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THE HALIFAX

MontHin Magasine,

Vor. IIL DECEMBER, 1832. No. 81.

RELIGIOUS POETRY.

Tue New Monthly Magazine for August has an article, enti«
tled ¢ the true spirit of religious poetry.”” We extract the follow-

ing:—

%‘here is always something offensive in religious poetry when
you see the devotion, but not the benevolence—~when the religion
grows harsh and fierce; and you recognise the sectarian in the
worshipper. It is this which, we confess, displeases us frequent-
ly in Cowper himself, the most popular of our devotional poets,
and the more, because in him the bigotry is never majestic, and
the rebuke sounds not with the dread and warning of grandeur
which elevates the austerities of Young. Inthe one, we see the
Clergyman of the Muses—in the other, the Apostle. It is too
much the custom with those classes, among which religious poet-
ry chiefly circnlates to judge of the sacred spirit in proportion to
the sanctity of the subject. But it is not unoften that the least
deep!{y religious the mind of the poet, the more religious the theme,
~—and in many, the excess of veneration alone prevents that tem-.
pering with the Things of Holiness, which the irreverént seize
with the most familiar indifference. It is this attention to the out-
ward seeming of the theme, and carelessness of the pervading
spirit, in our religious poets, which remind us of that Dosiades
who also wrote sacred poetry, not caring whether the verses were
worthy of the Gods, so long as they were written out in the shape
of an Altar. In fact, whatever be the theme of the poet, there is
no want of veneration in the true poetical character. No man can
work out a Great Ideal, who does not habitually look upward; the
desire to seek out the high—the lovely—the wondrous, is in fact to
feed the twin inclinations, to admire and to revere.. Perhaps the
world never produced a great poet in whom this sentiment of ven-
eration was not largely developed. But the sentiment is exceed-
ingly complex, and manifests itself in a variety of shapes; we must
be careful how we confound the sentiment of veneration with the
sentiment of religion. Religion is but one branch of Veneration.
In some minds the reverential habit betrays itself in dim and su-~

erstitious affection for the antique. Old customs, and bye-gone
};ws, have for them a religion of their own; the dreary legend—
the monumental ruin awake the deepest source of their interest;
they are the brooders over thePast, and their worship lies amidst
the Gothic aisles and desolate arches of Tradition. It isin this
channel that the great Author of Marimon and Ivanhoe mainly and
palpably developes the ruling organ of his tribe. It is this which
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poured the pate moonlight over the grey ruins of Melrose—which
raised the shadowy superstitions that thrill the heart in the tale of
the Lord of Ravensworth—which conjured up the swart form of
Bois de Gilbert—svhich dresv propheey from the wan stars on the
heights of Ellangowan—which raised the warning wrath to the
bold eye of Mac Ivor,—and once more filled the heaths of Scot-
land with the mailed chivalrie of Flodden.

In minds difierently constituted, it mingles with this lingering
passion for the Past, an aspiration after the Pure—the Spiritual—
the High in morals. It wraps the mind in a golden Platonism;
and hows its worship before the Beauty of the Ideal Good. Thus
did the sentiment display itself in the transparcut majesty of Mil-
ton; and at this day in the patriarchial tenderness of Wordsworth
—ua rare and holy effect of veneration, which the passions are the
most opposed to, and which is usually coupled with a deep and
bright philosophy. Thisis the prevalent shape in which the reve-
rential faculty displays itself amongst the Poets of Germany; and it
constantly breaks forth amidst the fire and energy of Schiiler, as
well as the elaborate tranquillity of Goethe.—Elevates the knight-
1y soul of Chuteaubriand—and makesitself a Grecian temple in the
restless genius of Shelley. In the last especially, the Platonic venera-
tion for the Good—that fluent and governing Spirit of Beauty which
glides, harmonizing, through the universe—is especially to be
marked; and the same rash being, that entangled in a maze of the
most incomprehensible methaphysies that ever man spun round
his own reason, dared to deny the Deity—seems never to have es-
caped the absorbing thirst to worship—to adore—to dissolve away
betore the light of the divine attributes of which the nature of the
Deity is composed.

In dispositions of a lower nature, the habit of vencration dis-
plays itself in the respect for names and titles—the ceremonies
and pomps of acourt. This, in all ages, has been the common
weakness of Poets: it has been constantly satirized, but we have
never seen it traced to what we consider its right source. "This
attaches the Poet to Kings and Kaisers—this makes him flatter.
and yet be in his flattery sincere—this chains Horace to his Mrece
nas, and devotes the creator of the /Kneid to Augustus—this make
‘Waller and Dryden the alternate sycophants of 2 Cromiwell ant
a Stuart—this howed the stubborn sense of Johnson to reverc:
Lord, and smoothed the grin of Voltaire when he wrote on th
Jives of Kings, and boasted that he was gentleman to Louis th
Fifteenth. In Voltaire—the sceptic, the leveller, the arch-abase
‘of human pride—the close observer may yet discover the sent
ments of reverence largely, but always erratically, developed.—
What God is to_the religious, Glory was to him. The great, th
splendid, never failed to dazzle his eagle eyes. Al the sabjectsof
his tragedies hetray the influence that Pomp held over him; the
magnificent Mahomet—the superb Merope—the noble Zaire!-
his soul walks only in courts—his very tales are about Kings—and
nothing is more amasing than the rage he indulges when any * fn-
]l)]grtinent,” who has not lived with the great, ventures to satirize

im.

In short, look to the Poetical Character, however modified, an
the leading feature is that of veneration. The ideal—the vision
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ary—the yearning—-are all emanations from the principle—the
vague internal impress of something great and high, ¢ above the
visible diurnal sphere.” 1t is this
that people space

With life and mystical predominance.

Delightfully it dwells *mong fays, talismans,

And spirits; and delightedly believes

Divinities, being itself divive.

The intellizent forms of ancient Poets,

The tatr Humanities of o ld Religion,

'The Power, the Beauty and the Majesty.

It follows not, therefore, thatthe Religious Poet has most strong-
ly within him the governing souree of Religion itself,—the love—
the worship—and the awe—which belongs to the word revere.
And Shakspeare in whom veneration js unceasingly pre-cminent
—indulges less of what in the daily sense is termed * religious”
feeling than almost any English writer equally voluminous. But
easy indeed is it Lo trace the sacred shadow that rested on that vast
mind; and dull must be the sectarian who would trace more of the
supernatural awe-—Religion in its large sensc—in Blair's Poem of’
the Grave, or Addison’s Hymn on Providence, than in the gloomn
of Hamlet or the dreary grandeur of Macheth.

In that Poctry, however, more especially and commonly called
Religious—poctry devoted to the praise and worship of the Deity,
to the triumphs of revelation, the conditions of human life, the
prospect of the grave, and the vietory over death, England is pe-
culiarly rich. It may, however, be observed, that many of our
most beautiful writings of this class are bui little known, and
among the neglected fragments of our carliest poets lies the mu-
sic of somc of the purest, tne tenderest, the most solemn out-
breathings of a religious heart.  'The habits and manners indulged
Iy the poets of our ancestry, were indeed especially suited to that
soft and solitary contemplation, which is the nurse of the religious
spirit.  "T'he quict of the country life, the carly rising, what time
“the great sun begins his swate™—the then thinly peopled greens
and holiows, the frequent hell of the old chureh serviee, the Goth-
ie spire, and  dim aisle—-o0 creative, in the soul, of the shadowy,
the aspiring, and the definite—the very fashion of the houses,
with the long fear-provohing gallery, wnd the gloomy room with
its deep sunk windows—the private chapel to the baronial house,
the quaint dial on the smooth green, with its impressive nitto—
were all subservient to that grave and visloned mood in which the
moral thought of this life. and fore-drewn of the next, steal with a
laxurious melancholy over the heart.  These lesser and more
subtle causes aided the main reasons, viz. the yot searce-conquer-
ed inflence of the monastic spirit, aud the paucity of lighter litera-
ture, in tingeing with a religious dye the writings of our more
tender and contemplative authors, from the reign of Elizabeth to
that of Charles the Second,  Norin verse alouu ix this notices
able; the religious ~piritdecply impregnates the majestic prose of
that perind; an order of prose, be it said, immeasurably above that
which has succeeded it and it is with asori of wouder that we
remember how often we are told, gravely told, that Addizon and
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Stecle were the improvers, instead of being, as they assuredly were,
the arch corruptors 'of the pemp and buskined solemnity of the
natural English tongue. "There is something indeed in the lace
and rufiles of that French style which the reign of Anne introduced,
both in our verse and prose, eminently hostile to the religious
spirit which, naturally venturous and unrestrained, moves with
the air of an Abbe, through the clipped little periods, all shorn and
precise which the writings of the Spectator brought into fashion.
The dim and the vast arc the necessary elements of the poeti-
cal religious fecling.  Wrapt in its sacred and awful dreams, the
soul forgets itself; cgotisin vanishes in the sense of the Universal--
the Eternal.  'We have no identity save with the Great Whole; or
if for one moment we wake to our own cabined and minute exis-
tence, it is as Milton wakes in the openings of his mighty poem,
with an overbarne and hushed sense of loneliness, with a senti-
ment of corporeal pain, with a recollection of fleshly ills, with a
rushing and solemn desire again to escape from earth, and ¢ draw
empyreal air.” This is the true spirit of Religious Poetry.

