiful object in contrast with the
heavy background of the gramite rocks.
Here we were lucky enough to meet with a
Jew broker in the service-of our friend, who
was on hisannual tour about the country, pur-
chasing vallonia for exportation to England.
He procured us quarters in a garden close to
the mosque, and we spread out our blankets
upon mats beside a fountain and bencath a
rich covering of grapes trained over trellis
work. No meat could be procured, but our
host promised us a turkish dinner, and served
it to us in the garden quickly. 'The new
moon appeared above the hills, the stars
shone out, a delightful breeze played with the
vine leaves, and the trickling fountain soothed
us ‘by its murmur, With such lights and
music, we sat -down before a low stool, -on
which a circular tin tray formed a-table-cloth.

h | The feast was then served to us by turbaned

genii. « First came a pillau of rice; then-a
thick soup made of the jelly of rice; with milk
and minced cggs, the whole flavored with-ve-
getables; next, a stick of stewed bagnioles;
then eggs fried in ‘butter; and lastly; a sort
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of pancake, eaten dipped in honey ; a dessert
of melon and grapes wound up the entertain-
ment.  We slept where we had dined.

On taking a stroll, soon after daylight,
round the village, we saw & herd of upwards
of forty caumels which had been brought
thither to convey vallonia to the shore. This
is the chief produce of the country, the cup of
the acorn being the only part of this oak sent
to Europe; the acorn itsclf is used by the
people of the place as food for cattle. The
cup is packed in woollen bagsand sentto Mr.
Calvert’s chief warchouse for exportation.
A large tree in a good season will produce as
much vallonia as is worth three pounds, on
the spot; but, taking tree for tree, perhaps
the annual average is not above a dollar.
However, very little care seems ever to be
bestowed upon the trees. They do not be-
long to government, but to a number of small
peasant proprictors. The walk and breakfast
over, we were off again by six o'clock for the
village of Bournabashy, which is near the site
of 0ld Troy and the sources of the Scamander,
odious to schaalboys.

In about three hours and & half we arrived
at the low land where this riverrises.  Inthe
space of about an acre there are forty points
at which the water gushes, cool! and clear,
from fissures in the limestone rock. The
small streams trickle about till they unite
and form a tolerable brook surrounded by
luxuriant vegetation. Nnmbers of tortoises
and many large fish were to be seen swim-
ming about in the muddy brook; water-
cresses grow upon its surface, and a large
vegeiable garden, surrounded by a black-
berry hedze, fills the valley formed by the
divisions of the stream. I found Scamander
water-cresses very good. The village of
Bournabashy is just above this river source,
upon a hill which we passed on our way to
the heights of the original Old Troy.

The first thing to be seen on the top of
these heights is a pyramid of loose stones
called the Tomb of Hector. The situation is
magnificent, It is on one side of a deep rav-
ine, through which the Simois winds 1n its
course from Mount Ida to join the Scamander
in the Trojan plains. The plains are to be
soon extending to the Hellespont; while, in
the opposite direction, mouatain ridges fill up
all the scene. About fifteen square stones,
laid together without mortar, are the sole
remains, or supposed remains, of the walls of
Troy. Wesat on them and talked moralities,
A little further on, the sides of the ravine
become precipitous, and at one spot almost

perpendicular. Down that abyss, tradition
says, the Trojans threw the wooden horse.
Nothing more was to be scen, and we depart-
ed. The descentis stecp beneath the tomb
of Hector, and we led our horses down to
cross the river ata ford about a mile below.
Then we made for & farm, called Chiflik, or

war, IV.—-T

poetry and livedin prose$

the Marsh farm, which is occupied by Mr.
Calvert.  Near this farm is a tumulus which
popular tradition holds to be the burial-place
of the Greeks killed at the siege of Troy. Mr.
Calvert had 1t opened lately, and did really
find in it a thick stratum of burnt bones,
but nothing else of intercst. He was not
scholar enough to know whether the bones
were Greek. The farm buildings at this place
are extensive, and it is probable that the plain
will yield rich harvests of covn. In winter
the shooting doth of woodcock, snipe, water-
fowl, and hares is excellent.  After a couple
of hour's rest, and aluncheon of melon, cheese
and barley-bread, the sole provision of the
farm people, we rode on to the village of
Ranqui, where Mr. Calvert has a country-
house and a large storchouse for vallonia.
We arrived at sunset, having been eight
hours on horscback—much riding for sailors.
On our way, in a narrow path, we had met
another party. First came a horse laden
with tio large travelling trunks, then another
carrying a guide armed to the teeth; then
the traveller, an Englishman, with a straw-
hat and umbrella ; lastly, his travelling servant;
and though in passing we even had to touck
cach other in the midst of a wild, desolate
country, not a word, or smile, or bow was
cexchanged between the children of Britar nia.
We behaved at Troy as well as we slould
have behaved in Piccadilly.

Mr. Calvert's house at Ranqui is situated
on a hill that overlooks the Dardanelles from *
the entrance up to the inmer castles. The -
vallonia warchouse there established is a
large building, used not only as a storehouse,
but asa sort of factory, for there they separate
the acorn from the cup; a process which
provides employment for some fifty women
and children. About threc thousand tons
are shipped annually from this warchouse.
The price per ton varics between twelve and
seventeen pounds, and the freight to England
costs about two pounds per ton. It is
principally shipped to Liverpool by schooner,
and small brigs, carrying from one hundred
to onc hundred and fity tons. Thus our
tanners find bread for the Trojans of to-day.
From Ranquino very long ride brought us,
the next morning, back to the village of the
Dardanelles. 'We were well pleased with our
excursion. We had thought about the past
and seen the present; the deeds of Achilles,
and the trade in acorn-cups,

G-

‘We seldom wish for what we are convinced is
quite unattainable; it is just when thereisa

sibility of success that wishes are really excited.

How many an enamoured

pair have courted m

Hurry and cunnivg are always running after

despatch and wisdom, but have never yet been -
able to overtake them., y :
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THE COUGAR., AND AN ADVENTURE
WITIHL OXNE,
Taz only indigenous long-tailed cat in Amer-
ica notth of the parallel of 30 degrees is the
cougar. The wiid cats, so called, are lynxes
with short tails ; and of these there are three
distinet species. But thare is only one true
representative of the genus Felis, and that is
the animal we have mentioned. It has re-
ceived many trivial appellations. Among An-
glo-American hunters, heis called the panther
—in their patois, painter. The absence of
stripes, such as those of the tiger—or spots,
as upon the leopard—or roscttes, as upon the
jaguar, have suggested the name of the natu-

J ¢ :
ralists, concolor. Discolor was formerly in

which would be produced among us by the
chase of amad dog,

Ile is a splendid tree climber. e can
mount a tree with the agility of a cat; and
although so large an animal, he climbs by
means of his claws—not only by hugging,
after the manner of the bears and opossuims.
While climbing a tree, his claws can be heard
crackling along the bark as he mounts up-
ward, 1fe somctimes lics ‘squatted’ along a
horizontal branch—a lower one—for the pur-
pose of spriuging upon deer, or such other
anima’s as he wishes to prey upon. Theledge
of a cliff is also a favourite haunt, aud such
are known among the hunters as panther-
ledges. He selects such a position in the
neighbourhood of some watering-place, or, if

use ; but the other has been gencrally adopted.
There are few wild animals so regular in their
colour as the cougar; very little variety has
been observed among different specimens.

possible, one of the salt orsoda springs (licks)
so numerous in America. ere he is more
certain that his vigil will not be a protracted
one. 1is prey—clk, deer, antclope, or buf-

Some naturalists speak of spotted cougars—lfalo—soon appears bencath, unconscious of
that is having spots that may be seen in a the dangerous enemny that cowers over them,
certain light. ~ Upon young cubs, such mark- | When fairly within reach, the cougar springs,
ings do appear; but they are no longer visible  and puuncing down upon the shoulders of his
on the full grown animal. The cougar of ma- | vietim, buries its claws in its flesh. The
ture age is of 2 tawny red colour, almost over  terrificd animal starts forward, leaps from
the whole body, though somewhat paler akoat |, side to side, dashes into the papaw thickets,
the fuce and the parts underneath., This | or Lreasts the dense cane-brahe, in hopes of
colour is not exactly the tawny of the lion; it brushing off its relentless rider. ~ All in vain!
is more of a reddish hue—ncarer to what is | Closely clasping its neck, the cougar clings
termed calf-colour. on, tearing itsvictim in the throat, and drink-

The cougar is far from being a well-shaped | ing its blood throughout the wild gallop.
creature: it appears disproportioned. Its|Faint and fecble, the ruminant at length tot-
back is long and hollow; and its tail does not | ters and falls, and the fierce destroyer squats
taper so gracefully as in some other animals , himself along the body, and finishes his red
of the cat kind.  Its legs are shortand stout; { repast. If the cougar can overcome several
and although far from clumsy in appearance, | animals ata time, he will kill themall, although
it does not possess the graceful fournure of jbut the twentieth part may be required to
body so characteristic of some of its conge- | satiate his hunger. Unlike the lion in this,

ners. Though considered the representative  even in repletion he will kill.  With him de-
of thelion in the New Woild, his resemblance
to the royal beast is but slight; his colour
alone entitles him to such an honour. For
the rest, he is much more akin to the tigers,
jaguars, and truc panthers. Cougars are
rarcly more than six fect in length including
the tail, which is usually about a third of that
measurcment, The range of the animal is
very extensive.  Ile is known from Paraguay
to the great Lakes of North America. Inno
part of either continent is he tobe seen every
.day, because he is for the most part not only
nocturnal in hisactivity, butone of those fierce
creatures that, fortunately, do not exist in
‘large numbers. Like others of the genus, he
is solitary in bis habits, and at the approach
of civilization betakes himself to the remoter
parts of the forest Hence the cougar, al-
though found in all of the United States,isa
rare animal everywhere, and scen onlyatlong
sntervals in the mountain valleys or in other
difficult places of the forest. The appearance
of a cougar is sufficient to throw any neigh-
bourhood into an excitement similar to that

struction of life seems to be an instinct.
There is a very small animal, and appa-
rently a very helpless one, with which the
cougar occasionally quarrcls, but often with
ill success—this is the Canada porcupine,
Whether the cougar ever succeeds in killing
one of these creaturesis not known, but that
he attacks them is beyond question, and hig
own deathis often theresult. The quills of the
Canada porcupine are slightly barbed at their
extremities ; and when stuck into the flesh of
a living animal, this arrangement causcs them
to penctrate mechanically decper and deeper
as the animal moves. That the porcupine can
itself discharge them to some distance, is not
true, but it is truc that it can cause them to
be casily detached; and this it does when
rashly seized by any of the predatory ani-
mals, The result is, that these remarkable
spines become fast in the tongue, jaws, and
lips of the cougar, or any other creature which
may make an attack upon a scemingly un-
protected little animal. The fisher (ﬁl{utdc
Canadensis) is said to be the only animal that
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can kill the porcupine with impunity. It
Gghts the latter by first throwing it upon its
baclk, and then springing upon its upturned
belly, where the spines arc almost entirely
wanting.

The cougar is called a cowardly animnal;
some naturalists even assert that it will not
venture to attack man. This is, to say the
feast, a singular declaration, after the nuwmer
ous well atlested instancesin which men have
been attacked and even killed by cougars.
There are many such in the history of carly
settlement in America. To say that cougars
are cowardly now when found in the United
States—to say they are shy of man, and will
not attack him, may be true enough. Strange,
if the experience of two hundred years' hunt-
ing, and by such hunters too, did not bring
them to that. I might safely affirm, that if
the lions of Africa were placed in the same
circumstances, a very similar shyness and
dread of the upright biped would soon exhibit
itself. What all these creatures — bears,
cougars, lynxes, wolves, and even alligators—
are now, 1s no criterion of their past. Authen-
tic history proves that their courage, at least
80 far as regards man, has changed altogether
since they first heard the sharp detonation of
the deadly rifie.  Jven contemporancous his-
tory demonstrates this. In many parts of
Soutli Anerica, both jaguar and cougarattack
man, and numerous are the deadly encounters
there. In Peru, on the castern declivity of
the Andes, largesettlements and villages have
been abandoned solely on account of the pe-
rilous proximity of those fierce animals.

In the United States the cougar is hunted
by dog and gun. Ie will run from the
hounds, because he knows they are backed
by the unerring rifle of the hunter ; but should
one of the yelping pack approach too near,
a single blow of the cougar’s paw is sufficient
to stretch him out. When closely pushed,
the cougar takes to a tree, and, halting n one
of its forks, he humps his back, bristles his
hair, looks downward with gleaming eyes, and
utiers a sound somewhat like the purring of
8 cat, though far louder. The crack of the
hunters rifle usually puts an end to these de-
monstrations, and the cougar drops to the
ground either dead or wounded. If only the
latter, a desperate fight ensues between him
and the dogs, with several of whom he usually
leaves a mark that distingushes them for the
rest of their lives.

The scream of the cougar i8 a common
phrase, It is not very certain that tae crea-
ture isaddicted to screaming although noises
of this kind hesrd in the nocturnal forest have
becn attributed to him. Hunters, however,
have certainly never heard him, and they be-
lieve that the scream talked about proceeds
from one of the numerous speeies of owls that
inhabit the deep forests of America, At short
intervals, the cougar does make himself heard

ina note which somewhat resemblesa deep-
drawn sigh, or as if one were to utter with an
extremcly guttural expression the syllables:
¢Co-0a,” or cven ‘Cougar.’ Is it from this
that he derives his trivial name?

Some years ago, while residing in Louisiana,
{ was told a squatier’s story, which I have
reason to believe to be trucin every particu-
lar, Thadit from the squatter himsclf, and
that is my reason for endorsing its truth, as I
knew the narrator, rude creature though he
was, to be a man ofundoubted veracity. Asan
incident of hunter-life, the story may possess
some interest for the general reader; but to
the naturalist it will be equally interesting,
as illustrating a curious trait in the character
of the cougar, as well as other preying ani-
mals, when under the influence of fear—the
fear of some common danger. These lose at
all times their ferocity, and will not molest
even those animals upon which they are
accustomed to prey. I have observed this
torbearance oftentimes myself, but the story
of the squatter will fully illustrate it. 1 shall
give it in the language thatfell from his own
lips as nearly as I can remember it :—

¢Y¥al, strenger, we hev floods hyur in
Loozyanny, sich as, I guess, you've never
seed the like 0’ in England. England ain't
big cneugh to hev sich floods. One o’ ’em ud
kiver yur whole country, I'hev heern said.
I won't say that ar’s true, as Iain’t acquaint-
with yur jography. Iknow, howsomdever,
they're mighty big freshets hyur, as T sailed
a skift more'n a hundred mile acrosst one 7o
‘em, whar thar wan’t nothin’to be seen but
cypress tops peepin’ out o’ the water. The
floods, as ye know, come every year, but them
ar big ones only oncst in a while. Wal,
about ten yearn ago,Ilocated in the Red River
bottom, about fifty mile or thercabout below
Nacketosh, whar 1 built me ashanty. I hed
left my wife an’ two young crittersin Mass-
issippi state, intendin’ to go back for ’em in
the spring; so, ye see, I war all alone by me-
self, exceptin’ my ole mare, a Collins’s axe,
an’ of coorse my rifle.

¢1 hed finished the skanty all but the chink-
in'an’ the buildin’ 0’ a chimbly, when what
shed come on but one 0’ em tarnation floode,
It war at night when it began to make its ap-
pearance. I warasleep on the floor o’ the
shanty, an’ the first warnin’ I hed o it war
the feel o’ the water soakin’ through my ole
blanket. I had been a-dreamin’, an’ thort it
war rainin’, and then agin I thort that I war
bein’ drownded in the Massissippi; but I
wan't many seconds awoke, till T guessed
what it war in raality; so I jumped to my
fect like a started buck, an’ groped my way
to the door. A sight that war when I got
thar. I hed clurred a piece o' ground
around the shanty—a kupple o' acres or
better—I hed left the stumps a good three feet
high; thar wan't a stump to be seen, My
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clearin’, stumps an’ all, war under water; an’
T could sce it shinin’ omong the trees all round
the shanty. Of coorse, my fust thoughts war
about my rifle; an' 1 turned back into the
shanty, an’ laid my claws upon that quick
enough. I next went in seuch o my ole
mar. She wan't hard to find; for if ever a
critter made a noise, she did. She war tied
to a tree close by the shanty, an’ the way she
war a squealin’ war a caution to cats, 1
found her up to the belly in water, pitchin’
an’ flounderin’ all round the tree. She hed
nothin’ on but the rope that she war hitched
by. Both saddle an’ bridle hed been washed
away; soI made the rope into a sort o' halt-
er, an’ mounted her barebacked. Jest then I
began to think whar I war a-goin’.  The hul
country appearcd under water; an’ the near-
est neighbor I hed lived acrosst the paraivy
ten miles off. 1 knew that his shanty sot on
high ground, but how war I to get thar? 1t
war night; I mout lose my way, and ride
chuck into theriver. When I thort o’ this, I
concluded it mout be better to stay by my
own shanty till mornin’. I could hitch the
mar inside to keep her from bein’ floated
away; an’ for meself, I could climb on the
roof. Howsomdever, while I war thinkin’ on
this, I noticed that the water war a-deepenin’,
an’ it jest kim into 10y head, that it ud soon
be deep cnough to drownd my ole mare. For
meself I warn't frightened. 1 mout a clomb a
a tree, an’ siayed thar till the flood fell; but I
shed a lost the mar, an’ that critter war too
vallyable to think o’ sich a sacryfize; so I
made up my mind to chance crossin’ the
parairy. Tharwarn'tno time to be wasted—
ne'er a minnit; so I gin themara kick or two
in the ribs, an’ started.

¢I found the path out tothe edge of the
parairy casy cnough. I hed blazed it when
1 fust come to the place; an’, as the night
war not a very dark one, I could see the
blazes as I passed atween the trees, My mar
knew the track as well as meself, an’ swaltered
through at a sharp rate, for she knew too
thar wan't no time to be wasted. In five
minnites we kim out on the edge o’ the
parairy, an’ jest as I expected the hul thing
war kivered with water, an’ lookin’ like a big
pond. I could see it shinin’ clur acrosst to
the other side o' the openin’ As luck ud
hev it, I could jest git a glimp o’ the trees
on the fur side o’ the parairy. Thar wara
big clump o’ cypress, that I could see plain
enough ; so Iknew this war clost to my neigh-
bor’s shanty ; so I gin my critter the switch,
an’ struck right for it.  As I left the timmer,
the mar war up to herhips. Ofcoorse, I ex-
pected a good grist o' heavy wadin’; but I
hed no idee that the water war a-gwine togit
much higher: thar’s whar I made my mis-
take. I hedn't got more’n a kupple o’ miles
out, when I diskivered that the thing war
arisin’ rapidly, for I seed the mar war

a-gettin’ deeper an’ decper. Twan't no use
turnin’ back now. T ud lose the mar toa
dead certainty, if I didn’t make the high
ground ; so Ispoke to the critter to -do her
best, an’ kep on.  The poor beest didn't need
any whippin'—she knew as well as I did
meself thar war danger, an’ she war a doin’
her darndest, an no mistake. Still the water
riz, and kep a-risin’, until it come clur up to
her shoulders, 1 begun to get skeart in air-
nest.  We warn’t more’n half acrosst, an’I
seed if it riz much more we ud hev to swim
for it. I wan't far astray about that. The
minit arter it scemed to deepen suddintly, as
if thar war a hollow in the parairy: 1 heerd
the mar give a loud gouf, an’ then go down,
till T war up to the waist. She riz agin the
next minnit, but 1 could tell from the smooth
ridin’ that she war off’ the bottom. She war
swimmin,’ en’ no mistake.

