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ORIGINAL.
SOME REMARKS ON EARLY DISCOVERY.

i sprrit of adventure has, at all times, render-;led the barbarian to the seats of learning and re-
ed great assistance, if, indeed, it did not give a finement, frous which he returned to instituta a
primasy impulse, to the march of civilizatiou. The like cultivation of the higher sentiments, to pro-
passion, it is true, in the breast of the savage, mote the like arts, to found similar laws and cus-
may be cousiderc! . one point of view, es of toms, amid the deserts inhabited by his yet un-
little advaniage to mankind—for in the expedi- ‘instructed brethren. Ina coramunity already en-
tions an the examinations to which it promplslrlligh!cned, the spirit of adventure g'ves a continaed
hinz, he is content with the gratification of his impulso to invention and improvement, not only
own curiositys Besides, w here there is no science in these arts io which it i more pecubany ai-
there is little certainty. The want of the art of lied—such as navigation, geography, and the arts
navigation prevented the ecarly navigators from of commarce—but even to such as are more re-
extending their researches far beyond the coast motely connected with it—as poetry, painting,
lines of their own countries ; an ignorance of wusic. But if it aids the cause of science, by
those means by which the geographical positionigreatly conducing to the furtherance of observa-
of a country is determined, its general appear-!tion, experiment and research,—if it joins itself
ance, and the manners and customs of its inhabi-: with the love of knowledge in the breast of tho
tants, most easily described, was a hindrance to-philosopher, impelling him to leave the peaceful
the acquisition of any information among the rov«%abodcs of learning, and wander over regions which
ing tribes and the first travellers,—while the cre-jthe hardy savage scarcely ventures to explore, in
dulity and the wonder which are the consequen-‘order to accamulate fuets, to investizate pheno-
ccs of ignerance, supplied the place of facts with!mena, how slow would be the encreachments of
inventions of the imagination, and left to postenty 'a general civilization upon barbarism,—how re-
sccounts as fictitious ir their narrative as they 'tarded the advancement of the Christian religior.
were vague and meagre in theie descriptions. in the pagan world, were it not for this wisely
But yet, among the rudest and primitive nations instituted passion. If it incited Ifumboldt to gra-
of the carth does the spirit of adventure prescat tify his thirst for information on the heights of

* the most striking instance of its importance. It.the wost precipitous mountains,—if it nerved the

gave rise to the first inventions by which man was heart of the chivalric Park, amid the sandy de-
enabled to cross the wrackless ocean,—it was the serts of Africa, and upon the unknown waters of
parent of international commerce. Among those  the Niger.—if it tempted Cook to the task of three
nations, too, which remained in a rude condition times circumnavigating the globe,—if it sent forth
afler others had made great progress in a polished Columbas to win toe name—greater than that of
ariilization, th@ curiosity and impulse to astion him whe wept that there were no more worlds to
was extremoly serviceable, inasmmceh as it oﬁcn‘conquor~of Bjscoverer of a New World : does
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it not also mompt thousands to carry the nits of comnercial people. It is tive that we find some
civihzed lifo amosy the barbaicus wres,—and | mfonuntion respecting the Fgyptinns, - and,
does it not animate the Christan missionary io | other portions of the Scriptnre, we receive some
follow countinnally the steps of discovery, the | account of the trade and enterprises of the Pha-
bearer of an enlightened aud holy religion? It} wicians ; indeed, of the latter, the principal mari.
do.s not primarily incite the philosopher or the | thne nation of antiquity, thiz is almest the only
atissionary to their expeditions : buf, in the breast | relation that exists.  The geographical knowledge
where a Jove of seience or refigion has already di- | of the Greeks was acemate,—but ¢ it may, with-
vected the desires, either to gather information in | out muck injustice,” say« the writer we before
distant and unknown countries, or to carry thither | quote, * be stated as not extending far bevond
the sacred Gospel, the spirit of adventuro throws | Greece, gypt, Asia Minor, and the islands. Be.
a thousand charms around the attempt,—lessens | yond thess limits, all objects appesr in tho pis.
the difficulties, smooths the path, and occasionsa | matic hue of wonder and enchantment 5 we find
love of those exertions which are most arduous, | nothing but mousters, nations of dreams, and the
and the scenes which are most dangerous and | abodes of bliss. These deiusive forms were chiefly
trying. gathered ia the western, or rather north-western
Of the wanderings of the first pastoral tribes we | quarter of the hemisphere.  All the early writers
know but listle or nothing. A people suppoited ! on Greece believed in the existence of certainre-
antireiy by agriculture, with the exception of‘l gions situated in the West, beyond the bounds of
hunting and fishing, spread themselves over wide | their actuai knowledge,—and, as it sppears, of
wracts of land which, after awhile, they desert for | too fugitive a nature to bo ever fived withii the
others more feitile, and where—the human spe- | circle of authentic geography. Homsr describes,
cies not having before inhabited it—the beasts of | at the estremity of he ocean, the Elysian plain,
the forest still remain ia immense numbers, and | where, under a sereae sky, the favourites of Jove,
the soil, yet unbroken, is morefit for the parposes | exempt from the common lot of mortals, enjoy
of a race unacquainted with any but the rudest | eternal felicity.  Hesiod, in like manuer, sets the
arts of tillage. 'The first objects, of cowse, in| ilappy Isles, the abode of departed he- oes, beyond
the migeations of these rude inhabitants of the | the deep ocean. The Hesperia of the Gieecks
globe are their natural wants ; but they ure fur- | continually fled befor.  :em as their knowledyo
ther iimpelled, and much more strongly a. last, by | advanced, and they .aw the terrestrinl paradise
curiosity and a love of action. Fuch was the | still disappearing in the Weast.”
ease with the primitive tribes,—but, from their] With the increasing population of the earth,
ignorance of letters, the world is unacquainted, | discovery and geographicul knowledge continued,
for the most part, with the history of their wau- | of course, te advance. During the wmiddle ages,
derings.  Whog, in their continua! fiogre-s, por- | the Arabuins, the Italians, the Porteguese, and
tiona of them reached the sea-coast, we may na- | the Spaniards, were the greatest eommercial na-
turally imagine, in the woids of a writer upon the | tions, and consequently “he most remarkable for
subject, that “ the love of g in, as well as of ad- | the extension of their navigation. Arong the
ventare, soon impeiled them ! launch upon the | mest remarkable discoveries of the middle ages
waves, and direct their course (o distant eountsies. | was that of Greenland. 1t was miade by the Nor-
Bat,”” he add,, ¢ the complicated art of uaviga- | wegians who, in the tenth century, colonized Ice-
tion required many ages to bring it to perfection. | land.  One of their number, u noble whu boio
‘the discoveries of the carly navigators were as | the name of Eric Rauda, orred head, having
peri-hable as they were vaguely described.”” been banished from Iceland for the erime of mur-
‘The Scriptures present us with the earliest re-! der, deteimined to make a voyage of discovery,
cords, historical aud geogiaphical.  But it was) dwing the tesm of his exile, to the West. lie
not from the traditions of the Hebrews, who were | sueceeded not only in landing upon an island
¢ an inland and pastoral natian, ™ that the Mosaic | which, 1t is supposed, was situated near the south-
account is gathered. We cannot but suppose it, | ern coast of Greenland, but in exploring a portion
even bad ve no other reason but this, to be de- | of the continent. Ie returned to Iceland, and
vived from a diffcrent and higher source. This | described the country swhich he had visited as
account, however, after furnishing a relation of | possessed of a fertile soil, rich meadews, and
the gradual dispeision of the human epecies, is{ < abundant Gsheries.”” He painted all that hs
confined to a peculiar race, and does not biing us | had seen in allering colours, and gave to his new
down' 1o the early history of a maritime and * discovery the name of Greenland. The adven-




<

L

2
<3

e ez

REMARKS ON EA

wrous Noithuen, eager to soe and possess tenito-
ries entitled to such an enticing appellation, em-
barked in considerable numnbers under tho guid-
ance of Lric Rauda, and were soon followed by
many from Norway. Colonies were established,
which continued in existence till the year 1418,
At that time they were wholly destroyed by 2
pestilence which at that time ravaged Furope,
called the btack death, aud by a hosule tleet, of
what country, strange to say, is entirely un-
known. Inthe yeur 1721, Greenland was again
colonized fiom Denn.ark.

But during tha period in which the Norwegians
held possession of Greentand, a still wmore won-
derful discovery is reluted to have taken place. In
the ycar 1081, a Northmun named Bioin having
been driven from his course when sailing to
Greenland, came in sight of a level country cover
ed with wood, far south west of his destination.
11e continued on his way to Greealand,—and on
on his arrivai, engaged a party to accompany him
vp a voyage ol adverture to the land which he
had descried. A vessel being equipped, he set
sail and in a short time came in <ight of a rocky
island 1 hich they named Helleland, Continuing
on their course, they arrived a few days after-
wards at a river, ““on the banks of which were
trees loaded with agreeable fruits. The tempe-
rature appeared delicious, the soil semmned fertile,
and the river yiclded abundunce of fine salmon.
Having reached the lake from which the viver is-
sued, our Greenlanders resolved to winter in the
country. They found that, on the shortest day,
the sun remained eight howrs above the horizon—
from which observation it results that they were
not far from the foity-ninth degrec of latitude.”’

The country thus discosered, and which they
named Vinland, or the lqnd of wine, from the
circmpstance of their having found wild grapes
growing there, s supposed to have been either
part of the island of New foundland or of the con-
tinent of North Ameiica. Tedeed if we place any
cvedit in the anthenticity of this discovery, we can
only place this Vinland, lying a5 it did south west
of Greenlund, and in the fotty-fifith degroe of lu-
titude, in the island we have mcutioned, or the
most adjacent part of the main land.  The Sean-
dinavian adventurers having established colonies
in the country, are related to have carried on a
profitable fur trade with a race of natives, whom
they term Skraclingues, or dwaufs, v h~ must have
been the Northern Indians kvown by the name of
Fsquimasx. The account of this discovery is
confirmed by the Zeni, two Venetians of noble
bith, who in the year 1380 get out on a vorage
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trom the Feroe Islands to those countrics which
had belfore been visited by the Northwen. In
their narratise they describe an island to which
they gave the name of LEstotland, and a more
western coast named Dioceo, situated to the
south of Greenland, and a thousand miies to the

They do

west of thy Ferme Talingd

At e
to the weit of having discovered these countries,
but attribute it 10 some fishermen driven by a
tempest upon the island called Estotiland. Theso
shipwrecked mariners found there a town, with
houses built of stone aud inhabited by people wlo
cartied on a trade with Greenland. These appeac
to have teen the descendants of the Northmen
who h+d before fanded hete. ¢ They were good
seamen, although sti!l wnacquainted with the use
of the compass.  The U.iesland fishermen being
prosided with this mstrument, were entrusted by
the king with the conduct of an expedition direct-
ed towards a covntry sitaated further to the south,
and called Droces. They had the misfortune,
however, to fall into the hands of a nation of
cannibals. The Frieslandeis were all eaten save
oae, whose life was spared on account of his dex-
terity in the avt of fishing : the savages contended
for 1he possession of so valuable a slave. Being
handed over centinually from one master to ano-
ther, he had an opportunity of secing the whole
country. e affirmed that it was of unbounded
extent, and iu fact @ new world The savage
natives wore no cosvering. 'They were engaged
in continral contests among themselves, the eon-
queror always feasting on his vangnished foe.
Further to the south west were a people wmach
more civilized, who weie acquainted with the use
of the precious metals, built kuirge eities and tem-
les, but nevertheless offered up human victins to
their idols.”®
i The inhabitants of the country ealled Estotiland
(no doubt the same as Vinlund and a part of
' Newfoundland) were the descendants of the Nor-
! wegians who before settled there. The disap-
. pearance of these colonies at a later period i« at-
tributed to the same cauze as the destruction of
those in Greenland. The region which they
pamed Drocec is supposed to have been PART ov
Nova Scorta or New England,—and tpe rich
and more civilized people in the south were, by
a paiity of reasoning, the inhabitants of Mexico.
The continent of America, then, if this aseount
be credited, was discovered nearly five centuries
prior to the time of Columbus. 'FThere ¢can be no
doubt that this great navigator was acquainted
with many floatiag relations of the discoveries of
" those Teandingyian adventwiers.




AN ADVENTURER'S HISTORY.
TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCI.

~——*¢ Ceus, qui veulent devenir riches, tombe: lans Ia tentation, et dans le pi-ge, et en plusicars
d.sirs puisibles et extravagans, qui les precipitent dans In destruction et dans la perdition.*

To the Editor of the New Monthly Magzazine.|comfortable. I was Lis only child,—and we liv-
S1r—As your colsmns are open for spccimonsﬂd together in the most monotonous manner ima-
of literature, the productions of provindiel wri- ginable, and, perhaps, more economically than [
ters, I send you ore of mune in the shape Dfulfshould like to describe. Tt is true he sent me to
translation. You are aware, that to translate well, :SChOOl fer about three years, where I learned 10
is more diificult than even to compese,—and as I/vead and write, both of which have been useful to
am but moderately acquainted with the Frenchime, and afforded ine gratification boti. in prospe-
language, I must, on these two accounts, beg Tity and adversity—for even when fainting be-
pardon of criticism. The groundwork of the nar-{neath a burning sun, and on the scorching sand,
sative is said to be true ; if I have made some tri-: My memory has reverted to histories and narra-
fling alterutions, perhaps they are of little conse- |tives and descriptions of countries, which T had
quence. I leave it with you and the reader, read in my boyish days, aud which ststained my
And am, &e. &c. mind when my tongue was parching for lack of 2
THE TRANSLATOR. draft from the delicious stream, and my appetite
craving food the taste of which would have given
— inconceivable pleasure.