ABBOTSFORD.
Dav springs from distant ocean; calm and bright
Winds, like a glittering snake, the lovely T'weed;
Rocks—dewy forests catch the rosy light,
The carly bee is humming o’cr the mead;
O’er ivied cots the smoke is trailing fair,
And the bird sings, and flow’rs scent alf the air.

The shepherd resting on his crook, the line
Of Cheviot mountains distant; dim and Llue;
The waters murmuring as they fiow and shine;
‘Tall spires the summer foliage glancing through,
Enchant the gazer, till he dreanmis he be
In Tempe’s vale, or Pan’s own Arcady.

And here stands Abbotsford—romantic dome!
Attracting more thanall this lovely scene:
For glorious genius here hath made a home—

Its turrets whitening o°er the wood of green,
Slopes, larches, to the small forget-me-not,
A magic breathe and tell of fume and ScorT.

Peace, Abbotsford, to thee! and him whose fame
Hath halloed thee with interest ne’er to die;
Linked with his immortality, thy name
With Petrarch’s venerated piic shall vie.*
Pilgrims from scuthern land, and o’er the sea,
When we are dust, shall fondly bow to thee.
“*The villa of Petiarch still stands at Avquate, and, with the tomb, re-
ceives during the year the homage of thousands.
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THE REV. GEORGE CRABBE.

George CraBBE was a preacher and a poet, but though no
doubt, a good and laborious divine, he owes his fame in this world
to his intercourse with the Muse. For the space of fifty years and
odd, it was his pleasure to delineate the features of the people
around him, and to report in verse the state of rustic society in man-
ners and in morals. The spies of old, who cried out, that the water
was nought and the ground barren, seem to have been of the tribe
of Crabbe; yet they differed from the divine in this respect, that
they believed not what they said, whereas, there can be no doubt
of the perfect sincerity of the bard. He saw nothing in humble
life but want and crime; the homes of his people he consi-
dered as stories to the pest-house and the work-house, and the
inhabitants themselves as the predestined heirs of sin and sorrow,
whose chief employment was to cheat, and swear, and lie, and ex-
hibit ¢ their Maker’s image more than half defaced.” This pic-
ture of mental and personal degredation he has repeated through
almost all his works; we find it in the city, in the field, in the work-
house, and the cottage: he is, in verse, one of Job’s comforters
to the people, he consoles them with the healing doctrine that hell
was not made for dogs; for the rich we know not that he opened,
in imagination, the doors of Paradise; but the poor and the needy
he has represented worthy of nothing but ‘“ penal fire,”” and fit
only for taking refuge within the jaws of that inexorable pit,
which like the public workhouse, stands open for the husband and
the mechanic.

Now, this ** Come curse me, Jacob, and come defy me, Israel”
sort of style, is any thing but to our liking; and, were it ever so
much so, we cannot conceal from ourselves that it is & view of’
humble society at once unjust and unpoetic. The rustic popula-
tion of the land are neither so wretched nor so depraved as the
reverend bard describes them; there is no want of worth and ta-
lent among the poor; and, though we acknowledge that sin
abounds, and the manners of many are shameless, we hold it to
be bad taste in the Muse to close the right eye on all the virtues,
and open the left on all the wretchedness of the peasantry, and,
pitching her voice to a tone sarcastic and dolorous, sing of the
cureless sores and feculence of the land. If we, however, dislike
the foundation on which this distinguished poet raised the super-
structure of his verse, and condemn the principles on whiclf’ehe
wrote as unnatural, we cannot be insensible to the matchless skill
and rough ready vigour of his dark delineations. In inanimate
nature he sternly refuses to avail himself of the advantages which
his subject presents, of waving woods. pebbly shores, purling
streams, andp flowery fields; he takes a cast of nature homely, for-
bidding and barren; and compels us to like it by the force of his
colour and by the stern fidelity of his outline: while in living na-
ture he seems resolutely to have proseribed all things men or
externally lovely, that ﬁ,e might indulge in the hard detail of
whatsoever we dislike to contemplate, and triumg over our pre-
judices and feelings by the resistless vigour of his language and
sentiments, and the jterrific fidelity of his representations. Oa
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him who refuscs to give to the world his full sympathy, the world
usually retulities seven-fold; Crubbe is by no means so popular
as his genius deserves: of lute there has been a woful coldness on
the pari of the aduiirers of hin, who lins aot heew inaptly termed
< '[he Hogarth of Loctsy” and his works, in spite of the intense
landations of all amnner of veviews, vomoin nadisterhed on the
bookseller’s shelf, 'The eritic who fitst perceiverl the true cha-
racier of Crabhe’s poetry and pronounced it vntene to nutore was
that Anareh old, Gitived, of the Quarlerly. ¢ Ia comruon life, (he
observes,) every man instiuctively acquires the habit of diverting
his attention from aopleasing oljects, and fxing it ou those that
are more agrecabo: and off that we azk iz, thet this practieal ruie
should be adopted in poetry. ‘Vhe face of unture vuder is daily
and periodical varieties, the honcst gaicty of rusiie mirih, the
flow of health anid spirits, which is iuspived by the covatry, the
delights which it brings to every sense—such ave the pleasing to-
pics which strike the iost superficial ohserver. But a closer in-
spection will give us more socred gratifications,  \Wherever the
relations of civilized society exist, particularly where a high stan-
dard of moruls, however inperfectly acted upon, is yet publicly
recognizaed, a grouml-work is Ioid fov the excreise of all the cha-
rities, social and domestic. In the widst of profligacy and eorrup-
tion, some trace of these eharities still hagers; there is sonie spot
which sheltors domestic happiness—some uudiscovered eleft in
which the soeds of the bext afiections have been chevished and are
hearing fruit in silence. Poverty, however blighting in general,
has graces which aie peculiarly its own—ihe hizhest order of vir-
tues can be develeped only in a state of halitaal se(fering.” With
these sentiments we covdially eopncur; and from them we turn to
the geniuz which the poct dizplayed in spite of the most forbid-
ding and unpoetic subjocis; we must previously, however give a
glance at the history of his productions.

Wheu ¢ 'The Dorough,” a poem, was published, in 1510, the
public had forgotten that, in 17¢3, the author had made his first
appearancens a poct,and that, too, with the applaase of such men
as Burke, Reynolds, and Johnson. e was not iusensible (who
could he?) of the in{luonee of such men, and claiming their appro-
val for what he had in youth done, he sheltered his new poem un-
der the name of Fox, who, it scems, perused it and praised it in
manuscript, before his lamented dent}l. All this, no doubt, pa-
ved the way to more universal admiration; the death-hed appro-
bation of Tox sceurcd n favourable notice in the Fdinburgh, and
the sarcastic spirit of the poem, so muach akin to that of Gilford,
favoured its veception in the Quarteily, while the singular merit
of the work gave it a currency cvery where. All this and much
more, the reverend poet has himself veluted in the preface to his
collected works, to which we cefer the reader for un ample ex-
planation. In the ¢ Parish Register,” published hefore the  Bo-
rough,” the author had » limited vange of subjcct, and it was
imagined that his muse, deprived of room for flight, had been
obliged to droop her wings and keep nigh the ground. The ¢ Bo-
rough,” presented space enough: but it was soon seen that her
plines were not of the soaring kind.—It has heen the pleasure of

nany poets to paint a sea life in rather romantic eolours: there o
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much truth, much homeliness, and no romance, in Crabhe's de-
lincution of his Mariner’s Club, at the sign of the Anchor.

The Anchor, too, affords the seanten joys,

In smadl soked room, all clamoar, crowd, and noise;
Where a earved settle hadf surrounds the fire,
Where fifty voices purl ind punch requive;

They come for pleasure in their leisure hour,

And they enjoy it to their utiost powers

Sunding they drinls, they swearing smoke, while ail
Call, o make ready for a sceond call.

See round the room, on every hemn and balk,

Arc miingled scrolls of hieroglyphic chalk;

Yet, nothing heeded, would one stroke suflice

T'o blot out all—here houour is too nice—

¢ Let knavish landsien think such dirty things,
We're Byitish tars—and British tars are kings.”’

Of another stamp is the following—it is the picture of a loose
liver fallen into misfortune and the vale of years.