¢ At fust T thort o’ headin’ her back to the
shanty; an’ I drew her round with that in-
tent; but turn her which way I would, I
found she could no longer touch bottom. 1
guess, stranger, I warin a quandairy about
then. I’gun to think that both my own an’
my mar's time war come in airnest, for I hed
no idee that the critter could iverswim to the
other side, ’specially with me on her back, an
purticklarly as at that time these hyer ribs
had a sight more griskin upon ’em than they
hev now. I wan't much under two hundred
at the time, an’ that ar no light weight Ireck-
in. 'Wall I war about reckinin’ up. T hed
got to thinkin’ o’ Mary an’ the childer, and
the old shanty in the Massissippi, an’ a heap
o’ things that I had left unsettled, an’ that
now come into my head to trouble me. The
mar war still plungin’ abhead ; but I seed she
war sinkin’ deeper an’ decper, an’ fast loosin®
her strength, an I knew she couldn’t bold out
much longer. I thort at this time that if I
got off o' her back, an’ tuk hold o the tail,
she mout manage & leetle better. So I shpped
backwards over her hips, an’ grupped the long
hair. It did do some good, for she swum
higher; but we got mighty slow through the
water, an’ I had butleetle hopes we should
reach land.

¢I war towed in this way about a quarier
o' a mile, when I spied somethin’ floatin’ on
the water 2 lectle ahead. It hed growed con-
siderably darker; but thar war still light
cnough to show me that the thing war a log,
An idee now entered my brain-pan, that [
mout save meself by takin’ to the log. The
ma?rud t}l)len lﬁave a gtt«,u(-] chan.ct,e for herself;
an’ maybe when eased o’ draggin’ my car
that war a-keepin’ her back, she mgut u?:,is;
footin’ somewhar. So I waited till she got a
little closter; an’ then, lettin’ go o’ her tail, T
clasped the log, an’ crawled on to it. The mar
swum on_appeerintly ’ithout missing me. I
seed her disappear through the darkness; bu¢

1 didn’t a8 much as say good-by to her, for I
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war afeard that my voice might bring her back
agin, an’ she mought strike the log with her
hoofs, an’ whammel it about. So I'lay quiet,
an’ let her hev her own way.

‘I wan’t long on the log till T sced it war
a-driftin’, for thar war a current in the water
that set tol'ble sharp acrosst the parairy. 1
had crawled up at one eend, an’ got stridelegs;
but as the log dipped considerable, I war still
over the hams in the water. T thort T mout
be more comfortable towards the middle, an’
war about to pull the thing more under me,
when all at once T sced thar war somethin’
clumped up on t'other eend o' the log. "Twan't
very clur at the time, for it had been a-growin’
cloudier eversince I left the shanty, but ’twar
clur enough to shew me that the thing war a
varmint: what sort, I couldn’t tell. It mout
be a bar, an’ it mout not; but I had my sus-
peets it war eythera baror a painter. ITwan’t
left long in doubt about the thing’s gender.
The log kep making circles as it drifted, an’
when the varmint kim round into a different
light, I caught a glimp o’ its eyes. Iknew
them eyes to be no bar’s eyes: they war
painter's eyes, an’ no mistake, I reckin,
strenger, I felt very queery jest about then.
I didn’t try to go any nearer the middle o’ the
log; but instead o’ that, I wriggled back un-
tit I war right plum on the eend of it, an’
could git no further. Thar I sot for a good
long spell ’ithout movin’ hand or foot. I
darn’t make a motion, as I war afeard it mout
tempt the varmint to attack me. T hed no
weepun but my knife; T had let go 0® myrifle
when I slid fromm my mar’s back, an’ it had
gone to the bottom long since. T wan't in any
condition to stand a tussle with the painter
nohow; so I war determined to let him alone
as long’s he ud me.

“Wal, we drifted on for a good hour, I
euess, 'ithout eyther o’ us stirrin” We sot
face to face; an’ now an’ then the current
ud set the login asort 0’ up an’-down motion,
an’ then the painter an’ I kept bowin' to each
other like a pair o’ bob-sawyers. T could see
all the while that the varmint’'s eyes war fix-
ed upon mine, an’ I never tuk mine from
his'n T know’d ’twar the only way to keep
him still.

¢I war jest prospectin’ what ud be the
endin’ o’ the business, when I'seed we war
a-gettin’ closter to the timmer: *twan’t more
than two miles off, but 'twar all under waier
‘ceptin’ the tops o' the trees. I war thinkin’
that when the log shed float in among the
branches, [ mont slip off, an’ git my claws
upon a tree, 'ithout sayin’ anythin’ to my
travellin’ companion. Jest at that minnit
somethin’ appeared dead ahead o' the log.
It war like a island, but what could hev
brought a island thar? Then Irecoliects that
1 hed seed a picce o' high ground wbout that
part o' the prairy—a sort o' mound that hed
been made by Injuns, T s'pose. This, then,

that looked like a island, war the fop o' that
mound, sure cnough.  The log war a-driflin’
in sich a way that [ seed it must pass within
twenty yaxds o’ the mound. I determined
then, as soon as we shed git alongside, to put
out for it, an’ leave the painter to continue
his voyage 'ithout, me.

¢ When I fust sighted the island I seced
somethin’ that T hed tuk for bushes. But
thar wan't no bushes on the mound—that I
knowd. Iowsomdever, when we got a leetlo
closter,I diskivered that the bushes war beests,
They war deer; for I spied a pair o’ buck’s
horns atween me an’ the sky. But thar war
a somethin’ bigger than a deer. It mout be
a horse, or it mout be on opelous or ox, but
I thort it war a horse. I warright about that,
for a horse it war, sure cnough, or rayther I
shed say, a mar, an’ that mar no other than
my ole critter! Arter partin’ company, she
hed turned with the current; an’, as good-
luck ud have it, hed swum in bee line for the
island, an’ thar she stood lookin as slick as if
she hed beengreased. The log hed by this got
nigh enough, as I kalklated; an’, with as
little rumpus as possible, I slipped over the
eend an’ lot go my hold o’ it. I wan't right
spread in the water, afore I heard a plump,
an’ lookin’ round a bit, T seed the painter hed
left the log, an’ tuk the water too! At fust,
I thort he war arter me; and Idrawed my
knife with one hand, while Iswum with the
other. But the painter didn’t mean fight
that time. He made but poor swimmin’
himgzelf, an’ appcared glad cnough to get
upon dry groun’ ’‘ithout muolesting me;
S0 we swam on side by side, an’ not a word
passed atween us. I didn’t want to maké a
race o' it: so I let him pass me, rayther
than that he should fall behind, an’ get
among my legs. Of coorse, he landed fust;
an’ I could hear by the stompin’ o' hoofs,
that hiv siddent appearance hed kicked up a
Jolly stampede among the critters on the
island. T could sce both deer an’ mar dan-
cing all over the groun’, as if 0ld Nick him-
self had got among ’em. None o’ ’ain, how-
somdever, thort o' takin fo the water, They
hed all hed enough o' that, Iguess. T kep
a leetle round, o as not to land near the
painter; an’ then touchin® bottm, I climbed
up on the mound. I had hardly drawed my
dripplin’ carcass out o’ the water, when I
heern a loud squeal, which I knew to be the
whigher ¢’ my old mar; and jest at that
minnit the critter kim runnin’ up, an’ rubbed
her nose agin my shoulder. I tuk the halter
in my hand, an’ sidling round a leetle, I
Jjumped upon her back, for I still war in fear
o’ the painter; an’ the mar's back appeared
to me the safest place about, an’ that wan’t
very safe, I reckin.

¢Inow looked all round to see what new
company I hed got into. The day war jest

breakin’, an’ I could distinguisha leetle better
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every minnit. The top o' the mound which
war above water wan't over half anacrein
size, an’ it war as clur o’ timber as any other
part o’ the parairy, so I could ¢oe cvery inch
o' it, an’ everythin’ on it as big as & tumble-
bug. I recken, strenger, that you'll hardly
believe me when I tell you the concatenation
o vermints that war then an’ thar caucused
together. I could hardly believe my own
eyes when I seed sick a gatherin’, an’ I thort
T hed got aboard o' Noah'’s Ark.  Thar war—
listen, stranger—fust my ole mar an’ meself,
an’ I wished both o' us anywhar else, T recken
~—then thar war the painter, yur old acquain-
tance—then thar war four deer, a buck an’
three does. Then kim a catamount: an’
arter him a black bar, a’most as big as a buff:
alo. Then thar war a ’coon an’ ’possum, an’
a kupple o' gray wolves, an’ & swamp rabbit,
an' darn the thing! a stinkin’ skunk. Per-
haps the last wan’t the maist dangerous var-
mint on the groun’ but it sartintly war the
most disagreeable o’ the hullot, for it smelt as
nothin’ but a cussed polecat can smell.

¢ I've said, strenger, that Twar mightly tuk
by surprise when I first sced this curious
clanjamfrey o’ critters; butI kin tell youI
war still more dumbfounded when I seed thar
behaevyur to oneanother, knowin’ thar differ-
ent naturs as I did. Thar war the painter
lyin' clost up to the deer—its nat’ral prey; an’
thar war the wolves too; an’ thar war the
catamount standin’ within three feet o the
possum an’ the swamp rabbit; an’ thar war
the bar and the cunnin’old coon; an’ thar
they all war, no more mindin’ one another
than if they hed spent all thar days together
in the same penn. "Twar the oddest sight I
everseed; an’ it remembered me o’ a bit
o' Scripter my ole mother hed often read
from a bock called the Bible, or some sich
name—about a lion that war so tame he used
to squat down beside & lamb, “ithout laying a
claw upon the innocent critter.  Wal, stren-
ger, as I'm saying', the hul party behaved in
this very way. They all appeared down in
the mouth, an’ badly skeart about the water ;
but for all that, I hed my fears that the pain-
ter or the bar—I wan't afeard o’ the other—
mout git over thar fright afore the flood fell  an’
therefore I kept as quiet as any onc o’ them
during the hul time I war in thar company’
an’ stayin’ all the time clost by the mar. But
neyther bar nor painter showed any savage
sign the hul o’ the next day, nor the night
that follered it.

¢Strenger it ud tire you war I to tell you
all the movements that tuk place among these
critters durin’ that long day an' night. Ne'er
a onc 0’ "em laid tooth or claw on the other.
X war hungry enough mesclf, and ud a liked
to have taken a steak from the buttocks o
one o' the deer, but I darn’t do it. I war
afeard to break the peace, which mout a led
to a general shindy. When day broke, next

morning’ arter, I sced that the flood war a-
fallin’; and as soon as it war shallow enough
1 led my mar quictly into the water, and
climbin’ upon her back, tuk a silent leave o’
my companions, Thz water still tuk my mar
up to my flanks, so I knew nonec o’ the var-
mint could follow ’ithout swimmin’, an’ ne'er
a one seemed inclined to try a swim. T struck
direct for my neighbor’s shanty, which I
could sec about three miles off; an’ in an hour
or so, I war at his door. Thar 1 didn’t stay
long, but Vorrowin’ an extra gun which he
happened to hev, an’ takin’ him along with
his own rifle, I waded my mar back to the
island.

¢ We found the game not exacily as I had
left it. The fall o’ the flood had given the
painter, the cat, an’ the wolves courage. The
swamp rabbit an’ the *possum war clean gone
—all but bits o’ thar wool—an' one o’ the
does war better than half devoured. My
neighbor tuk one side, an’ I the other, an’
ridin’ close up, we surrounded the island. I
plugged the painter at the fust shot, an’ he
did the same for the bar. We next laid out
the wolves, an’ arter that cooncy, an’ then
we took our time about the deer—these last
an’ the bar bein’ the only valley’ble things
on the island. The skunk we kilt Jast, as we
didn’t want the thing to stink us off the
place while we war a-skinnin’ the decr.
Arter killin’ the skunk, we mounted and left,
of coorse loaded with our bar-meat an’ venison
I got my rifle arter all. When the flood
went down, I found it near the middle of the
parairy, half buried in the sludge.

‘T saw I hed built my shanty in the wrong
place ; but I soon looked outa better location,
an' put up another. Ihed all ready in the
spring, when I went back te Missi: sippi, an'
brought out Mary and the two young uns.’

Thus ended the squatter’s story.

—————— 4t

MARCH OF INTELLECT.

A very few days ago, a poor little chimney-
sweep, begrimmed with soot and his teeth as
white as dominoes, went into a gunsmith’s shop,
in the New Road, and asked the price of a dozen
buliets, for duclling pistols. * Bightpence,” re-
plied the shopkeeper. ¢ But what do you want
with duelling bullets?” ¢ Oh,” rejoined the little
black imp, “1 only want a dozen or two just to
practice with !” handing, as he spoke, a shilling
to the shopkeeper, who gave him a dozen bullets.
e was about to give him the fourpence io
change, when Buckley said, “I do not like to bo
burdened with halfpence in my pocket; so give
me Uother half dozen bullets!”  This is positive-
Iy a fact.—Drighton Gazctte.

We love much more warmly while cherishing
the intention of giving pleasure, than an hour
afterwards when we have given it.

The base metal of falsehood is so current be-
cause we find it much casier to alloy the truth
than to refine ourselves,
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TIOE NEW YEAR.

O, ever-flitting shade no tears can win;

Time! that still hold’st unmov'd, thy equal

course,

Thou ever busy traveller, unseer,

Persuing still, regavatess of remorse,
The track of agony ; and, sorrow bow’d,

Loving the paths inclining to the dead!
Ruler of all created things allowed,

At w&]ose command the great and good bave

cd,

Pride of the forest, as the lowly flower;

And owning whose imperial control,
Must universal nature brave her hour,

And hasten to her last—her final goal!

Dread arbiter alike of weal or woe,
Another era of thy race begun,
‘Whispers how transitory all below,
How swiftly days, months, years, their course
have run;
And, ah! how soon, the mortal barrier past,
The soul must wing her passage o’er the flood,
Jordan’s chill wave; and to her haven haste,
Her final rest—the bosom of her God!

Ob, ever flitting Time ! propitious deign,
Upon the New Year’s birth, oh, deign to smile;
And be, to grace the dawning of its reign,
Each blossom given can human care beguile;
Hope's fairy flowers to brighten o'er its path,
While gentle airs, with soft fav'ring breeze,
Shall speed usonward, and, from tempest’s wrath,
Conduct in safety o’er * wide welt'ring " geas!

Oh, ever-flitting Time ! thy brows entwine
Alone with myrtle, and the fragrant rose;
And hastening to you fur-off world divine,
That better land of undisturbed repose!
Oh, ever-litting Time ! be thine to bid
The new-born era speed on golden wing,
And pain, and disappointment, far recede,
Nor death his fatal knell, relentless, ring !

Oh, ever-flitting Time! in pity grant,
As summer fair, the circling hours may speed;
And for the yew, the gladsome olive plant,
And roses scatter where now flaunts the weed :
Then, imige of yon bright and starry sphere.
This lower world a paradise shall bloom ;
And thine, be thine, oh, highly gifted Year,
To banish grief, and triumph o’er the tomb!

THE RUSSIAN BROTHERS.
Towarns the middle of the cighteenth century
there lived in a small village of the Ukraine, two
poor orphan children, who subsisted cntirely on
public chavity. Their whole property consisted of
a tambourine, which served to accompany their
singing on holidays in the ncighboring town of
Kharkow. They were both handsome boys, but
dissimilar in their appearance.  Ivan, the eldest,
wore his miserable rags with a certain air of dig-
nity, and arranged his beautiful hair in long and
graceful curls. The second, Plato, was a simple,
rustic child who enjoyed the noisy comrades, as
much as Ivan did an hour of proudly pensive

solitude. Both possessed. rich and powerful
voices, whose sound gained them a& scanty sub-
sistence.

One night as they lay down together on their
straw bed in the corner of a farm. v's stable, Ivan
said suddenly—** Brother, people say that St.
Petersburgh is very large!”

“Brother,” replied Plato gravely, ¢ don't peo-
ple also say that Paradise is very fine 2"

“I will go to St. Petersburgh, and see all the
erandeur and glory of the court,” murmnred
Ivan; “may God and St. Nicholas agsist me!”

Nest morning, when Plato awoke, he found
his brother's place empty. Greatly alarmed, he
followed his track on the new-fallen snow for
several miles, until, fatigued and dispirited, ho
raturned to Kharkow weeping and alone,

Ivan, meanwhile, pushed on bravely, singing
as he went, and regardless of fatigue and priva-
tion. At the end of six weeks hie descried the
white buildings of the capital. Hungry and faint ,
without a gingle kopeckin his pocket, he entered
its stately streets, and during the ensuing five
years, no one has traced a record of the vieissi-
tudes which marked his lot. At the end of that
period, we find him a handsome youth of one-and-
twenty, singing as chorister in the chapel of the
Empress Elizabeth. By degrees he rose to be
the prime favourite of the Empress of all the
Russias.  He was installed in the palace a3 grand
chamberlain, and it was ascertained that he be-
longed to the aneient house of Rasoumowski, in
Podolia.

Two years passed on. Ivan increased in favor,
until he enjoyed atSt. Petersburgh an almost un-
limited power. He seemed to have completely
forgotten his brother, who remained at Kbarkow,
as poor and ragged as ever. Plato, however,
often thought of him, and longed to ascertain the
fate of his dear Ivan. The fame of the rising
favourite at length penetrated into the far Uk-
raine. The name of Prince Ivan Rasommowski,
struck the ear of the village singer, aud-the
seemingly wild idea occurred that this Ivan might
possibly be his lost brother.  “I will go and see
him!” he exclaimed. * Beware, my son,” said
an old man to whom he had confided his inten-
tions. *“Even if this prince should prove to be
thy brother, thou art only going in scarch of
captivity and death. Roval favourites have no
relations.”  Plato, however, set out on his jour-
ucy, and arrived at St. Petersburgh as hungry
and poor as his brother had done. " Ie¢ hastened
to the palace, and tried to enter, proclaiming to
the guards that he was the prinee’s brother.
They, very naturally, thought him mad, and
thrust him, with very scant ceremony, into the
street. During three days he continued to hover
around the palace, but without being able to inti-
mate his presence to his brother. Faine and food-
less on the third evening, he felt ready to sink
from exhaustion. The night was calin and lovely.
Russia seerned trying to emulate the sky of ltaly,
and soft odours gushed from the open windows
of the palace. Presently some one stepped out
on the balcony, and the poor wanderer, making
a lIas, effort, took his tambourine, and sang, in a
plaintive tone, one of the airs which he and his
Urother were wont to siug long ago through the

treets of Kharkow.
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An exclamation came from the balcony, the
window was quickly shut, and Plato, muznuring
the worde,—*“My brother, my beloved Ivant”
eank on the ground.