1 was born at Rouen, in France, inthe year 1732,  From among the youth in our neighbourhood 1

My father’s name was Le Sage—a name tv which selected one, about my own age, asa companion.
neither himself nor his son had any clim on zu:-;His name was Le Bl‘f"!o He had a sister, soma-
count of superior sagacity, as will fully appear inf‘f'hat younger than himself, of an amiatle dispo-
the course of tlis narrative. My wotner died sition and intelligent mind,—and if T had been
while T was in 1ay infancy, so that I can remem-; §¢tting forward in a gentecl way of life, itis iike-
ber but little of her except her kindness—many in- | 1y J should have laid my fortune at her feet. But

atances of which are still fresh in iy memory, and 1 bad little prospect that way,—and her family,
I bope will never be obliterated. i consisting of her brother, hereelf, and their mo-

1 do not mean to trouble the world with za ac- | ther, who was somewhat advanced in years, had
count of my childish transucticns—some, howe- "to depend on transient business for a livelihood.
ver, of these which occurred in my more advanc- Yet we were not without our seasons of relaxa-
ed age are worth relating, as they may smprise“ﬁon and amasement.  We would join, sometimes,
aad amuse, and peshapz lead to some uscful re-:with a few of our own age and class, in the
flections. :sprightly dance,—and romp and sing « /4 ca

My father was a watchinaker—not a first rate, #7@, ¢a ira,”” which wasstill fresh in our memo-
artist, nor was he very ingenious, but very parti iries, though we cared little what went on, so that
cular and neat about his work. He was exceed- We went on with our dancing. It may appear
ingly fond of money, but never became rich ; for slrange that we were not carried away with the
though he would save what he could by the strict- infatuation of the times ; but we had seen the en-
est fiugality, he had, sometites, little losses, that trances and the exits of so many contending par
ties, all of whom secmed to be bands of seffish
,men, or vather w:onsters, that we were tired and
The overwhelming evenis, hewever,

occurred, perhaps, fron his over-strained parsimo-
ny—so that he seemed always parsuing o phantora
that constantly eluded I s giasp. It was, perhaps, disgusted.
this unlucky thisst for gain that prevented him ! which had passed in our country, in the course of
from mayrying 4 second time, by which Le might fifteen or twenty yeus, had created in us a know-
eatainly have yendered himelf ad m mote ledge and alove of libeity. Qar minds wete cer-
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AN ADVENTURER’'S HISTORY.

tamly rused above thut ubject and degruded state
1o which our forefuthers had been held,—and we
gloried in the idea of liberty, though we enjoyed
but little of it whatever party might be in power.
Itis truo there were thousands, at the time of
which I am speaking, who were ready to sacri-
fica their lives at the shrine of the First Consul,-—
thousands actually did se, and thousands had to
do it whether thoy were willlng ornot.  Whether
the course we pursued ‘vas the best or not, the
gentle reader must judge for himseifl

I am wow going to speak of the time when I
became eighteen yearsof age. Perhaps some se-
sious 1eflections might be passing through my .
mind—I believe 1 was on the point of putling in |
practice some of wny father’s lectures by applying
myself more closely to busiress, and looking for-

ward to the time as not far distant whea I should,

of course, settle myself for life, cither by mati- ;
wony, or by business, or by both. My father’
was pleased with my assidaity and attention to,
our concerus, and began to caiculate on my being
3 corsfort and support to him in his oldage. We'
were talking of these things familiarly, one day,
when a genteelly dressed person, but not exacily |
a geatleman, stepped into the shop, and enquiied

the price of a seal with a curious davice. My fo-

69

brought with hfm o emall boz, like a snufi-box,
and a small iron rod, perhaps s thick as a goose-
quill, and ~boui twelve inches long. My fathey
st his crueiblo on the fire, and the alchymist put
in some powder which was as black as jet, but
us it melted, and he kept stirring with his iron
rod, it gradually assumed a fine yellow colour.
He then produced the seal which he had bought
the day before,—and, after ashing the precise
weight, thiew it into the crucible, and continued
stirring with his rod till it was perfectly ciear. e
then told my father 1o take it and do as he pleas-
ed with it, only to give him another seal with the
same inscription, of which there were two re-
maining. This was immediately done, and then
my father poered out the metal,—and when it
was cold, weighed it, when, to his astonishment,
it aewally weighed double the weight of the seal,
and was found to be as fine gold. The old gen-
tleman was for some moments in a deep reverie ;
he seemed bLewildered ; in fact, there was placed
before him the accomplishment of ail his wishes,
but a veil was thiown over it which he had not
the means of lifiing.

¢ I sce,”” said the stranger, ‘‘ you are surpris-
ed, but not more than I was myself at the acei-
dental discovery. But, come: sine I have raised

e g ot o

ther told him he lowest price, assured him it was ; your curiosity, I will sutisfy it in 2 :anner that
fine gold, and remarkably cheap. The stranger ; may be of some use to you. Iam on the point
said he was pleased with the pattern, but did not | of muking another voyage to the Land of Gold,
care about the gold, as it wus a thing he zould ' and I can spare you a small parcel of this admira-
make at his leisure. My father looked suspici-| ble powder—or nerhops I had better work it for
ously at him, but withal in rather an inquisitive | you myself. Now, therefore, put what you choose
manner, and presumed that Mounsieur ¢ must have | into the crucible, and though I cannot create, ¥
discovered the philosopher’s stone.” e replicd | will increase it to your own satisfaction.™
that he did not mnake use of granite to create gold, | My faher did not wait for a seeend bidding.
which he thought would be an unlikely ingre- Tle prescutly produced severs] antique ornaments
dient,—but that, having been some time on the | that had been bought cheap, perbaps soms of
Gold Coast, as it is called, he had discoveted a | them: stolen, (I beg my futher’s pardon—I do not
powder which increased the weight of gold in a j mean to say that he stole them, but that those
double ratio, by simple fusion. The old gentle- i from whom ke purchased them did) ; they wera
man opened his eyes to a peifect stare :—If he ) soon in the crucible, and the remainder of the
knew such a secret, and could accomplish it, Le  box of pawder all underwent the same process of
would go to the Gold Coust and bring home a i melting and stirring and changing colour,—and on
ship-load ¢f the powder, and spend the remainder | being tried, produced the same results as before.
«f his life in easting ingots of gold. t'l‘he gentleman then took his leave,—but, at my
-« Perhaps you are bettor off as you are,” re-| futher’s earncst importunity, promised to call
plied the strangsr ; ““but as you seem to be of | again before he sailed. which was to be in three
an enterprising turn of mind, I wiil gratify you by ; days. ITe was scarcely gone befo-e my father
a specimen of the process.”’ opened his heart to me in & kinder manner than
My father told him he should be quite del’'ght- | he had ever done before :—Ie said he would go,
ed,—it was sgreed that the feat should be per- y that very afternoon, and mortgage his house for
formed the next day,—and the gestlervan, having "the most he could get for it, and borrow all the
paid for bis seal, departed. money that hs could from his fiiends, and get the
He was punctual to his appoiatment, and | whole ian=muted, as he expressed himself. And
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as fortune iad mnde An offcs of atoniag for her
former unkindness, he would not be backward to
throw himeelf into her arins.

I thonght him quite romantic. Indeed he was
a chauged man—not with regard to iris love for
money, but his enterprising way of acquiring it.
1le took me out with him, as a witness and as-
sistant in his transactions ; he procured nearly the
value of his house, which it hrd taken many
years to pay for ; he then borrowed money from
several friends on different pretences, which, most
likely, they would not have lent, had they known
that ho had parted with his little property.  After
he had turned all into goid, he went and purchased
several ingots of the same metal from a gnldsmith
with whom hs was on terms of friendship, at a
credit of ten or twelve days,—and I suppose, if
he had been able, he would have bought or bor-
rowed the mint. He had, Lowever, no more
time for speculation, for the gentleman called, ac-
cording to promise, next day, and said he was
going to sail rather earlier than he espected, and
if my father wished him to bring a small quantity
of the gold dust, he would see him st his return,
or any thing else that he could do for him, he
would do with pleasure. My father, who had
counted before on his kind services, was glad to
hear them proffered so readily ; he to!d the gen-
tlernan immedietoly what he had done, and beg-
ged him to do what would malie him comfortable
for life—namelv, to go ihrough the same process
with all the muaterials which he had now in his
possession, as with the first specimens. Our al-
chymist rather hesitated ut first, thinking that he
might not have enovgh of his powder with him,
but added that, if my father wou!d aliow nie to
take a note to his lodgings, I should have the Ley
of his trunk, and might bring a bag containing a
quantity that he thought would be sutficient. 1
proceeded with his note to the landlord of the ho-
te! to which he had direc'ed me, which was only
at the end of the next street, but could find no one
at the hotel who had heard of the name. Think-
ing 1 had made some mistake, I returned slowly,
musing on the affuir, which began to appear to me
a very queer one. Howerer, I knew that if there
were any mystery in it, a short time would clear
it up, and set all right.  With this reflection T be-
gun to hasten home,—and on entering the back
room, which was our little laboratory, I saw my
father extended senseless on the floor. I was ter-
rified at the sight, supposing him dead,—but per-
ceiving that he breathed, I washed his face with
cold water, and did what I could to revive him,

! you—TI sympathise with you.
which at last § effected : but it sppeaied as if 1}
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had better havo allowed b 20 remrn i a stae
of insensibility—he fuinted suvern) times, and 1t
was long before he could speak, and then not ¢~

lectedly. 1, however, gathered, that, us soon ay
i went out, they were preparing to weigh the
gold,—but, just as they had got it all together, the
villain streck him such a blow on the back of e
head as felled him to the giound,—und a glanco
sufficed to shew me that he had carned off” thy
gold, and left us beggars.

My thoughts, howeter, immediately reverted
to the condition my father was ir: : he was allthy
world to me,—and he was, to all appearince,
leaving the world. I ran out, half distacted, o
the ounly friend 1 bhad left, mon cher am: Lo
Bran. Iie, and his mother and sister, flew to my
assistance ; he himself” ran for a sumgeon, who
came instantly. As soon as I had made him ac-
quainted with my father’s situation, he bled him,
and had him laid en a couch,—and Madame g
Brun undertook to nurse him herself, while her
amiable daughbter insisted on assisting her.  Oh,
Woman ! it i3 to thy tender caie and solicitude
that we owe our comfort, in the hour when ny
other comfort is at hand. That night was a sui-
rowful one to me, and the morning bronght no
alleviation to my grief. My father continued to
shew signs of life, but the surgeon gave us little
hopes of lus recovery. In the course of the day
several of our ne'glibours and friends culed in to
sympathise with us, and offer their services ; but
there appeared something in their behaviour tht
raised suspiciens in me that they were insincere,
aud it was not long before my conjectures, nnfor-
tunately, proved correct. The surgeon had just
been dressing wiy futher’s wound, and we weio
expressing our hopes and fears, when Ie Brus,
who bhad been absent all day,came in, and talune
me aside, told e that Twas in some danger. e
said that the people from whem my father had
received the money were enraged against lum for
the transaction, und pronounced it a piece of
swindling altogether,—that 1 was involved in the
scandal as an accomplice, and he was not sure
but the police officers had orders to arrest me, and
throw 1ne into prison.

“\Well,”’ I replied, ¢ let them take me to i
son, and to the scaffold. I have no desire to Ine.
I shal! presently have no father—no charactcr:
an outcast f.om society, what should I wish to
live for 2’

« For me !’ replied the generous Le Bun,—
¢« you shall live for me. ¥ know you—1 fuel for
1 wili cast my lot
with yours, and we will Ine and die togethen.””
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1 Jouked st him 1 amazement. ;»lopping out of a back door, we passed dewn au
CWhat s i, said £, ¢that yow mean 2t alles, and fiom thence, in filteen minuter, wea
<1 wil tell you,” replied he, if' you will please found ourselves on hoard the slave ship. le
to have a lutle patience:—1 am balotted tor :\i Brun then tiied to console me, and reconctie me
conseript,—next weeh I oshall be a soldie. ,—and [ to m; situation,
you hnow the happiest cast, in your fortune, s} ¢ I kuow,” seid he, ¢* you have some little ve-
to be put on board a man-of-war for a felon.: gud for my sister: eome, you cannot conceal it,
Now, inthe wmear time, theie arrives to-day a | If you wish to rend hier some small token of your
school-fellow of m:e, who, when a mere boy, Ircmﬂnbrancc, givs it to me, and § will send it by
went to sea.  He 1s now the third in command of a safe band.”
a slave-ship—his employers want hands at the| I saw le wished to engage my attention,—and
station for which he 13 baund—1 know bim for a his kind manner of doing it was irresistible. 1
sinnero fiiend—he wishes me to accompany him | put my watch into his hands.
on advantageous terms, and offers you the same.| ¢ Not that,” said he ; < it isas good asa chro-
What Go you want mote? If we remain here nometer, and, besides, has a highly finished com-
three days, we are both sold for hifce- even om‘! pass seal, by which w» might steer our boat in
souls will not be our own Can a [’renchman;casc of shipwreck. You sce,”” said he, “1am
bear such degradation? O, Liberte ! Liberte!"  preparing for the worst.”
continued he, singing in a soft bat impassioned, 1 then took a small brooch, set with diamends,
ione 1— and gave him. Ile called a young man to him,
v Libette t Laharte ! and gave him instrucli?ns,—-wl.lo returaed with &
Que tout mortel te rende homago message f:rom the ladies, saying that my f:fl?er
Plutot I wort que I'escluvage | was certainly somewhat better, but the physician
Crest la devige des Francais,”’ lwou'd not allow any person to distusb him, and
. R . . that the officers were on the look out for me.
ke Bran,” suid 1, «do with me 1s you iy \us s much as to say that we must not go
please and take me where you pleuase, bui do not;on shore again, at which Isat down and gave
take .ue from my futher.”” {way to grief and despair. Latain the evening,
“*Stop,” said e, «“I am going to say one 'y G ovor the same young lad went again—as,
word on that subjeet.  If you remam here “m“isuppose, had been concerted—and Mademoiselle
to-morrow, you will be taken to prison,—and

: futhes b ' il.e Brun came down to the wharf, alongside ou.
when your fuliet becomes sensible, and finds that L5 e said that she could not be satisfied
you are in prison for Lis transactiovs, it “:ﬂl 81V without sceing her brother cnce more. She pro-
Ium such a shock that he will sink under it. But!

: . imised to be kind to my father, who, no doubt,
if you get out nf‘ the way, and hie knows “'“".you‘would recover, and was sure that Madame, her
are safe, and will return to hun at a proper tim..., wmother, would nurse him as if he were her ows
he will live on tho hopes of seemy you aguin. uiion,  She made us promise to write as soon
But come,’” said he, seemg that T wavered, « 1c‘ias we had opportunity, and as often as possible—
us go to my inother and sister ; they are apprised | o+ .0 o4 weptat parting  Mademoiselle would
of my resclution, »nnd have agreed to it. Thev| . o0 conse to pray to the Virgin for our safety :
expect that you will be persanded to uccompany‘ « And you,” said I, *“ ave the virgin I would
wme. Come, let us speak to them,” | pray to i;’ 3
. N . 3 y H—
He led me into the room, but I scarcely noticed ! g0 1 found myself on the point of profaning :
them. 1 wentto my father, and bedewed him tmy, it was not profening, but it was something
with my tears, of which he was totally uncon- that oughit not 1o be said.  And it was ali that 1
50"":5' had an opportunity of saying,—for Mademoigelle
We were all startled, at that moment, by f“tore herself away, and we returned to oar cabiz,
loud rap at the door. We knew, instantly. it

‘ ' where overpowered by contending emotions, we
must be the oflicers of pouce. Lo Brun said not

X R soons fell agleep.
8 word,—but took me into the inner room, and

[To be continued }
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Tre dream of many a night had told,
That on a far off island lay
Fair treasures of unsulited gold,

That there had 1055 thre” many a day.
Two dark-eyed strangers, proudly brave,
Rejoicing Jeft theiv homes the while,

Athwart the wide ceruleun wave,
To sesk the shores of that rich isle.

And when nine suns had rolled away,

Ne more was cail’d the fav’ring gale,—
At length with bosons gladly gay,

They furl’d, beneath its cliffs, their sail.
A spot it was so Jone—so wild,

It seem’d as never there was heard,
Siuce first the sun thro’ ether smiled,

The voice of man, or lyre, or bird.

And now while o’er the dome of Night,
The moou with steady lustre bean'd,
In joy they sought the treasures bright
Of which their soul so oft had dreamd.
And soon they sa'v, with wond'ring eyes,
‘That hidden gold’s refulgent glare :
Lhey seized upon the glittering prize—

Bat, lo ! a spirit watch'd it there.
Halifax, March 4th, 1841.

MONLY DIGGERS.

Ard louder than the vollied storn,
A voice of dread re- echoed round,--
And now a dark, wnearthly form,
£ullin their path terrific frown’d
But, oh ! what mortal eye might Jook
Upon a brow so wild—to dread ?
Each form with paisied horror shook,
And from their cheeks the life blood fled.

"The gold fell from their grasp-~their heart
Coald dare the vent’rcus deed no more :
Unbless'd the wand’rers should depart,
I'rom that rude island’s haunted share.
And now, in disappointment dark,
Amid the wild waves” wreathed foam
Again they steer’d their stately bark,
And sought the regions of their hom¢.

But, ah ! vpon the younger Lreast,

The horrers of that night still hung,—
He died,—the ocean was his rest,—

1lis dirge was by the west winds sung.
Fair breezes blew—the bark arrived,—

The other saw his native vale,—
in pain ho saw, and but survived

To breathe the melancholy tale.