And now we saw hitm on the bench reelined,

Or causcless walking in the wimry wind;

And when it raised a loud and sngry sea,

He stood and gazed, in wretched reverie;

He heeded not the frost, the rain, the snow,

Closc by the sea he walked alone, and slow;
Sometimes his frame through many un hour he spread
Upon a tombstone, moveless as the dead;

And where was found 2 sad aud silent place,

There would he creep, with slow and meuasured pace;
Then would he wander by the river side,

And fix his cyes upon the falling tide;

The deep dry ditch—the rushes in the fen—

And mossy crag-pits, were his lodgings then;

There to his discontented thoughts « prey,

The melancholy mortal pined away.

The sorrowful softness of the following passage will go to many
hearts :—

Yes, there are real mourners—J¥ have seen

A fair sad girl, mild, suflering and serene—
Attention through the day her duties claimed,
And to be useful as resigned she aimed;

Neatly she dress’t, nor vainly seemed to expect
Pity for grief, or parden for neglect;

But when her wearied parents sunk to sleep,
She sought her place to meditute and weep;
‘Then to her mind was all the vast displayed,
That faithful memary brings to sosrow’s aid;
Far then she thought on one rearetted youth,
Her tender trust, and his unguestioned truth:

In every place she wandered where they’d beer,
And sadly sacred held the parting scene,
Where last for sea he took his leave~—that place,
With double interest, she would nightly trace.
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That he who made these three delineations was a man of deep
observations, and a poet of a high order, no one can fuil to per-
ceive: in cvery page which he has written may be found passages
lighter or darker, but all breathing the same sort of spirit, and all
wearing, too truly, the sombre livery of a dolorous muse. It
must not be inferred from what we have said, that Crabbe never
deviates into the paths of peace, and happiness, and virtue: he in-
dulges us with many beautiful snatches of that nature; yet they
are generally s brief as they are brilliant, and may be compared
to a few stars in a tempestuous night, which only aggravate the .
general gloom. Of his «¢ Tales of the Hall” we shall suy nothing;
nor of the manuscript poecm which lics in the hands of Mr. Mur.
ray ;—that his works will he offered to us in a cheap form, and in
a monthly issue, we have little doubt, The poems of Crabbe ap-
peal not largely enough to the sympathy of mankind to be popu-
Tar. There’is little imagination and much truth—it is the happy
union of both which promises success first, and fame after.

‘The stern poet we have attempted to delineate—the man was of
a milder mood: in truth, Crabbe was oue of the meekest and gon-
tlest of mankind. He had a soft, low voice, and an insinuating
case of address, which won upon the most unsocial—if a friend
desired him to shake a stranger by the hand, he did it, and not
without a well turned compliment. He was a scholar, and a ripe
one; aypreacher too, we have heard said, of much attraction, anda
poct of no common kind; he nevertheless failed to find preferment
in the church—he contriverd, however, to support himself by his
pen and a small living which he enjoyed at ‘Trowbridge, through
the patronage of the Duke of Rutland. He was of Aldboroung,
in Suffolk, where he was born in the spring of 1754; he owed his
cducation to Cambridge, and his success to himself. His health
was generally good: Tie sometimes visited London, but preferred
his own home, where he expired, after -. short illness, on the
8th of February, in the 78tk year of his age.

THE INUNDATION.

Tue Holland’s Diep, the arm of the sea that runs between south Holland
and Brabant, was once a tract of fertile and highly peopled land. The
sca suddenly burst the dikes, and in one night drowned the whole ter-
ritory. Seventy villages were buried, and an immense multitude of
people destroyed.

IT was a summer evening,

The bells to church had knoll’d,
The sun upon the quiet sea

Flam’q like a lamp of gold.

Along the primrose speckled fields
Play’d children hand in hand,

And crowds of men and maidens stray’d,
By suminer breczes fann’d.
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And as they wander’d to their home,
Glanc’d many an eye afar,

To see how diamond-like, that eve,
Arose the Western star:

Night fell, and all the land was calm,
he tapers, one by one,
From many a closing casement gleam’d
The Sabbath-day was done!

And sank the sounds, till all were hush’d
And all the tapers dim,

Save where still murmur’d on the breeze
The peasant’s parting hymn.

Now happy hearts, till morning’s dawn
Sleep on without a dream!

But never glance of mortal eye
Shall see that morning beam!

The moon hung broad and beanutiful
Above the fleecy cloud,

And ocean lay a mighty glass,
With silver star-drops strewed.

Anon was heard a sullen sound,
And vapours black and huge

Roll’d their wild wings about the meon,
They wrapp’d her in a shroud.

What dismal sounds is there? O Heaven!
What flash on midnight shone!

The signal gun! the beacon’s blaze;
All lost! the dike is gone!

The ocean through & hundred mouths,
Is bursting on the land:

Tree, cottage, church, before it sweep,
A whirl of surge and sand.

All night the torrents thunder’d down
Broad cataracts of foam!

At momn the wasteless waters lay
As in their ancient home:

Full fifty thousand sleepers lie
Within that mighty bed,

To sleep till heaven’s last trampet bids
The sea give up its dead.

FRANKLIN AND GOVERNOR BURNET.

Ox the arrival of the vessel at New York, Ben went up to the
tavern, and lo! whom should he first cast his eyes on there, but
his old friend Collins of Boston.

Vor. 111 Oo
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Collins had, it seerns, een so charmed with Ben’s account of
Philadelphia, that he came to the determination to try his fortune
there also; and learning that Ben was shortly to retnrn by the
way of New York he had jnmped into the first vessel, and was
there before him, waiting his arrival. )

Great was the joy of Ben at the sight of his friend Collins, for it
drew after it, a train of the most pleasing recollections. But who
can describe his feelings when, flying to embrace this long esteem-
ed youth, he beheld him now rising from his chair, equally eager
for the cmbrace, but alas! only able to make a staggering step or
}w?] before down he came sprawling upon the floor, drunk as a

ord. .

To see a young man of his wit—his eloquence, his hitherto
unstained character and high promise, thus overwhelmed by a
worse than brutal vice, would have been a sad sight to Ben, even
though that young man had been an entire stranger. But oh! how
tenfold sad to sce such marks of dishonour from one so dear, and
from whom he had expected so much.

Ben had just returned from assisting to put poor Collins in bed,
when the captain of the vessel which brought him from New York
stepped in and in a very respectful manner put a note into his
;mnd.—Ben opened it and with considerable agitation, read as fol-

aws:—

¢ G. Burnet’s compliments await Mr. Frapklin and should be
glad of half an hour’s chat with him. :

¢ G. Burnet ! said Ben, © who can that be??

«Why ’tis the governor,” replied the captain with a smile. 1
have just been to sece him, with some letters I brought for him
from Boston. And when I told him what a world of books you
have, he expressed curiosity to see you, and begged I would return
with you to his palace.”

Ben instantly sct off with the captain, but not without a sigh a3
he cast a look back on the door of poor Collins® bed room, to think
what an honour that wretched young man had lost, for the sake of
two or three vile gulps of filthy grog.

The Governor’s looks at the approach of Ben, showed some-
what of disappointment. He had, it scems, expected considerable
entertainment from Ben’s conversation.  But his fresh and ruddy
countenance showed him so much younger than he had counted
on, that fie gave up all his pronised entertainment as a lost hope.
He rec ived Ben, however, with great politeness, and took him
into ar_.djoining room, which was hislibrary, consisting of a large
and well chosen collection.

Seeing the pleasure w hicli sparkled in Ben’s eyes, as he surveyed
so many clegant authors, and thought of the rich stores of know-
Iedge which they contained, the governor with a smile of compla-
cency, as on a young pupil of science, said to him:

¢Well, Mr. Franklin, I am told by the capiain here you havea
fine collection too.”

¢Only a trunk full, sir,’ said Ben.

‘A trunk full, sir? replied the governor “why what use can you
have for so many books *—Young people at your age, have seldom
rcad beyond the tenth chapter of Nchemiah.?
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¢1 cannot boast,’ replied Ben, ¢ of having read a great deal be-
yond that myself; hut still, I'should be sorry if I could not geta
trunk full of books to read every six months.

At this the governor, regarding him with a look of surprise said:

¢ You must then, though so young, be a scholar, perhaps a
teacher of the languages.”

¢ No sir, [know no language but my own.’

¢ What not Latin and Greek?

¢ No, sir, not a word of either.’

¢ Why, don’t you think them necessary

¢ I dont set myself up as a judge, but I should not suppose them
necessary

¢ Aye! well, I should like to hear your reason.?

¢ Why, sir, 1 am not competent 10 give reasons that inay satisfy
a gentleman of your learning, hut the following are the reasons
with which I satisfy myself. ~ I look on lunguages, sir, merely as
arbitrary sounds or characters, whereby men communicate their
ideas to each other. Now, Ialready possess a language which is
capable of conveying more ideas than Ishall ever acquire: were it
not wiser in me to improve my time in getting sense through that
one language, than wasie itin getting mere sounds through fifty
languages, even if I could learn as many 2

Here the governor paused a moment, though not without 2 lit-
tle red on his chegks, for having ouly a minute hefore put Ben and
the tenth chapter of Nechemiah so close together. However,
catching a new idea he took another start:

¢ Well, but my dear sir, you certainly differ from the learned
world, which is you know decidedly in favour of the languages.?