Four men came out of the palace, seized the
unhappy Plto, and despite his feeble resistance,
carried him off, and plaeed him in a close travel-
ling chariot. Four swift Livonian horses soon
left St. Petersburgh far behind them, and Plato,
thoroughly overcome by hunger, fatigue, and sor-
row, sank down in a state of insensibility,

When he recovered his consciousness, he fonnd
himself in a small, low room, lighted only from
the roof, by a window of a foot square.

¢ Ah, brother!™ he exclaimed, *“imprisonment
is easier to bear than thy forgetfuluess!”

“Will your excellency choose to take some
;gfrcshment?” said an obsequious voice beside

im.

Plato stared with astonishment at the speaker,
who wore a splendid uniform, and whose name,
as he afterwards learned, was Colonel Spranskoi.

“Perhaps,” continued the latter, * your excel-
lency would wish to put on a more suitable cos-
tume. This costume™—

The colonel was interrupted by Plato, who,
casting a proud glance over his own rags, ex-
claimed, his thin face crimson with indiguation:

¢“Vassal, go tell thy master, Prince” Rasou-
mowski, that Plato Alexiewitch, in a dungeon, is
ashamed to call him brother!”

‘“ A dungeon!” repeated the other with aston-
ishment.

‘A truce to insult!” eried Plato; “you have
eaid your say—Dbegone!”

‘Without another word, Spranskoi bowed re-
spectfully and retired.

Left alone, Plato remained for some time
plunged in a sorrowful reverie. He remarked
with surprise that his cell moved visibly, and be-
gan to think that he was to be assassinated by an
explosion. Four heidues entered, bearing a table
covered with delicious food and wine. Bowing
profoundly, one of them said—

** Colonel Spranskoi begs most respectfully to
know if your excellency will permit him to wait
on your repast.”

The dishes exhaled a delicious odour.
cast a longing look at the table.

“I suppose,” thought lie, “they’re going to
poison me—no matter, I'll eat my dinner.”

He answered the heidue by an affirmative ges-
ture, and inunediately attacked the food with a
marvellous appetite.

Meantime, Ivan Rasoumowski continued to do
the honors of his ball at St. Petersburgh with the
most perfect self-possession. The Empress her-
self honored him with her presence; and it was
while conversing with hier on the balcony, that he
recognised his brother’s voice. The favorite was
not a depraved man. Like many others, he had
been forgetful in prosperity, but the sight of his
lIong absent brother touched his heart, and his
first impulse was to run and clasp him in his
arms. DBut then came the fear—terrible fear for
a parveny !—that Plato, rade, uneducated, and
dressed in rags, would disgrace him amongst the
courtiers, A thought struck him.  Making some
excuse to the Kmpress, he went out, and calling
Colonel Spranskoi, said to hin—

Plato

“You will find a man lying heneath the bal-
cony; take him instantly to Narva, put him on
bourd a vessel, and convey him to France.”

Alter giving some other directions, he added—

*This mau is not quite right in his mind, but
treat him with all po=ible respect, for he is my
brother, Plato, Count. Rasoumowskil”

The moving prises, thercefore, was the cabin of
the brig; and Plato himself soon became aware
of his mistake. e was easily induced to put on
the rich dress prepared for him, yet he could not
help feeling disappointed at his brother’s conduct.

At length the vessel reached the coast of
France. Spranskoi eatered the cabin, and asked
if hiz excellency would please to land.

“Where are we?” asked Plato,

¢ At Dunkirk.”

¢ Dunkirk—where is that ®”

“lis Excellency is pleased to be merry,” said
the colonel with a respectful smile,” but of course
it is my duty to reply—Dunkirk belongs to the
king of France.”

““Farewell, then, my country!™ cried Plato,
“Do with me what you will. I care not.”

When they landed, Spranskoi presented him
with a letter, which with some difficulty he read:

¢ Brother—I thank thee for having sought me,
Go to Paris; the Russian ambassador there will
introduce thee at court. I trust we shall soon
meet to part no more, and then I will explain to
thee everything, Ivan.”

Half wild with joy, Plate began to sing hiswild
songs of the Ukraine.

The colonel tried his best to calm him, and
Plato, embracing him, said—* You are a capital
fellow! Tell Ivan Iam quute satisfied with him,
and—lend me a few kopecks for my journey.”

Colonel Spranskot escorted him to a earriage,
and on parting, handed him a Luze sum in gold.

In Paris, Plato soon beeame noticed at court;
his simplicity delighted the wits of the age. Vol-
taire named him Candide, and M. ¢ la Ilarpe
composed some dithyrambics .2 s praise. It
was wonderful with what speed and facility he
assumed the language and manners ol a noble-
man. Ivan confided his seeret to Spra=:iioi, and
at the end of a year the colonel came 1o Paris
for the purpose of judging whether ¢ ¢ quondam
singer was ag yet fitted to appear at the Museco-
vite court. Iis report was highly satisfactory,
and poor Plato once more danced and sang for
joy, when told that he might now rewurn to his
native country. Themeeting of the two brothers
wag very touching, The Empress received Plato
with marked distinction, and speedily conferred
on him several decorations, together with the
rank of field-marshal.

All these honors, however, did not alter the
simple goodness of his character. ITe preserved
in a box his peasant’s rags, and freely showed
them to his visitors. Many traits of unaffected
gencrosity are recorded of him.

Court sarcasms, of course, were not wanting
at this sudden clevation. Elizabeth sent the
newly-made field-marshal to Prussia on a diplo-
matic mission. Frederick Il a satirist by pro-
fession, and knowing the history of the Rasous
mowski’s, affected during the first day to speak of
nothing but music. Ie extelled the popular airs
of the Ukraine, and begged that bher Jwperial

AN
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Majesty’s ambassador would sing some of them.
The Count bowed respectfully, and quictly de-
clined. On the morrow, Frederick invited him
to a grand review of his troops, and spoke to hin:
of nothing but military manavres. Plato bowed
to everything, but said as little as he had done
on the preceding day.

“Well, M. le Comprte,” said Frederick, at last,
“ will you not give us ycur opinion?”

I trust your Majescy will excuse me,” replied
Plato, “I have forgotten music, and I have not
yetlearned the art of war.

Ivan died without heirs male, Plato left five
sons, of wiiom one, Gregory, was well known
and esteemed in Russia, as a writer on natural
history.

The eldest of the five, Andrea, enjoyed in a
high degree the favor of Paul I After the death
of that king he settled in Vienna, and played an
important part in the political drama cf 1811, and
the following years. Since the accession of the
Emperor Nicholas, the glory of the house of Ras-
oumowski has gradually faded away.

A PEDESTRIAN EXCURSION.*

—

BY A MEDICAL STGDENT.

PART IIf, BOB WHYTE'S EXTRAORDINARY 3TORY.

Frox this, as from the light shining thiough the
crevices of the door and windows, I concluded
there was an evening party of some sort, assem-
bled.

Ina minute, another, a very beautiful voice
began to sing, accompanied by the horn only.
The song proved to be * Kathleen 0'More,” and
it was sung with much feeling. I could Liear each
syllable of the words and every note of the music.
The same train of thoughts continued in my mind,
and, as the strain went’on, every other emotion
faded, and gave place to overwhelming sorrow,
till at the words—

The bird of all birds that I love the best,

Is therobin that in the churchyard builds its nest,
Tor it scems to watch Kathleen—hops lightly o'er

Kathleen,
My Kathleen O'More!—

at these words, and the heart-touching pathos of
the music, the chord within me gave way, a flood
of tears gushed to my eyes, and I feii forward
with my facc upon my knees as I sat, and wept
and sobbed most bitterly and loudly.

This must have continued for some time—how
long I do not know. I was aroused by hearing
voices around me, and, looking up, perceived the
door open, and three or four well-dressed per-
sons, with lights in their hands, regarding me
with surprise, wondering probably to see a mus-

* Continucd from page 550, vol. 3.

cular and not very refined-looking young man
display s0 much emotion.

I got up, moved away, and shortly heard the
shutting of the house-door ring through the soli-
tude of the street ; and once more sorrow and I
were left alone together.

Slowly moving along, I emerged from the end
of the street into a lonely rcad. It was one that
had been made to shorten the way to a small
country town, the old road to which came froma
remoter corner of the city, and, after crossing the
river by an ancient bridge of its own, some two
miles off, joined this at a point above double that
distance away. By the old way I might return,
thus fetching a circuit,

The road I travelled wa~ nearly straight. A
high stone wall fenced each side, over wh.ch the
trees behind sent their sombre branches, nearly
meeting in the midst, so that its melancholy cha-
racter accorded well with the mood I was in.
There was not visible either moon or stars, yet a
kind of vague impalpable luminousness was shed
through the clouds, by which I could just indis-
tinetly make out my way. Notoneliving thing
did I see or hear from the time that house-door
wasclosed. I was in perfect soltuide, silence,
and darkness, and frequently asI moved Istopped,
and, leaning against the wall, gave scope to my
gloomy emotions.

At length T came to the point where the roads
joined, and turning into the other one, went
slowly back towards the city. Itinust now have
been some time after midnight; the same dark-
ness visible continued, but from the trees being
less frequent I could see about me much more
clearly. But that was of little consequence, for I
knew every step of the way, and could have
walked it blindfold, for this had been the route
of many a joyous ramble in the days of my boy-
hood and since. Presently Ireached the bridge.
It was very narrow and lofty, with arches of great
height and span, for the river wasliable at certain
periods to floods which would have carried away
any less clevated structure. Walking along, I
passed at the highest point over the key-stone of
the central arch, and, leaning over the parapet,
looked down upon the black waters gliding sul-
lenly along in depth and darkness many a fathom
beneath me. I could dimly distinguish their
flow, with an indistiret eparkle in the gloom now
and then, while an indefinite increase of shadow,
far away to cither side, danoted the banks, I
heard, too, the ripple of the current round the
massive piers, with its echo up the hollow arch,
5o stilly was the windless night.

As T continued thus motionless leaning over
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the ledge, at once the idea of suicin: sprang
livinz up before my wind, divested of its terross,
aud wearing rather an inviting aspect.

There was a refuge and release from all my tor-
ture, flowing far Lelow, ready to receive me into
its bosom. I hegan deliberately and philosophi-
cally to consider the arguments for and against
self-murder, especially those I could bring to bear
upon my own case. They were numerous and
conflicting. You will find them in Hamlet's so-
liloquy. DBut there was one which is not there—
“Might not this act be the portal through which
to find my way to Ler once more 2"

This ended the debate ; T was resolved ; and,
summoning all my fortitude, and murmuring a
hurried prayer to Him to be with me in mercy, 1
raised my knee upon the parapet. My prayer
was answered.  Upon the instant T heard a step
approaching, and this arrested me.

¢1 shall wait,” thought I, *‘till he passes, and
then—"

The step appeared to be upon the road, about
fifty vards from the end of the bridge by which I
had approached. It was a distinet, firm, steady
tread, as of a hicavy muscular man, coming up at
an ordinary pace. With the exception of the
rippling water underneath, there was no other
sound, and I could hear plainly and count every
pace. Nearer and nearer it came; presently it
advanced upon the bridge. I declare to you I
marked clearly the difference of sound as it left
the macadamized roadway, and came uvon the
hard greenstone pavement,

It is some laborer, thought I, going to his
happy hiome after bis weary spell in the mine;
and I fancied b fora mnoment with grimed face
and clothes, and twinkiing little lamp dangling in
front of his cap, as I had often scen them.

But as the footstep came near, there was a
change in thie time and weight of the tramp. The
walker scemed to have seen e, and to be re-
garding me with some interest and caution as ke
came on. I was still in the same position on the

wall in which I had been arrested by the first!

sound. When it had approached to about the
distance of twenty feet troms me, I thought I
would tura round and greet the passenger as hie
went by, to divest his suspicions from my inten-
tions; but ere I had time to move amuscle, or
even fo will the action, the tread was suddenly
and extremely increased in mapidity and weight,
as if the being, whoever he was, had made a des-
perate rush up to my very side, to fling me hicad-
long from the bridge.

I alimost deemed T &1t bis tanch wpon wmy per-
803, aiid on the moment sprang back juto the

middle of the roadway, with a wild seream o f
frantic fear, and, while the cold sweat bathed my
skin, and my body quivered with terror and
amazement, raised my stick aloft to strike down
in defence.

But there was no one there. No living thing
was to be scen on either side along the bridge.
There was light enough to sce dimly but dis-
tinctly to each end, aud I could mark every one
of the stones raised to protect the parapet walls
from wheels.

I was in a panic of alarm and anxiety, I
looked around, into the air, over the walls, but I
was perfectly alone.

“It must have been a delusion,” said X; “is
was the wind.”

But there was no wind.

“JIt was the sound of the river."

But all the while T had heard the tread and the
ripple of the water quite seperate, and well
marked. N

“It was the skirt of my peajacket flapping
against the wall.”

But on trying to repeat it I could produce
scarcely any sound at all, and that widely differ-
ing from the regular, decided tramp of the foot~
step.

Then I came with awe to the conclusion, thas
in my extremity I had in very truth been visited
by MM W0 WALRS GNSEEN.

There was 2 most complete revulsion in my
feclings—the instinct of sclf-prescrvation had
been roused into powerful action, and along with
strong supernatural dread, had taken complete
possession of my mind, to the quashing or extir-
pation of my formertrainof ideas. Ihad nowno
thought for 1y calamities, so great were my
wonder, awe, and fear, and my gratitude thatI
had been so strangely preserved from mortal dan-
ger. I felt that I had Yuta moment before been
in the actual presence of some superior being, of
: whose nature, or sphere, or way of existence, my
fﬁuitc wind could form no conception, and was
actuated by an urgent desire to iflee to the city,
and, by mingling among the abodes of men, Tid
. my nind of the cffect of these unnatural circum-
stances.

From the idea of sclfdestruction T now re-
coiled with herror, appalled and amazed that I
} could ever for a momenthave cutertzined it, and
lin my own bosom I fervently implored from
! heaven pardon for my meditated crime in cons
tempt of IProvidence.

I humricd with my utmost speed along the
voad, and et no ving creature till Lentered the
city.
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A humbled and much-altered young man, T ap-
plied myself once more to my pursuits. Shortly
my circumstances brightened, and in a few
montiis I was better off; to use a common ex-
pression, than I had ever Leen before, New
prospects dawned upon me, new friends I had,
but never a new love. The memory of her loss
never leaves me, but it is now divested of its
acuteness, and has subsided into a sad, yet pleas-
ing feeling, whieh at times I would not be without.

The stranger, during this narrative, had been
regarding my friend with an appearance of sur-
prise gnd much interest.  When it was conclud-
ed, after thanking him for the pleasure with
which we had heard it, he began to offer some
suggestions to account for the phenomenon from
patural causes, Bob, like aill others who
imagine they have been distinguished by 2 super-
natural visitation, refused to be convirced.

Since then, however, I may say he has stated
to me his belicf that the whole might have been
the product of an over-excited imagination.

It was now time for us to set out on our return
to the city, and Bob, expressing a regret that the
charm of the stranger’s socicty should have led
us to linger so long, proposed an immediate de-
parture. The latter, looking at his watch, re-
marked with a smile, that he had noidea how
rapidly the time was passing, and, starting up,
we went out together, my chum taking the op-
portunity to give a sly pinca and a kind word to
the pretty waitress, as she received from him her
own share of the reckoning, A gig was waiting
at the door, a servant in charge of which, touch-
ing his hat to our companion, addressed him by
the title of “ My Lord.”

Bidding us farewcll with an appearance of
ome feeling, hedrove off, and, staying till he was
out of sight, we made inquiry about the innas to
who he was. We were told that he was some
great parliament lord, but as to his particular
title we could obtain no information.

“Well, at all events,” said Bob, *““lord or no
lord, he is a deuced clever man—one of Nature's
nobility, I'll be hound.”

We now hurricd along towards the little town,
or rather village, talking little, and certainly
fecling the weight, he of his box, and I of my
tin case, hoth of which were charged with spe-
cimens of rock fossils and ores.

We haid not gone far, when a pedlar, emerg-
ing from 2 cottage, joined uvs. He was an un-
commonly shrewd, sagacious-looking individual,
with a ludicrously-hiypocritical twitching about
the corucrs of the eyes and mouth, and appeared

the very fellow that could sell youa bargain in
any sensc of the term.

* Good evening, my old commerciul traveller,®
said Bob.  “Warm weather, isn't it ?

« Stormy, awee,” quoth he drily; and he eyed
our burdeus askance. “Y’are in the merchant
line too, are ye? Hech, that'sa heavy pack ye
carry ! Ye'll hae hardware in that, hacna ye 2"

¢ Oh, deuced hard, I assure you, and the car-
rying it is the hardest of all.”

“Ye'll hae jewellery, too, nac doubt?

¢¢Well, I should hope there are some precious
stones in my box.”

 And ye scll cheap, too, I wadna wunner?

 Yes, but we lads of the pack, you know, are
apt to spell our cheap with a ¢t

 Guid forgive us,"said the pediar, with a deep
sigh, and an upturning of the whites of his eyes,
indicative of a sanctified and deprecatory acqui-
cscence. ' Well,” countinued he, X have been
abunea dozen year on this beat mysel, and I
cannot say I've seen either o° ye betwcen the
een afore.”

No, this is our first trip.”

¢ And div ye like the beat ?

¢ Why, yes, we've been ratherlucky, I think.”

“Pick'd up some tin?”

“Yes, and a little copper (pyrites).”

“TPhew.”

Here the old chap began to whistle a tune.
¢ hiad not piped many notes, however, before
we got so marvellously tickled at the whimsi-
cality of the strain, that with onc accord we com-
menced the accompaniment of a chaste and
beautifully pitchied * gulfaw™ for two voices. A
most racy and original requicm it was, upon the
whole, appearing to consist of 2 strange and in-
genious amalgamation of the more sublime pas-
sages of “Yankce Doodle,” “Jeany dang the
Weaver,” and “Drops of Brandy,” all blended
harmonionsly into onc rich and relishing ditty—
 delicious sort of musical tria juncta in uno, of
which pathos was certainly not the most pro-
minent characteristic,

*Hillo!" cticd Bob, “where did you pick up
that mclody, mayIask? Just whistlcit over
again—I"d give anything to learn it

The pedlar repeated the air il he could
whistle it with considerable accuracy.

“IWeel,” quoth the Iatter, that's gay and gude,
but I'se be bail yc'il forget it again before you
come to cross the cross o' Drittenbrook.”?

“ 11l bet you 2 bottle of ale I don'e.

“T'll bet you a bottle of the very best Edine
burgh ale, that ye'lt no stand at the crossand
whistle the same tunc.”

A AP A DA Sk e o at e  mas o
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“Done!™ eried Rob.

S agree wi' you there; ye're done if ye do.”

This was spoken aside by the vagabond, not
s0 much =0, however, but that I heard him, and
feared, as I heard.

And now we were marching into the town,
and, as there is a fearful catastrophe coming, the
which I am anxious to proiract, a3 much as pos-
sible, I wiil, with your permission, picture a
Scotch vitlage scene shortly after sunset.

We had passed frequent groups of children
playing about the wayside, with generally a
flower-dressed infantin their midst. Once or
twice, too, we met 2 tall, stalwart young man
idling along by the side of a slim, sly girl, who,
a8 we passed, persevered in looking over the
hedge—he chewing a twig, and she affecting to
be knitting a stocking—or haply, il ina more
lonely place, she looking blashful to the ground,
and he, with his hand upon her shoulder, and
his eye gleaming upon lier’s like the sun’s re-
flection on a piece of glass, pouring into her car
hurried and half-whizpered sentences, whilst the
massive bead of the fellow, and his harsh but
most intellentual features, told it was from such
apeasantry that Bures, and Watt, and Telford
spraqg.