W,

SAVVALNANA
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ON

Tux pow'r of thought, blest emanation ! glowse,
A constellation, in the breast enshrined ;
Trom its pure tide ethereal glory flows :
But who can breathe th’ efiulgence of the mind.

As noxious vapours shade the opentng flow’rs,
So hangs mortality, = sick'ning cloud,
O'er the young germs cof thought’s expanding!
pew'rs,
Veiling the stroam, and clogging up the flood.

Yet oft the soul, in holy radiance deck™d,
Emiis a glecm of intellectual fire,—

THOUGHT.

Like inspiration in its notes infused,
‘Whea cherub hand has struck the trembling
lyre.

Bespeak not these some bless’d, zuspicious clime,
Though here the soul a drooping embryo moarn,

Whers all its pow'rs in zenith-hight shall shins
Beyond the verge of time’s terrestrial bourn ?

{s it immortal ? speak, ye seraph rays!
Prophetic heralds of its high descent !
Then merge the soul in glory’s sacred blaze,
And God'z own image on itz orb imprint.
S1GMA.
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DISCUSSIONS.

HALIFAX LITERARY SOCIETY.

Mr. EprtorR—

To originate subjects of populiar interest and in-
struction, aud so place them before the public as
to excite remark and produce permanent improve-
ment, would, perhaps, be an undertaking too
vast—too inconsistent with the quantity and qua-
lity of your contributors, to form a pretension of
sour work. It wouid be a pretension too great,
I think, for the youthfulness of the country, even
though, to the requisite talent, were ensured a de-
serving recompense ‘Lrades flourish, and com-
werce thrives,—but thesc are importations { ‘m
okd countries : authors and me»afactures are the
peculiar offspring of a country and a people,—
and, to produce good ones, that country and its
people must, of necessity, have gained wealthand
experience, and even some degrec of maturity.
There is this advuntage, however, connected with
our inexperience and imnaturity, that the spitits
of enquiry, enterprise, adventure, and research,
thickly people our shores, our towns, and our vil-
lages :—and these are like the bursting germ of
the batterfiy,—thay will speedily eapand into
lofty thought, not wanting the varied and beau-
teous tints of poesy, nor the philosopby and so-
cial virtues of prose, while they break open the
sleeping treasures of omr =¢il, and bring into ¢ ac-
tive service’” a large population, with iucrexsed
and inceasing means for their support.

Questionz of interest and importance are often
broaght out by the discussions in the ilalifan Li-
terary Reciety—mary of these questions will ev: .
be of interest from their commanding attitude in
the history of mankind,—and their importance iz
founded upon their claims to our consideration,
some’ ‘mes derived from our peculiar relation, but
frequently from a general relation extending equal-
Iy to all mankind. There is &n additional re-
commendation of these subjects: they bave not
only the iaterest attaching to them as events of
histery, but they gain, from their discussion, a
strong fictitious interest, which well entitles them
10 a place among original subjects of rescarch and
criticism, where they may well feria au agreeable

feature.  Anticipating an spproval, by yourself
and readers, of this suggestion, I shall proceed to
notice the subject of a late discussion, as weil ag
the discussion itself,—~and trust the plan may
conduce to lengthen your list ¢f correspondents,
and interest the reading public generally.

The question alluded to was thus worded—

Have the Inroads of the Northern Rarbarians
been beneficial or injurivus to the human
race ?

The fourth and fifth centuries are conspicnous
in history for the decline of the Roman empire
from its former greatness in government and con-
quest, and for the invasion of the empire by vast
hordes of barbarians.  From her ancient bravery,
Rome had now sunk to a state of cowardice when
her soldiers complained of the weight of their ar-
mour,—{rom the former wisdcm of her senate.
she had so degenerated that the choicest modes
of cooking were made matters of grave disrus-
sion,—the wisdom of their civil maxims, and their
intlexible honour, integrity, and ctrong social vir-
tue—all had relaxed,-—had disappeared,—bad gi-
ven place to gross licentiousness and the most re-
volting wickedness.  The chief magistrate of the
people had ceased tc be their protector, and ex-
crcised all the infernal arts of the tyrant,—the
people had lost their pairiotism.—they were de-
prived of the use of arms,—and assassinations,
dmh and teriible, and open murders and contests
e most hosrible. were matters of daily recur-
rence and coutinual fear.  The inhabitants of the
Roman provinces. while the Romans iad taught
theimn the arts, had lost their ancientindependence
and bravery by the abject slavery to which that
people had reduced them,—and when Rome
withdrew her legions, they possessed neither the
qualitics of mind, nor habits of body, necessary
to resist new invaders, painful as was their expe-
ricnce eonnerted with those from whom they had
jast been lib ~ted.

Ta this deg  ded state wag the empire. and thns
pitiable wa< .1e condition of the provinciale,
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when the barbarians commenced their invasions :
continuing to arrive in saccessive swarins, tribe
pressed on tribe to conquest and to plunder, and,
in about two centuries, overwhelined Eunrope with
tieir numbers :—among the first that fell a prey,
and among the most resistless of that prey, was
the great Roman empire, which had formerly ag-
grandized to itself the mifitary g'ory of the world !

The character of these invaders was fierce bra-
very—bravery untinctured with the leust degree
of softuess of nature, hut inspired by high spiit
and daring independence. ‘Theirrevenge wasre-
lentless to the last degree,—they employed nei-
ther stratagem nor treachery—Dbut these were un-
necessary where everything was at their merey.
"Fhey seemed to vossess no idea but that of ecar-
nage,—their passions were, without doubt, more
ferocion- *han those of the mest blood-thirsty ari-
mals,—and their progress, in its efiects, might
well bear compavison with the history of the de-
lnge. 'I'ribe succeeded tribe, as wave succeeded
wave,—and that which one left but partially de-
stroyed, was utterly swept away by its successor.
From depopulating Euvope they turned against
each other,—aund the scene of Lloodshed, une—
qualled by any other in the history of mankiad,
kuown as the most calamitous period in humaa
existence since the days of Noah, was cnly ciosed
by the north being drained of its inhabitants, and
Ttaly, and the countries beyond the Alps, peopled
with new races, distinguished by mauners and ha-
bits from their former inhabitants, not more ob-
servable than those which separate the panther
and the leopard from the dog or the horse. All
former institutions had been swept away,—new
linguages and names appeared,—ia fuct, the .
change obsarved by a traseller who shoald visit I
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held.  Tho evils of this system soon began to
appear, and were confirmed in the independent
establishment of the nobles, separately,—the loss
of all power by the sovereign,—the continual pet-
ty contests of rival barons,—and the subjugation
of the people to a state of gross slavery. To lit-
te less wickedness, perhaps, than distinguished
the Roman rule, was now added universal and
profound ignorance,—every trace of literature und
science and law had been swept away,—and the
barbarians brought with them no hitherto un-
known arts with which to supply theic place.
‘The bare fuct of their ignorance was not so un-
fortunate as the exvil circamstances by which it
was surrounded. The mind was in that sfate
when it was incapable of exertion : from being at
first roused to indignation by flagrant injustice, it
cunk 10 abject and degrading obedience—the spi-
1it of independence and inquiry were crushed—
and the habits of those agea wete similar to these
of the wild animals of the forest. ¢ A greater
nuiuber of those atrocious actions which fill the
mind of 1:an with horror and astonishmnent, occur
ia the history of the centuries under review, than
in that of the same extent in the annals of Fu-
rope.  If we open the history of Gregory of
‘Teurs, or of any contemporary anthor, we meet
with a series of deeds of cruelty, perfidy and ve-
venge, so wiid and enormous as almost 1o oxceed
belief.”>  This was the state of Europe from the
seventh to the el - emb century—upwards of four
centuries after the invading hordes had taiten com-
picle possession of their conquests.

From the seventh century may be dated the
gradual retarn of civilization, and the causes men-
tioned by an eminent historian are the followmg :

Iy s¢,—The Crusades, by which the human

i succession France and New Zeaiand, would | mind was roused from its lethargy to intense ae-
not be greater, than the total alteration which tion, and a siimulant to iimprovement given, by
had taken place in the aspect of Lurope, occa- | observing the advance of oiher countries in the
Sioned by the inroads of the batbacians.

}3?15.
The principie on which these nations made

Secand ,—The forming of cities into communi-

conquests was csseatially different fiom that of  ties, 1o which were granted the privileges of mu-

tho Romans—though, as warniors, they served  nicipal jurisdiction. 'This practice commenced in
under a leader, they made waw for themselves, " Italy, and speediiy spread throughout Europe. Tt
and enjoyed the fruits of their victmies. In con- ! arose fiom a prospective view of the adrantages

sequeace of this principle, oa the scitlement of ! of commerce,—the disiance which separated “ru-
q 1 P ) -

these tiibes in the various couitries of Lurope,
their conquests were divided among the imvaders,
and this new state of affair. was the ccizbrnledl
Feudal System. It consisted in parcelling out the

lands to the invadiog army, who kept possession
on the undorstanding that they were to combine
for the defence of the country, acknaswledging, at
the same time, a feader or hing of whom they

lers from their Italian sabjects,—the employment
of the lords in their petty feuds,—the weakness
which the constant recurrence of these had nata-
rally produced in the order, insomuch that they
acacpted gladly sums of money for immunitics,—-
and the combination of the people to sicze these
sdraniages.

Third,—'The acquisition of civil liberty and
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political tmportance by cities whose inhabitants
had alveady gained personal hberty and municipal
jurisdiction.  Frow local they now advanced to
ngtioarl freedons, and gnined a voics in the go-
vernment of tho state.
were thas changed,—laws were made for the ge-
neral good.—and the popular spirit thus became
an overwhelming rival ¢f the narrow prejudices of
the eristocracy.

Fourth,~Therecovery of liberty by the agri-
celtural population, by which an ircentive was
given to industry, and the fraits of his labour be-
cama the propesty of the labourer.

Fifth,—The introduction of expedients for the
ragular and equal administration of justice, by
abolishing the right of private warfure, the form of
teial by combat, and by authorising ths right of
appeal from the Barors to the Sovercign.

Sizth,—The assistance afivrded to the im-
provement in iurisprudence by the forms and
enaxims of the cuuoa law.

Serenth,--"The renewal of the knowledge and
study of the Roman lw.

Eightlh,—~The improvement iz manners by the
iastitution of chivalry, introduced amonyg the no-
bles.

Ninth and tenth,—"The progress of literature
and science, and the spread of commerce.

The geowth of kingdoms in power and weaith,
and the formation of political constitutions in na-
tions, were the natural efiects of these causes—
bat to dwell on their gradual developement is un-
necessary for our present purpose.

In an elaborute speech of Mr. L. Tupper, on
this question, that gentleman reviewed the condi-
tion of Rome and her provinces immediately pre-
vions te the invasion, and argred that the Roman
people, patrician and picbeian, and their subjects
in other portions of their domisions, had sunk to
that degree of vice--of mioral degradation, when
it was impossible that the apirit of ¢ reform™
could be engendercd in any breast,—aud that the
barbarians brought with thein *¢ a germ’” that bas
since expanded m the present high degree of re-
fiaoinent and discovery.

This was met by Mr. — Donovan, and othars,

‘I'he objects of legistation

who argecd that the barbarians, so fur from bene- !
fiting the human race by theis invasion, bronght :
only desolation on Furope und dest:uction to its!
inhabitants, which it was impossible to cull by |
any other name than a griev calamity,—that
the Roman people would have reformed,—thai :
the Christian religion, cven immediately previous

to the invasion, had gained the voice of the senate

i its favour, aud that this fact wasa <treng preof
4

o~
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of their argument ;—also, that ¢ the geruy’ did
not expand into any attempt at good oider snd
government for four centuries after tie invasion
had ciosed, svhen the bavbarians had sunk to a de-
gree of degradation quite equal to that of the Ro-
mans, and te a state of jgnorance fuar beneath
them. The circumstances of the invasion were
also strongly deseribed, in o1der to how that no-
thing could exceed its horrors, and that it was
p:eposterous to mention the benefits ot the event
in compmison with its miseries.

Iagree with the latter'side of the question, ujpen
these grounds : that the civilization which succeed-
ed the invasion, did not appear till such « length
of time had elapsed, that it disproves the idea of’
the barbarians having drought its germ with
them ,—1hat the causes which contiibuted to thix
event were in no way peculiarly connected with
the moral or intellectual character of the barba-
rians, but that these causes would hove eoxisted,
and uititnately produced similar good efiects, had
the barbarian hordes remained in their native
countiies.

Buwing four centuries succeeding the invasion,
so far fiom there being any symptomns of improve-
ment in the moral character of mankind, fram
which we might argue a gradual improvement,
the close of that time is unentioned as the period
when the human race had degenerated 1o its most
degraded condition. A good tree will not bring
forth evil fruit, not more than an evil one wiil
nroduce good fiuit,—ard we shall have some dif-
ficelty in ascribing all this evil to a good ger.
\Wkat could this germ have been—this good germ,
which so singularly slept in the bosoms of ruth-
iess savages, prompted by the desire of plunder
to ransack Europe, and put its inhabitaxnts to ths
sword? It was their moral digeity or their bra-
very, perhaps,—perhaps,’ their unsophisticate:l
manaers, their love of sdventure, their inflexibio
virtae, their love of ficedom 2 All these, except
their viriue, of which we can discern hitle, though
it has been asseited for them, we may adwit.
Their freedom they brought ¢ fudl blewn' —
thut could not have been the germ ¢ the fove of
freedom is natural to all men in a state of nature,
and 1his predominant quality lauguished, afierthe
invasion, Uil the people were in a state of servi-
tude, and freedom flourished only among the no-
bies. Their woral dignity was torn from the
peagle, and added to the nobles, who spent their
time in continual warfure among themse!s es,—
their unsophisticated manners were nct, certainly,
the lizeatiousaess of the Remans, byt exhibited o
Loree barbarity mvye destructve, thongh not sv
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degrading, in their consequences. Where was
the germ ?

The groat historian, Hume, says, that when a
people have sunk to the lowest possible degree of|
degradation, a reaction takes place,—and Ro-
bertson mentions the eleventh ceatury as that
period, and dates from that ern the commence-
ment of a better order of things. Here, then,
where reform was less to be expected than among
the Romans, (for the Remuas had not reached
the lowest condition of demoralization—the pre-
sent was that period) among THE PEOPLE, the
most degraded portion, did the spirit of reform
suddenly break out. What were the causes? It
was impossible for human beings, perhaps, far-
ther to descend in the abase of their immortal
minds,—they gained, in the Crusades, a Lknow-
ledge of other countries, and received an impulse
to action,—the spirit of energy combined,—ambi-
tion and enterprise sprung up in the mind,—mo-
ral courage returned,—oppression was resisted,—
privileges were wrested from the nobles, and go-
vernment shared by the governed.

11 we glance at the condition of the Europeans
previous to their subjeetion by the Romans, we
shall find them te be all brave, hardy, warlike
races : without the arms or discipline of the ene-
1y, they resisted their invasions, often, with
success,—and it was not till after repeated attacks
and great bloodshed, that they were entirely sub-
dued. They then remained under the tyranny of
the Romans till they had lost their apcient cha-
racter for independence and bravery.—When the
barbarians invaded Europe, wanting the more
gentle nature of these rations, their character
was, in other respects, similar. Yet, before civi-

‘lization re-appeared in Europe, these invading
hordes had sunk to a state more degrading than
that of the ancient Britons,—and if so, why could
not light and liberty have succeeded the Roman
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beginning to shed its geninl beams upen the carth ?
*“ Where was reform to spring from 2’’ agked
Mr. Tupper, glancing at the condition of the Ro-
man dominions :—*¢ Where did it spring from ;"
we reply, and point to Europo in the eleventh
centary.