‘I would not wish wantonly to differ from the Iearned world,?
said Ben, ¢ especially when they maintain opinions that scem to he
foended in truth. But when this is not the case, to differ from
tLhem I have ever thought my duty, and cspecially since I studied

ocke.?

¢ Locke !’ cried the governor with surprise, ‘you studied Locke?

‘Yes, sir, Istudied Locke on the Understanding three years
ago, when I was thirteen.?

‘ You amaze me, sir.  You study Locke on the Understanding
at thirteen

“Yes, sir, I did.?

¢Well I pray at what college did you study Locke at thirteen;
forat Cambridge college in Old England, where I got my educa-
tion, they never allowed the senior class to look at Locke tili
eighteen.?

¢ Why sir it was my misfortune never to be at collese, nor even
at 2 grammar school, excepting nine months when I was a child.

Here the governor sprang from his seat, and staring at Ben, cried
out:

¢ And where, where, did you get your education??

* At home, sir, in a tallow chandler’s shop.?

¢ In a tallow chandler’s shop?’ sereamed the governor.

¢ Yes sir, my father was a poor old tallow chandler, with sixteen
children, and I the youngest of all. At cight he put me to school,
but finding he could not spare the money fram the rest of the chil-
tdren to keep me there, he took me home into the shop, where I



sof’ Franklin and Governor Burnet.

assisted him by twisting the candle-wicks and filling the moulds all
day, and at night Iread by myself. At twelve my father bhoand
me to my brother, a printer in Boston, and with him I worked
hard all day at press und case, and again read by myself at night.”

Here the governor, spanking his hands together, put up & loud
whistle, while his eye balls, wild with surprise, rolled about in
their sockets as it in a mighty mind to hop out.

¢ Impossible, young man?” he exclaimed; ¢impossible! you are
only sounding my credulity. I can never helieve one half this
Then turning to the caprain he said: € Captain you arc an inteli-
gent, man and fromn Boston; pray tell me, can this young man here
be aiming at any thing but to quiz me?

¢ No, indeed, please your excellency,’ replied the captain, ¢ Mr.
Franklin is not quizzing you; he is saying what is really true, for
I am acquainted with his father and family.?

The governor then turning to Ben, said more maderately :—
¢Well my dear, wounderful boy, I ask your pardon for doubting
your word: and now pray tell me, for § {eel a stronger desire than
ever to hear your ohjeetion to learning the dead launguages.?

¢ Why, sir, 1 object to it principally on account of the shortness
of human life. Tuking them one with another, men do not live
but about forty years. Plutarch, indeed puts it only thirty-three.

ut suy forty. Well, of this full ten years are lost in hoyhood,
before any boy thinks of a Latin grammar. Th¥s brings the forty
down to thirty. Now of such a momeunt as this to spend five or
six years in learuing the dead languages, especially when all the
best books in those languages arc translated into ours, and when
besides we have more Louoks on every subject than such short lived
CreQUres can ever acquire scems preposterous.?

¢ Well, but what are you to do with their great poets, Virgil and
Homer, for example; I suppose you would not think of translating
Homer out of his rich native Greek in our poor, homespun Ea-
glish, would you??

¢ Why not, Sir?

« Why, I should as soon think of transplanting a pine apple from
Jamaica to Boston.

¢ Well sira skilful gardener, with his hot house can give us
nearly as fine a pine apple as any of Jamaica. And so Mr. Popr,
with his fine imagination, has given us Homer in English, with
more of his beauties than ordinary scholars would find in him af
ter forty years study of the Greck.—And besides sir, iff Homer
was not translated, I am far from thinking it would be worih
spending five or six years to learn to read him in his own lan-
guage.’

¢ You differ frem the critics, Mr. Franklin, for the critics all tell
us that his beauties are inimitable.?

«“Yes, Sir, and the naturalist tells us that the beauties of the bas-
ilisk arc inimitable ton.?

¢ The basilisk, sir! Homer compared with the basilisk ! I don't
really understand yvou, sir.

¢ Why, I mean sir, that as the basilisk is the more to be dreaded
from the beautiful skin that covers his poison, so is Homer; for the
hright colorings he throws over bad characters and passions. Now,
2s I don’t think the beauties of poctry are comparable to those of
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philosophy, nor a thousandth part of so important to human hap-
piness, I must confess 1 dread Homer, especially as the companion
of youth. The humane and gentle virtues are certainly the great-
est charms and sweetest of life.  And I suppose sir, you wonld
bardly think of sending your sons to Achilles to learn these.

¢ 1 agree he bas too much revenge in his composition.?

- Yes sir, when painted in the colors whiclk Homer’s glowing
fancy lend, what youth but must run the most imminent risk of’
satching a spark of bad fire from such a blaze as he throws on
his pictures.’

¢ Why this, though an_uncommon view of the subject, is I con-
fci:s, an ingenious one, Mr. Franklin, but surely, ’tis overstrain-
ed.?

* Not at all, sir; we are told, from good authority, thatit was
the reading of Homer that first put it into the head of Alexander
the Great to become a nero; and after him of Charles X1l What
millivns of creatures have been slaughtered by these two great
butchers is not known; but still probably not a tythe of what have
perished in duels, between individuals for pride and revengo nursed
by reading Homer.

¢ Well,sir,’ replied the governor, ‘I have never heard the prince
of bards treated in this way before.  You must certainly be singu-
lar in your charges against Homer.

*1ask your pardon, sir; I have the honour to think of Homer
exacily as did the great philosopher of antiquity; | mean Plato,
who strictly forbade the reading of Homer to his republic.  And
vet Plato was a heathen. I don’t hoast of iy=elf as a christian;
and yet Tam shocked at the inconsistency of Latin and Greek
teachers (generally Christians and Divines too) who can one day
put Homer into the hands of their pupils, 2ud in the midst of their
recitations can stop them short to point out the divine beauties and
solemuaities which the pocet gives to his hero in the bloody work of
slanghtering the Trojans; and the next day take them to church
to hear a discourse from Christ on the blessedness of meckness and
furgiveness.  No wonder that hot livered young men, thus cdu-
cated should despise meekness asmere cowards® virtue, and think
nothing ~o glorious as fighting duels and blowing out brains.’

Here the governor came to a pause like u gamester at his last
rump. But perceiving thaf Ben cast his eyc ona splendid copy of
Pope, he suddenly seized that as o fine opportunity to turn the
conversation.  So stepping up, he placed his band on his shoul-
der, and in a very familiar manner, said:—

¢ Well Mr. Franklin, there’s an author that I am sure you will
not quarrel with; an author that I think you’l) pronounce faultless.*

¢ \Why, sir, replicd Ben, I entertain £ most exalted opinion of
Pope, but, sir, I think he is not without uis faults.”

€It would puzzle you, I suspeet, Mr. Franklin, as kecen a critic
as vou arc, to point out one.’

“Well, sir,” answered Ben, hastily turning to the place, * what
do you think of Pope's

Trmodest waords admit of no defence,
For want of decency is want of sense.’
‘1 sce no fuult there,?
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¢ No, indeed ! replied Ben, ©why now to my mind a man can
ask no better excuse for any thing which he does wrong than his
want of sense.—Well, sir, if I might alter a line in this great poet,
I'would do it in this way :—

Immodest words adinit of Tx1s defence,
That want of decency is want of sense.

Here the Governor caught Ben in his arms, as a delighted fa-
ther would his son, calling at the same time to the captain:—

¢ How greatly am 1 obliged te you, sir, for bringing to me an
acquaintance with this charming boy! Oh, what a delightful thing
it would be for us old fellows to converse with sprightly youth if
they were all like him! But the worst of it is, most parents arc as
blind as bats to the glory and happiness of their children.  Most
{)arems never look higher for their sons than to see them delving

ike muck worms for money; or hopping fike jay birds, in fine
feathers. Hence their conversation is generally no better than
froth or nonsense.

After several other handsome compliments on Ben, and on the
captain expressing a wish to be going, the governor shook hands
with Ben, begging at the same time he would forever consider him
as one of his friends, and also never come to New York without
coming to see him.—Journal of Humanily.

THE LION MUZZLED.
From the Metropolitan.

TinmE was the British Lion stood,

Majestic upon Furope’s plain;
Lord of two worlds, of land and flood,

With lightning glance and horrent mane.
What upstart Russian mock’d his gaze?

What huckstering Dutchman dared bis blow?
To-day, dare, mock him, be at case—

Poor Lion, heis muzzled now!

‘The hungry Croat and Russian slave
May trample Italy’s rich fields,
No more the royal beast can save—
His look is meek, his fierceness yields :
He sces tyrannic fungs and claws
The very heart of freedomn plough,
Yet motionless his teeth and jaws—
Poor Lion, he is muzzled now !