Approaching neaver, we found a fumily of beg-
gars, lounging back to their quarters at the
village from their day's excursion amoug the
farm houses, laden with * scran-bags,” an i scem-
ing not to be unhappy in their degradation,
The cottager’s cow, too, we noticed quictly crop-
ping the tults of grass by the wayside, while the
herds of the more wealthy denizens moved low-
ing homewards from the fields with milk-distend-
¢d udders.  Of labourers returning from work
we passed several, aud wlso the wives of the
younger going out to meet them.

Then the one long wide strect of the village
opened upon us, with its small, thatched white
houses, the owners sitting on stone scats outside
the doors, enjoying the bahuy evening, smoking
and chatting together, and playiag with their
children.  In one part were coliected a group of
boys, at some noisy spory, in another a party of
young mirls danced mesTily round and round, sing-
ing and chanting at that curious drunatic game,
—that acted courtship—which is peculiar to
them, while a knot of half-bogs, halfyoaths,
watched their graceful and most coquettish
amusement from the cornern

Oh, weil do I remember the times of summer
evening, and of life's jorous morning, when I have
sat on the gmss the ceatre of a chieerful circle,
whilst those wmad gitls danced and sang in rings

around me, and my boy companions stood by
Laghing, and pointing at me, and calling me
“Jassie

But what recked I of their mirth or their
taunts, when I looked, little yellow-frock, at thy
yellower curls, as thou sattest, finger in mouth,
heside me, and I stole often 2 bashful peep into
thy dear blue eves, turned askance to me in
childish affection? Reader, bear with my silli-
ness—these scenes are now, in very truth, far
distant. Many a year of time, and many a league
of ocean divide them from me; and if in faney I
can wing my way back over the storms of either,
grudge me not, I pray you, the single sentence
in which I snatch the transient pleasure.

But the prime assemblage was at the stone
cross, Here.the young men were met to putthe
stor:e, pitch the bar, sling the hammer, and per-
form other rustic feats, whilst the big-wigs of the
place stood by spectators, arguing now on points
of the game, and now on points of politics as
intricate and important, a thin, wavery vapor of
tobacco-smoke hovering above the groups. The
publichouse, too, was hard by, and from the
open windows of the tap-100 n leant, idiy lounging
and occasionally putting in a word or a juke from
a distance, several sturdy tradesmen, taking their
evening relaxation after their labors.

All the while we had been marching along, I
had heard Bob whistling away at the marvellous
ariy, evidently anxions to preveat its escaping
his memory, and to secure the pedlar’s bottle of
ale, which, from the warm and dusty travelling,
was become now rather a desirable object of
speculation.

Hurriedly did he wend his way among the
honest folks till he reached the stone cross,
placing his back against which he began to pipe
his whistle, loud, clear, and richly toned as
tiirostle’s mclody, while the upper part of his
visage, with his two fun-fraught cyes, beamed a
smile of triumph and delight—to appearance
taking no thought but of the pedar’s discomfiture.
But the latier had popped himself quictly into
the public-house, and now from the open win-
dows stood regarding the proceedings with a
gloating grin of satisfaction that wasanything but
to be loaked for on the face of & inan who saw
himsclf **1ct in ™ for a bottle of the best ale,

Right slapidash into the tune did Bob launch,
entering with his whole heart into its spirit,
nodding with his head to the time, and drumning
with his cudgel upon the end of hisbox. The
effect was instantancous, and most miraculous,
It acted like a talisman. The whole doinygs
arouad camc at once toa stop, and cvery eye



was bent upon him with an expression of us-
tonishment and indignation, while every ear was
erceted at his extraordinary warbling., For half
a minute this lasted, and then the charm was
broken. The Vulean of the place, 2 fellow like a
bronze colossus, had just been in the act of
slinging his ponderous sledge-hammer, when the
suand arvested him. e stood motionless like
the rest at first, till satisfied he heard arvight.
Swinging the tremendous weapon thrice round
bhis shoulder, he hurled it, with a horrible impre-
cation after it, by way of feather to guideits
course, right at the audacious whistler's head.
The latter saw the fearful missile coming, and
had but time to duck his crown when over him it
flew, and, hurling threugh the air, went crash
like a thunderbolt through the roof of a neigh-
boring pigsty, the hidcous screeching that im-
mediately arose from the inmate of which told
that, if Bob's timely stoop had saved his bacon,
it was at the expense of other people's.
Thereupon arose from every lip loud crics of—
““ Down with him!”
“Kill him!?
¢ Murder him !
“Fell him!”
With oaths, curses and denunciations of divers
strength and quality, all mingled into one con-
fused roar of & most valor-quelling description.
Then I could sce folks rusking from every door,
eagerly inquiring the cause of the affray, and
immediately swelling the bostile multitude that
was advancing, a wrathful and most formidable
phalanx, upon the daring but now devoted Bob.
For him,—when he saw this strange and most
unaccountable cffect of his music, his glecful
whistle sank, through & quaver of astonishment
aud apprehension, into a positive shake of con-
steruation.  Natheless, albeit well perceiving the
desperate nature of his case, he nerved himself
for the coming conflict, and secmed prepared to
.zoake a resolute running fight of it. But the
butcher of the parich, ablood-thirsty blade, eager
0 have the first blow at the yet unbruised victim,
rashed forward before the rest, with double fists
aiming at the nose, Him he saluted with a tap
oa the sconce from his Jacobin club, whereupon
procumbent in.the road he bit the dust inglorious.
But his dame, a ferocious termagant, secing him
thus evil treated, snatched in eager haste a
ballock’s heart, and with dire shrick discharged it
at his vanquisher, but, her physical not being
equally praiscworthy with her mortal ¢im, the
gocy missile fiew asquash into the facesof the
advancing crowd, giving Bob a momeat's oppor-
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favor. This he did by lending the exciseman
(one of his most vigorous assailants)a left-handed
compliment on the jaw that laid him on his face
actossthe prostrate man of blood, and then kicked
that part of his frame which thus, by the revolu-
tion of events, was fated to be uppermost for
once, A buly grocer next, intent on caraing
high renown by tripping up his heels, received a
remonstrative thwack across the stomach that
bent him double, while from his grinning lipsa
howl flew up to heaven, at the sound of which
the butcher's dog scampered away with his tail
between his legs, snd a cadger’s donkey at the
other end of the street brayed a respousive
“hee-haw I

But here, alas! the fortunes of the day were
changed, for Victory in the shape of a powerful
sow {that appeared to have escaped maimed from
ruincd sty, and not 10 know whither to flee in the
tumult), made dircctly between Bob's legs, and,
whipping bim neatly off his feet, capsized himin
the road. As he fell, his box was dashed with
him against the ground, and, what with the forco
of the blow and the weight of its contents was
shattered to fragments, and there rolled among
the dust geological and mineralogical specimens,
the sight of which would have made the very
bowels of Buckland yearn within him.

Alas! poor Bob! Would that I could draw
2 veil over the remaining events of that disastrous
cvening—that I could skip atonce to thy rich
revenge! Butno; that candour, that regard to
truth, which thou dids't labour continually to instil
into my youthful mind, compels me to detail with
equal perspecuity thy defeatas thy many triumphs,

No sooner was the single-handed hero thus by
unclean beast laid low, than the whole of the
infuriated crew rushed at once upon him, One
hobnailed giant hopped up and down his ribs,
with limbs like paviors’ rammers; the butcher
recovered his legs but to kick the fallen enemy,
while the grocer and gauger, as hestrove to rise,
pummelled him about the head with amazing
pith and activity. But this was not all—insult
was heaped upon injury, and those geologic
specimens which it had been bis pride to collect,
were used as rocks of offence against himself,
Then did he fully ascertain the nature of Goeiss-
wack, whilst transition rocks made rapid transi-
tions from the hands of his assailants to his own
jaws, and his skull was battered by fragments
that, from the cffect upon his brains, deserved
well their name * conglomerate.”

Oh! scientific reader, does it not touch you 40
the heart to think & geologist, after a long day's

tunity to make a forlorn manceavre in his own

scarch for a specimen of trap, should at last me et
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with such 2 one as thiz, and at the hauds, too, of
a rascally pedlar? the little town and its whole population, but

But let it not be supposed that ail this while | chiclly ou the heads of the blacksmith, buatcher,
I was only wasting my wind in unavailing :xpus-'groccr, tailor and excizeman ; vowing atthe same
wophes, such as the above. Noj; with all the e that, it his wits stood him in good stead, he
enthusinzin of boyish friendship, and that for sueh i wonld have revenge as consummate as it should
a friend as he, T was straining every musele to ! be absurd. Then he inaisted upon taking me up,

1
i knee, howled back his curse, like Mazeppa, upon

elfect a feeble diversion in his flavouwr.  With thci
nicety of an cxperienced foot-hall player I insinu-
ated my feet among the ever shifting ankles of |
his clumsy assailants, and not a few by this time !
did I precipitate on their noses, though, I grieve
to say, at the expense of a copious lurgess of
blows and kicks, garnished with maledictions, to
myself.

But at length herecovered his feet, and, wrest-
ing the Jacobin from the hands of one who
struggled to win it as a speliwn opimum, made a
sweeping blow at the shins of half a dozen of
them—a proceeding which immediately opened
abreach in the cirele.  Through this he sprang,
and, grasping me by the collar to help me along,
bounded away down the road, with the whole
pack at our hecls, shrieking, cursing, hurling
stones and sticks, and sending after us entreaties,
more earnest than persuasive, to come back aund
be murdered.

But they pursued in vain, for he was one of
the flcetest runners that ever chased a football in
the patk of Soandso, and although, a little bur-
dened with iny unequal steps, yet soon made the
fact manifest. As the last of them, however, a
long-legzed tailor, gave up the chase, he picked
up a pebble from the road, and sent it after us by
way of a tangible token of his regard. It struck
me on the leg, rendering the litnb uscless to me for
the time; Ishould bave dropped to the ground
but for the hold my fricnd maintained of my
collar. When the latter was made aware of this,
with a hearty anathema at the donor of the favor
{for which fairest of all lady readers I know you
have alrcady forgiven him,) he swung me across
his shoulders, and scampered along, with un-
diminished speed.

As soon as we were safe from the chances of
pursuit, he set me down, and procceded to ex-
smine the nature of my hurt with as much
gentleness as if my very mother fondled me. It
was not scrious, but quite incapacitated me from
walking, aud gave an additional gloom to the
Jong journey before us,

‘We were now upon the moor we had crossed
0 joyously in the morning, and, looking back,
saw the little village slecping below us in the
oo, gray twilight, that was now fast ¢ gloaming™

into night, Whereupon Bob, kneeling upon one

and carrying me zlong once more. It was in
vain that I essayed to move unaided. My hurt
was now exceedingly pzinful, and ¥ saw I muss
cither he carried or liec down for the night on the
open moorland. I felt myself now a burden to
wmy friend in every sense of the word, and could
not help frequently expressing my concern at
the circuinstance. Nevertheless, onward the noble
fellow trudged, assuring me that he hardly felt my
weight, and only hoped my pain was less,

Judge of the gratitude I felt when 1 reflected
that he had already travelled that day many a
mile—and that he fought two desperate fights,
and once been thoroughly thrashed—that every
bone in his body must be aching aud every
muscle clogged in its action.

Our progress was slow, very slow, indeed; bu
the night was beautiful, and his exhaustless
fancy continually kept alive my flagging spirits.
In the course of this we speculated much upon
the remarkable effect of his whistling, at which,
after all our misfortunes, we could not help
laughing loudly and long. We came ultimately
to a conclusion which, on after inquiry, we ascer-
tained to be perfectly correct, viz:—that this tune
was the air of a song made long ago in ridicule
of the Drittenbrookians by some wandering bard
who had met with rough courtesy at their hands,

The richness of the music as well as of the
words to which it”was wedded, made a bitter
bolus to its objects, and as much a favourite with
the denizens of the neighbouring places; so thas
to whistle, play, or sing it in the hearing of one
or more of the former became, among the latter,
tobe proverbially considered thejheight of daring.
When we bad convinced ourselves of this we
began to see through the duplicity of the scheming
packman, and to lament that we shculd have
been, even with so much art, betrayed into such
a piece of verdure, (i. e. greenness.)

It was past midnight before we reached the
the labyrinth of cross-roadswhere the footpath
across the moor emerged into the highway, and
a2 my friend was excessively worn out with
fatigue, I positively refused to go farther, and
proposed that we should pass the night at a little
roadside alchouse which we were now near.

Just as I made this suggestion a sound struck
our ears, which heard, as we heard it, at mid-
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night on a lonely road, would be apt to
raise a certaiin quecrness of feeling in the
minds of the most skeptical. It was a.lmllow,
churchyard rumbling, accompanied by a trampling
of horses, and presently the object causing it
broke into view in the shape of a huge heavee
with a grove of towering black plumes nodding
and waving above it in the darkness of night. It
was drawn by six horses, all housed to the heels
in inky drapery, with lofty clusters of feathers
of a similur complexion tossing on their heads.

As it came nearer, a noisc of strange unearthly
talking and laughter scemed to play around it.
My own hair now began to arch, and presently
Bob's kuces began to knock together, and he
dropped me from his shoulders, This phenomena
he afterwards accouated for on the plea of ex-
haustion,

But our terrors were changed to rejoicing
when we saw the dread vehicle draw up abruptly
at the ale-house-door, that stood open, aud two
postilions and a driver, every one of a more
spectral exterior than his neighbor, jump from
their seats and make a mirthful eatrée, calling
loudly for a pot of strong beer, hot.

In we went, along with them, and presently
we were gll laughing, singing, and xoystering
together overa canof ale. Never did Isce a
jollier sct of dogs than these same *“ushers of
the black road,” as they called themselves ; and
the heartiness wherewith they acceded to our
request for & ride to Soandso in their scpulchral
drag was as gratifying as it was timely.

They were returning, they told us, from having
conveyed the body of a gentleman deceased,
from the city to his family burying-place in the
oountry.

As soon as we had snatched a hastily prepared
supper of eggs and bacon-—

sCome now, comrades,” quoth the sombre
charioteer; * don’t you think we had better pro-
ceed to rchearsal, as the players say 3"

“Good again!" cricd Bob; *just wait one
moment till my friend and I light our cheroots,
and then on to Soandso as fast as you like. The
sooner this poor fellow gets bome the better, so
rattle along like winking. You have carried the
dead long cnough; there can be but little harm
in carrying the quick for once in your lives.”

Soon we had taken our seats within the gloomy
conveyance, the doors of which were kept open
foe air, and away we were whirled, while the
singing, roaring,and laughing were kept up at
even a briskerrate than before;-and we, between
the puffs of smoke, joined chorus again with all

W

the strength of our lungs. A moststartling appa
rition we must have presented to the [requent
nocturnal travellers we met or overtook, as half
an hour's hard galloping brought us into the im-
mediate vicinity of the city, some of whom we
saw dropping on their knees, others seampering
across the fields, as we swept pass in all our ter-
rors of sight and sound—of which the red glow-
ing spark and the smoke of our cheroots, seen
fromn behind, formed, perhaps, not the most in-
significant portion.

But what was their fear to the consternation of
my excellent Jandlady, as, awakened in the dark-
ness of the night by the rumble resounding
through the quict strect, and the thundering at
her door, the worthy woman flew to the window,
and saw dimly, withouther spectacles, the ghostly
vehicle draw up, and her favorite boy borne from
its recesses?

In a paroxysm of horror she swooned away
nor was sherecovered until, effecting an entrance
by one of the windows, Bob Whyte restored her
to consciousness by pufling tobacco-smoke into
Ler nostrils, for wang of hartshorn.

Some three or four days after this I found my-
sclf once more beside my friend in the apparatus-
room of the Soandsonian University. I was now
all right; nordid he give much token of what
he had undergone, beyond 2 big picce of plaster
across his forechead, a beautiful arcola of divers
colors round hiis left eye, and a habit he appeared
to have contracted of clapping his hands.to his
ribs suddenly whenever he happencd to coughor
breathe deeply.

We then concocted together a scheme, the
working out of which forms the third part, or
end, of this iy epic reminscences. ]

It had been the opinion of the wise and philan-
thropic founders of the Soandsonian University
that knowledge should be afforded to all classes
and ranks, and not only that they should have is
if they liked, but that itshould be offered—nay
pressed upon their acceptance.

In consequence—~besides numerous popular
courses from which thousands drank the nectar
of instruction—it was the custom of the pro-
fessors to volunteer lectures, cxplaining, in &
simple and untechnical form, different branches
of science, in the churches of various parishes
around the city. For this the people werealways
eminently grateful—a fact which they testified
in various ways, cqually satisfactory to the
governing committee of the institution and the
lecturers themselves,

(To de continued.)
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SEDERUNT XIX.
[Major, Laird and Doctor.}

(The Laird looking out of the window ob-
serves—)

Larp.—Weel Major, Winter has been lang in
c>ming, but the auld carle i3 here at last, and
blythe am I to sce that he has thrown a white
mantle round auld mither Earth’s shouthers, for
ye trow the auld saying, “‘agreen yule aye maks
a fat kirk yard.,” Ilcch, sirs, but it is cauld!

Masor.—It is cold, but still I would not ex-
change the season, were it even in my power.
Wiater, Laird, is a type of both of us, and, the
heyday of life’s summer past,

“ Dans chiaque feuille qui tombe
Je vois un presage de mort.”

Lairp.—Hoo aften hae I telt ye Major aye to
speak to mein my ain mither tongue.

Masor—Excuse me, I forgot your dislike to
aught save your own vernacular. What T meant
was that you and I Laird should recognise in
each leaf, that noisclessly falls, our own end; that
our fall is typeficd by the slow silent descent of
the flakes of snow ; and the silence and equality
of the tomb presented to us in that white
sbroud which lends an appearance of uniformity,
alike to the oak and tlie tuft of grass, the castle
and the cot.

Doctor.~—I should have imagined that those
emotions would be melancholy rather than
pleasing.

Mayor.—By no means, I can still say with the

* 0 Winter, ruler of th’ inverted year,
I love thee, all unlovely as thou scem’st,

And dreaded s thou art.”

The glow of the summer’s day, and the brigt.t
colors of nature fill us with a momentary burst of
cheerfulness; the song of the birds, the apparens
enjoyment of all creation, from man to tke
bntterfly, communicate a sympathetic pleasure,
arising from the feeling that everything arournd
us i3 happy and contented. But, there is some-
thing in the dry chill of the wintry atmosphere,
in the hollow melancholy sound of the December
storm, which rouses in our minds the sweet sen-
sations of pity and of charity, sugzested by the
recollection that there are some, who, less fortu-
nate than ourselves, are exposed to wander with-
out a home, during the inclemencies of the
season.

Docror.—It appears to me Major, that there
is a spice of natural selfishness in your ides.—
You like to have people colder than you are in
order to have the pleasure of warming them.