* Can it be said that ¢ the germ’” slept for four
centuries, and re-appeared in the good institutions
and commercial prosperity and wonderful inven-
tions which succeeded ? If 80, the metuphor isa
most unhappy one. We Lnow that seeds, in
general, need tender treatment to cume to natu-
rity,—aund, farther, that when they are planted,
almost immediately do they commeonce their
growth. Now these ¢ fierce barbarians™ either
never brounght any germ with them at all,—or if
thoy did, it never slept four centuries without ex-
panding its plumule above the surfuce : it must
have been crushed amid the feuds of the barons.
Among the ten mentioned causes of the revival of
intejligence, we find none of them a fruit wihich
is likely to have been of foar centuries’ growth :
but we find a remnant of Roman civilization,
Constantinople, which had escaped the fury of
the northmen, greatly assisting in the great work
of the reformation of mankind.

We are ourselves the descendants of these bar-
barians, of whom we bave been speaking and
writing : it is, perhaps, natural, then, that the
benefits of their invasion shoald he so seemingly
palpable. Why should we mourn the slaughtered
Roman,—or why should we chaunt the requieum
of the ancient Briton ? Alae ! for us, however,
if we deny justice to their character ! Alas!
for us, if, glancing at their degradation, we ex-
claim, ¢ Where was reform to spring from?”
and yet be forced to acknowledge that it sprung
from a far darker source !

Bep,

tyranny, more especially when christianity was

Halifax,. - March Sth, 1842,

ORIGINAL.

EPITAPIL ON A CHILD.

Tuo' a young mether mourns o’er thy promature { Tho® it budded and blew in this cold ecarth of

tomnb, N

ours :

And a fond father's brow is o'ershadow’d with| It was only intended for Eden’s bright bow'ss,—

gloom,
‘They>d recall not their flowret fair ;

And *twill bloom ever thero—ever theve !
E W.
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JANE SEYMOUR.

A TALE OF NOVA SCOTIA.

CHAPTER 1.

Tue new world, as America is called, is|

abundantly fruitful in incident deeply in-:

teresting to those who delight in studying!
buman actions. It has not only the chance’
natural to all places where human beings'
exist, of furnishing touching incident, but,’
as the rgceptacle of so many European‘
waniderers,—as the scene of settlers in the
wilderness, it has peculiar opp.rtunities.
How few of the myriads of life’s doings
ever see the light !—how or why should
they ? Thelittle dvama occurs,—tears and
smiles pass,—hearts are broken, and the
dust of the valley hides the overburthened
bosom,—-and the story closes for ever !
Who is to renewit? Some fiiends may
sigh over the recollection,—but the very
araves soon become obliterated, the friends
scatter, and the foam which last year lay
on the sea shore, is not more without a
trace, than the precious feelings which
once agitated the breasts of the departed.
The levity and confusion of the newly
settled town of Halifax, in Nova Scotis,
did not suit the feelings of Henry Seymour.
Fle had retired from the old world, dis-
gusted at the hollowness which adverse
circumstances brought to light in his ¢ sum-
mer {riends ;** with the remnant of a wreck-
ed property he emigrated. His partner in

ture, the intrinsic worth of the individual,
are, to these vulgar atoms of ¢ genteel
life,” us the dust of the balance,—and, at
once exhibiting the extent of their under-
standings and their morals, they have a
different si.adard for respectability. Mary
Willis was an industrious young woman,
who supported herself and an infant sister,
both orphans, by the exercise of her talents
us a teacher and a sempstress. She was
not the fashionable . ttender of evening
parties, she did not spend ber days in idle
gossip and display—how, then, could she
be fit {or an alliance with Seymour ?

Henry, and his wife, and a dark haired
little daughter, Jane, landed on the borders
of the beautiful bay of Chebucto. He was
sufficiently attached to his fumily, and to na-
ture, and to the interests of society, to maks
life an animated circle of duties and enjoy-
ments,

His property, never large, was sow di-
minished to a mere competence,—but his
desires, and views, were reduced with it,—
and he wished to sink into that quiet stream
of existence which has no angry breakers,
if it has no proud swells. A cottage, sur-
rounded by a neat garden, hemmed in on
three sides by the primeval groves and open
on the other to un extensive landscape,
was the site which he chose as his resting
place. Scarcely two miles from Halifax,

life, Mary Seymour, wasthe less averse tolon the bank of a picturesque arm of the

this step, as his connection with her, she
thought, helped to embitier the cup of her
busband, in the circle of his society. She
was virtuous, arniable, and handsome :—
what, then, what could society say to her
discredit ? Much. With some, with ma-
ny, thesc requisites seem to be wmade the
accidents of life,—and the accidents the

ocean, called the North West Arm, can the
ruins of a cottage still be seen,—but who
thinks of Seymour and his family, as they
pass its walls 7 The hostile groups of In-
dians, which annoyed the early settlers,
had altogether disappeared from the vici-
unity, and the cottage was safe from depre-
dation, while it was sufficiently far from

essentials, “The innate dignity of our na-

the town for retirement, and near enough
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for convenience.
muiden’s estate, ¢ the beauty of the Arm,»
but only so called, and so known, by some
dozen persons who were brought within
hier circle by accident or business.

On an evening in the latter part of Au-
gust, Jaue, as was her custon:, sat in her
little garden bower. Al was rich repose.
T'he dark green of the groves of fir and
spruce,—the many coloured flowers of the
plots which she had cultivated,—the wind-
ing arm veflectinug the nellow clauds of
sunset,—the woodland oppositz, some parts
rich in the golden haze of gvening, others,
dark in the deepening shades, aund every
inequality of surfuce beautituily brought
out by the slaut beams,—the cool expanse
of ocean, and the lonely-looking distant is-
londs, fort1ed the scene which sho contem
plated. It gave a new sense to her soulg
she felt herself' a par: of the vastness she
gozed on, and found each feature of the
landscape responded to in her well tuned
bosom,—as the w.est wind finds respousive
sounds in the Aolian harp. Shesatina
hyplf dreamy state, feasting on the beauties
o}' the quiet hour, furgetful of past life,
unmindful of the future, mereiy drinking
in sweet draughts of innocent animal exist-
ence. Asshe gazed on the cool grey ocean,
u ship glided slowly from the bold headland
which previously coucealed it, and made
up the harbour. lts white sails, small {rom
distance, yet besutifully distinet on the
brogd expanse, as a small cloud in the calm
arch of leaven, gave an exquisite feature
to the scene.  What was its history—who
animated the fitle floming island—whui
1ews did she bear—what was her destiny ?
‘These questious were scarcely thought of,
asit moved, like a white sea gull, through
the silent scene. Jane’s futher had seen
the vessel, and from the window of the cot-
tage bad direcied his telescope so as to take
in the stranger. The exquisite hittle pic-
ture, of the moving ship on its seu-green
field, occupied his vision for a moment,
when he lowered the tube, and called out :

s It is u transport, Jane, and bears the
expected troops from Woolwich.”

Hisveice sounded softly amid the garden
fragrance,~—but the words transport, sud

Here June grew up to;
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troops, and Woolwich, with ail the artand
state which they sivuitied, seemed not to
accord with that sceno of quiet nate.
The bum of a lated bee, the call of the ro-
Liu, the murmur of the waters on the Leacly,
were the sounds which best broke the till-
ness of the garden.

¢ Shesails vy rapidly,” unswered Jane,

¢ Rapidly, my child 1 replied leary,—
why ' osearcely malies two knots ao hour
this calm evening.”

“1 meaut beautitully,” returned Jaue
but :he had well nigh forgotten the sceuc,
and was now intently guzing in another d:
reetion. Neatly opposito Seymour’s cut.
tagoe was a pretty clearing, and a snug hule
turm housc.  Abuyc it the wilderness tees
clothed the hilk side,~and below, a sandy
bay, at one cape ol which a dark whast
prajected, furmed beautiful sbelter for sonie
fishing boats. Oue of these had moved
from its position, and breakivg the duwik
smooth water, becauic couspicuous by the
tight ripples with which it was <urrounded.
The moevements of this little vessel oceu-
pied Jane’s attention. Tt was soon gliding
rapidly over the Arm, impelled by a solitary
oarsinan, "Flis oarsman, i his little shit’
on the darkening Arm, had more attraction
for Jane than the sbip, or the woops, or
the occan. No wonder. The former
awoke feclings, which those who have
once felt kuuw to Le the sweetest, uid
tost atiractive, the least alloyed, aud tue
longest remembered, of all mere eaiibly
sensationrs.  Vague, tender, full of the {u-
ture, and satisfied with the present,—ac-
companied by whisperings which ave clo-
quently audible to the heart,—by glunces
which are soul-filling, though confined v «
narrow sphere, is the trysting hour j—and
William was urg'ug bis skifl to keep tryst,
in her little bhighland garden, with the
cvening star of Lis affections and hopes.

Heury loohed on this growing acquaint-
ance with pleasurc ; he saw in the quiet
scene youder a Jot more happy than that
which the bustle of cities presents, ‘Wil
liuta and Jane, be thought, would escape
mavy of the cvils which Ilenry and Mary
had experieneed ;—in happy ignorance of
the great world, they peed pedther Jove nor
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fear nor hate it,—and might go through life
with a patriarchal sin:plicity and repose.
Mrs. Seymounr rather allowed than encou-
raged the fntimacy.  She had felt the pangs
of neglect, and bad not risen nbove tie
foclings which caused the narrowness, and
which it had occasioned.  She tad hoped
that her infant daughter would one day
redeen her from mediocrity of station,—
and althougl: so {ar removed from all that
need renew these feelings, they still hung
avound her, not acknowledged to others,
scarcely recognised by herself, but still
powerful. William Mervin was industrious
aud thriving, and awmible,—but be wanted,
what she herseil wanted in her youth,
worldly consideration : she felt disappoint.
ad, though scareely displeased, as the little
farm, beyond, scemeld to” become, day by
day, more and more the sphere of ber
Jane’s influcnce.  Jaune herself, hid no

strangly formed feelings on the sulject ;—
she was the ereature of circumsiances. She |

cesteomed William Mervin, she received |
innoceut enjoyment from his society, and,
placidly loaked forward to the time when,
perhaps, shie should be the mistress of his
home. She had no wishes beyond the fate
that seemed to await her, and the compa-
rative ignorance of life in which she had
been reared, prevented her from fully =p-
preciating all the peculiaiitios of her iof,
or from having thase aturely formed,
independent seatiments, which oceasion so
much pleasure and pain,~so much good
and cvil, in society.

One morning, a few days after the even-
ing alluded to, the little family of the cotiage
were seated at the breakfust table,  Instead
of the sober, 1ich repose of evening, the
light and animation of mornisg was around.
The merry notes of the 10bin and the bob-
link were heard in the neigabouring gar en
and in the surrounding grove,—aund ihe
fragrance of woodline, and sweetbriav,
and full blown roses, were wafted in luxu-
riance on the brecze. The bay sparhled
with the morning begwe, and a long line of
clouds—piled like crag on crayg, in snowy
light and heautiful gradations of shade—
stretched above the Atlaniic, added to the
sublimity of that occan scene ;—vast, inde-

finite, aod beautiful, it hung in mystie
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buoyancy over the vast, indefiuite,. and
beautiful element below. All nature seemed
vigorous and fair, and incomprchensible in
its fixadness and its chunge, ns when it
came from its Maker’s hand. The creak-
ing of a latticed wicket, whiclropened from
a tforest avenue into the garden, attracted
the attention of the family, and a delicate
hut clegant looking young man was seen
approaching the cottage. Mr. Seymour
rose and met him at the door. His story
was soon told. One of the officers who
lateiy arrived in the tragsport, be had taken
lodgings removed from town, for the pur-
poseof recruiting his health, which arecent
attack of fever had rendered delicate. He
had walked out before breakfast, and hav-
ing abready wearied himself in endeavour-
ing to find the proper path for return, he
vaudered down the cottage avenue, and
now teyquested to be directed in his proper
route. A mioment’s conversation with the
stranger had sufficed to arouse Seymour’s
old country recollections, and had awaken-
ed the hospitality which had long been
iwcrt. ke residence enquired for wus
a wile distunt,—~Le invivited the exhausted
stranger into his house, and to his hgard,
aud iu a few minutes Lieutenant Lorrain
was seated in the midst of the surprised
fansily.

Mrs, Seymour felt gratified, though not
well ot case, in the presence of a guest
who, she supposed, represented that class
from which she had experienced injustice.
She was too sensitive on this poiat. A
continuance of prosperity, and a little pa-
ticnee, would have obliterated all the mor-
tifying coolness and haughtiness whicl she
expericneed and imagined,—ared if not,
was the friendship of that little world, with
all the tinsel accompauiments of fashion
and company ewd vulgar pride—was it
worthy the scrious thought of a seusible
womau —af one who could make a home
in her own family,—who could find seciety
among the rational and the good, and suf-
ficieut cmaployment and pleasure atsong the
duties and charities andrecreations of active
life 2 Jane felt a sudden impulse in favour
of the interesting stranger : pleasure at his
appearance, sympathy for his delicacy, cu-
riosity to kuow his history and the sceues
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vith which ho was associated, were among
the feelings which suddenly sprung up in
her bosom, and prompted a silent welcome
to the young invalid, while she blushed
deeply us his gaze met hors. They were
very dissimilar, yet wore subjects of mutnal
attraction ¢ he the artful but accomplished
man of the world,—she a simple but lovely
¢thild of nature.

Licutenant Lorrain, the rapidly improv-
ir;, invalid, becamo a frequent vieitor at
the cottage,—chatting'about the continental
war with the father, escorting Mrs. Scy-
mour and her daughter in their rambles,
snd occasionally enlivening the cvening
bower by his converse or his flute, he slowly
entwined himself about the affections of the
fumily. One person, indeed, experienced
very difforent feelings, William Mervin !
s<why did kus simple, industrious indepen-
tlence,~his hardibood on the barren or on
the waters,—his years of attention ard
kindliness to the Seymours—why did all
‘shrink into insignificance beside the loung-
ing nttractions of the flippantsilver-tongued
‘stranger ? That stranger was coolly polite
to him ; but he felt a strong maanly hostility
growing up, day by day, as if reason and
duty, as well as long cherished affections
and hopes, demandad an opposing front.
He feit that ke had been wronged,—and
a coolness which immeasurably lessened
those who exhibited it, increased his own
sense of self dignity, while it pained and
mortified. Still he did not give up his right
o visit the family, nor bis hope of succeed-
ing in his long cherished views. He was
not so ignorant of human nawre, or the
ways of the world, as not to knew that
many allowances must be made for eccen-
tricities and failings, by those who would
get through life peaceably. He knew the
attractions of novelty, the simplicity of
Jane, the comparative weakness of her
wmother, and the easy disposition of Mr.
“Seymour,—but he also knew thatthey were
a virtuous family, and would only do wrong
through wenkness, und inadvertence, and
"by slow degrees, not with & high and open
“hand. Respecting Lorrain, he had none
of these excuses : he regarded him as his
‘aatural enemy,—and saw; or imagined he
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saw, sufficient cause for his growing dis.
trust and dislike.