When the trine despots covenants mar,
As reeking Poland’s death shrieks rise,

And murders with their red arms bare,
Mangle—then jeer her agonies ;
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The royal pevjurcr’s heart confess’d,

See the changed beast no couruge show,
s if he sunctioned their bebest—

Poor Lion, he is muzzled now.

Calmus and Cossack get his gold,
That should for hours of need provide;
Ilis debts are more than can be told,
1iis bonds unpaid on every side.
These wwe him! What ! so abject still,
No wriukle on his fuded brow,
To speak the indignant thwarted wiil 2
Poor Lion, he is muzeled now !

Along the wild romantic Rhine,
The Vandal hordes are gnthering fast;
Vainly may Hanoveriuns pine,
Poor infunts to the Molochs cast !
King haif of freemen, half of slave,
Is he, their Lord, who'bids them bew;
But where's the champion that might save?
Poor Lion, he is muzzded now!

His wealth by Tories misapplied,
To job or set up Bourbon Kings;
The nation by their blunders gied,
Like bird with vainly {luttering wings.
By Whigs now ruled who teinporize;
The roar is but the steer’s week low
That once in thunder shook the skies—
Poor Lion, he is muzzled now !

Belgium confides and is betrayed,
‘With promises they duped her sons ;—
State-stranglers now they stand arrayed
*Gainst law and right with swards end guns.
And must the noble beast succumb,
Stifie free thought, strife disavow,
Crouch, flatter, fawn, and still be dumb ¢
Poor Lion, he is muzzled now !

Come Enrope’s Lord from Volga’s waves,
Nero or Nicholas with thy knout;
Come Prussia, Austria, twin-slaves,
Change men to brutes, force knowledge out ;
Drive back to ignorance man’s mind,
Make your king’s-paradise below ?
The beast that might have saved mankind,
Poor Lion, he is muzzled now !
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NIGHT SCENE AT SEA.
From Cringle’s Log.

Tnesmall twinkling light from millions of lesser stars, in that part of
the firmanent where hung the moon, round as a silver potlid--shield
I mean—uwere swamped in a flood of greenish-white radiance shed
by her, and it was only a few of the first magnitude, with a planet
here and there, that were visible to the naked eye, in the neigh-
bourhood of lier crystal bright globe; but the clear depth, and dark
translucent purity of the profound, when the eye tried to picrcein-
to it at the zenith, where the stars once more shone and sparkled
thick and brightly, beyond the merging influence of the pale cold
orb, no man cau describe now—one could, srnce—but rest his soul,
he is dead—and then to look forth far into the night, across the
dark ridge of many a heaving swell of living water—but,  Tho-
mas Cringle, ahoy-—where the deucearc you cruising tof” So,
to come back tomy story, I went aft, and mounted the small poop,
and looked towards the aforesaid moon, and not the paper lan-
tern affair hanging in the atmosphere of fog and smoke, about
which your blearcyed poets kaver so much.

Ah, here itis! so off we go again—and looked towards the ri-
sing moon, whose shining wake of glow-worm-colored light,
sparkling in the small waves, that danced in the gentle wind on
the heaving bosom of the dark blue sea, was right ahead of us,
like a river of quicksilver with its course diminished in the distance
to a point, flowing towards us, from the extreme verge of the ho-
rizon, through a rolling sea of ink, with the waters of which for
a time it disdained to blend. Concentrated, and shining like {po-
lished silver afar off—intense and sparkling as it streamed down
nearer, but becoming less and less brilliant as it widened in its
approach to us, until, like the stream of the great Estuary of the
Magdalena, losing itself in the salt waste of waters, it gradually
meited beneath us and around us into darkness.

I looked aloft—every object appeared sharply cut out against
the dark firmament, and the swaying of the mast heads to and fvo,
as the vessel rolled, was so steady and slow, that tkey seemed sta-
tionary, while it was the moon and stars, which appeared to vi-
brate and swing from side to side, high over head, like the vacilla-
tion of the clouds in a theatre when the scene is first let down.

The masts, and yards, and standing and running rigging, looked
like black pillars and bars, and wires of iron, reared against the
£ky, by some mighty spirit of the night; and the sails, as the moen
shone dimly through them, were as dark as if they had been tar-
pawlings. But when I walked forward, and looked aft, what a
beauteous change! Now cach mast, with its gently swelling can-
vass, the higher sails decreasing in size, until they tapered away
nearly to a point, though top-sail, topgallant-sails, royal and sky-
sails,shewed like towers of snow, and the cordage like silver threads,
while each dark spar scemed to be ehony, finished with ivory, a3
a flood of cold, pale, mild light streamed from the beautcous pla-
net over the whole stupendous machine, lighting up the sund-
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white decks, on which the shadows of the men, and of every object
that intercepted the moon-beams, were cast as strongly as if the
planks had been inlaid with jet.

There was nothing moving about the decks—The lookouts aft,
and at the gangways, sat or stood like statues half bronze, half al-
abaster. The old quartermaster, who was connin% the ship, and
had perched himself on a caronade, with his arm leaning on the
weather nettings, was equally motionless. The watch had all
disappeared forward, or were stowed out of sight under the lee of
the boats; the first Lieutenant, as if captured by the serenity of the
scene, was leaning with folded arms on the weather gangway,
looking abroad upon the ocean, and whistling now and then either
for 2 wind or want of thought. The only being who showed sign
of life was the man at the wheel, and he scarcely moved, except
now and then to give her a spoke or two, when the cheep of the
tiller-rope running through the well greased leading blocks, would
grate on the ear as asound of some importance; while in daylight,
m the ordinary bustle of the ship, no one could say he ever heard it.

Three bells! ¢ Keep a bright look out there,” sung out the Lieu-
tenant. ¢ Ay, ay, sir,”’ from the four lookout men, in a volley.
Then from the weather gangway. ‘ All’s well,” rose shrill into
the night air. The watchword was echoed by the man on the
forecastle, re-echoed, by the lec-gangway lookout, and ending
with the response of the man on the poop.

He dived forthwith, and I walked aft a few steps towards where
the old quartermaster was standing on the gun.

“How is her head, Quartermaster?”’

““ South east, and by south, sir. If the wind holds, we shall wea-
ther Morant Point, I think, sir.”

MORNING.
(From, PurrosorrY or LonpoN.—Blackwood’s Magazine.)

THxE metropolis presents certain features of peculiar interest just at that
unpopular dreamy hour when stars ¢¢ begin to pale their ineffectnal fires,”’
and the drowsy twilight of the doubtful day brightens apace into the fulness
of morning, ‘¢ blushing like an eastern bride.”” Then it is that the extremes
of society first meet under circumstances well calculated to indicate the moral
width between their several conditions. The gilded chariot bowls along from
square to square with its delicate patrimonial possessor, bearing him home-
ward in celerity and silence, worn with lassitude, and heated with wine
quaffed at his third rout, after having deserted the oft-seen ballet, or with-
drawn in pettish disgust at the utterance of a false harmony in the opera. A
cabriolet hurries past him still more rapidly, bearing a fashionable physician,
on the fret at having been summoned prematurely from the comforts of a se-

cond sleep in a voluptuous chamber on an experimental visit to
Vor. 1. Pe .
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“ Raise the wenk head, and stay the parting sigh,

Or with new life relume the swimming eye.”
At the corner of streets of traflic, and more especially

¢ Where fam’d St. Giles's ancient limits spread,”’
the matutinal huckster may be seen administering to costermongers, hackney.
coitchmen, and ¢ fair women without discretion,”” aflaid *¢ all hot, all hat.”
ycleped by the initiated elder wine, which, we should think, might give the
partakers a tolerable notion of the fermented beverage extracted by Tartar.
from mare’s milk not particularly fresh.  Hard by we find a decent matror
superintending her tea-table at the lamp-post, and tendering to a remarkabl
select company, little, blue, delft cups of bohea, filled from time to time
from a prodigious kettle, that simmers unceusingly on its charcoal tripal
though the refractory cad often potests that tie fuel fails before the boiling.
stage is consurnmated by an ebullition. Hither approaches an interesting
youth from Magherastaphena, who ere night-fall, is destined to figure in sone
police-oftice us a ¢ juvenile delinquent.”” The shivering sweep, who ha
just travelled through half a dozen stacks of chimmeys, also quickens ever
motion of his weary little limbs, when he comes within sight of the destind
breakfast, and heholds the reversionary heel of a loaf and roll of butter awar
ing his arrival.  Another unfailing visitor is the market-gardener, on his wa
to deposit before the Covent Garden piazza such a pyramid of cabbagess
might well have been manured in the soil with Master Juck’s justly celebrat
bean-stalk. Surely Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one o
these. The female portion of such assemblages, for the most part, consit
of poor Salopian strawberry-carriers, m ny of whom have walked alrexls
at least four miles, with a troublesome burden, and for 1 miserable pittance—
egg-women, with sundry still-born chickens, goslings, and turkey-pouts~
and passing milk-maidens, peripatetic, under the yoke of their double p.
Their professional cry is singular and sufliciently unintelligible, although p-
haps not so much so as that of the Dublin milk-venders in the days of Swi,
it used to run thus,—