Major.—Shame on your remark Doctor, but I
know you are only quizzing,

Decror.—You are right my old friend. I was
but in jest. You know full well that X am not
the man to question the power and benificence
of the Deity, because it has not seemed meet to
him that all paths do not, alike, lie through
pleasant placcs. I do not forget that the practice
of charity is enjoined, not alone as aprecept, but
that it is also intended to afford the practicer of
it, while yet on earth, the most pleasurable emo-
tions that can fill our bosoms. I remember alt
these things, nor do Iforget, that nature, 80 seem-
ingly in repose, is now actively at work, and in
her secret laboratory is preparing her essences,
moulding her fruits, and fabricating her formsfor
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the summer's gales, that from winter's leafless
death-like season springs
“ ANl the magic created by May.”
I am infinitely wore attracted by the con-
fidence reposed in usby the wanderers of the
feathered tribe, whom the frost has deprived of
their food, and who, trusting to our hospitality,
plaintively demand relief at « ur window, than by
their more lively songs during the happier season
of summer., I would at any time exchange the
glowing tint, and soft air of a summer evening,
the leafy honors of the forests
*Whaose confessed magnificence deride,
Qur vile attire aud impotence of pride.”
with all the varicd and delightful emotions of love
and pleasure which they excite, for the lenely
silence of the winter night. It is when the
myriads of animated things that
“Peopled every woodland glade,”

have departed, or are no more,that the unbroken
solemnity of nature fills us most with ideas of
religion and eternity, It is when the clear
winter’s sky exhibits the immensity of Creation,
that our mind “ecxpanded becomes colossal,”
and appreciates the system which is there pre-
gented %o our view in eplendor and magnifi
- Muasor—Right Doctor. The truth of the lincs
“The Heavens declare the glory of God, and the
Firmament sheweth his haudy works,” is never
more felt than when your gaze pierces, a8 it were,
the deep blue abyssthatis presented to the view on
a clear frosty night. I know nothing that equals
such a sight in magnificence.

Lairp.—Talking o’ magnificence, I mind weel
when I was a bairn, aud the holidays were on,
that I was never weary o' looking into the vast
depths o' the windows whaur &’ the Christmas
cakes _were exhibited. Do ye ken, Major, that it
i3 wi' a sair heart that Isee a' the gude auld
observances ganging oot o' repute. Naebody cares
a'prin noo about being my first foot, and even
the callants forget the pleasurable anticipations
o' Hansel Monday,

Major—It is too true, Laird; all the old
customs we found such interest and delight in
bave passed away, and bave become now mere
traditions. Doctor, hand me that big book
sod the Laird and I will go over eome of the old
fashions for the sake of auld lang syne. [ Major
veads.]

YHE YDLR BLOCK.

“Qur forefathers,” remarks Bourne, * when
the common devotions of Christmas Eve were
over and night coming on, were wont to lay & log
of wood upon the fire, which they termed & Yule
Clog." This practice is still adhered to in many

vor. 1V

parts of England, and particularly in the northern

counties, with much ceremony and formality.

The etymology of the word Yule has been vari-

ously accounted for. It appears to have been

derived from a Saxon word, designating, among

the northern nations, not only the mouth of De-

cember, called the Jul-month, but the great feast

of this period. Although, as we have before re-

marked, the Yule Block i3 still not uncommon in
many parts of England, the ceresnony which at-
tended its introduction upon Christmas Eve
appears to have been discontinued. In former
days, the Yule Clog, or Christmas block (a massy
piece of fivewood, frequently the enormous root
of a tree, and which was supplied by the carpen-
ter of the family), was brought into the house
with much parade, and with vocal and instru.
mental harmony.  Afterit had been placed in the
centre of the hall, or passage of the house, each
of the family in turn sat down upon it, sang a
Yule song, and drank to a merry Christmas and
a happy New Year. It was then vemoved toa
large opeu heurth, and lighted with the last year's
brand, carefully preserved for this express pwr-
pose; and the family and their friends seated
round it, were regaled with Yule cakes {(on which
were impressed the figure of an infant Jesus),
and with bowls of fruinenty made from wheat
cakes or creed wheat, hoiled in milk with sugar
and nutmeg. To these succeeded tankards of
spiced ale, which were commonly disposed of
while the preparations for the succeeding day
were going on in the kitchen. The following
curious song, by Herrick, which quaintly describes
some of these performances, was most likely
written for the purpose of being sung during the
kindling of the Yule clog:—

Come, bring with & noise,
My wmerry, merry bo¥ls.

The Christinas Jog to the firing;
While my dame, she

Bids ye all be frve,

And drink to your heart’s desiring.
‘With the last years brand
vLight the new block, and

For good success in his spending,
On your psalteries play,
That good luck may

Come with the log that is a fcending.®

Drink now the strong Leer,
Cut the white loaf here,
The while the meat is 2 shredding ;
For the rare mince pie,
And the plums standing by
To fill the paste that’s a knoeding.

CHRISTMAS EVERGREENY.

The custom of decorating the windows of every
house, from the nobleman’s seat to the cottage
of the peasant, with holly, laurel and ivy leaves,
is carefully observed in the country; aud is cons
tinued during the whole of the Chrisimas holi-
days, and sometimes until Candlemas, when, as
we learn from a passage in one of Herrick's
poems, enti:led *Ceremonies for Candlemas,™
these ceremonies give place to box and yew.—
“Asinat the feasy of Christmas,” says Stowe, in
his Survey of London, ** every man’s house, as
also the parish churches, were decked with holly
vie, and bayes. The conduits aud standard

® Kind'ing, » Saxon word,
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in the streets were likewise garnished.”—The
windows of most of the churches, chapels, and
public buildings in England, whether in town or
country, still continue to exhibit at Christmas
similar emblems of the season.  ‘This custom has
been differently accounted for,  * Laurel,” says
Polydore Yirgil, * was an emblem of peace among
the Romans, and i3 therefore still employed with
the same signification.” — The celebrated Dr.
Pegee, in an essay in the Gentlemar’s Magazine
for December, 1763, suggests that the ancient
custom of dressing churches and houses at Chirist-
mag with laurel, box, holly, or ivy, originated in
the figurative allusions in the prophecies to Christ
the Branch of Righteousness.® ** It i3 not at all
unlikely,” says the same learned antiquary, * that
this custom was further intended agan allusion to
thosc passages of the prophet Isaial which fore-
tell the felicities attending the advent of Christ—
“ The glory of Lebanon shall come uato thee, the
fir-tree, the pine tree, and the box together, to
beautify my sanctuary.” Isaiah ix. 18.—William
of Malmesbury, however, deseribes the practice
ag gomumemovative of the Oratory of the Wryther
Band or Doughs, which wa3 the first Christian
church erected in Britain, We are rather dis-
posed toiuctine to the former of these hypotheses.

CHRISTMAS CAROLS,

* As soon as the worning of the nativity
appears (says Bonrne) it is usual for the common
people to sing a Christmas carol, which is a song
upon the birth of our Saviour, and generally sung
from the nativity to the Twelfth-day ; this seems
to be an imitation of the * Gloria in Excelsis’ or
*Glory to God on high,” which was sung by the
angels as they hovered over the fields of Beth-
Ichem on the morning of the nativity ; for even
that song, as Bishop Taylor observes, was a
¢ Christmas carol.” Theyare still in many parts
of England bawled from door to door every night
during the season, asa pretence for subsequently
levying contributions on the inhabitants. Cow-
positions of this kind were, during the sixteenth
century, sung through almost every town and
village in the kingdom. This ceremonial, per-
formed with the view of obtaining that species of
largess known under the name of Christmas
boxes, is said to have been derived from the
usage of the Catholic priests, who ordered masses
at this time to be made to the saints in order to
atone for the excesses of the people; but as
these masses were always purchused, the poor
were allowed to gather money with the view of
liberating themselves from the consequences of
the debaucheries of which they were enabled to
partake through the hospitality of the rich, The
eonvivial caroli, or ckansons a boire, sung either
by the company or by itinerant minstrels during
the holidays, were of course of .quite a different
order. They were also frequently called wassail
songs, and may be traced back to the Anglo-
Norman period. Numerous collections of these
festive compasitions were published during the
-sixteenth century; one of the carliest of which
wwas printed by Wynken de Worde, in 1521, and
entitled ¢ Christmasse Carolles.””

® Vidn Jeremish, chapter xxxiii., verses 5—25. Isaiah:
dapt.‘er v, 2-13; _liiiu‘m;; xi., l,ui'o. Zechariah, iii., 8+
12, Rsekiel, 3vii, 22,83; xxxvii, 28, Micah, i
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PLUM-PGDDINGS AND MINCE-PIES,

This agreeable pebulwm is slso of very old
standing. ~ Tusser, among the articles of Christ-
mas Hushandlic Fare, does not neglect to men-
tion it; for instance—*‘ Good drinke, a blazing
fire, beef, mutton, pork, shred, or .uinced pies of
the best, pudding, pig, veal,goose, capou, turkey,
cheese, apples, nuts, with jolie earols,” u pretty
ample provision for the table of either a Lord or
Commoner. Plum pudding and mince pics are
suid to have originated in the offerings of the wise
men of the east, of which their various ingredi-
ents were considered to be typical; and the latter
made long, with pieces of paste over them in the
torm of the crateh or hay-rack, in commemoration
of the mangeris which our saviour wus laid. The
present mince-pie is a relic of the Yule cake di-
vested of the figure which uzed formerly to be
impressed upon it.

THE WASSAIL BOWL,

This was with our ancestors a large vessti, out
of which they were wont to imbibe copious liba-
tions on special cecasions.  When Hengist and
Horsa first visited thiskingdom at the solicitation
of Vortizern, Prince of the Silures. the British
chief beeame deeply enamoured of Rowena, the
beautiful nicee of tengist, who, instructed by her
uncle, ata hanquet prepared in honor of Vorti-
gern, presented to the aged prince a cup of
spiced wine, with the words—** Be of health, Lord
King,” to which he answered through his inter-
preter, “I drink your health”” A passage in
Robert of Gloucester, referring to this circum-
stance, has been thus rendered inthe Autiquarian
Repertory :—

“ Health my Lord King,” the sweet Rowenasaid,

“ HMealth,” cried the chieftain tothe Saxon waid,

Then gaily rose, and “mid the concourse wide,

Kissed her hale lips, and placed her by his side

At the soft sceue such gentle thoughts abound,

That healths and kisses ‘mongst theguests went round ;
From this thesocial custom took its rise, |

We still retain, and still must keep the prize.

From that period Waes-Hael became the name
of the drinking cups of the Anglo-Saxons in all
their future entertainments. Wessell, wassail, &c.,
are only altered modes of spelling the ancient
waes-hael, or wish-health bowls.

CHRISTMAS GAMBOLS,

Qur ancestors considered Christmas in the
dorhle light of a holy commemoration and a
cheerful festival, and accordingly distinguished it
by vacation from business, merriment, and hospi-
tality. They seemed eagerly bentto make them-
selves and everybody about them happy. The
great hall resounded with the tumultuous joys of
servants and tenants, and the gambols they played
served as amusements to the master of the man-
sion and his family. Ben Johnson has given us
a curious epitome of these revels in his M
of Christmas, where he has personified the seasom
and its attributes, The characters introduced in
this piece are Mistule, Carol, Mince-pie, Gambol},
Post and Pair, New Year’s Gift, Mumming, Was-
sail Offering, and Babie Coche. Of the convivial-
ity which reigned at this time of the year, a cor-
rect estimate may be formed from a few lines by
the author of the * Hesperides,” who, in address-
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ing a friend at Christmas, makes the following
request:
When your faces shine

With bucksome meate gnd capering wine,

Rowewher us in cups full crowned,

Until the roasted chesnuts leape

For joy to see the fruits ye reape

From the plamp chatice, and the eup

That tempts till it be tossed up

» * * carouse

Till Litier Pater* twirls the house

About your cors,

Then o the bag-pipe all address,

Till sleep takes place of wearinesses;

And thus thronghont the Christias playes

Trotic the full twelve holidayes.

Docror.—Step, Major, I verily believe the
Laird is fast asleep,

Lairp.—Not a bit. I just closed my een to
keep them warm; but £'m no® ill pleased ye're
done wi' your stories aboot Christmas. I say,
my dear Crabtree, can you recommend to
me some nice illustrated volume which would
be suitable as a New Year's gift for Girzy ?  She
has contrived, puir woman, to fit up her drawing
raom at Bonnie Braes in a very tastfa’ manaer,
and as ¥ got sax and three-pence for my bit
handfs’ o' wheat this full, I am desirous to gie her

something worth while, to set aff her round table.

Mason.—Here is the very article which you
desiderate. Mr. Hugh Rogers was so good as to
send it out to the Shanty for my insgection.

Lairp.—Eh man, but it has got a braw coat to
its back, and it the fruit be only equal to the
blossom, it will be a windfa’ indeed. But mind
ye, before I open the covers, that if the affair be
onything like ¢ Z%e Book of Home Beauty,” that
I saw on a stitioner's counter this morning, I
would na’ let my sister toush it wi' a pair o
tangs! Just think o’ an ectire volume being
devoted to sic a theme as the leddies of Dollar-
dom! Leddies, indeed! lang nosed, sallow-
complexioned, thorny-minded randies, hugely
tinctured wi’ pawtriotism and dyspepay !

Docror.—Why, you old, surly Cincinnatus,
there is no reason why you should lose your
sma'l modicum oftemper after such a preposterous
fashion. Surely the dames and spinsters of the
neighbouring republic have as good a claim to
pictorial and literary immortality, as their Anglican
sisters !

Lairo.—I deny your proposition root and branch;
in the aristocratic auld country it comes natural-
like to see sculptures and effigies o’ thearistocracy,
just as natural as it i3 to see a coronet painted on
the door o' a Duke's shandridan, But the case is
widely different in the United States o’ America.
There everybody claims to be a8 guid as every-
body—a’ arefree and equal, unless the * Declara-

¢ Bacchus,

tion o’ Independence ” tellsa thundering bouncer!
Consequently, (I speak under correction, as we
say in the Presbytery,) it scems to be a little short
o' high treason against the Sovercign mob, to
stick the likeness o' a Wall street usurer's fat rib
into a gilded quarto, and omit conferring a similar
distinction upon the help-mate o' a gutter o’
oysters, or concocter o’ sherry cobblers!?

Docror.—Pshaw! all stuff and nonsense!

Masor.~—Craving your pardon, Sangrado, there
is no small glimmering of truth and common
sensein whatouragricultural amicus has advanced.

Doctor.~I dinna’ like to raise a disturbance,
when the auld year is just at the point o’ death,
but once for a’ I have to insist that ye¢ abandon
that heathenish custom, o’ distinguishing me by
Greek and Hebrew names. Amicus may mean
an honest man, or it may mean a cheat-the-
wuddy, and I hae nae notion o' being libelled
even in the vernacular o’ Homer or Josephus,

Masor.—I cry your pardon carissime, but—

Lairp.—Mahoun tak’ the man! he’s at it
again, and the word o rebuke hardly oot o* my
mouth,

Docror.—But in the middle of the meantime
we are clear forgetting the volume which is to
captivate the unsophisticated affections of the
virtuous Grisclda.

Masor.—Tuke it good Laird, and, “see and
judge for yourself "—as the huxters of dry goods
and groceries say in their appeals to the koi polloi !

Latrp.—Let me brighten up my specs. What !
The Works of Sir David Wilkie! This is a
treasure indeed, and nae mistake, Wilkie is the
Hogarth o’ puir auld Scotland, and has done wi
the pencil for her farmers, and gaberlunzies, and
blin’ fiddlers, what Walter o’ Abbotsford has
accomplished wi the pen,

Docror.—Are the prints well executed in this
edition?

Major.—~Remarkably so. The engraver has
come to his undertaking, as to a work and labour
of love, and in the vast majority of instances has
succeeded in preserving the spirit and essence of
the originals,

Lairn.—Here i8 a confirmation o’ what you
are saying. In my humble opinion nothing could
be mair correct than this copy o’  Duncan Gray,”
Weel do I mind standing for hours at the window
o' a picture shop in Princes street in auld Reekie,
when the print was first published, and sae I can
testify to the fidelity o’ the copy. Ohit is & sappy
piece that ** Duncan Gray.” Just look at the
depth o' meaning in the tormented wooer's coun-
tenanee! Ttis plain as a pike-staff that he isin

the transition state between the frames o’ mind
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described in the following incomparable verses,
Stop, I'll just sing them to yous—
*“ Dunean fleeched and Duncan pray'd,
Ha, ha, the wooing o't
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig,
Ha, ha, the wooing o't,

Duncan sighed baith out and in,
Grat his cen baith bleert and blin’,
Spak o’ Jouping ower a linn—
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.
’I‘ix'z;e and chance are but a tide,
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t,
Slichted luve is sair to bide,
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.
Shall Ilike a fool, quoth he,
For a hauchty hizzey dee?
She mag go to—Prance for me!
Ha, ha, the wooing 0't”

Masor.—Let me glance at the engraving.
Yes!—the story is told ¢ven as you say.

Lairp,—Just look at Meg! There's a specimen
o' womankin for ye—weel worth all the Diana's
o’ Ephesus, and Medicine Venus's ten times over.
Ye can notice wi’ half an ce that she has lang
reigned supreme as the belle o her clachan, and
has nae idea o' striking her colours to Duncan at
the first, or even at the second time o' asking.
Still it is plain the hizzey begins to fear that she
has carried the joke a trifle too far! The old flag
o’ insubordination and independenceis manifesting
itgelf in the begrutten, but at the same time
manly check o' her lover. It needs nae spae-wife
to prophecy that before lang she will be in the
following dismal predicament:~—

“How it comes let doctors tell,
Ha, hia, the wooing o't,

Meg grew sick—as he grew well,
Ha, ha, the wooing o't

Something in her bosom wrings,

For relicf a sigh she brings;

And O her ecn, they spak’ sic thivgs!
Ha, ha, the wooing o't.”

Docror.—What a glorious commentator would
Wilkie have made on the anthology of North
Britain! Did he ever illustrate any other Scottish
song!

Lairp.—Yes, that most exquisite ballad ¢¢ Auld
Robin Gray,” which, I will be bound to say, has
called forth as many tears since it was written,
as would hae floated Noah's ark.

Docror.—~What point of sne story does Sir
David fix upon?

Lairp.—This unsurpassed stanza—

My father argued sair—my mother didna’ speak.
B utshic looked inmy face till my heart was fit tobreak;
They gied him wy haugd, but my heart was in the ses;
Aud s0 Auld Bobin Gray, hic was gudeman to me.”

Major—I much question whether Wilkie

|grant, is & good one.

ever conceived and executed any thing finer than
this picture, which I notice is admirubly rendered
in the collection before us. There is a profun-
dity of quiet, but most tragic sorrow, which stirs
the heart like the flourish of a funeral trumpet !

Docror.—It is refreshing to reflect that a work
of such sterling merit has been brought out at a
rate, which places it within the reach of almost
every one. Mr. Rogers, I trust, will be enabled
to procure subscribers for a goodly number of
copies. As yet, the fine arts are but at a low
ebb in Canada West, and nothing could tend so
materially to elevate and instruct public taste,
as correct versions of the works of our pictorial
classics, Pray, Laird, let me look once more at
the book,

Lairp.—See that X get it back again, however!
It gangs oot wi'me to Bonnie Braes, should
it be the only copy in North America!
Mony an unctuous reading will Grizy and me
hae o' these noble pictures during ‘“‘the lang
nights o’ winter!”