After a day of industry about his little
farm, rendered tenfold laborious by the
mind’s anxiety, he prepaved, us usual, for
a visit to the cottnge. e went, resolved
to seizo the first fuvourable opportunity of
ringing inutters to a crisis, and of showing
how much he felt aggrieved by this unde-
sorved neglect in fuvour of a showy stray-
ger. It wus oune of those balmy summer
moonlight evenings, in which, perhaps,
existenco is most intensely enjoyed. Too
sercncly beautiful for riotous mirth,--too
attractive in its loveliness for absolute rest,
—inducing, to a fascinating degree, a luxu-
riously scusitive but most quiet enjoyment.
As Mervin crossed the Arm, the roll of his
oars were echoed from the dark banks,—
and the drops which foll from them, patter.
ed in the bright water, like pearls on po-
lished silver. But his usual sensibilities to
theso aitrnctions of nature, were entire-
ly overpowered, by the stronger passions
which late events had aroused. T'he little
mental world was in cominotion and dis-
tress, and the minor details of the world
without were disregarded. The fumily at
the cottage, and the particulars connected
with them, comprised his present sphere of
sensation. Jene, and his former trysting
hours,—and his blighted hopes, and thein-
truding stranger—these objects left no room
for anything else ; and moon, and wooded
banks, and glistering Arm, and sublime
expanse of sky, were unappreciated, un-
thought of, although occupying his vision :
the optic nerve, and the seat of mental
feelings, may be finely conuected : but tho
will sometiznes usurps dominion, dissolves
the connection, and fills the mind with im-
pressions the most extraneous to the objects
by which the body is surrounded.

As he approached the opposite bank,
having given his skiff sufficient way to
reach the shore, he turned to'the well
known garden scene on the gentle acclivity.
Jane was in her bower, for her white robe
was vividly conspicuous in the bright moon
beams—but what dark figure was that near
her ? And now that he, the humble|furmer,
the iutruder, was so near and so visible,



the conversation is suspended,—and the

which were thus breathing that melody on

the fragrant air,—and how ecloquently its

sudde.. notes told the story of the bower :

the mecting, the interrupted conversation,

tho heartless strain whicb was resorted to
_as a subterfuge. ‘I'he domestic lighs glit-
tering from the cottage, were scen amid
the dark greens, and coatrasted pictur-
esquely with the broad pure beam of the
lamp of night,—but the little home scene
bad no longer home attractions for the
self-gupposed nnwelcome visitor. He walk-
ed up the path, along the well known ser-
pentine path, with feelings quite rife for au
ungryencounter, As horeached the garden,
and entered it, the flute also ceased,—and
the figures in the bower rose from their
former sitting attitude. Ie was not many
paces from the spot, when Lorrain—for the
darker figure, as was supposed, was his—
b offered his arm to Jane, and pointed to the
f putk which led to the cottage, This was
acrowning to the mortifications of William,
—he was, then, to be openly shunned, to
be heartlessly insulted, to be deserted, cast
off, as unworthy of notice. But Jane
paused—the arm was again proffered, and
sgain the path pointed out, and they began
Bt move slowly to the woodbine poreh.
B Silent endurunce was now passed, and the
rtured man exclaimed in a tone of sup~
pressed passion

¢« Miss Seymour, I crave a moment’s
BB conversation.”

k Janc paused again, and again gentle
ol force was used to juduce her tofcontinue
Bter retreat. But William was now be-
2% side her.

“ Miss Seymour,” he coutinued, «1{re.
quest to be iorined whether § am an un-
fvelcoma intruder ou your evening’s lei-
wre,”
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swaot but detested flute gends its soft notes
abrond. How he fiated the deceiving lips
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« Mr. Mervin,” ejaculuted Jane, ¢ I did
not expect this ahruptness from you.”

¢ Has that fop,” continued Mervin, *“ so
supplanted me in your friendly esteem,
that iny presence must be the signal fur
your withirawal,—only say so, and [ wild
never more disturb your bower musings.”

¢ You aro an insolent fellow,” said Lor-
rain.

«William—William 1 exclaimed Jang,
as she disengaged her arm from that of ber
companion, * your words surprise and of-
fend me.” -

« Your insolent turbulence shall net go
unpunished,” suid the excited Lorraiu, ag
with his te(t band he grasped his scabbaid
and brought his sword handle within grusp
of his vight.
¢« For mercy’s sake,” shrieked Jane,~
<« Mr. Lorrain, do not think of drawiung
your sword.”
¢ Oh, yes,” said Mervis, in a sareastic
tone, “ oh, yes,—let him display his bra-
very before his mistress,—let him shed my
blood, if he can, for daring to intrude on
Miss Seymour’s bower. I deserve it, no
doubt, and am only surprised at ti.e sud-
denness of her new perceptions,’

The high words were heard at the cot-
tage, and Mr, and Mrs. Seymour were
secn approaching the spot.

¢ Mr, Mervin,” cried Mrs. Seymour, ¢ is
this your respect for our family, occasion-
ing a riotous noise near our dwelling

¢ Mr. Mervin,” said Seymour, interpo-
sing, “I cannot but feel much hurt at what
[ have overheard; but I cannot also he for-
getful of the claims of an old friend; leave
us now,—your continuance would be pain-
ful to all,—and to motrow afterncon a vi.
sit from you will be expected. It will be

considered a favor, and an explanation

must take place. Mervin howed assent,
and with feelings too strong for immediate
utterance, he turued and retraced his steps
towards his solitary home,

{ Co be con

ptinued.
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THE SCOTCH EMIGRANT.

A TALE.

A MERCHANT once, some two, three years ago,
Before so many merchants fell to pieces,

Kept store not far away from Bedford Row,

It might be Water Street for aught I know,
Choke full of gocds that rivail'd golden fleeces.

Some folks are so minute in ev’ry case,

They cannot jet one item pass them by,—
And if they have not both the time and place,
Quite reckless of the annalist’s disgrace,

Resolve, en masse, the story is a lic.

For instance, there’s the Corporation Bill,*
That Uniacke swamp’d on geod authority,

And with a statesman-looking kind of skill,

Doubtless discordant to some cars—but stiil
The very thing that kept him a majority.

T must admit that Howe, and Bell, and Young,
Against their rival made a grand display ;
But glowing periods from a graceful tongue,
Although the sweetest poets ever sung,]
*Gainst fucts and figures are but thrown away.

*Tis true that Bills are not exactly tales,—
But since Reform assumed so many shapes,
No more poetic licence aught avails,
And ev’n where Justice lifts her sacred scales,
¥t has been mine to malke some ¢ hair-breadth
>scapes.’

Nor is it very distant since the time,

When a solicitor [now mark the hardship]
Urged—a facility for making rhyme,
Upon the court, as a sufficient crime

To turn aside a verdict from mwy Bardship.

Baut lest my tale should get too much inflated,
Instead of notes, or chance a long appendix,
That makes a legend still more complicated,
As cities are with suburbs situated—
I'll sayat once this merchant’s name was Index.

Of Index I have nothing strange to state-~

His store and goods are mention’d both already,

* This article was written at the time alluded
10 in this line.

He had no family, either small or great,
Save and excepting, now and then—a mate,
That is, in other words—he kept a lady.

"Whether or not she had some littlo failing,

Or but a random shot from Cupid’s quiver,
Avails not aught—Dut as there is no veiling
Some kinds of sickness,—and the Jady niling,

Hetook & lodging near Fresh Water River.
A'new establishment’s a weighty matter,

Yor ever, ever craving something new,
With some similitude to £tna’s crater,—
Perhaps a syphon in a tank of water,

Would be 2 figure more exactly true.

Figures aside—altho’ the stock and trade
Belonging to the poet’s occupation,

A hint to Mr. Index was convey’d,

By way of prefuce, that a servant maid
Wonld be essential to thejr sitnation.

Next on the list, tho’ quite surperflous true,
Was what the Jady pleased to term a donkey ;
The next demand most necessar’ly grew
From the possession of the other two,
"That is to say, an in and out door flunkey—

The Scoich would term it,—help’s the Yankes
phrase,—
A nondescript, in Haligonian lingo.
The maid and ass stood forth in a few days,
Anon the footman, after some relays,
A fine fat negro fresh from St. Domingo.

Cuffee pleased Buckra capital awhile,

A month or so, when he came there on tsial,
At massa’s call he answer’d with a smile,
As duly as the shadow from the style

Reflects the sun’s advance upon the dial.

Time moved along, and so did Cuffee too,
Though not so swift as he had done before §

Small was the task assign’d to him —but so

Less every day, the negro thought, should do,
Whilst ev’ry day the missus waunted more.

Trom bad to worse admits hut one remove.
Index was proud, and that was quickly pess'd

1
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Some odds and ends about his lndy love
Cuffee had whisper’d to a colour’d dove,
Drifted the curly ebonite ai last.

Dun night o’er Dartmouth spread her sable wing,
And silence slept embalm’d in summer dew,

When Tndex, summon’d by u double ring

That told some vuigar hand was at the spring,
Turn’d ¢ help’ himself, and to the passage flew.

Another tug, still harder than before,
Brought start’ling thoughts of the discarded
nigger,—
And as he slowly open’d up the door,
The broad moon rising, through the wreath she
wore,
Shadow'd to him a very diff’rent figure.

Shadow’d it was—for mufiled in a plaid,

Before him stood a questionable thing ;
First, Sir,—then, Miss, nnconsciously he said ;
Bat as the shape no answer to him made,

He asked civilly why it did ving.

¢« Bweer, sir, sweer,—sweer,—sweer, only to
sweer,’
A Scotchman auswer’d in his mother tongue.
‘Swear, sir !—the Devil —who has sent you
here,
This trick of yours, perhaps, may cost you dear,’
And fiercely at the emigrant he sprung.

¢ What must I swear 2’ said Index ina rage,
¢ Are you that Irish outlaw, Captain Rock,
Some ruthless villain—but, sir, I’li engage’’—
¢ Ou na,’” says he of Scottish equipage,
‘Ye’re sair iista’en tho’, for ma name is
Joek.?

Well, Joek, or James, to me is all the same.
<Tell me,” quoth Index, ¢ what has brought
you here.’
Ou, a’ want naething, sir, let me gang hame,
A’ was for land,” said Jock, ¢ an’ merely came
To see if ye wad let a body sweer.

¢ A’ only landed here this alternoon,—

And as a’ want to hae a wee bit land,
A’ was enquirein’ how the thing was dune,
An’ 2> was tell’d it wad be gettin’ sune,

Ifa’ could swear that a* had nane on hand.

¢ Now after a’ was tell’d the like o’ that,

A’ sought nbout to see whore a* could sweer ;
A’m sorry, sir, if I be in a fan't,
But some one said ye was a maugistrat,

And so ye si, sir, 2’ cam just down here.’

Index, delighted, heard the simple story,
His wrath had melted into real enjoyment,
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And cutted short Jock’s outland category,
By telling him he was extremely sorry
At the mistake, and offer’d him employment.

¢ Dare say,” said Jock, ¢ it wad be just as weei,
Though ony way it makes but little matter,

A doubtt o’ toons a’ll hae but nae greatskeel,

But 2’1l gang up and speak 1t o’er wi’ Shiel—
A? brought some word to him frae Tiot water.

¢Ye si, a’ve aye been in a country part,

An’ brought up maistly a’ iny days wi” herdin’,
Sometimes a’ve dune a little at the cart,
Though a’ was never counted verra smart,

But 2’ can delve and work about a garden.

<1l ye’vea farm, a might do weel enough,
As I can manage stock o’ any kind,—
And when my feyther reated the Millheugh,
A’ often held a yokin’ at the pleugh,
Sae a’ sal settle wi’ ye if ye’ve a mind.”

« Well, Jock,’ said Index, ¢(but is that your name,
Or is it John, tho Scotch are mostly scholars ?)
What are your wages 2> Jock replied with shame,
¢ They used to ca’ me aye Jock Sheep at hame,
But it’s John Shepherd—a’ wmaun hae ten dol-
lars.?
¢ Well, Master Shepherd, yow'll sleep here to-
night,—
And in the morning I'll be gone—however,
You may walk out and see if ye can light
Upon the donkey—mind it dous not bite ;
I think you’}l find it down ubout the river.’

€ Od man ¥ says Jock, ¢ but that’s a kittlo thing,
A’ never ken’d a cow to bite before,
The whiles about the ca’fin time ir spring,
Tt racthing unca for to si them fling,
An’ some will gie a most confounded roar.
¢ Wi had a meer that used to take the reits,
And fiend a one about the place could thole "er,
But how am a’ to ken the wicked beast 2’
index, who now began to smoke a jost,
‘Told him it was a beautiful mouse colour,

Next morning early up and off was Jock,
The hoor exactly is forgotten now ;
But when the Ordrance Bell struck five o’clock,
He met Judge Stewait down by the Black Rock,
And bluntly asked bim if he saw—a cow.

<A eow I’ exclaim’d the Judge, and well he might,
Are you the lad that lives with Mr. Slayter 2”
Says Jock, ¢ Ilis name is Index—yesternight
11e said he lost one rather gi*en to bite,
A beautiful moose-coloured kind o’ craytur.”

¢ A cow—a cow !’ tho Judge ejaculated ;
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¢ Ho has no cow—thers must bo some mistake.
* Na, na,’ says Jock, ¢ by what the maister stated,
A’ think the beast maun hae tent the gate o't
Did ye no sione dowan among the brake ?°

‘The worthy Judge, though on the bench severe,
And sometimes stern in summing up a case,—
Yet to the circle of his friends was dear
Aud if it trenched not on decoruin’s sphere,
Indulged a joke in proper time and place.

This simple Scot had furnished him a clue
To some adventure, though a little dim ;
And chuck’ling o’er it still in far review,
Began-to quiz his countryman anew,
By asking if the cow belonged to him.

¢ Ou na,’ says Jock, ¢ a' cam but here yestreen,
And gaed to sweer about a lot o land

With muister Index—a’ thoughi he had been

A Justice like—but he is none, I ween ;
So then ho hired me just amaist off hand.”

¢ And how d'ye like him 2* next the Judge enquir-
ed:
* 0, fine,’ says Jock, ¢ he must be verra ritch :
In sic a place afore a’ never hived,
Last night they gae me tea tiil a’ was tired,
O’ that at home a’ seldom had a skitch.

¢ There's rowth o’ bread, and butter by the ell,
And finer salmon a’ hae not seen kipper'd,—
Besides a* hae a bedroom to masel’,
And ae thing a’ think sair ashamed to tell,
1t looks sae droll—they ca’ me maister Shep-
herd.’

At this the Judge’s gravity took flight,
‘The simiple sheepishnes of Jock o’ercame him :
And laughing lustily with all his might,
But lest.he should affront the loon outright,
Enquired what he expected they would name
him.

¢ 0, a’ve been aye sae muckle used wi’ Jock,
Nae other thing seems handy to me now :

But they’re a kind, obleegin’, civil fo'k,

‘They tell'd me nae to rise til} six o'elock,
And then do naught but gang an’ seek the cow.

¢ And where did Mr. Index bid you go ?'
Returned the Judge with ‘more cclat than ever,
« Why some gate here,’ said Jock, ¢as down be-
fow,
It isna ilka place a’ ken yet though,
But he said it wad be about the river.’

¢ Ye've past the river, Jock’ the Judge replied :
¢ Na, na,' says Jock, ¢ that story’s no wise like,
Ya must Do funin’ but ye needna try'1,
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A’m surely nae sne blind as to como by't,—
And a've cross'd naething but a wee bit syke.

A’ si fu’ weel that ye are makin’ mirth,
But mind ye, sir, a’ noticed a good bit o't,
For yesterday as we cam' up the firth,
A’ saw a kind o' camp like thing o' yirth,
Stan'in’ itsel’ there close besido the fit o't".

Jock in his turn began to chuckle now,
And made his footsteps wasted time retrieve,
Away he ran to seek the donkee cow,
And left the Judge, as ye may read'ly trow,
Pleased with the plot and laughing in his sleeve.

Though Mr. Index made some aberrations
From rectitude among the softer sex,
In other vices he held no relations—
Lucre and ladies were his occupations,
No fuiling else could fame to him annex.

True as the watchman telegraphed the hour,

He came to breakfast ome at eight o'clock,
And thought it strange that when a quiarter more,
And stranger still when nine was passing o'er,.

That not a syllable was heard of Jock.