¢ Mugs, jugs, and porringers,
Up in the garret and down in the cellar.™

They are in general a hale, comely, well-favoured race, notwithstanding ti:
assertion of the author of Trivia to the contrary.*

"The most revolting spectacle to any one of sensibility which usually presen.
itself about this hour, is the painful progress of the jaded, foundered, and tex
rified droves of cattle that one necessarily must sec not unfrequently sing
gling onto the slaughter-house, perhaps after three days during which the
have been running

¢ "Their course of suffering in the public way,”

* ¢« On doors the sallow milk-maid chalks her *gains :
17

Oh ! how unlike the milk-maid of the plains !
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On such occacions we have often wished ourselves “ fur from the sight of
city, spire, or sound of minster-ciock.”” One feels most for the sheep and
lambs, when the softened fancy recurs to the streams and hedgerows, and
measant pastures, from whence the woolly exiles have been cjected; and
yet the emotion of pity is not wholly unaccompanied by admiration at the
sagacity of the canine disciplinarians that bay them remorselessly forward,
and sternly refuse the stragglers permission to make a reconnoissance on
the road.  They are highly respectable members of socicty these same sheep-
dogs, and we wish we could say as much for ““the curs of low degree,””
that just at the same hour began to prowl up and down St. Giles’s, and to
and fro in it, secking what they may devour, with the fear of the Alderman
of Cripplegate Within before their eyes.  The felme kind, however, have
reason to think themselves in more danger at the first round of the watering
cart, for we have often rescued an unsuspicious tortoise-shell from the fel-
onious designs of a skin-dealer, who was about to lay violent hands on un-
offending puss, while she was watching the process of making bread through
the creviees of a Scotch grating.*

Another animal sui generis, occasionally visible about the same cock-
crowing scason, is the parliiunentary reporter, shuflling to roost, and a niore
slovenly-looking operative from sunrise to sunset is rarely to be seen.—There
has probably been a double debute, and between three and five o’clock he
has written ““ a colunm bould’>—No one can well mistake him. The features
are often Irish, the gait jaunty aud resolutely brisk, but neither ¢ buxom,
biithe, nor debomnair,” complesion wan, eapression pensive, and the entire
propriety of the toilette disarranged and degegee.  The stuffthat he has per-
petrated is happily no longer present to his memory, and neither placeman’s
sophistry nor patriot’s rant will be likely in any way to interfere with his re-
pose. Intense fatigne, whether intellectual or wanual, however, is not the
best security for sound shunber «t any hour, more particularly in the morning.

Even at this hour the swirt Savoymd (filins nullius) issues forth on his
divmal pilgrimage, ‘remote, unfriended melancholy, slow,” to excruciate
an his snperannuated hurdy-gurdy that sublime melody, “‘the hundred and
seventh psalin,’® or the plaintive sweetness of ¢“Isabel,’” perhaps speculating
on 2 breakfast for himself and Pug, some where between Knightshridge and
Old Brentford.—Poor fellow! Could he procure a few bones of nmton,
tow hard would it be for his hungry comprehension to understand the dis-
pleasure which similar objects occasioned to Atula on the plains of Cham-
pagne!

Then the too frequent preparations for a Newgate execution—but enough
of sach details; it is the muse of Mr. Crabbe that alone could do them jus-

*They say that no town in Europe is without a Scotchman for an inhabit-
at. "This trade in London is generally professed by North Britons, and it
isalwaysat eause of alarn to a stranger i he notices the enormous colutnn of
black sioke which is emitted fiom their premises at the dawn of the morn~

Ing.




308 Morning.

tice. 'We would say to the great city, in the benedictory spirit of the pat-
riot of Venice,—esto perpetua; Notwithstanding thy manitold ** honest
knaveries,”” peace be within thy walls, and plenty pervade thy palaces, that
thou mayest ever approve thyself, oh queen of capitals,

¢¢ Like Suwinson’s riddle in the sacred song,

A springing sweet still flowing from the strong!™

SNORERS.

We are one of that extensive class of humancreatures who enjoy
a fair night's rest. . "The day emphatically belongs to earth.  We
vield it without any reluctance o care and labour.  We toil, we
drudge, we pant, we play the hack horse; we do things smilingly
from which in sceret we recoil, we pass by sweet spots and vare
faces, that our very heart yearns for, without betraying the efiort
it costs; and thus we drag through the twelve long hours, disgustod
almost, but gladdened withall, that the mask will’have an end, and
the tedious game he over, and our visor and our weapons be laid
aside.—But the nightis the gift of heaven. 1t brings treedom aml
repose; its influence falls coolly and gratefully upon the mind as
well as the body, and as we drop the extinguisher, upon the round
untouched pillow we at the same time putout a world of cares aul
perplexities,  What then, must be our disappointment to find
ourselves full at length, side by side, with a professed, regular
hred, fullblooded  snorer, when the speli of sleep is in even
fow moments forming on us; and then broken by the anoma-
Ious, incongruous nasal voceiferations against which at this parti-
cular moment, we are endeavouring to excite the indignation of
the reader?

It is one of the advantages of authorship, however, that even
evils, by vielding prolific subjects for the pen, may be madea
source of amuscment and profit,. . We experienced this the other
night when retnroing from a day’s absence, the traveller’s vicissi-
tudes sent us to sleep on board a steamboat, plying hetween this
city and Albany.—Faney us, good reader, you know, (or, we hase
heen hand and glove with you for =o long a time, you oughtw
know,) var sly” penchant for comfort—our harmless piece of epi-
cureanism on a small scale—our enjoyment of a shady, still corner
—aur horror of being pushed and thrust about ¢ any how.”—W¢
have even, on oceasions, hetrayed too many of our secret tastes
and antipathies, and have been rated sometimes by anonymous
correspondents, (those familiar, invisible gentry) for preferringa
~lant sunbeam through a heavy eurtain to one that comes in like
other beams.  Tmagine us then, in a ¢ night boat,” whieh even the
eaptain confossed was ¢ xlow;™ the wind and tide against us, a hot
nizht, numerous passengers, the engine heaving and working la-
boviousiv, with a regular and heavy impulse, that jarred through
thenmssine vessel with jerks and shacks like little earth-quakes.
and the subtle langour of slumber stealing through our limbs, and
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hanging on our cyclids. A hundred or two travellers already
«wurned in,» we were ushered below into the cabin, and directed
by a clerk to a birth, where our guide informed us we were to
sleep.  Tosleep! we looked at the follow?s face. It was perfect-
ly grave and respeetful. A glance satisficd us that he intended no
insult.  He left us, and we paused to look around.  Ah! the eabin
of'a stemhoat is & melancholy aftair to a sleepy gentleman, shout
cleven o’clock at night. A dim lamp suspended from the ceiling,
shedadoleful light upon the long, lov, narrow aparttuent. ‘T'he cur-
tains of the hirth were mostly drawn.  Divers boots, which, when
enlivened by their respeetive legs, had clambered mountains or
paced over fickds, now lay in groups heve and there. Hats, valises,
umbrelas, rested hy their owners, heing probably the only vesti-
ges of them we should ever encounter.~—One  fat gentlenman had
just lifred his unwieldy person into hed, and was tying a Bandana
handkerehief around his head, preparatory to his lnunching off in-
to glorious repose; while a eross looking lean person opposite,
having wound up his wateh and rescued his feet from his hoots,
with a prodigious deal of straining and ill humour; having with
considerable difliculty discovered where he was to dispose of his
cloak and other matters; bumping his head, moreover, while get-
ting into his couch, and easing the pain with a smothered execra-
tion, at fength disposed of himself to his satisfaction.  We do not
know of any thing which, when a man is really out of humour,
exhausts his philosophy wore utterly than hitting his head sharply
against any hard object, My fricud cursed the builder of the
steamthoat i a half smothered growl, and then all was quict. And
now we were floating off into “a pleasant sleep, when a low and
gradually inereasing sound {rom the hivth of the fat gentleman ar-
rested our attention.  We listened, all was silent; and then again
the same sound, more palpable and better developed. It was first
a long breath, of the consistency of aloud whisper. We turn-
el over, still it went on, 'We turned back again, there it was yet.
We rose 1o our elbow in a passion, aund poked our heads out he-
tween the red curtains.  There was the fat gentleman®s birth,
We could just detect a glimpse of the Bandana handkerchief, by a
feehle glare of the lamp.  Our sleepy eyes passed disconsolately
over the hoots and valises.  'We laid down again, but could “ not
with all the weary watching of our care-tired thoughts,” win the
cay dame sleep to our bed.—What was to be done?  Go up and
strike the fat gentleman a blow?  Impossible.  Complain to the
captain?  He would laugh at us.  Never was a man s weighed
down, so oppressed with sleep, and never did a man so sutter from
asnorer.  The fat gentleman, as if aware of our misery and mock-
ing at it, went on, like an orator getting warm with his subject.
He grew loud, vociferous, outrageous, We laid and lictened.—
He inhaled, he exhaled. Now the air rushed in through his ex-
wnded jaws, now it burst forth obstreperonsly through his sonor-
ausnose.  He took it in with the tone of an octave {lute, he let it
out again with the profound depth of a trombon.  He breathed
short; he breathed long: he gasped, whistled, grouned, gurgled.
He quickened the time, hecame rapid, agitated, furious.