Docror.—A Scottish bull! Read a picture!
Ha! ha!! ha!ll ,

Lamnp.—Hech, sirs, but a wee thing ca§) mak
some folk laugh! If I am wrang in my expres-
sion, I sin in high company. The great Horace
Walpole, when speaking o’ Hogarth, said—I
do not look at his paintings merely, I 7ead
them!” Nicher atthat noo! But the same idea
which would be lauded when coming fra an Earl,
doubtless fa’s to be basted like a bull when enun-
ciated by a bit ploughman body! .

Masor.—Pray Doctor, have you looked over
the volume which I lately commended to your
attention? I mean “ Spiritual Vampirism.”

Docror.—I have, and with feelings of con.
siderable disappointment. The author'sidea, I
Etherial, the heroine
makes the discovery, * that the immediate result
of the contract of marriage had been a rapid in-
crease of her own spiritual and mental illumina-
tion, accompanied as wellL y a corresponding de-
cline on the part of the husband in both these
respects.”

Major.~In the hands of William Godwin, or
of his daughter, Mrs. Shelley, such a theme would
have been pregnant with stirring interest.

Docror.—True, but unfortunately the mantles
of these great fictionists have not liglited upon
the shoulders of Mr. Webber, the engenderer of
the romance under notice. He starts the game,
but can no more run it down, than a cow can

| cliimb s pine tree, and despoil a crows nest! The

volume is an unappetizing olla podrida of melo
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dramatic rant! It is full of “sound and fury,
signifying nothing 1"

Lamp.—It is often been a marvel to me how
it comes to pass that so sma’ a per centage o' the
novels published in the model republic, are
worth mair than the price o’ the paper on which
they are prianted,

Masor—Various reasons might be given to
account for a state of things which is undeniable,
but in my opinion the leading cause isto be
found in the host of magazines and newspapers
which prevail in Dollardom,

Larp.—1 canna' say that I precisely compre-
hend you.

Masor.—My meaning, I opine, is pretty ob-
vious. The demands made upon the brains of
literary men, by the aforesaid periodicals, leave
them but little time to construct stores of am-
bitious dimensions.  Besides novel writingisa
far more uncertain trade than journalism. Ex-
cept in the case of * big bugs,” who have acquir-
ed a * marketable name,” booksellers usually de-
cline to give a specific sum in name of copy
right, preferring to deal with authors on the
sharing system. Thus it may chance that the poor
fellow, who, for six months has been slaving and
toiling at a romance, will find that a Lenten + 0,”
denotes the utmost of his gaing! In journalism,
on the other hand, the writer’s remuneration is
not dependent upon any such contingency.
He receives the price of his lucre-bration all the
same whether the public relish or turn up their
noses thereat.

Lamrn.—I begin to understand.

Maror.—The rule which I have heen enunciat-
ing, halds good in the old country, as well as in
the land which boastsof *the peculiar institu-
tion.”  Almost every thing in the shape of
readable fiction which Great Britain has produced
during the last domen years, appeared first in
serial form.  In proof of this assertion I need
only cite the names of Bulwer, Dickens, Lever,
Thackeray, aud Warren, who have all adopted
the principle of “'short rations,and quick returns,”

Docror.—A great amount of valuable mental
material is now expended upon the newspapers
of the United States. Look, for instance, at the
New York Zribune. Hardly a week clapses
which does not witness in the columns of that
sheet, one or more articles worthy of preserva.
tion in a volume of ‘“c.egant extracts.” Take
the foliowing as a sample—

LITTLE JANE.

Tarrying a momentat the Jersey ferry, wesaw
» little slab of marble leaning up in a coraer, and
whiled away the time till the boat's return in de-

ciphering, through the shadow, the-iuscription
und device. All the words were

LITTLE JANE.
. Two words, but it seemed to us full of the
simple, unaffected eloquence of the stricken heart.

Do they conjure up a little vision of a blue-
eyed, black-eyed treasure—somebody’s treasure—
that took hearts away with her when she went?
And are there not an empty cradle and a vacant
chair, and a tiny frock, and a pair of little shocs
laid aw 1y somewhere in a till or drawer? And
in the years to come, when the mother, with a
smile in her eye, and a song on her lip, shall open
that drawer or that till, and see the little garment
Iying there, how will the cye grow dim and the
song be hushed, as she remembers the wearer
that has trinmphed over time, and through all
the changeful years has remained a child still,
and never grown old at all,

Over the words arose tree was sculptured, and
the only bud detached from the parent stem was
—what do you think ? Falling carthwards? Oh,
by nomeang—drifting hieavenward in some gentle
breath the sculptor could not catch.

It seemed to us a beawsiful expression of a
beautiful thought.

Larp.—Eh, man, but that's bonnie! Did ony
o’ ye sec my pocket-handkerchief lying aboot?
A kind o' dimness has come into my eena’ o'a
sudden.

Docror.—IIas anything worthy of special note
in the novel department recently issued from the
London press?

Lawp.—Inmy humble opinion, Merkland ; or
Self-Sacrifice, by the authoress of Passages in
the Life of Mrs. Margaret laitland, isane o the
maist natural and life-like stories o’ its class which
has appeared since the days o' my auld freend
and crony, John Galt.

Masor—I have looked into the affair, and
must admit that is passable.

Larp.—We are getting condescending, it
would appear, in our auld age! Passable, indeed!
it's mair than passable, by many a long dezree
and that ye wad doubtless admit, if it wasna for
your rank Prelacy! I ken weel whaur the shoe
piuches your corny tac! It's because Presby-
terianism is landed in AMerdland that ye are sae
costive o* your commendation?

Masor.—Far from it, my worthy ruling elder!
You were never more off your eggs in all your
life! With all my Prelacy—and I do not scek
to deny the *soft impeachment”—I can cotton
to genius whether it deals with a manse or a par-
sonage! Fally and frankly do I admit that
Merkland abounds with clever pictures of Scottish
still life, and that the dialogue (no small’ consie
deration) is natural and chavacteristic ; but—

Lairn.—I would hae sworn that there was a

derogatory dut at the bottom o' your meal pockt
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Masor.—If you will permit me, I was going to
obgerve ‘that the plot is singularly clumsy and in-
artistic, and just what you would expect to meet
oo the boavds of aminor theatre.  Nothing would
be more forced, I may almost say, impossible,
than the manner in which “ Mr. Patrick” con-
trives to escape, for so many years the conse-
quences of the homicide which lie had committed.
Such coin might pass current with the shilling
gallery patrons of Astley’s, but amongst no other
classes of her Majesty’s snbjects,

Larp.—Had Mr. Lumsden been ane o your
white-socked rectors, I'll be bound to say that
your estimate o' the buik would hae been far
mair tavorable,

Masor.—To demonstrate the injustice of your
hypotheses, I think that the character of that
reverend gentleman is exceeding well drawn. He
furnishes a favorable specimen of what is called
the ¢ evangelical” party in the Scottish cstablish-

ment, and, in fuct, he is one of the main redeem- |.

ing features of a clever, but ill-digested story.

Docror.— As our communing threatens to
assumeu polemical aspect, I beg leave to calla
new aspect.

Masor.—Here is unquestionably the book of
the seasoz.

Laro.—That's a big word.

Masor.—Yes; but a true one. The work to
which I refer is Taylor’s Life of Benjamin Robert
Haydon, the greatest historical painter, in my
humble opinion, England has produced during
the last century.

Lamrp.—Haydon!—Was that the lad that exe-
cuted “Christ’s entry into Jerusalem 2"

Major.—The same.

Laizp.—Man, but that was a grand thing! I
saw it in Glasgow mair than twenty years ago,
and I hae never forgotten the surpassing dignity
and, at the same time, life-like simplicity of the
picture.

Docror.—Has Taylor done justice to the
theme ?

Masor.—1Ile has. Haydon left behind him a
journal so copious and so continuous, as to form
a regular autobiography, and with much good
taste, the editor (for Mr. Taylor professes to be
nothing more) has suffored the artist to tell,
almost exclusively, his own tale.

Docror.—And a sad and dreary tale the story
of that Jife must be!

Masor.—Most true! To my mind, the whole
range of fiction presents nothing more tragic than
the strange but bootless fight which this distin.
guished genius waged from first to last against
the cross-sea of troubles in which the bark of his

destiny ever floated! Always when he deemed
that he had surmounted the most rugged portion
of « I1ill Difficulty,” the props upon which he de-
pended gave way, and he was thrown back chafe-
ing and writhing, but still determined to renew
the struggle,

Lairn.—aAnd what was the upshot ?”

Major.—~Suicide! The sickness of hope de-
ferred resolved itself into the cureless fever of
settled despair, and the hand which had added so
many glorious stones to the cairn of high art, and
so ofien struck out against the winter tide of
misfortune, broke the fretted “ bowl” and loosed
the care-worn *‘silver cord!”

Docror.~— Like Hamlet, Haydon's moral ima-
ginings were too strong for his physical re-
sources. The acorn expaunding burst the clay
flower-pot which contained it!

Lairp.—Will ye fuvor us wi' an inkling o’ the
career o’ this noble martyr to the arts?

Major.—Impossible, good Laird! You must
read the volumes in order to form an estimate of
the man, his aspersions, and disappointments.
A mere abstract would give butas imperfect an
idea of the epic-tragedy, as a few detached stones
would do of the architecture of a stately palace!

Lairp.—At ony rate ye may gic us a few
glimpses o’ the man.

Masor.—Here are the artist’s reflections at the
close of a year, when his sun, though frequently
obscured, was not devoid of cloudless manifesta~
tions:—

¢ December 31st.  The last day of the year
1825. How many last days of years with sage
rveflcctions do my journals contain! This year
has been one of mingled yarn—good and evil;
but the good, as it generally does, preponderated.
I have to bless God for many great meycies in.
deed. After being deprived of my bread by the
abuse of the press, & historical commission started
up, gave me an opportunity again to burst forth,
and saved us from ruin. 1 have finished it, and
hope God will bless it with success. On it de-
pends really my future subsistence, sud my power
to bring up my boys like gentlerien. I am now
sitting in my parlour with Milton’s Christian
Doctrine before me, reading, and quietly awaiting
the new year; in an hour it will be here. 18261
Shall I live to see 18562 Yes; by temperance,
and piety, and keeping my mind tranquil, and
pursuing my enchanting art. By God’s blessing
I shall; but not clse. I think I may say I have
conquered several evil feelings, I aw more regu-
lar; not so rash or violent. I have subdued my
hankering after polemical controversy; conduct
myself more as if constantly in the eyc of my
Maker, Al this I attsibute to the purity of fecl-
ing generated by marriage. O God! for Thy
infinite blessings throughout accept my deep
gratitude. Pardon the many errors my dear Mary
and mysclf have been guilty of. We acknow=
ledze Thy goodness in humbleness and awe.
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‘Thou hast blessed us with another boy. Oh, give
u3 life to protect him till he can protect himself';
to cducate him in Thy fear and love, and make
him, with our other children, good, virtuous, and
distinguished,  Grant these things, for Jesus
Christ’s sake.  Amen, in awe.”

Lamp.—aydon must hae been a religious
man.

Masor.~He was so, and, indecd, no one who
had not been deeply impressed with the truth of
divine revelation could have conceived or exe-
cuted the works which he did. The scriptural
subjects are full of pictorial devotion and artistic
orthodoxy, if I may use such expressions.

Docror.—I comprehend your meaning. There
may be development of cant and mere sentiment-
alism upon canvas, as well as in the pulpit.

Major.—The chronicle gets mirker as we per-
use it. There is something very affecting in the
following entry :—

4 31st December. Another last day—so we go
on and on. The sun rises and sets as he has
ever done, while we rise and fall, die and become
earth—are buried and forgotten.

“For want of avent, my mind feels like a steam-
boiler without & valve, boiling, struggling, and
suppressing, .or fear of injuring the interests of
five children and a lovely wife.

“Bitterly I have wanted and intensely I have
enjoyed durig this year.

January and February Low and harassed.

March . . . . . Hard work and harassed.
April . . . . . Sketched and harassed.
May . . . . . . Illand harassed.

June . . . . . Began Alexander.

July . . . . . Hardat work.

August . . . . . Hardatwork.
September . . . Haurd at work.

October. . . . . Hardatwork.

November . . . . Brighton and Petworth.
December . . . . Finished Alexander, and

more harassed than ever.
“Thus ends this year, and I am harassed to
death for paltry debts. My Mary is well, and
quite recovered : all the children are wonderfully
better, and we have all passed a mercy Christ-
mas. Last year I was not harassed in petty
money matters, butsickness had seized the house.
I have therefore to thank God siucerely for the
mercy of my dear f. mily’s health, and hope He
will grant me strength to conquer and bear up
against my wants. O God, grant it! Grant me
the means thisensuing year to diminish my debts.
Grant me this time twelvemonth I may bave
deserved less pain of mind in that point, and
may have it. O God, protect us, and grant us
all that is best for our conduct here, and our sal-
vation hereafter.  Amen,
¢“Alas! how unlike the cndings of former
years! No noble scheme animates and inspires
me. The coldness of men in power—the indif-
ference of the people—the want of taste in the
King, and the distressing want of money—the
state of the Academy—all, all, press down hope,
and freeze up the most ardent and enthusiastic
imagintation,

‘I have tried the people, and was nobly sup-
ported. I have tried the ministers, and was
coolly sympathized wietn. I have tried the Aca-
demy, and cruelly persecuted. But the people
alone could do nothing, Time—time—time.

“Ido not despond, but I do not see how. 1
have lost my roud, and am floundering in by-
paths, I sce no more the light that led astray.
It has sunk, and lett me groping—hoping, but
cheerless,

“Still T pray I may not die till the Grand
Slyllc,;’is felt and patronized. Awen, with all my
soul,

LAirRp.—waes me! waes me!

Masor—Like Bunyan, our painter ‘lighted
upon a certain place where there was a den,”—
in other words, got incarcerated in the King's
Beneh Prison. The prisoners got up a mock
election, which Haydon thus describes:—

“In the midst of this dreadful scene of afflie~
tion, up sprung the masquerade clection—a scene
which, contrasted as it was with sorrow and pri-
son walls, beggars all description.

 Distracted as I was, I was perpetually drawn
to the windows by the boisterous merriment of
the unfortunate happy beneath me. Rabelais or
Cervantes alone could do it justice with their
pens. Never was such an exquisite burlesque,
Baronets and bankers—authors and merchants—
young fellows of fashion and elegance, insanity,
idiotism, poverty, and bitter afffiction, all for a
moment forgetting their sorrows at the humour,
the wit, the absurdity of what was before them.

“I saw the whole from beginning to end. I
was resolved to paint it, for I thought it the finest
subject for humour and pathos on earth,”

Lairp.—~And did he paint the mad jinks o' the
puir ne'er do weels?

Masor.—ITe did, and I bhad the privilege of
viewing it.

Lamrp.—Wasg it a2 fanny thing ?

Majsor.—Funny is not the proper word. It
abounds with humour of the highest order—hu-
mour cognate to that of Hogarth; but, amidst
all the grotesqueness you can perceive a thread
of seriousness, such as would season the mirth
of a man whose heart was sick and sore!

Docror.—Pray favour us with the closing
seere.
Masor.—Listen then,

“17th. Dearest Mary, with a woman’s passion
wishes me at once to stop payment, and close
the whole thing. I will finish my six, under the
blessing of God'; reduce my expences; andhope
His merey will not desert me, but bring me
through in health and viguor, gratitude and
grandeur of soul, to the end. In him alone I
trust.  Let my imagination keep Columbus be-
fore my mind forever. O God, bless my efforts
with success, through every variety of fortune,
and support my dear Mary and family. Amen,

“In the morning, fearing that I should be in-
volved, I took down books that I had not paid
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for to o young bookseller with a family, to re-
turn them.  As 1drove along, I thougit I ight
get money on them, 1 felt disgusted at such a
thought, and stopped and told him 1 feared I
was in danger; and ag he might lose, 1 begged
him.z0 keep them for a few days.  He was grate-
ful, and in the evening came this £50. 1 kaow
what I belicve.

18tk O God, blezs me through the evils of
this day.  Greatanxiety. My ladlord, Newton,
called. Isuid, T see a quarter’s rent in thy
face, but none from wme.” I appointed to-norrow
night to see bim, and lay vefure bim every iota
of my position. Goodhearted Newton! I said,
*Don’t put in an execntion.’ ‘Nothing of the
of the sort,” he replied, half hurt.

“1sent the Duke, Wordsworth, dear Fred,
and Mary’s healds to Miss Barvett to protect.
1 have tiie Duke’s bLoots and hai, and Lord
Grey's coat, and soine more heads.

“20th. O God, bless us all through the evils
of this day. Amen.

“ 21st. Slept horddly. Prayed in sorrow, and
£0% U in agitation,

“22d. God forgive me. Amen.

Finis

of
B. R. Haydon.

¢ <Strctch me no Jonger on this rough world.!
—Lcar.

“ End of Twenty-sixth Volume.”

Lamen.—Did the catastrophe ensne immedi-
ately after that dreary enuy in the log book o
life?

Masor.—To quote Mr. Taylor's words it *was
made between halfspast ten, and a quarter {6
cleven o'cleck on the morning of donday, the
22nd of June. Defore eleyen, the hand that
wrote it was stilf and cold in self-inflicted death.

Docror.—Alas poor Haydon!

Mazon.—Ifave you sven this tragedian who
has been creating a species of furore in Muddy
Little York ?

Docror.—Youallude, I presume, to Couldock ?

Masor.—I do.

Docror.—I saw his Shylock, and was much
pleased therewith,

Lainp.—Nue s’ commendation frac anc wha
is aye swearing by auld Keau!

Docror.—He is far from Leing mentioned in
the same day with that wonderful artist, but sil}
is anactor of mark and promise. 1is poriraiture
of the carniverous Jew, though rough and un-
polisied, i3 strongly marked by originality—in
factitis Zis own.  Conldock may yet reach ex-
cellence in his profession—cven at prescut he is
hardiy surpassed in the bigher range of miclo~
drama, cspecially in snch parts as “the advo-
cate,” in * Luke Fielding” in the Willow Copse.
135 Iago is also a very fine bit of acting. 1tis,
hiowever, time to get o with our other business.
Suppose you give us your chit-chiat, Major.

Masor.—Since July last I have been keeping
a spevies of gossipping log, wherein I register the
memorabilia of the Province. With permission
of this fuir company, I shall give an inkling of ita
contents.

Lairn.—On wi’ ye, like a house on fire!

[Major reads.]

A severe hail-storm passed over Thiree Rivers,
or: the 28th of June, accompanied with thunder
and lightning, The stones were, mauy of thewy.
Targer than pigeons’ eggs, and fell thick and fast
for fifteen minutes.  Much damage was done to
fruit trees and vegetables.

On Saturday, the 9th Juls, the fine steamer,
the Queen of the West, was totally consuined by
fire at Hamilton,

The Hon. William Allan, one of the carliest
settlers in Toronto, died on the 11th July, at the
advanced age of §3. He cune to Canada in1796.

Three men were carried over the Falls of Nia-
gara on the 19th Sept. Onec of them, named
Joseph Avery, was caught in & stump in the
Rapids, in which position he remained during an
entire day, Being at length entirely worn out,
he finally shared the dreadful fate of his com-
panions, iu spite of every attempt to save him.