The bell struck one—the hour that Index dined,
And home again as fast as he was able

He hurried onward to the spot assigned,

And saving Jock all else was to his mind—
A good plain dinner ready on the table.

Dinner was finished punctual at two,

And oft the merchant staited for his store :
But as he turned at Uniacke’s avenue,
There stood Judge Stewart with a civil bow,

Ready to grecthim as he passed the door.

¢ Good day—good day ! responded both at onee,
¢ What news ?' said Stewart, ¢ did you hear th”
alarm 2’
¢ What "larm ?° said Index, with his eye askance,
«Why,' saye the Judge, *I heard to-day by
chance,
Some one is drown’d about the North-West
Arma.’

¢Good heav'ns ' said Index, ©vwhen was it or
how— -
‘That cannot be the stranger lad of mine '
¢ No," said the Judge, ¢ by what I learned just now
It seems the man was looking for 2 cow,
< And you've no dealings in the cattle line.’

¢ A cow ! cried Index, ¢ no sir—none indeed,
But I've a donkey, and I bade himn go

Down to Fresh Water where it use to feed,

And bring it home—but then he took no heed ;
Then is he drowned for cortain do you know ¥




THE SCOTCH EMIGRANT—A TALE.

For to unravel the amasing plot

With studied gravity the Judge begen ;
But the appearance of on: quondam Scot,
At such a crisis, set itall afloat,

And neutralized hie well concerted plan.

With Jock at once the morning interview
Imposing burst upon his recollection ;

The muscles to the tickled fancy true,

On ev'ry feature the Judicrous drew,
And mirror'd all to Index’s inspection.

As oft tho Judge attempted to explain,

As often laughter stifled the endeavour ;
Index amazed at such o novel scene,
Unconscious turning, saw his ¢ shepherd swain,’

Pale as a ghost—tho’ some ghosts might Jook

graver.

Stewart aware how the denonement stood,
Showed with a shrug its perilous position ;
Index appeared in variable mood ;
Whilst master Shepherd drenched and stained
with blood,
Examined both with eyes that spoke suspicion.

< Ah ! mister Shepherd, what has happen’d you ?
The merchant rather anxiously enquired.
¢ Lord ! man," saysJock, a’ canna tell ye now,
Bat a’ saw naething o’ the plaguet cow,
Tho’ a’ hae sought her until 2’ im tired.

¢ The cow !" said Index as he snuffed the game
< It was the donkey, sir, I bade you bring.’
¢ A’ canna si,’ said Jock, “how a’m to blame,
For isna Dunkec just the craytur’s name ?
A’ could na think o’ ony other thing.’

No longer etiquette remained to screen

The various attitudes of both the two—
As Jock described where his cruise had becen,
And what about the river he had seen

In his excursion after the dun cow.

¢ Weel, sic a place !* said he, ¢ this een 0 mine
Ias never seen since that day a° was born ;
Alang the sea it’s nought but rocks and syne—
What trces ye neet are only sticks o’ pine,
But a’ saw naething like a field o® corn.

¢« There was ae pickle gerse that lookit gude,
And up and down grew tataes gazin’® rife,
And near a sort o’ grandish house that stude
Restin’ itsel* among a strip o* wude,
Some big fat swine just ready for the kaife.

¢ A kind o’ tow’r thing on a risin’ fell,
Grown round wi’ trees, but they were well out
bye
Like some auld lime kiln sittin' there itsel’—
But 2’ saw naething that 2 one could tell
To be aught like a sheep or horse or kye.

When a* had gotten to a wee bit haugh
Aside the river, a* began to tire ;
And louted down to take a drink—but augh ¢
As sure as death (O ! fegs—ye needna laugh)
The water there was just as saut as fire.

+Sae o’ gaed up till 2’ eame at a stane

Wi’ a big ring in't fasten’d down wi’ leed ;
A® saw nae use for’t sticking there alane,
And gae'ta tag—but slippin® wi' the rain,

A’ plumpit in the water owre the head.

¢ A splatter*d up and doon awhile—but then
A neer could soom an inch in 2’ my life,

Sae how to manage there 2’ didna ken,

The place was rather wildish like for men
Or women either to be verra rife.

« Ae tiine a’ tried to make a monstrous spring,
And got my face a crack against the rock—
A’ thought by chance that &’ might clutch the ring,
And tried again—bat still the only thing
A’ got by that was just another knock.

¢A’ mind nae mair anent the river jig,
Sae ye can guess the rest o't as ye liko,
Only somebody brought me in a gig,
And sent me down ayont the wooden brig*
That gangs across the little drumlie syke.'} .

¢ Then did you see no animal at al} 2
Enquired the Judge,’—when after a brie{ study,
Said Jock, ¢ Whilst a* was sedden to the soul,
A’ heard some crayter gie an ugly squall.
And lookin® up, 2’ saw—a tinkler'scupv.*
M.N.8. 1.B. S

* Anglice—Bridge. t Brook.



ZANONI.

BY SIR E. L. BULWER.

‘I'ais book is less designed to amuse than
to set its reader thinking—to what amount
of good purpose must much depend upon
thereaders themselves. The author would
characterise it as a truth for those who
cumprehend it,—and an extravagance for
those who do not. But we mnay add that,
whether its whole drift is or is not perceiv-
ed, it has qualities which cannot fail of in-
stant appreciation. It is an eloqueat and
thoughtful book—beyond question.

The hero, Zanoni, is 2 man who, by the
union of patient study and sublime daring,
with the highest ideal reverence of know-
ledge, has achicved the secret of living as
long as it may please him to live. When
the story opens—in Naples, at the eve of
the first French Revolution—he has alrea-
dy seen and survived every change upon
the earth since the time when it was trod-
den by the Magians. But though youth
and beauty are yct his own, and with these
the still fresh desire and power to enjoy this
long continuance of life, it is clear that some
great want intercepts the right gathering in
of the harvest of these immortal gifis. In
this respect he contrasts with the sole other
sharer of the Grand Secret, who figures in
the story,—Mejnour,—by whom, in right
of the mastery it gave him, perpetual age
aud contemplation had been selected, as,
by Zanoni, perpetual youth and enjoyment.
Betweca these two extraordinary beings,
and aspiring to gain, through their means,

access to their mysteries and power, standsiecarth hy union with the spirit of love.

Glynden, a young English painter,—in
shose fate they had become interested. It
will in some sort illustrate the author’s pur-
pose in this wayward, eloquent, striking
fiction—if we mention the fate of these its
chief actors.

Glyndon fails to achicve the seeret. e
passes—in many scenes of decp interest
and various terror—through a portion of

its frightful ordeal, but fails for want of
Faith. But even inthe failure is a success
achieved. Inthe course of his struggles,
the veil is torn from the false ideal he had
worshipped, the false love he had enjoyed,
and his endeavour for the divine, though
unsuccessful, has shown bim a truth which
makes the human more enjoyable. With
faith and virtue the Old and Customary will
keep their beauty still: and he to whom
it is not permitted to pass as a seraph to
the Infinite, may yet find himself able to re-
turn to the Familiar as a child.

Of Mejnour the beginning and the end.
ingare the same. He is throughout a pas-
sionless abstraction ; existing neither for
good nor evil ; influencing nothing around
him, and therefore himself unchanged.
The last page closes on him as the first
opened. And so lives on, in its sublime
indifference, the Mejnourof the world—the
Science that contemplates, in distinction to
the Art that enjoys ; the science that cares
for knowledge only, and never stoops to
consider how knowledge may be made sub-
servient te happiness.

Upon the fate of Zanoni the greatest
care and power of the author are {avished,
of course. Here, we only state the result.
In the action of the want to which reference
has been made, as inicreepting his enjoy-
ment of immortality, it is made to appear
that the highest order of intellect and ima-
gination can only act beneficially on the
It
is this which can alone expand and lift
them into the true everlasting ; in its delight
giving birth to poetry, in its wonder to phi-
losophy, in its gratitude to religion, and by
the harmony of the threc in one when at
their loftiest aspects, winging its way tothe
very gates of heaven. With this know-
ledge comes another to Zanoni. He dis-
covers that what, in the pride of knowledge,
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‘he hal praised so much, is worthless ; that
to live for ever upon this earth is to live in
no*hing diviner than himself ; thatin hu-
manity’s afiections alone are humanity’s
divinest heritage ; that it is not given to
men to place mind beyond the earth, yet
treasure the heart within it ; that a youth
which shall be indeed imperishable should
be no nowhere songht butin the spirit. He
learns how much is given to nature that is
refused to science ; how much of the in-
scrutable wisdom of heaven lieseven in the
crimes of men ; above all, how majestic
and heauteous a thing is Death, and of
what sublime virtues is he robbed who
yields to that mistaken thirst of virtue
which would seck to refuse 1o die. After
centuries of ideal life, Zanoni, in the midst
of a short and sudden whirlpool of the real,
finds out all this. T'hen Love subdues him
to itself, and for it he resolves to sacrifice
further existence upon earth. Nor has he
ever been wiser, in all his long life, than
when at last he comprebends the mystery
of death 3 nor have ages of enjoyment upon
the earth shed more bliss into his soul than
is concentrated in the single moment which
opens to his love enlightened spirit the
eternity beyond the grave. The true or-
deal, aund real victory, have thus been
achieved at last.

The story commences with a sketeh of
the futher of the heroine ;—A Necapolitan
musicizen, a silent Paganini, an enthusiast
whose violin has become the only conscious
or vital part of him, a simple-hearted, neg-
lected, laughed at man of geanius, whose
works have been equally despised with
himself till his daughter’s devotion and
success give fawse to hoth :—about as ex-
quisite a thing as Bulwer has written.

‘We begin our quotations with the even-
ing supper in the house of Gaetano Pisani,
after his daughter’s triumph in the long
neglected opera :

<< Pass over the congratulations of the good
Cardinal-Virtuoso, astonished at finding himself
and all Naples had been hitherto wrong on a sub-
ject of taste,—stiil more astonished at finding
himself and all Naples combining tc confess it ;
pass over the whispered cestasies of adiniration
which buzzed in the singer’s car, as once more,
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in her modest veil and quiet dress, she escaped
the crowd of gallants that choked up every ave-
nue behind the scenes ; pass over the sweet em-
brace of father and child, returning through the
starlit streets, and along the deserted Chinja, in
the Cardinal s carriage ; never pause now to note
the tears and ejaculations of the good, simple-
hearted mother. . . . See them returned —
see the well known rovm, tenimus ad larem
nustrum-~see old Gionetta bustling at the sup-
per—and hear Pisani as he rouses the barbiton
from its ease, communicating all that has happen-
ed to the intelligent Familiar ; hark to the mo-
ther's marry low English laegh,—Why, Viola,
strange child, sittest thou apart, thy face leaning
on thy fair hands, thine eyes fixed on space 2 Up
rouse thee ! Every dimple on the cheek of homa
must smile to-zight.

“And a happy re-union it was round that
humble table ; a feast that Lucullus might have
envied in his hall, of Apollo, in the dried grapes
and the dainty sardines, and the luxurious polen-
ta, and oid Jacrima, a present from the good Car~
dinal. The barbiton, placed in a chair—a tall,
high-backed chair—Dbeside the musician—seemed
to take a part in the festive mneal. Its honest-var-
nished face glowed in the light of the lamp : and
there was an impish, sly demureness in its very
silence, as its master, between every mouthfal,”
turned to talk of something he had forgotten to
relate before. The good wife looked affectionate-
ly on, and could mnot eat for joy ; but suddenly
she rose, and placed on the artist’s temples a lau-
rel wreath, which she had woven beforehand in
fond anticipation : and Viola, on the other side
her brother, the barbiton, re arranged the chapiet,
and smoothing back her father's hair, whispered,
¢ Caro Padre, you will not let him scold me
again.’

¢« Then poor Pisani, rather distracted between
the two, and excited both by the lacrima and
his triumph, turned to the younger child with so
naive and  grotesque a pride, ‘I don’t know
which to thank the most—you give me so much
joy, child,—I am so proud of thee and myself.
But hie and I, poor fellow, have been so often un-
happy together !

Here is a digression on a matter of in-
terest not always rightly understood :

« They who command best the ideal enjoy
most the real.  Sce the truc artist, when abroad
in men’s thoroughfures, ever observant, ever div-
ing into the heart,ever alive to the least as to the
greatest of the complicated truths of existence 3

\
-
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descending to what pedunts would call the trivial)
aud the frivolous. From every niesh in the so-l
cial web he can disentangle a grace.  And for him'

each airy gossamer floats in the gold of the sun-

light. Know you not that around the animalcule

that sports in the water, there shines a halo as,

around the star that revolves. in bright p1sumc'
through the space ?  True art finds beauty every-
where. 1Inthe street, in the market place, in the
hove!, it gathers food for the hive of its thoughts.
1n the mine of politics, Dante and Milton selected
pearls for the wreath of song.  Whoever told you
that Raffaelle did not enjoy the life without,carry-
ing everywhere with him the one inward idea of]
beauty which attracted and embedded in its own
amber every straw that the feet of the dull nan
trampled into mud?  As some Jord of the forest
wanders abroad for its prey, and scents and fol-
lows it over plain and hill, throngh brake and jun-
gle, but seizing it at last, bears the quarry to its
owa unwitnessed cave—so Genius searches thro’

wood and waste, untiringly and eagerly, every
sense awake, every nerve strained to speed and
strength, for the scattered and flying images of
matter, that it seizes at last with its mighty talons,
and bears away with it into solitudes no steps
can invade. Go, seek the world without ; it is
for art, the inexhaustible pasture ground and har-
vest to the world within I

Our last extract is a piece of every-day
life, and not in the least mystical or super-
aatural. It is a full length picture of Mrs.
Mervale :

«¢ He choso a wife from his reasons, not his
beart, and a very good choice he made. Mrs,
Mervale was an excellent young woman—bust-
ling, managing, economical, but aficctionate and
good. She hnd a will of her own, but was no
shrew. Sne had a great notion of the rightsof a
wife, and a strong perception of the qualities that
ensure comfort.  She would never have forgiven
her husband, bad she found him guilty of the
amost passing fancy sor another; but, in return,
ghe had the most admirable sense ofpropi'iet_y!
herself. She held in abhorrenee all levity, alls
flirtation, all coquetry—small vices, which often-
zuin domestic happiness, but which a giddy na-'
ture incurs without consideration. Put the du!
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not think it right to love a hasband over much.
She left a surplu; of aftection for ail her relations,
all her friends, some of her acquain ances, and
jthe possibility of a second marriage, should any
accident happen to Mr. M. She kept a good ta-
‘ble, for it suited their station,—and her temper
was considered even, though firm ; but she could

isay a sharp thing or two, if Mr. Mervale was not

punctual to a moment. She was very particular
hat he should change bis shoes on coming home,
—the carpets were new and expensive. She was
not sulky, nor passienate—Heaven bless her for
that !—but when displeased, she showed it—ad-
ministered a digaified rebuke—ailuded to her own
virtues—10 her uncle, tvho was an admiral—and
to the thirty thousand pounds which she had
brought to the object of her choice. But as Mr.
Mervale was a good bumoured man, owned his
faults, and subscribed to her excellence, the dis-
pleasure was soon over.