Hitherto he had snored with the sound of a rushing, regular
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atream, hastening forward over a deep channel—now it was the
hrawl, clash, dash, hurry, and discordunt confusion of the same
tide hurled down a cataract of broken rocks—aut last he gave an
abrupt snort, and ceased altogeiher, We wer  thavnking heaven
for this relief, when a treble voice trom the birth directly beneath,
announced new trouble. Jt was some one—whom, we know not,
nor do we ever covet his friendship, who belonged to a different
class of snorers. He made a regular, quick, sharp, hacking
sound, like that of a man cutting wood. hack, hack, hack—we
heard it atintervals all the night. ‘The lean gentleman in the
opposite part of the room now put on his claim as a snorer. He
had rour notes. It was a tune. It could be written and played
any day. We laughed outright, and inwardly resolved to find the
fellow out, and see what he was like by daylight. He played on
some time, and then finished with a sudden combination of sounds,
among the constituent parts of which we could plainly distinguish
a hiss and two sneezes.  His exit reminded us of those protechnic
creations to be seen at Niblo’s Castle garden, &c. which whirl
round and round, and then explode with a phiz and a phiz, sure
to be hounteously applauded by the enlightened audience. There was
something in this gentleman’s snoring which touched our feelings.
A fine spirited fellow he was we warrant.  Full of life and anima-
tion, and not inclined to hide his light under a bushel. What be-
came of him, however, after the explosion, we cannot say. He
lefta dead silence, and his evaporation we almost lamented. We
should like to know, however, whether any law can be put in re-
quisition against this gentry, or why we have not the same right
to practice on the trombone, on board the steamboat, that they
possess of ¢ piercing the night’s dull car,” by such pompous dis-
plays of nasal abilities.—Paulding.

THE SAILOR BOY’S DREAM.

MinxieuT,—at Seca,—’neath scowling skies, descried,
The rising billows spread their sheeted foam:

Lioud, and more loud, the north-sent tempest cried,
As farther sped that gallant ship from home.

Darkly and mute amid the war she roll’d,

Her night watch set, her helmsman at his post,

Her smooth deck eleared to baulk the breakers hold,
Her white sails reef?d,—and distant every coast.

Listless as death, upon his hammock bed,
A Mother’s pride is laid—the Cabin Boy;
His snowy hrow, and cheeks of sun-burnt red,
And chubby hands, have marks of toils alloy.?
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Kind nature meets with balm the ills of life—
A tale of childhood o%er his bosom sweeps;
At rest! unconscious, *mid surrounding strife,
Like nurse-lap’d babe the little sailor sleeps.

He dreams!—-his quivering lip, and dimpling cheek,
Pourtray the never-sleeping spirit’s power;

He sces, oh! happy sight, his native creck,

T'he ocean past, the cottage roofs hefore:

Figures tamiliar tread the daisied green,

"T'he gilded spire peers upin wonted state,

And, first to hail him to the placid seene,

His own dog Watch bounds through the rustic gate.

But soon he’s in a Mother’s fervent arms;

Once more her breast is pillow to his head!
A father bends above his stripling's charims,
And tears of joy on that lov’d fuce are shed.

A sister folds in his her softer hand,

His black-bird conscious whistles from the wall,
About the vine-fringed door his playmates stand,
Forgot awhile, their much-lov’d hoop and ball.

One >mid the youthful group attracts his eye,

‘With deeper glance, his sweetheart, ¢ fair hair’d” Jess!
Now throbs his happy bosom doubly high,

He bounds, and folds her in a close caress. .

Her guileless lips even meet the boy’s half way!
A tear stands trembling *neath its silken shade,
Lighted by pleasure’s soft eccentric ray;

Too blest for quiet, sobs the little maid:

And lowly fulters—¢¢ Harry go no more,
Across the ocean, from our village green;
They tell me, wild, and boisterous is its roar,
Then stay with us, nor sigh for wider scene.”

Sweetly the lov’d tones come,—like mystic straing
From out a {airy dome—his charmed ear,

Deaf to all other claims, intensely leans

To drink these syllables—ah! Sailor, hear!
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Not Jessy’s accents, but the howling deep!

‘The pealing thunder! and the crashing blast !
Up! from your dream, to find a dreamless sleep,
A vision true, the dreariest and the last!

He sturtling wakes, his dream indeed is fled,
He’s on the deck, the fubled pleasuares die,

And truth and terror fill his soul instead,—
For peaceful home, is, bellowing deep and sky;

For father's glance, is lightning’s horrid glare,,
For mothers tears, the chilling spray-drops fall,
For playmates, hardy mien in deep despair,
While night-fiends from the lurid billows call.

He grasps the rail, and prays, and hopeless cyes
The riven clouds the phospher-lighted foam,
And, bounding >mid the tumult, faintly cries,
“ Farewell my love, my parents and my home.”

NoTe.—The Sailor Boy’s Dream—in a form somewhat different to the
above lites—was published once before, at « distznce from Halifux.

A FOREST SCENE.
AT A VILLAGE IN THE BACK WO0O0DS OF GEORGIA.

Durixe a week’s rest at this retired village, I casually niention-
ed that I had never scen a deer hunt. A party was inmediately
formed, and the next morning, after an carly breakfast, we st
out under a perfectly cloudless sky, and through these immense
woods, whose dying leaves, betraying the touch of the autunm
frosts, covercd the whole face of naturc as with a mantle of the
most brilliant and oppositic colours. Here a tree, with foilage
of the brightest orange, mingled its branches with one of the deep-
est gory red, while among the oaks, which displayed all the vari-
ous shades of the rainbow, here and there towered the erect and
lvity pine, with its deep, dark, and unfading green.  This tract of
fand was but a few years ago owned and occupied by the Indians,
who, in order to facilitate their hunting by ciearing the ground,
were accustomed 10 sct on fire what they term the under brush.
The pine trees frequently suffered in the operation; and their burm
and blasted stumps are often discerned by the solitary wravelier,
like the frowning ghosts of that high spirited and ruined race. lin-
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gering among the places, hallowed by habit and tradition, where
ihe ashes of their heroic fathers sleep. In the summer they con-
trast strangely with the bright and tender green, the delicate sweet
tlowers which spring up around their root, and the fresh and fe-
tuinine loveliness of the vines, which sometimes cling with living
tendrils to their scathed, dead trunks.

At a large and commodious dwelling, although constructed of
logs, and by its appearance fully entitled to the appellation of hut,
we found a good-natured, hospitable old gentleman, with horns, guns
and hounds. A dozen of the latter were assembled in the road,
befure the house, fully prepared to enter into the spirit of the sport.
No one could comprehend what was going on more clearly than
these worthy, impatient gentlemen. They were fine animals,
with fine names, and in their eagerness and joy frequently drew
upon them: the rebuke of the old man. Scarcely any brute creature
expresses his sensations with more manifest meaning than a dog.
Mark some timid, half'starved, and hungry wretch, stealing through
the kitchen, and casting wistful looks toward the frying pan. In a
moment of solitude, when the temptation is too powerful for those
virtuous principles, which all well educated, decent dogs should
practice, he steals toward some luscious, fragrant morsel, his eyes
dilaie, and he licks his hps with a kind of timid courage,

¢ I’ll cross it, though it blast me;"

bui Dinah enters, and mark the startled cur: and if you wish to
see not only expression in countenance, but in every line of
form, just look at him as he describes a circular line of retreat,
fur certain reasons best known to himself, the cook, and the
broomstick handie. Then behold the same creature animated and
fearless when he is where he knows he has a right to be. Music
seemed inspired with an irresistible feeling of joy, which fairly
overflowed his soul; Azure was chasing Beauty in circles, yet
wiith every mark of affection; Silver lay by resting his noble head
upon his two fore feet, in the dignity of grave and pleasing con-
templution, occasionally wagging his tail, and brightening up as
his longing gaze of gratitude won a word or look from his master;
while others rolled, leaped, ran, and at length gave vent to their
feelings in a loud, prolonged yelp of delight.