After a shameful delay, the rebuilding of the
Brock monument at Qucenstoa has Leen com-
menced,

In July a sharp frost occurred at Orangerville,
causing injury to the crops.

Captain Gaskin sold at Liverpaol the three-
masted schooner Cherokee, built by him at King-
ston, for ahout £3000 sterling.

The time for the payment of fees, and proof of
performance of settlement duties upon locations
of Crown lands, is furthier extended to the 1st of
August, 1854,

Horse stealing largely prevailed in Western
Canada during the byegone summer.

In all parts ot the Province, the heat during
the months of July and Lugust was excessive.
Several persons died, and the drying np of wells
and sma’l streamns caused the greatest inconveni-
ence to the holdersof livestock.  Insome places
farmers had to drive their cattle five and six
miles to be watered.

The Hou. Louis Hypolite Lafontaine was, in
August, appointed Chief Justice for the Court of
Quecu’s Beuch for Lower Cauada.

A large quantity of Bibles were found hidden
under a bLridge on the township line between
Albion and Caledon East. It is supposed that
the carrier of them had been murdered.

On the 25th of August, A. 11 Meyers, Egq.,
MD.I. of Trenton, was shot at and severely
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wounded by a man named Charles Marsh, - The
offender being subsequently tried and convicted,
was sentenced to fourteen years' confinement in
the Provincial Penitentiavy. Meyers, it is al-
leged, had seduced the sister of Marsh, and con-
sequently public sympathy was strongly expressed
in his favor.

The Table Rock at the Falls of Niagara fell on
the 9th of September.

A bear, weighing two hundred pounds, was
shot in Chingunacousy in September.

Those disgusting mousters, the Siamese twins,
exhibited themselves, along with their children,
through Canada during the past year.

At the Provincial show, holden in Hamilton,
Mr.Rauney of Dereham exhibited a cheese,weigh-
ing upwards of half a ton. Tt measured fificen
feet in circumference and twenty-three inches in
diameter. What a stud of night mares it will
stable!

Both at Hamilton and Montreal the Provincial
fairs passed off with signal éclat,

Lord Elgin aud family left Canada for England
in August. Hislordship, it is said, will not return
to the Province.

An insane couvict, confined in the Provincial
Penitentiary, subsisted for twenty-sevenrdays on
about a quart of water and half an ounce of salt
perdiem. When he resumed his usual susten-
ance, his strength was very little impaired.

Duting the year 1852, the North Awmerican
colonics cost the mother country as follows :—

Canada, - - - -£322903
Nova Scotia, - = - 132,570
New Branswick, - - - 12415
Prince Edward’s Island, - 38,243
Newfoundland, « - - 31,100

Total - - £501,533

The St. John's Couricr gays that during the
past two years a constaut drain of the population
of Newfonndland hias heen goingon to the neigh-
houring Provinces and the United States. The
low price of produce, aud the dislike which the
people have taken to subsist upon fish, are
stated as the causes of the movement.

Tite debt of the city of Toronto i3 one million
dollars,

Both the civil and military investigations inte
the Gavazzi riot killing cnded in nothing. The
evidencs was too conflicting to bring home the
blame specifically to any party or parties.

In October, the steamer Fairy Queen was lost
in the Gulf.

Out of 13$ newspapers published in Canada,
oulv 12are Freuch,

In October a monster eagle of the Rocky
Mountain variety was shot in Puslineh, by Major-
General Reeves. It mcasured ten feet from the
tip of each wing.

The Gore powder mill, in Ifalton, C.W., ex-
ploded in November. The shock was felt at
places forty miles distant.

At Kingston, C.W., a calamitous fire occurred
on the 12th November. Wharves and store-
houses were consumed to the value of £30,000.

The Prince fdward Island fisherics have
proved failures during the past season.

Iugh Scobie, Esq., proprictor of the Dritish
Colonist, died at Torouto on the 4th of Decewber,
in the 42d year of his age.

During the year 1853, the following railroads
were opened—The St. Lawrence and Atlantics
the Northera, from Toronto to Barrie ; the Great
Western, from Hamilton to Niagara Falls on the
east, and to London, on the west.  On the 14th
of September the first sod of the Europcan and
North American Railway was turnced by Lady
Head at St. John, New Brunswick, in presence of
25,000 spectators,

Now, Doctor, while T take breath, you may
give us your News from abroad.

Docror.—I will begin, as a matter of course,
with GreatBritain, [ Doctor reads <}

GREAT DRITAIN.

In reply to Parliamentary interrogations the
ministry announced that no orders had been given
to interfere in Chinese affuirs. It was also stated
that the Burmese province of Pegu had been
annexed to British 1ndiz, by way of indemnifica-
tion for expenses of the war.

Lord John Russell has ascerted the unqualified
right, and determination of Great Britain to
interfere in the future position of Cuba, stating
that a revolution, followed up by sccking shelter
under the flag of the United States, would be
regarded in the light of annexation.

The success of the Dublin Industrial Exhibition
has been most camplete.  Her Majesty visited ity
and was received with the most profuse demon-
stratious of loyalty and attachment,

Yord Clarenden shows in his address on the
Russian manifesto, that the invasion of the
principalitics wasan unwarrantable violation of
Tarkish territory, that the pretext of making it,
in conscqucnce of the advance of the fleets, was
fxlse, and that Eungland only taok up her position
by the side of Turkey as the defender of that
power, ou grounds of justice and public law,

Intelligence 1as been reccived by dispatches

from the Arctic cxpedition, atnouncing the
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discovery of the North-west Passage. Captain
McClure hias entered the North Sea by Behrings’
Straits, and the iutelligence received shows that
he has reached a point which has already been
attained from the enst. We propose to enter on
this subject fully in our next issue,

FRANCE,

The premature accouchement of the Empress
has again revivedthie hopes of all parties opposed
to the present Usurpation,  An unsuccessful at-
tempt was made to assassinate the Emperor, at
the opening of the Opera Comique. The Emperor
was, however, sufiiciently alarmed to postpone
his visit to the south in cousequence of this
attempt, and the well grounded reports that
gecret societies have been formed, in the south,
for his destruction, and the re-establisiment of a
new order of things, but whether of Legitimacy,
Simple Monarchy, or Republicanism, is not known.
The French Industsial Exhibition for all nations
i8 to take place at Paris in 1855.

AUSTRIA

An incident occurred at Smyrna of importance
to the relations existing between this country and
the United States. A ITungarian named Kosta
was forcibly seized in a café and taken on Loard
an Austrian brig, the Austrian Consul having
issucd orders to carry him away. Captain
Ingraham commanding the U. S. sloop of war
St. Louis, who was thenin port, having learnt
that Kosta had announced his intention of be-
coming an American citizen, and that he had an
Amnerican passport, protested against the scizure,
aud brought his guns to bear on the Austrian
brig. An engugement was prevented by the
French Consul wtaking charge of him until the
cluims of the two governments should be settled.

It is difficult to determine which party is most
to blame; the Austrian power had not a shadow
of right to scize Kosta on Turkish territory
although entiticd to demand his surrender. The
interference of Captain Ingraham, although it
way have led to a beneficiat rasalt, was improper
and outrageous in the extreme.

On the 19th August the Emperar was affianced
to the daughter of the Arch Duke Maximilian of
Bavaria. The Hungarian Regalia, which dis-
appeared during the war, have been discovered
buried at Qrsova.

- PORTTGAL.

The death of the Queen hos thrown the various

cowrts of Europe into mourning.
RUSSIA AND TURKEN.

We must content oursclves with merely stating

the facts conuccted with the disagreement whjeh

'TIIE EDITOR'S SHANTY.

has arisen between these two countries, without
offering any comment, or at least anything more
than is actually required. A long existing griev-
ance, the custodiership ot the Ioly Places as
Jerusalem, was the first pretence urged by the
Russian government, As this, however, involved
the interests of both France and Rome, and as
the former of these powers would neither concede
her owu rights nor those of the Pope, an amicable
arrangement wus entered into, This did not,
however, suit the views of the Russian Emperor,
who, misled in all probability by the insane
conduct of the Peace Congress in Eugland, and
considering that Louis Napoleon would have
enough to attend to in securing his own power,
determined to find some other cause of quarrel
against the Subline Porte. This was found in
the pretended grievances of certain Christians,
resident in the Turkish dominions, professing the
religion of the Greek Church.

That this wasa mere pretext, the subsequens
conduct adopted by these very Christians most
clearly demonstrates. The first cause of dis-
agrecment between these two powers having
been arranged, Russia advanced her claim to be
the protectorate of the religion of the Greeks
throughout the Turkish dominions. This claim
was resisted by the Emperor of Turkey, who at
the same time issued 2 proclamation confirming
to his Greck subjects the privileges they had
evjoyed. Prince Meuschikoff, having only given
four days for the consideration of his demand,
at the expiration of that time, left for St. Peters-
burg, where his proceedings were approved by
the Czar, who repeated his demand, giving eight
days for their acceptance. The French and
English flects were now placed at the disposal of
the Sultan by the respective ministers of those
countrics, the Turks making great preparations
for war, heartily assisted by the very Grecks in
whose belalf the Russian demand was made.

The Danubian principalitics were now accupicd
by the Russians, this step being atthe same time
accompanicd by a declaration that the movement
was not to be considered & ** casits belli " Count
NesselroderepeatinghisdemandthztMenschikofT's
note should be accepted, and thicatening that
the Russian troops would, in case of refusal, cross
tise frouticrs of the Bmpire. This propcsition was
refused by Reschid Pasha, who referred to the
Finnan alreadv issued, and at the same time
pratested  against the occupacion of Turkish
termitory by the Russians.

Russian intentions were now clearly developed
by the Ukase issued by the Czar, who, notwith-
stauding the hostile position assumed by the very
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Greeks in whose cause the prefence of war was
urged, persisted in his demand, alleging that his
occupation of the Danubian principalities would
prove to the Porte to what end his stubbornness
must tend, but that at the same time he had no
desire to precipitate hostilities, even at this date,
professing his willinguess to stop the movements
of his troops, should he reccive a guarantee that
the religious and orthodox opinions of the Greek
subjects should be respected.  Count Neszelrode
at the same time declared that by sending their
fleets to the Dardanclles, England and France
had but complicated matters, having made as it
were the commencement of a combined hostile
demonstration against Russia, and rendering it
necessary for Russia to make a corresponding
military movement hy the occupation of the
Danubian principalities, reiterating his declaration
that the occupation was neither a warlike demon-
stration, nor with any intention for permancnt
occupancy, but would cease when the Czar's
demands were complied with, should this not,
however, take place, the Russian government
could not answer as towhat the Emperor’srefusal
might lead.

Russian pretensions were still more clearly
defined by Nesselrode's declaration of the Czar
being the virtual protector of all professing the
orthodox religion in the East.

‘The accusation made by the Czar of seceming
hostility on the part of France, was denied by the
French minister, who, at the same time, asserted
the injustice of the demands of Russia, declsiing
that the Emperor’s Firman had removed all cause
of complaing, and thatin a matter so nearly
touching the houor and integrity of Turkey, the
four powers had not deemed it advisable to
influence the Porte in his rejection of Russian
interference, having only taken such steps as the
protection of theirown interests and the preser
vation of a balance of power rendered absolutely
necessary, but thatthe Russian occupation of the
Panubian principalitics was a direct violation of
existing treaties, and that the Porte had an
undeniable right to consider this stepas an actof
war, adding that the interests of nations must he
oppesed to the recognition of such claims or
measures as asserted or taken by the Czar.

This letter was followed by the Emperor's pro-
test against the Russian occupation of the Danu-
bian principalitics.

The four powers drew up a note which was
accepted by the Gzar, but rejected by the Porte,
on th: grounds, that it embodied all the claims
previously preferred by the Crar, and charging
his allics with unfuir dealing, in first proposing a

wmediation, the expectation of which had pre.
vented his at once considering the occupation of
the Danubian principalities as a declaration of
war, and then in virtually siding with Russia by
embodying in their note the Czar’s demands.
The Czar now stated that he accepted the Vienna
note, considering that its rejection by the Porte
would be followed by the non-interference of the
four powers, should hostilities ensue on that
rejection, aud calling on them to preserve their
implied prowise of neutrality.

Russia declared at the same time her mission
to be the extermination of Paganism, and that
those opposing hier in that sacred mission would
be anuibilated with those Pagans.

The Sultan now demanded the evacuation of
the Danubian principalities within a given period
(a fortnight} stating explicitly that a negative an-
swer, or non-compliance, would be met by instant
hostile movement on his part. A negative an-
swer was returned; but, as non-compliance had
previously furnished grounds for hostilities, before
the answer had been received, war was actually
begun. Since the commencement of hostilities,
the successes of the Turks by Jand have been
without a check; but a summary of the pro-
ccedings is out of the question, as if even all the
various reports are authentic, the details would
occupy our whole Magazine. There is no doubt,
however, that in three battles the Turks have
been victorious. One significant circumstance
must not be passed over, the pre<ence of various
Englishmen at the battle of Oltcnitza, the most
scrious engagement that hias yet taken, place.
The fleets of France and England are in the Bos-
phorus, and there is no probability that war can
be prevented, or that the leading powers of Eu-
rope will not e drawn into it. A severe lesson
scems to be impending over the Czar; and it is
to be regretted that French and English vacilla-
tion shovld not have prevented a less costly one,
while there was yet time.  The position of Austria
in the meantime is a huniliating one, lide
with the Roman Catholic powers, who are all op-
posed from religions principles to the claims
asserted by the Czar, bankmupt in cxchequer,
and closely bouud to Russia by policy, the
position of the young emperor is by no means an
eaviable one. Tt was expected that the next ime
portant intelligence would e tie bombardment
of Scbastopal, the Russian Gibmaltar of the Black
Sca. The latest acconnts, liowever, show that
the Turks have sustained s0 serous a loss in the
only naval cugagement that has taken place, that
it is scarcely to be hoped that this can take place.
Some Euglish prints chiarge France and England
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with having purposely waited for a reverse on
the part of the Turks, in ovder to interfere. The
bad policy which destroyed the Turco.Egyptian
fleet at Navarino is now likely to be felt.

The Turkish tioops are reported to be in
the highest spirits, and assurances of fidelity, ac-
companied with liberal voluntary supplies of
money, are being poured into the inperial exche-
quer. .
UNITED STATES.

Beroud railroad collisions and steambeat acei-
dents which have heen attended with the wmost
lamentable and awful loss of lite, there has been
little to record during the past six months,  Yel-
Jow fever hus prevailed in the south, and has oc-
casioned great mortality.  Two exploring expedi-
tions have suiled, one for the purpose of again
secking for Frauklin ; another for scieutific pur-
poses, and destined for thesouth. An expedition
was sent to Jupan to insist on the establishment
of commercial relations, which was received in a
friendly manner, and has as yet been successful
in its objects.

John Mitchell, the Trish rebel. made his escape
from Australia, and arrived at Sau Francisco. It
appears as if the citizens of the Union hiad, hiow-
ever, cnough to sicker them in other adven-
turers.  Mitchiell, therefore, hzs met with litde
favour except at the hands of a few ultra
democrats.  We congratulate the Union on the
acquisition of so valuable a subject.

Three very extensive fives have occurred in
New York within the last few weeks. Messrs.
Harpers, the most extensive publishing house in
America, was totally destroyed on the 10th, and
nearly all his valuable stock destroyed.  Iis ste-
reotype plates, which were in vaults, were saved.
The damage was estimated at £350,000, on
which there was an insurance of £62,500. The
second occurred on the 27th, when several very
ex, ts were destroyed, with
Several vessels lying at the wharves.  Among
thiese were the packet ship Joseple Walleer, the
mammaoth clipper ship Greal Nepublic, laded
with cotton, und several other vessels.  Tie loss
is estimated at nearly £390,000. The thivd,
which was in John Street, destroyed the printing
establishment of Putacy Russell, with several
other huildings. The loss here is something
under £250,000.

1sive establis)

MEXICO.

Santa Anna has again resumed the reins of
government; hut so surrounded with difliculiies
is he, that it is hard to fovetell what success will
crown his effuris,  There is, however, very Jitthe
doubt hut that these very difficultics have Heen

the means of preserving peace, as, on first
assuming power, his warlike intentions towards
the United States, were no secret.

SOUTH AMERICA.

It is scarcely worth while to chronicle the va-
rious revolutions that are continually taking
place in the minor states of Southern and Cen-
tral America.  One remarkable proposition has,
however, been brought forward, that the five
powers of Central America, should unite in a
ctistoms-union, similar to the German Zolverein,

CHINA

The Revoiution in China has been, as far as
can be ascertained with any degree of certainty,
so far successful.  Oune of the most extraordinary
features connected with it is, that the leader has
been brought up, and is, a Christian, and that it ie
his intention to overthrow the present idolatrous
system established.  Ilitherto the proccedings of
the insurgents have been unmarked by cruelty—
the officers forming the council are said to be
Frenchmen,

Masor.—You must be alnost hoarse, Dactor,
so I think before chess we willhave facts. Come,
Laird.

Lamn.—Tere they are.  I'll just read on, and
bad luck to bim who first criss * Hold, enough 1

[Laird reads.)

REAVY PROFITS OF CLEANLINESS.

Althongh but little sectarian in feeling we have
a liigh respect for mast of the religious sects of
the age; yet we think all of them might make a
decided improvement in their creeds, by em-
bodying another article requiiing strict cLEASLI-
NESS in all their commandments.  We once knew
an eminently pious waman on whom this very sub-

Jjeet was sttongly euforced, with practical results,

through a drenn,  She was not only an enveter-
ate smoker, but sulfered the fumes to operate as
an antagonistic to cleanliness.  She dreamed of
her own death, and arrived at the gates of para-
dise: but theregistering angel, toher astonishment
and consternation, was unable to find her name.
While just on the hrink of despair, it was at Iaat
dizcovered, having been slnost wholly obscured
by a thick cloud of tabacco-smaoke! ~ This isa
literal fact, and this lady afterwards beeame wide-
v knewa for her interest in the cause of Chris-
tianity, and opposition to tohacco,

It may scum strange to some, that we place
this quatuy in such distinet prominence. This is
hecause its henefits, and the ervils of its con-
trary vice, are so little felt, It is only a proof of
the wide prevalence of the evil,  In a moral
point of view we have little to say. except the
simple sugugestion of the impossibility, almost
of bhecoming familiar with the rubbish and
filth of an unswept honse and unwashed linen,
without hegoming at the same time too littie
averse to the rubbish and dust of shigmish morali-
ty.  For how can one be expected o attain the
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mental discipline required for moral purity, who
is too lazy to preserveacleanly person.

It is however, in an economical point of view
that our present remarks are chiefly intended.
We have heard farmers dissuaded from cultivating
neatuess, as something unnecessary, and urged to
devote all their time to such lubor as will yield
immediate profit. Instead of being embellished
with shirubs and shade trees, their door-yards must
be marked with the ruts of loaded carts; soap
must be econowized on wearing apparel, and
acrub-broome, on the daiy and kitchen-floor.
Now, we hope none of our rcaders will ever
listen to such advice for 2 moment. We do not
believe a word of it.—We have had occasion to
visit, both privately and officially, many of the
best farms in the country,—those which have
proved pre-eminent for their heavy profits by
good management,—and without a single excep-
tion, they were specimens of neatness throughout.
The door-yards were not covered with chips, bar-
rel-hoops, cast-off shoes, or puddles of dish-water 5
the barn-yard was not recking with the fumes of
manure heaps wasting through summer inthe hot
sun; nor were the fenceslined with thisties, briers,
and burdocks ; but every part showed the com-
plete control which wus exercised by the touch of
& master, not only in raising large crops, but in
kecping outall intruders, whether animals, weeds,
or refuse matter. The same energy which pre-
served a ncat ornamental lawn, kept in motion
the clock-work of an excellent management.