¢« Every household has its little disagreements,
none fewer than that of Mr. and Mrs. Mervale.
Mrs. Mervale had an aquiline nose, good teeth,
fair hair, and light eyclashes, rather a high com-
plexion, what is generally called a fine bust, full
checks, large uscful feet, made for walking, large
white hands with filbert nails, on which not a
speck of dust had, even in childhood, been known
to alight.  She looked alittle older than she real-
Iy was; but that might arise {rom a certain air of
dignity, and the aforesaid aquiline nose. She ge-
nerally wore short mittens.  She never read any
poetry but Goldsmith's or Cowper’s. She was
not amused by novele, though she had no preju-
dice against thein.  She liked a play and a panto-
mine, with a slight supper afterwards. She did
not like concerts or operas. At the beginning of
the winter she sclected some book to read, and
some picce of work to commence. The two Jast-
ed her till spring, when, though she continued to
work, she lcft ofi reading. Ier favourite study
was history, which she read though the mediom
of Dr. Goldsmith. Tier favourite author in the
belles lettres was, of course, Dr. Johuson. A
worthier woman, or one more respected, was not
1to be found—except in an cpitaph '

And who has not met a Mrs, Mervale
among his friends ?



EXTRACTS

FROM THE DIARY AND LETTERS

OF MISS BURNTLY.

[Tris work, of which the first and second vo-
fnmes have appeared, has excited the most intense
interest in the literary and fashionable circles
of England.  Miss Burney, the authoress of
« Evelina,” ¢ Cecilia” &c., was not only the
companion of the distinguished men of the past
century, Johnson, Burke, and all the members of
the brillinnt coterie of which they were a portion,
but held for some time a confidential post in the
household of the Queen of George the Third.
These volumes, therefore, besides presenting us
with numerous anecdotes of Dr. Johnson,with
whom Miss Berney was a favourite, of Mrs.Thrale
and all the wits of the day, contain conversations
of George the Third, and in the next volums we
are led to expect the private chit-chat of the
Court, for a series of years. Miss Burney's in-
troduction to royalty, with a few interesting an-
ecdotes and conversatiors of Dr. Johnson, we
insert, premising that, at the time of these latter,
Miss Burney was staying at Streatham, the resi-
.dence of the Thrales.]

The Househoid of Dr. Johnson.—At tes
‘time the subject turned upon the economy of Dr.
Johnson's owa household. Mrs. Thrale has often
scquainted me that his house is quite filled and
overron with all sorts of strange creatures, whom
he admits for mere charity, and because nobody
clse will admit them—for his chority is unbound-
ed, or rather bounded only by his circumstances.

The account he gave of the adventures and ab-
surdity of the set, was highly diverting, but too
diffused for writing,—though one or two speeches
i must give. 1 think I shall occasionally theatri-
calise my dialogaes.

Mrs. Thrale—Prmy, sir, how does Mrs. Wil-
liams like all this tribe ?

Dr. Johnson—Madam, she does not like them
atall, but their fondness for her is not greater.
She and De Mullin quarrel incessantly ; but aS
they can both be occasionally of scrvice to cach
other, and as neither of them have any other
place to go to, their animosity dees not force
them to separate.

.1z¢ could spare her very well from us.

Mrs. T.—And pray, sir, what is Mr. Macbean ?

Dr. J.—Madam, he is a Scotchman ; heis a
man of great learning, and for his learning 1 re-
spect him, and wish to serve him. He knows
many languages, and knows them well ; but he
knows nothing of life. ¥ advised him to write a
geographical dictionary ; but I have Jost all hopes
of his ever doing 2ny thing properly, since I found
he gave as much lobour.to Capua.as to Rome.

Mr. T.—And pray who is clerk of your kitch-
en, sir?

Dr. J.—Why, sir, ¥ am afraid there is none ;
a general anarchy prevails in my kitchen, as I am
to!d by Mr. Levat. who saye that it is not now
what it used to be.

Mrs. T.—DMr. Levat, 1 suppose. sir, has the
charge of keeping the hospital in health, for he is
an apathecary.

Dr. J.—Levat, Madem, is a very brutal fellow,
but I have a good regard for him ; for his brutali-
ty is in his manners, not his mind.

Mrs. T.—But pray, sir, who is the Poll you
talk of 2 She that you used to abet in her quar.
rels with Mrs. Williams, and call oat, ¢ At her
again, Poll ! Never flinch, Poll 2™

Dr. J.—Why I took to Poll very well at first,
but she won"t do upon a ncarer examination.

Mrs. T.—How came she among you, sir 2"

Dr. J.—\Why I don’t ‘rightly remember, hut
Poll isa
stupid slut ; I had some hopes of her at first, but
when I talked to her tightly and closely, I could
make nothing of her ; she was wiggle waggle,—
and I could never persuade her to be categorical.
T wish Miss Burney would conie ameng us; if
she would only give us a week, we shouid furnish
her with ample materials.for a new scene in her
next work.

An Unclubable Man.—The rext name that
was started was that of Sir John Hawkins,—an:
Mrs. Thrale said : .

< Why, now, Dr. Jolnson, he is another of
those whom you suffer nobody to abuse but your-

self : Garrick is one too ; for if any other person
}
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opeaks against him, you browbeat him in a mi-
nate.**

¢ Why, madam,”’ answered he, ¢ they don’t
know when to abuse bim, and when to praise
him ; T will allow no man to speak ill of David
that he does not deserve ;and as to Sir John,
why really I believe him to be an honest man at
the bottom : but to be sure he is penurious, and
he is mean, and it must be owned he hasa degree
of brutality, and a tendency to savageness, that
cHnnot easily be defended.”?

* We all laughed heartily, as he meant we
should, at this curious manner of speaking in his
fuvour, and he then related an anecdote that he
#aid he knew to be true in regard to his meanness.
He said that Sir John and he once belonged to
‘thesame club, but that as he eat no supper after
the first night of his admission, he desired to be
excused paying his'share

¢ And was he excused 2
« 0, yes, for no man is angry with another for
being inferior to himself : ‘we all scorned him and

admitted his plea. For my part, I was such o
fool as to pay my share for wine, though I never
tasted any. But Sir John was a most uncluba-
ble man.*

* Dr. Joknson and the Female Wits of his
day.—*¢ And yet,”” continued the Doctor, with
the most comical look, *“I have known all the
wits, from Mrs. Montdgne down to Bet Flint *°

«¢Bet Flint {"* cried Mrs. Thrale, ¢¢ pray who
is'she 2**
¢ Oh, a fine character, madam ! She was ha-
bitually a slut and a drunkard, and occasionally a
thief and a harlet.”
¢« And for heaven's sake how came you to
know her?”’
¢ Why, madam, she figured in the literary
world, too! Bet Flint wrote her own life, and
ealled herself Cassandra, and it was in verse ;—
it began :
¢ When nature first ordained my birth,
A dimmutive I was bom on earth ;
And then I came from a dark abode,
Into a gay and gaudy world.”
So Bet brought me her verses to'correct 5 but I
gave her half-a-crown, and she liked it as well.
Bet has a finc spirit : she advertised for a hus-
band, but she had no success, for she told me no
man aspired to her ! Then she hired very hand-
same lodgings and a footboy ; and she got a harp-
sichird, but But could not play ; however, she
put herself in fine attitndes ond drummed.”
Then he gzve an account of another of these
geninses, who called hersclf by some fine name 1
have forgotten what.
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¢ She had not quite the same stock of virtue,”’
continued he, ¢ nor the same stock ef honesty us
Bet Flint, bat I suppose she envied her accom-
plishments, for she was so little moved by the
power of harmony, that whilst Bet Flint thought

'she was drumming very divinely, the other jade

had her indicted for a nuisauza !

¢ And pray what became of her, sir 2

¢ 'Why, madam, she stole a quilt from the man
of the house, and he had her taken up : but Bet
Flint had a spirit not to be sizbdued 5 s0 when
she found herself obliged to go to jail, she ordered
a sedan chair, and bid her footboy walk befors
her. However, the boy proved refractory, for he
was ashamed, though his mistress was not."”

<< And did she ever get out of jail again, sir?*’

¢¢ Yes, madam ; when she came to her trial,
the judge acquitted her. ¢ So now,’ she atid to
me, *the quilt is my own, and now T'll make a
petticoat of it.” Oh, I loved Bet Flint I”

Military Discipline Sixty Years Ago—
After a little twaddling conversation, Captain Ful-
ler came into have a little chat. He said he had
just gone through & great operation—*T have
been,”” he said, < cutting off’ the hair of all my
men.”? '

¢« And why 2

¢ Why the Duke of Richmond ordered that it
should be done, and the fellows swore that they
would not submit to it,—so ¥ was forced to the
operation myself. I told them they would Jook
as smart again when they had got on their caps;
but it went much against thera. They vowed, at
first,"they would not bear such usage ; some said
they would sooner ke run through the body, and
others that the duke should as soon bave their
keads. I told thom I would soon try that, and
fell to work myself with them.””

¢¢ And how did they bear it 2°

« Oh, poor fellows, with great good nature,
when they found his honor was their barber : but
1 thought proper to submit to all their oaths and
all their jokes ; for they had no other comfort but
to hope T should have enongh of it ; and such
sort of wit. Three or four of them, however, es-
caped : bat I shall find them out. I told theml
had a good mind to cut my own hair off too,—
and then they would have a Captein Crop. I
shall soothe them to-morrow with a present of
new feathers for all their caps.”

[Here we extract an account of a Royal visit.
Tt was prior to the time of Miss Burney’s being’
appointed a maid of honour to the Queen,—and
took place while she was staying with Mrs. De-

!lany, one of the ladies of the court. The Miu



DIARY AND LETTERS OF MISS BURNEY.

Port mentioned was the niece of that lady. The
scene is graphically drawn.]

A Visit from the King and Queen.—
8Boon after dinner, while Mrs. Delany was loft
alone, as usual, to take a little rest—for sleep it
but seldom proved—Mr. B. Dewes, his little
daughter, Miss Port and myself, went into the
drawing room. Anc here, while, to pass away
the time, I was amusing the little girl with teach-
ing her some Christmas games, in which her fa-
ther and cousin joined, Mrs. Delany came in-
We were all In the middle of the room, and in
some confusion ; but she had but just time to
come up to us to enquire what was going for-
warn, and I was disentangling myself from Miss
Dewes, to be ready to fly off if any one knocked
at the street door, when the door of the drawing
toom was again opened, and a large man, indeep
mourning, appeared at it, entering and shutting it
himself, without speaking.

A ghost could not more have scared me, when
i discovered, by its glitter on the black, a star !
The general disorder had prevented his being seen
except by myself, who was slways on the watch,
till Miss Port, turning round, exclaimed :

“The King !—Aunt, the King !”’

Oh, mercy ! thought I, that I were but out of
the -oom! Every one scampered out of the
way ; Miss Port, to stand at the door ; Mr Ber-
nard Dewes to a corner opposite it ; his little girl
clurg to me; and Mrs. Delany advanced to
meet his Majesty, who after quietly laoking on
till she saw him, approached and enquired how
she did.

He then spoke to Mr. Bernard, whom he had
already met two or three times here.

1 kad now retreated to the wall, and purposed
gliding softly, though speedily, out of the room ;

" but before I had taken a single step, the King, in
a loud whisper to Mrs. Delany, 'said, ¢“Is that
Miss Burney 2’? and .on her answering, < Yes,
sir,” he bowed, and with a countenance of the
most perfect good humour, came up to me. A
most profound reverence on my part arrested the
progress of my intended retreat.

¢ How long have you been come back, Miss
Barney 2

«Two days, sir.”™

Unlugkily he did not hear me, and repented his
guestion,—and whether the second time he heard
ma or not, I don’t know, but he made a little ci-
vil inclination of his head, and went back to Mrs.
Delaney.

s x

While this was talking ever, a vielent thunder

- » > ®
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was heard at the door. I was almost certain it
was the Queen. Once more I would have given
anything to escape—but in vain. I had been iz~
formed that nobody ever quitted the royal pre-
sence, after having been conversed with, till mo-
tioned to withdraw.

Miss Port, according to established etiquette on
these occasions, opened the door which she stood
next, oy putting her hand behind her, and slid
out, backwards, inte the hall, to light the Queen
in. The door soon opened again, and her Ma-
jesty entered.

Immediately sceing the King, she made him a
low cartsey, and cried—

¢ Oh, your Majesiy is here !

« Yes,” he cried, I ran here without speak-
ing to any body.”

She then hastened up to Mrs. Delany, with
both her hands held out, saying—

¢ My dear Mrs, Delany, how are you ?*?

Instantly after I felt her eye on my face—I be-
lieve, too, she curtsied to me : but though I saw
the bend, ¥ was too near-sighted to be sure it was
intended for me. I was hardly ever in 2 situp~
tion more embarrassing. I dared net return what
I was not certain I had received, yet considered
myself as appearing quite a monster to stand stifi-
necked, if really meant.

Almost at the saine moment she spoke to Mr.
Bernard Dewes, and then nodded to my little
elinging girl. )

1 was really ready to sink with horrid uncer-
tainty of what I was doing,—when his Majesty,
who [ fancy saw my distress, most good humour-
edly said to the Queen something, but I was too
much fluitied to remember what, cxcept these
words—*¢ I have been telling Miss Barney—"

Relieved from so painful 2 dilemma, I imme-
diately dropped a curtsey. She made one to me
at the same moment,

Another Royal Visit.—In the evening, when
Mrs. Delany, Miss Port, and I, were sitting
working together in the drawing room, the door
was opened, and the King entered.

Wo all started up.  Miss Port flew to her mo-
dest post at the door, I to y more comfortable
one opposite the fire, which caused me buta
slight and gentle retreat, and Mrs. Delany he
immedintely commanded to take her own place
again.

1 should mention, thuugh, the etiquette always
observed upon his entrance, which, first of all, is
to fly off to distant quarters: and next Miss Port
goes out, walking backwards, for more eandles,
which she brings in, iwo at 3 time, apd places
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uvpon the tablo and piano forte. Next sho goes
out for tea, which she then carries to his Majesty
upon a large salver, containing sugar, c¢ream and
bread and batter and cuke, while she hangs a
napkin ever her arm for his finers.

When he has ken his tea, she rettrns to her
station, where she waits tell he has done,~—and
then takes away his cup and fetches more.

This, it seemns, is a ceremony performed, in
other places, always by the mistress of the house
—but here, neither of their Majesties will permit
Mrs. Delany to attempt it.

Tie King'sOpinion of Shakspeare.~~** Was
there ever,”” cried he, ¢ such stuff as great part
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of Shakspeare? only one must not say so. Buf
what think you 3>~what? Is there not sad stuff’?
What 2—what ?*°

“Yes, indeed, I think so, sir, though mixed
with such excellences, that’—

“Oh ! cried he, laughing, ¢ gocd—ha ! %
know it is not to be said ! But it’s true. Only
it's Shakspeare, and nobody dare abase him.”’

Then he enumerated many of the characters
and plays which he objected to,—and when he
had run them over, finished with again laughing
and exclaiming—

¢« But one should be stoned for saying so I"*

QAN

ORIGINAL.

LINES.

THINR not the future *ere will bring
T'o us proud fortune’s fond caress,
That time will bear upon its wing
Long hours of deep, pure happiness.
‘Think not that joy again will fling,
Around our hearts, its genial ray,
‘Which, with the bloom of life’s fair spring,
Hath pass’d away.

The flatt’ring picture fancy drew,
Hope had engraven on the heart,—
We fondly thought the fairy hue,
The golden tints, would ne’er depart.
But ag the streams of crimson light,
Which, in the West, at close of day,
Fade slowly, so th® illusion bright
Has pass'd away.

No more we wake the harp’s sweet pow'r,
‘Whose light and sympathetic tone

Was wont to cheer the lonely hour :
No—all its melody hath flown.

‘The bosom’s cherds have sunk to rest,—
That thrill’d responsive to the lay,

The fire that glow’d within the breast
Has died away.

Yes ! ours another portion now—

The hollow cheek, the surken eye,
The wasted form, the fev’rish brow,

The fluttring pulse, the wish to die,—
The loathing soul that dreads to live,

A wreck, a thing of slow decay,
When all the freshness youth should give

Has pass’d away.