FARMERS' CLUBS.

Ag the season when farmershave more leisure
than at any other time of the yearis approaching,
we wish to call attention to the importance of
some organized system of improvement. There
are abundant facilities for becoming thoroughly
acquainted with the most successful modes ot cul-
ture in practice, and all that is requisite isa suffi-
cient degree of interest to call out the farmers,
bring together their knowledge, and form a joint-
stock company, with the sum total of each man's
wisdom for a capital, Every farmer has had ex-
perience, and claims to have derived from it cer-
tain rules which guide him in hisfarming ; and yet
very few are governed by thesamerules. A con-
siderable proportion of farmers read more or less
on agricultural subjects, and obtain in this way
very much information, which may be made use-
ful to their neighbours, The farmer who has not
observed a single new fact or learned any thing
worth commuunicating duting the past year, must’
have been very negligent or extremely dull, and
certainly needs such instruction as his more ac-
tive brethren can give him. Those who know
most about agriculture, are ready and waiting to
lcarn more from the experience of the most hum-
ble laborer, and all may be alike benefitted by
making 2 common fund of all the available know- |
ledge, from which each may draw as.he has occa-
sion.

There are rmany advantages to be derived from
well conducted Farmers' Clubs. Among the
more important, we mention the following. They
aerve to create an inquiring spirit, and lead the
farmer to refiect op
and hisreading. When called upon for an opini-
on on a subject, the farmer finds that ko has not

on and digest his observations;

thought upon it sufficiently. or that his notions
are in a crude and unavailable shape, and the
result is, that he goes home resolved to inform
himseif with regard to the subject before another
meeting. Immediately connected with this, ia
the tendency to accuracy in experiment which
such associations foster. It is not enough that
the member of the club satisty himself with an
approximate experiment. e must be careful
at every step, and precise in every detail,in order
to satisfy all the members of the soundness of
his conclusion. The member of the club is more
than an individual farmer ; he isone of an associ-
ate body who are pledged to each other’s inter-
ests, and laboring for the greatest good of the
greatest number.  He is a public-epirited man,
and soon learns to attach some importance to his
observations, and to vegard himself as of some
consequence in the agricultural world. The club
operatces against that spirit of dselation and seclu-
sion which is much too prevalent among farmers,
It calls them together—calls for their views, and,
gives them a dignity and a power they had notin
an unorganized condition. It infuses a new pur-
pose into the mind of every individual member
namely, that of doing something constantly for
his own improvement, and the progress of his
profession, It leads him to read more, and to
read more carefully and understandingly, and if
he discharge his dutics properly, it assists him
materially in expressing his ideas. Farmers are
not wanting in talent, or natural capacity ; they
nced only practise to enable them to explain
to others clearly and forcibly their own persua-
sions; and this practice is afforded by a club,
where every one feels free to express himself,
and cblized to contribute something to the
general fund. The formation of & club would
also enable the farmers in every town to own an
agricultural library, and to have the reading of
all the best agricultural journals. If at the out~
set twenty farmers contribute five dollars each,
the club will have the meauns of purchasing many
of the standard works on agriculture, and with
them can form the nucleus of & library which can
be incrcased as funds will permit. Another ade
vantage, which should not be lost sight of, is the
beneficial effect which these club meetings would
have on the sous of farmers and the youth general-
ly. They would be led to regard farming as a ration-
al and pleasing]pursuit, rather thana slavish drudg-
ery, and would turn their attention to studying
agriculture, and to observation, instead of avoic~
ing everything that savors of the soil.

AX AMERICAN ACCOUNT OF THE HORJICGLTGRAL
DEPARTMENT OF THE PROVINCIAL FAIR, UPFER
CANADA.

The floral ball which is at all times'the principal
attraction, wassituated on the summit of the ele-
vation. It was one hundred and twenty feet
long by eighty feet broad, forming a centre hall
about twenty-four feet wide the whole length, and
two side halls also the whole length of the build-
ing. The ecastern side hall was devoted. chiefly
to the flowers and vegetables.

There was a good display of annuals and Ver-
benas. The display of Dahlias was not so great.
There were some very tastefully done up table
bouquets. There was s very pretty foral design
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by Mr. Kent's gardener, filled up inthe different
plots with Asters, Marigolds, Verbenmas, &e.
There wasa fine box of annuals fromn Messrs,
Thompson & Mweray, of the City Gardens, Ham-
itton,  Judge Campbell, of Ningara, had some
very good Cockscombs, seemingty the same that
figured at the Horticulural Show in Toronts
lately, ad veceived so much merited praise.  J.
F. Moore, of Hamilton, had & very fine display
of Bulsums,  Ereas Kemnedy had a very good
collection of plants, from his own private garden,
Mr. Fleming, of Toronto, had a pretey fair collec-
tion of green-house plants.  Thomas & Murway
had a very preuy flowering Jessamine, very use-
ful and suitable for a hall window; it flowers in
the early part of the season, and gives out a pow-
erful and most delightfully {ragrant odor.  They
had a fine specimen ot Veronica, and a very
pretty Gesneria zebrina, a plant of heautiful foli-
age.  Toe Torenia Asiatica, from the same gar-
dens, was a very fine specimen, with a beautiful
soft bluc Vemulone flower. It grows easily, and
flowers freely; but requires a good deal of heat
to bring it to perfection. There was a very
graceful Japan Pine from the same garden.  This
plant is well adapted for a conservatory. The
Lantana Ewingii, a tlower sometking like a Ver-
bena, bur wmore vaviegated. The flower first
becomes orange, it then fades to u soft fine pink,
and frem that comes nearly to a white, the flowers
appearing in all their different stages i one plant
at the sune time, It lowers from the beginning
of June all the way to winter, amd is welladapted
for bedding out. It hasbeen only recently intro-
duced. There was one plani, a native of Califor-
nia, termed the Zauchneria Californica, with a
beautiful scarlet flower, resembling a Fuschia
somewhat. This plant is also well adapted for
bedding out. J. F. Moore exhibited a very
healthy Indian Rubber plant, and one Orange
tree, with one specimen of the fruit upon it.
There were two fine specimens of Aloes, and a
very finespecimen of the Abutilon stratium, with
& beautiful striped well-shaped flower ; a consider-
able variety of Cacti, and a rather curious plant
—the Eschynanthus zebrina—irom the same
garden,

On the opposite side of this hall there was a
great display of cabbages, chiefly from Toronto
gardens. There were also squashes, in great
varicty ; celery, large becets, and also some re-
markably fine table beets. Mr., Leslie showed a
good collection of pears aud guinces, of very fine
quality. In the western hall there was a most
maguificent display of white and red onions, the
finest by far thathas yet been exhibited at any of
our fairs. There were some tomatoes of a very
large size, but not very tempting; there were
some very fine small ones. There was a display
of white table turnips, very fine. The capsicums
were a very good display. There were some
good cauliflowers, two heads especially very fine.
The chicory looked well—it was chicly from
Pear's garden, Yonge street. The carrots were
a very good display. There weve three baskets
of varicties of vegetables, The Baron de Lon-
gueuil displayed some very fine egg plants, of a
large size. The water-melons were rather an ordi-
nary display. The Normal School, Toronto, exhi-
bited specimena of the production of the experi-

{
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mental garden ; there were cabbages, oats, barley,
potatoes, corn, carrots, beets, mangel wurzel,
turnips, &e., &e., with a full report of the quan-
tity raized, and ull the particulars connected with
the various specimens,

The peaches were a very good display. There
were some very excellent hot-hiouse grapes, from
WL Boultow's gavden,  Enoch Turner and W.
B. Jarvig, of Turonto, and W. P. McLaren, of
[Lamilton, had al:o some very fine specimens.
There was a very prolfic specimen of zrapes, we
think from Mr. Lewis, of Saltifeet; there were
upwards of forty bunches on one vine about three
teetlong., Mr. Humphreys, of Torouto, exhibited
» basket of very excellent Sweet Water grapes.
This was decidedly the best specimen of that
kind of grapes in the exhibition. There were
fifty-six ditlerent entries of ¢‘twelve winter
apples.” The winter table apples made a very
good display. The Ribston Pippins were very
fine. There were some excellent baking apples,
fromt Leslie's Garden. There were seven entries -
of twenty varieties of apples, some of them very
fine, from Leslie, Turuer, Bruckly, of Hamilton,
and others.

Dr. Craize’s son digplayed sonie very fine spe-
cimens of dried plants, very well prepared. There
were only a tew of them displayed, the greater
part of them being left in the portfolio.

Major.—Thanks, Laird, I am not sorry we
are neacly done. I smellsupper. Where's Mrs
Grundy. Laird, ring the bell.

Docror.—While Mrs. Grundy is coming, 1
must bring to your notice a new collection of
music, which, for cheapness and good style in
getting up, surpassesanything I have yet scenin
this country, and, I may add, in the old, The
publisher—A. Montgomery, Spruce Street, New
York—has sent me the first four numbers, which
contain—** Coming through the rye ;”” *“Fricndly
i3 thine air, Rosalia ;" * the Prima Donna valse ;?
“La valsc damour”—the first by Jullien, the
second by Kanig. ¢ The home where changes
never come,” and “My own, my gentle, mo-
ther"— two songs, both by Glover. The whole
of that music cost one shilling sterling, 1t is well
printed, and some of the picces are very cele-
brated. Can anything be cheaper?

Mrs, GRUNDY (20ho has entered while the Doctor
was speaking.)—Cheap, certainly; but I think
that I know as cheap a work, which I have
already introduced to you—I mean the *“Moni-
tor of Fashion.” I have mad2 several extracts
from it, and X can cordially recommend it. Are
you ready, gentlemen, for my gatherings ?

Masor.—By allmeans. [AMrs, Grundy reads.}

DESCRIPTION OF PLATE.—BALL COSTUME.

Jupe of rich white satin, with wreath of rowes
festooned at the bottom. Dress of figured ganse
witha broad horizontal stripe of pink satin: low
pointed body opening on & stomacher of whide
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satin, the pointed bertke formed by a broad and
rich Chaxtilly lace; the stomachier is ornamented
by roses and folinge; a rose is also placed on
cach shoulder: the very short sleeve is trimmed
with Chantilly lace. The skirt is looped up on
cach side, and fastened by a full blown rose and
foliage.

OBSERVATIONS ONX LOM.JON AND PARISIAN FASHIONS

FOR DECEMBER, 1S53,

The unusually favorable wenther we have been
enjoying during nearly the whole of the past
month, has caused our Artistes des Modes to pro-
duce some delightful novelties in bonnets and
cloaks for out-of-door costume. In Paris, the
MAGAZINE DE LA PrESinesce, Rue de la Chaussée
d'Antin, has produced many charming mantles,

Black lace, deep silk fringes, and bands
of moire antique, continue to be the favourite
trimming for cloaks, whether of velvet or satin:
for cloth or cashmere stamped velvet is used, of
which there arc an endless variety of patterns.
For dresses for the promenade, narrow fringes
and black velvetare used as trimming for flounces.
For home costume, caracos of velvet are worn,
with silk, poplin, or cashmere skirts; they are
generally made closing to the throat.

For cvening dresses a new material, called
Lama d'orée, will be much jn favour; some of
these have only one band to the flounces, and the'
dress spotted with gold.”

OENKRAL AMERICAN OBSERVATIONS ON FASHIONS
AND DRESS.

The preparations for the winter balls and soi-
rées are already apparent in the number of new
and rich ribbons which have made their appear-
ance. Many of these new ribbons have gold and
silver tastefully interwoven in patterns composed
of flowers of every hue. The skilful combina-
tion of gold and silver, renders theee ribbons ad-
mirably well adapted for head-dresses during the
winter. One of themost elegant and distinguées
coiffures we have scen, was composed of blue
thierry velvet ribbon figured with silver and
flowers. The ribbon, which was rather wide,
wagdisposed in a point which drooped over the
hair on the left side of the head. To this point
were attached two bows of the same ribbon with
very short ends. From the centre of the bows
fesued silver sprays, which imparted great bril-
liancy to the head-dress, Some of the new head-
dreases consist of fanchons of white or black tulle,
ornamented with embroidery in gold, pearls and
velvet application. ’

¢ Dresses of black silk have recently been very
muach worn. They are trimmed with flounces,

more or less richly ornamented with braid or vel-

vet.  Two or three rows of black velvet ribbon,
one above the other, are very cencrally placed
at the edge of the flounces of black silk dresses.
Ornaments of velvet of au open-wark arabesque
design, or of the palm-leaf pattern, are rich, the
Iatter being sometimes large enough to cover the
whole flounce. Trimmings of black velvet are
very eflective on a dress of plain violet or dark-
blue silk. Trimmings of violet, durk-green and
dark-blue velvet, are employed to ornament black
~ilk {lounces. It should be borne in mind, that
flonnces ornamented with velver trimmings, re-
quire very little fulness.

“ Among the new dresses may be mentioned
some of grey and steel-color silk, having flounces
bordered by a band of plush woven with silk.
This plush is often of a deeper tint than that of
the silk compusing the dress, and it is frequently
figured. A dress of green silk, just completed,
flounces edged with bands of plush ornamented
with spots, in black, maroon, and brown.

“We must not omit to mention a very clegant
dress which bas been mnade up. It consists of
dark-blue silk, and is without flounces, but the
skirtis ornamented with twelve horizoutal rows
of black velvet foliage. The corsage has a basque
sliv up at each side, and open in front, the open-
ing being filled up by rows of velvet tolinge and
bows of black velvet. The sleeves are slashed;
having two openings, the one above and the
other under the c¢lbow, and the edges of these
openingsare united by traverses, or horizontal
rows of velvet and bows of velvet ribbon,

¢ Black velvet will, this winter, certainly hold
its wonted place among the fuvorite materials
for dresses. Some black velvet dresses are
made with the skirt quite plain, the corsage and
sleeves being edged with braid figured with
velvet.  One, however, has the skirt ornamented
with plain leaves embroidered with bright-green
silk. These leaves are of graduated sizes, the
smallest being near the wuist. An embroidery
of palm-leaves is carricd up the front of the cor-
sage, which is close and high as the throat. The
sleeves are of the mousquetaire form, having re-
vers or turned cuffs, entircly covered with em-
broidered palm-leaves.  The dress we have just
described bas been made for & lady of rank and is
intended to be worn in the carriage or in the neg-
ligé home costume. .

“¢ It appears probable that close corsages will
be more prevalent during the winter months than,
they have been for some time past. The open
corsage hag had so long a reign, that a re-action
in favor of an opposite form may reasonably be
looked for.”

Bonnets are still worn back on the head, and
it will apparently be some time before this un-
graceful style of wearing the bounet goes out of
favour: some are even mistaking this style, and
wear the ordinary form of bonnet thrown back on
the head, whereas it is the peculiar form of the
crown which gives this appearance, by being
made very low and sloping towards the back : the
bonnets, viewed in the front, have the form of
the brim oval, which is the opposite to those wora
last winter; they were wide and bad a flat appean
ance.

Docrox.—~Now for chess, [Doctor rends,]
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CHESS. Inpoint of utility, the Chess Grammar has
(To Correspondents.) been superceeded by the el ntary works of
J 1. , It Tuas been Inid down as a rule that in | Lewis and Walker; and to those two gentlemen

any Problem where the King and Rook ocenpy their
original squares, it is lawful for the King to Castle.
Many chess authoritics however, are opposed to this
rule~—
A. E. P. , Your Problem admits of solution in
three moves by playing for first move B to K 2ud. Ch.
Solutions by-J. 1L R., and Bsse, are correct; all

others wrong.—
SOLUTION OF PROBLEM NO. I.
Wuire. Brack.
1. KR P, one (ch.) K moves.
2, Castles. Anything,

3. B or R mates,

PROBLEM No. II.
Y J. B, C.

BLACK.

/i / f/ //
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WHITE,
White to play and mate in four moves.
CHESS.

CoaprEr 1v.—TnE Mooxry WrITERS ON CHESS.

‘We now come tothe modern treatises; and in
comparing such works as Lewis's last edition of
his Treatise on Chess, Walker's Art of Chess
Play, and Von Hydebrant der Lasa's Work, with
those of by-gone times, we cannot but be aston-
ished at the rapid progress thathas been made
in the art during these last few years; and we
caunot help thinking that this is mainly attribu-
table to the roany cheap publications that treat
of this noble pastime,

The Practical Chess Grammar, by W. S. Ken-
ney, (published in 1817,) was the first to lead the
way to its extended practiceamongall classes of so-
eiety. The thin quarto volume, with it colored
plates, was at that time eagerly purchased;” and
although it has passed through no less than five

editions, it hos heen for some years out of print.

the Chess-players have every reason to be grate-
ful.

Mr. Lerwis has published translations of all the
best writers mentioned in our last chapter, and
his last treatise isa work that canaot be too
highly spoken of. Mr. Walker has laboured
hard and successfully in the cause of Chess, and
deserves to be rewarded. Mr. Staunton, also,
has issued a couple of invaluable books, publishe
ed by Bohn in bLis Scientific Library, and entitled
the Chess-player’s Handbook and Chess-player’s
Companion ; and in addition to these Mr. Bohn
has published, the games played at the Chess
Tournament in London, during the year 1851.

Periodicals devoted exclusively to Chess,
satisfactorily show the solid hold that this glo-

rious game has taken in the homes of our coun-
‘trymen. The Chess Player’s Chronicle has now

reached its seventh volume, and still continues
to be ably edited by Mr. Staunton.

“La Palamede,” 2 French periodical, estab-
lished by De la Bourdonnais, and now under the
superintendence of M. St. Amant, represents that
nation.

In the United States, a few years ago, a Chess
Magazine was commenced, but it, we believe,
fell through after two or three volumes had been
issued. If such be the case, we hope that it
may speedily be revived.

The Jilustrated London News, and Bell's Lifs
in London, supply weekly, admirable games and
it is not a little gratifying to know, that a cons
siderable number has been added to the circulas
tion of both these papers, from the fact of their
having devoted a portion of their columns to the
recording of Chess Matters. Andin conclusion,
we may venture to express the hope that the
Anglo's humble endeavours to foster a love of
Chess in the British North American Colonies,
may be similarly rewarded.

ENIGMAS.
No. 16 by M. D'Orville.

Wanz—~K at QR 3d; R at QB sq; Ktaat
K 5th and 6th; P at Q R 5th.

Bric—EK at Q Kt 4th; Qat KR 6th; Ras
K Kt 8th; Ktsat K B6thand Q R 3d.

White to play and mate in three moves,
No. 17. By Mr. Kling.

Woire—K at Q Kt 8th; Rat K Bsq.; Ktat
Q 8th; PsatQ 4th, Q Kt 5th and Q R 4th.

Buct.—K at Q Kt 8rd; Psat Q 3rd and 4thy
‘Q Kt 2nd and Q R 4th.

White to play and mate in three moves.