The flow’r should fall when young and fair,,
*Ere the green leaves that guerd its head
Have gone, and left its tendrils bare.
To linger till its hues have fled,
And so the heart, while round it still
Its beauty and its freshness play,
Tts bloom untouched by winter’s chill,
Should pess away.

A HARD CASE—sY THOMAS HOOD.

‘T'uar doctors differ, has bhecome a common
proverb ; and traly, considering the great
disadvantages under which they labour,
their variances are less wonders than mat-
ters of course. If any man works in the
dark, like a mole, it is the physician. fle
has continually, as it were, to divine the
colour of a pig in & poke—or a catin the

bag. He is called in to a suspected trunk,
without thejpoliceman’s privilege of search.
He is expected to pass judgmeat ou a phy-
sical tragedy going oun in the house of life,
without the critic’s free admission to the
performance. Heis tasked to set to rights
a disordered economy, without, as the
Scotch say, going ** ben,” and must guess
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at riddles hard as Sumsou’s nsto an animal
with a honeycomb inside. In fact, every
malady is an Enigma, and when the doctor
gives you over, he ¢ gives it up.”

A few weeks ago, one of these puzzles,
and a very intricate one, was proposed to
the faculty at a metropolitan hospital. The
disorder was desperate : the patient writh-
ed and groancd in agony—but his ighls as
usual threw noune on the subject, In the
meantime the case made a noise, and me-
dical men of all degrees and descriptions,
magnetizers, homoiopathists, hydropath-
ists, mad doctors, sane doctors, quack doc-
tors, and even horse doctors, flocKed to the
ward, inspected the symptoms, and then
debated and disputed on the nature of the
disease. It was in the brain, the heart,
the liver, the nerves, the muscles. the skiu,
the Llood, the Lidneys, the * globes of the
lungs,’ ¢ the motentum,” “the pancras,”
¢ the capilaive vessels,” and “the gutty
sereny.” Then for its nature ; it was chro-
nic, and acute, and intermittent, and con-
tagious, and ¢ ketching,” and ¢ inflamma-
ble,” and ¢ hereditary,” and ¢ eclectic,”
and heaven knows what besides. Howe-
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ver, the discussion eaded in n complete
wrangle, and every doctor being mounted
on his own theory, never was there such u
scene since the Grand Cowmbat of Hobby
Horses at the end of Mr, Bayes’s Kehear-
sal !

« Jsin his STOMACH ! finally shout-
ed the House Surgeon,—ufter the depaiting
disputants,—¢ it’s in his stomach !”

'T'he poor patient, who in the interval
had been listening between his groans, no
sooner heard this decision than his head
seemed twitched by a spasm, thutalso pro-
duced a violent wink of the left eye. At
the same time he beckoned to the surgeon-

¢ You're all right, doctor—as right as a
trivet.”

¢ I know I am,” said the surgeon, * it’s
in your stomach.”

¢« It ¢sin my stomach, sure enoungh.”

¢¢ Yes—flying gout”—

¢« Flying what !’ exclaimed the parient.
<« No sich luck, doctor,” and he made a
sign for the surgeon to put his ear near his
lips, “iv’s six Hogs and a Bull, and I've
swaller’d ‘em.” '

THE BALL ROOM--pY LAVIRIA DsCK.

Prowens, gems, and the peachy bjoom of
the young beauty, the fuscinating smiles of
the coquette, mingled in harmony together
—we seemed moving in a world of grace
and fragrance. The elegant girls and wo-
men, the thrilling music, all worked a new
magic within man’s heart—the magic of
the ball-room. It was a fairy land to the
outward eye, the rich scented and coloured
flowers garlanding the recesses, the fair
forms and bright blushes flitting amongst
themm—oh ! I know not which was fairest
to look upon, the Camellia rose or her ri-
val sistor the budding beauty j——which
sweetest, the heliotrope’s silence-scented
words, or the whispered ones of the lady
and her lover. To me there wasno thorn
near the flower, no worm in the bud; the
chaperons seemed kindly spirits watching
over the destinies of their delicate charges,
and peace, hope, and love floated aloft,
three wingless angels, on the clouds of per-

fume which was the air of this temple of
the Graces. T'he fair girls greeted each
other with siiles, and seemed to exult in
the loveliness of their companions ; nay,
I heard many a blue eyed nymph extol the
dark orbs of a rival planet, and vunat the
superior charms of a sisterstar’s fisure and
sense. But as the night wore away, amist
cleared from before my eyes, and vanished
with the flower fragrancy and bloom, the
freshness of the cheek and the robe. I
looked again, and what a change ! There
was a trace of earth and its passions every
where ; the bloom on the cheek concealed
ill the workings of the heart within. Iread
euvy, hatred, and malice in the blue eye
as in the hazel ; and she who talked of her
rival’s figure, slyly hinted at its too exube-
rant proportions, or praised an ancle when
she knew that the foot could not pass
sans reproche.
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OUR DRAWER.

It has been well observed, that of nine persons
who write, eight write poetry. And, farther, in
cultivated society, there are very few who have
not, at some time of their life, made votive offer-
ings to tho muses. The merriest damsel that ri-
dicules the pensive effusions of a lover,—the cy-
tiical critic that arrests the flight of the new fledg-
ed imagination, casting round it the entangling
web of *¢ rules” grammatical and rhetorical,—the
hardest and the dryest worldling, he who, though
of a matter of fact character, never penned 2 line
of prose—all, at some period of life, commit the
sin of versification, or, as a witty author has term-
ed it, *“the perpetration of modern poetry.”
Nay, the verriest loon, that knows nothing of li-
terative, and cares as little, lets his fancy wander
to some cloudy region, and sighs over what may
be justly deseribed as ¢“a most woful ballad
made to his mistress’s eyebrows.”

But though one is disposed to ridicule this uni-
versal predilection for the fanciful, we should be
serry to condemn it. Though it would seem to
be a burlesque upon the aspirations of real ge—
nius, it is at bottom a portion of those same vague
aspirings after something brighter than our earthly
nature,—that same inclination to attain < the es-
sence of the true sublime,’’ which are displa;ed
strongly and beautifully in the kindlings of might,
intellect. We are never so.ry, therefore, to meet
with a man who i3 not ashamed to own that he
has written bad verses. We are never too indo-
lent to raa over the numerous lucubrations in
verse that are sent us, and we are often rewarded
for our trouble by finding pleasing and thoughtful
lines, and others whose ricli absurdity well repay
perusal.

To which of these classes the following beiongs
our readers must judge. The author would pro-
bably place it is the former ; thoughsorry to dif-

fer from him, we cahnot but think it would beo
more jnstly assigned to the latter. ‘The lines
have a defincee of common sense about them,
a sweet truch of insipidity, a delicious twaddle,
which rcnder them quite charming in their way.
It is because we presame the author will be gra-
tified by seeing them in print, that we serve them
up.
TO —.

Where’er I go—where’er I flee,

My ev'ry thought is fixed on thee,

I cannot chase thee from my mind,

For thou art with my soul combined.

Thy raven haic, thine arrowy eye, .

Thy features of a brunette dye,

The flower that blushes on thy cheek,

The glowing words thou’rt wont to speak,

Whence many a smile unconscious springs,

Which o’er thy face enchantment flings,

Thine airy tread, thy matchless grace,

The thousand charms the eye might trace,

But which no pencil can portray,

Much fess a feeble poet’s lay.

"Tis passing strange ! be where I will,

These are before my vivion still,

Incessant sinking in my soul,

Whose feelings are beyond cortronl.

|[Why did not the writer insert a chorus here?—

Let us see how it would read :

¢« Whack fa lorel—whack fa lorel, la !
Or, if it please better, ’
«“ Down derry down, down derry down,” &c.]

Thou wilt not, sweet Eliza, deem,

That though I sing in passion’s hoar,
T heed not what the poets dream

About the vaunted ‘¢ am'rous power,”
Whose flame is of that grosser hue,
Which low desires ofttirces imbue.,
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My feelings aro those mystic kind,
Which human tongue hath ne'er defined ;
*Tis something with my spirit traught,
‘Which makes me love thee but in thought.
{*¢ Whack fo lorel—whack fa lorel la.”
Or
¢ Down, down, derry down.”}

I seek not to disturb thy breast,
Of thee I seck not ¢ love's’” bequest :
But pray th' Eternal Bigh,
‘That thou may’st ows his fost’ring care,
His promises and blessings share,
And keep thee still my fancy’s child,
To soothe me on misfortune s wild,
Or make thou e'er my pharos bright,
To guide my wand ring steps aright,
Or planet of my sky.
[‘ Whack fa lorel—whack fa lorel la.”
Or
Down, down derry'down, down derry down.]
BETA.

Having dismissed ¢ Beta,”> we trust not for
ever, we proceed to some pretty verses by E. W.
—whose ¢ Epitaph on a Child,” in the present
number, will be recognised as from the pen of a
countryman of Tom Moore :

HOW OFT.

1
How oft have I cursed in the hour of my grief,
All the causes that wake love's emotion,
And sigh'd for my passion-wreck d spirit’s relief,
A home on the desolate ocean :
2

Where nature around, like my heast, wonld be
drear,
*Mid the dangers of death I would face them :
For the meteors of love never there might appear,
To lure the young fancy to chase them.
8

This feeling, ¥ ween, I would gladly repress,
While on Cora I gaze with devotion,

If she with her love would my destiny bless,
I would ne’er sigh again for the ocean.

4

Yes, I geze on the star in my day-dream I've
sought,
To guide me oe’r life’s dreary ocean,
From whose light all its warmth my cold bosom
hath caught,
Now re-"wakening love's still emotion.
E. W.

95

‘The next production we draw forth is a disser-
tation on Quacks and Conjurers.  Though rather
lengthy, it may serve somewhat to amuse the
reader :

A LETTER ON QUACKERY.

Sir—Perhaps thera might not be either profit
or pleasure in reverting to the times when the
absurd notion of witcheraft prevailed in the niinds
of the ignorant, and I had almost said of the wise
too—and that to such an extent, that if anything
unlucky happened to take place, some poor old
demented female was sought out, who by way of
a scapegoat, had to bear the stigma and most like-
1y the punishment of crimes which she was inca-
pable of committing.

Neither should we gain much by conning over
the cuse of the gypsies—their race being ran and
their character well known. There is another
class of superhumans, not quite so'obsolete, be-
cause in some places they still retain some litile
celebrity—but they too are fast dying away ;X
mean the Conjurers. I can well recollect the
time when every little village had its man of ma-
gic, who could tell where stray cattle had taken
up their ahode, and what new master the favour-
ite spaniel had engaged with, and what boys :had
robbed the orchards, and what petty thief had en-
tered the dwelling at dead of night and carried of®
the items of cash, and knives, forks, spoons, &e.
I well remember one of these gentry, who in-
formed a lady for the small reward of five'shil-
lings where her lost wedding ring was. And
where could it be? In the moon? O, no! It
wus—well it was in the stomach of the lady’s Jap
dog! But how could it have come there? The
conjurer could not tell that, but he assured ths Ja-
dy that it was certainly there,~—and the dog, dear
fellow, he had to die for it, and then it was de-
monstrated that the lady’s ring was actoally em-
balmed in its stomach. Murder, however, will
out,—~and time which makes discoveries of great
events, accidentally brought to light that the man
of magic had given the ring to the dog in a piete
of bread and butter, and that circumnstance affect-
ed his celebrity ever after. Another man of mb-
gic in the same town, which I could name if re-
qyuired, happened to be amazingly fond of roast
rabbit, which were occasionally caught in the
neighbourhood where he resided. Now scme
mischievous boys, under the ostensible motive of
testing hls magical powers, were wicked enough
to skin a cat,and to place it to roast in such a'si-
tuation as they presumed would attract the dtten-
tion of the man of occult knowledge ; and strange
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to say, the bait waa taken, the cat despatched
without leave or licence ; but what occurred on
his being surrounded by the boys, shouting and
gloryiug in their mischief, I dare not relate—but
from that time he retired from conjuring.

There is another class of miracle-makers which
promises a more permanent existence in socicty :
these are the quack doctors. These gentlemen
have the advantage of all other classes of supers.
When a man is in pain from discase, he has not
to refar to any kind of casuistry about his afilic-
tion, for he feels quite conscious of its being a
reality, as he has once been in health. Iowe-
ver, he hopes and believes he may be restored to
it again 5 but the cause of his sufferings is latent,
he has no way of ascertaining either the canse or
the cure of his complaint, and perhaps some skil-
ful physician fears thut even he can discover nei-
ther the one nor the other. Dut furtunately for
the sick, the helpless, the hopeless man, there ar-
rives opportunely a quack doctor, who knows
a little more than everything, and he certainly
can divine what is the matter. Iie declares upon
his honor that his success shall be equal to his
knowledge. ¢ Well—but,”’ says the invalid,
“ how can I trast myself in the hands of an ad-
venturer, who may take my money, and ruin my
already undermined constitution 2°* ¢ Ah !
eries one of his neighbouss, ¢ no fear of that—
for this man cures every thing !—he hae already
cured, or at least done a power of good to a
crowd of patients,—indced he is getting into such
repute that no person has the least doubt of being
¢ made whole,’ though he may have one foot in
the grave and the other in the®” * * ¢« Well,”
replies the poor fellow, ¢ a drowning man will
catch at astraw. I have no other hope—I will
try what he can do for me. My money is nothing
compared to my health—biing the gentleman
here.”” Well, here he comes, and there he goes ;
and he has gulled another poor creature out of his
money and his remaining stock of health, and
soured his last moments by discovering to him
the baseness of his fellow man. Iappily these
¢hings are too glaring for the enlightened part of
mankind. Ilappy for the city of Halifix, that its
iohabitants have been so enlightened by libra-
ries, &c., that if Galen, the prince of physicians,
were to come and profess to cure the gout, supi-
80, and the rheum, togetherwith the loss of sight,
hearing and smelling, and all the complicated dis-
orders that can endanger kealll and life, he
would find no fool in Halifux to give fom o five
pounds per week for his trouble.

1. N.
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Before we close ¢“ our drawer®’ for the present,
let us return for a brief moment to tbe realms of
poetry. Here is a little Serenade we received too
late for insertion in our previous columns. Lis-
ten, ye who love to gaze upon the soft star of
evening, to hear the muriauring of the midnight
breezes, to -

A LOVER’'S CIMILE.

WaxkEg, lady, wake—

The stars are above thee ;
Till the dawn break,

Ifear how I love thec.
Wert thou the light,

From yon star beaming,
In the still night,

Q’er hill and dale streaming,
I’d be yon silver tide,

Beneath thee flowing,
Kiss'd by thy beams to glide,
11fill, dale, and wood beside,
W hile like a jewell’d bride

Thou shouldst be glowing.

And such our lot,
Such fate's revealing—
Foris there not,
Through this heast stealing,
A stream which would be
All darksome and cheerless,
Wer’t not for thee,
Thou star bright and peerlesa?
Oh! star of evening !—star
Beaming all lonely,
Not on the stream afac
Shineth another star,
But thou my demest stor
Lightest it only ! -

Havirax LiTerARrY Soc1eTy.—On Thurs-
day, 17th, Rev. Mr. Knowlan delivered a pleas-
ing lecture on Lducation. On the 24th, the de-
bate on the guestion whethei a repeal of the Irish
Union would be beueficial to the empite, was
concluded. We have received a lengthy com-
mentary on the discussion from a member,—but
too late for inseition. The question was decided
in the negutive, by the casting vote of the Presi-
dent.

CoxrtrisuTions--——The drollery of the poet-
ical sheteh, «¢ The Scotch Emigrant,™ is irresisti-
ble. Itfis wiitten by a gentleman whose well
Lnown poetical talents render fuither rematk un-
necessary.  We shall comply with W s request
in future numbess.