it is necessary that a hunting party should consist of at least six
or seven. One or two, termed drivers, with horns, horses, and
hounds, ride to the grounds frequented by the deer, and the dogs
soon catch the scent. There are certain known passages of the forest
through which the timid enimals, when affrighted, generally at-

Vou. 1. Qe
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tempt to escape. One individual of the party is stationed at sach
of these, and in such an opening I found myself on that bright
morning, alone, in thelmidst of these hushed and pathless forests,
lurking, I almost thought like a murderer, with my loaded piece,
till the defenceless flying creature should spring upon bis death.
The silence around me was perfectly delightful. I could hear no-
thing—not even the warbling of a bird—not the murmuring of a
rill, for the stream by my side instead of brawling and bubbling
over its channel, had spread itself out into unbroken transparen-
cy. Across its bank, and accidentally answering the purposes of a
bridge, a failen trec was lying. Sometimes a playful fish leaped
up trom the brook, or glistened near the surface, as it turned its
silver side to the sun; and sometimes a leaf, loosened from its
branch, fell, and floated slowly to the ground in silence. I was
thinking how many millions of my fellow creatures drop off even
thus in the shadowy places of lifc, and go down to the church
yard with as little notice or interruption to the general business
and joy and beauty of nature, when the barking and yelping of
the hounds came faintly through the distancc, then nearer and near-
er till the whole chorus swelled on the breeze, and rung through
the quiet wood, breaking strangely in upon its impressive stillness
with discordant sounds of riot and death. You cannot conceive,
unless you have expetienced a similar moment, the almost painful
eagerness and anxiety with which I watched to behold the victim
appear through the trees. I heard a rustling among the dried
leaves, and with desperate speed, and the whole bloody pack close
at her heels, a large doe broke from the thicket, and passed near the
place where I stood. Fleet as the wind she was springing by when
1 gave a low whistle; on a sudden she stopped, and the fatal ball
lodged in her shoulder; another and another stretched her on the
ground. She was a most lovely and femanine creature. Nothing
could exceed the grace, cleanliness, and beauty of her form and
limbs. The dark and silky brown of her back, the snowy white-
ness of her neck, throat, and chest, and the almost human intelli-
gence of her face, struck me with a strange feeling, of which they,
more familiar with the sight, can form no idea. I confess, howe-
ver unmanly it may have been, that a momentary horror ran
through my frame as the lids, with their long lashes, fell over those
large, dark, and beautiful eyes; while the swarthy huntsmen, with
rough grasp and merry jokes, bound together her slender, tapering
limbs, and one drew his long glittering knife across her throat.—
Dreams and Reveries of a Quiet Man,



(9]
—
<t

RURAL TRANQUILITY
THE ROCK MOUNTAIN.

In the interior of the state of Georgia, is a mountain composed
entirely of naked graaite, which on the map is set down as the
fock mountain.  Finding myself’ once, in the course of my wan-
derings, within a day’s ride of this curiosity, I exerted my influ-
ence to obtain a waggon, a horse, and a friend, and was soon jog-
ging along a road which wound through alimost endless forests,
over leaves, into deep valleys, across rugged hills, and through
the branches of streams which, although at t]ns:pot casily fordable
with the aid of a horse, broaden gradually into wide rivers, and
empty their waters into the Atlantic. At the foot of this extraor-
dinary rock is a log hut, which the folks thereabout call a house of
atertainment. Here we arrived some time after dusk. A long
ude through through these forests, where driving required consid-
erable skill and constant attention, had overcome me with a fecl-
ing of drowsy fatigue. A cup of meclancholy beverage, which
passed under the appellation of coflee, was swallowed, without any
material injury, and after basking alittle time in the red light of a
Hazing five, which they make here of light dry pine knots, nearly

combusnb]c as powder, and caressing two or thu,e fine large
lags, which rested in the capacious fire place, we, u.Lu,cd to rest.
My chamber was fushioned of logs, several mchcaﬁ‘om (;a(,h other,
nd various openings appeared in the roof. 1 w‘;a,sooggepomcd
i a bed, rude but <crupulou;ly clean, and began %] ioo<c myself
in that delicious dreaminess, which makes s]ccp so welcome to the
weary, when the sudden bark of a dog startled me. He wasanswered
irabiout ten or fifteen others, in all the notes of the gamut. They
sowled, barked, howled, yelped, and auttered all the sounds of
shich dog’s language is capable. Then came the tramping of
tarses? feet, the erack of whips, the report of a gun, and the foot-
kieps of hounds patting across the entry, which was almost entire-
iy exposed to the air.  Istarted up, and putting my head through
wnaperture in the wall, where neither glass nor shutter offered
uiy opposition, T perceived that a party of hunters had arrived,
illy equipped for the pursuit of decr, and intended to rest at the
~house of entertaimment® till day break enabled them to resume
heir sports. It was now late; a starry sky stretched broad and
kicar over head, but the air was chilly, and I was feign to bid good
mzht cven to the yeilow moon, jusi rising above the forest trees.
Casting, therefore, a hasty glance at her spotted disk, her shadowy
vales, hcr bright deserts and lofty mountains, and another at the
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quiet night scenc, the dim and dark woods, the old fences and rude
log huts, faintly silvered over with the pale moonlight, and the glo-
rious track of vastblue distance which canopiced that silent solitude
with its flashing gems, I left poetry and prose to tuke care of them-
selves, and murmuring a slecpy  beautiful!”” once more laid down
to rest. Again the world of reality faded into indistinctnessya thought
of my distant home crossed my mind, and pleasant fuces appeured
floating around in darkness; then Iremember catching the flash of a
star through the roof, and gravely debating to myself by what mis-
management among the heavenly bodies it had descended into my
chamber. Yet although cleven or twelve hundred uiiles distant
from the thundering of carts and the shufiling of feet which had su
often broken my meditation in the city of Manahatta, I discovered
that rural felicity had its own characteristic tumults. My slumber
was destined to be again broken.  The dogs growled and snapped
asif in sudden fight; then, after a brief silence, during which |
closed my leaden lids, a little scoundrel of a puppy set up ascream,
and a deep mouthed bay from some old veteran of a bull dog
struck in like a line on the bass viol.  The whole pack were rous-
ed. ‘Their fect patted briskly across the entry floor, then sudden-
ly stopped with a snarl and a snap; I could almost see their lips
curl, their tails and cars start up crect; then they patted off again.
I might, hd'{\:'{é'\'ef,.hnvc slumbered aftér a little time, even had the
whole canijne pix?.:h\‘ openced the cry at my car, for one becomes ac-
customed 16> iy “particular and uniform confusion.

A sailor’s'g"(k‘si is not broken by the stormy violence which thun-
ders upon deck, and it issaid that many soldiers under Sir Joln
Moore erjoyed thebenefit of sleep while actually engaged in march-
ing. T was about following their example when my encmies re-
ceived a reinforcement from all the awakened population of the
plantation. The horseneighed, the oxen bellowed, the geese scud-
ded across the road, flapping their clumsy wings, and improving
the concert with a general gabble, chickens cackled, a guinea hen
and a peacock exclaimed aloud, and a rooster joined the chorus
with a crow, so triumphantly impertinent that I leaped upon the
floor entirely out of patience. Almost giddy with the wantof
slecp, ooked from the window; the dogs were all collected heneath
it, yelling most furiously. By the light of the moon, which shone
into the room, I descried a large horsewhip in the corner.  With
a sudden excrtion of’ my strength and skill, T proceeded to an im-
mediate application, which struek the assembly of industrious
quadrupeds with considerable astonishment, and, bating a few e
pressive yelps, as an acknowledgment of seme of my most judici
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ously aimed strokes, a general silence ensued.  The dogs sueaked
off’ to namelss holes and corners; the cows, with their serious coun-
tenaces, stood looking on, with grave and silent approbation; the
horse poked his head through a hole in his delapidated log stable,
and gazed quietly around to see what was going on; the geese form-
ed a small platoon in the furthermost corner of the yard, with fa-
ces expressive of conscious guilt; and the saucy rooster, strutting
ofl with a vain cflort to preserve his importance, fuirly yiclded fune
te sufety, and like a prudent politican after the defeat of his party,
awaited beneath the shadow of an old waggon, till the vicissitudes
of fortune should again call him into action. Having thus routed
my nunierous foes, I indulged myself with a sleepy glunce through
one eye upon their discomfited forces, and once more stretched
mysclf on the downy couch.

Again my lids closed, with the sweet fecling which nature hay
caused to spring as a necessary consequence out of toil and priva-
tion; and again the fairy wonders of imagination began to displace
the homeliness of reality.  But an! as the moralists say, ¢ the ful-
lacy of human hopes;’’ the hunters came inzo my room, and occu-
pied the bed whichstood in the other corner, and their hoarse hea-
vy snores soon announced their situation. My previous proceed-
ings had also disturbed the slumbers of a child, who had been re-
posing in the next room with its mother.  Its cries reduced the af-
fectionate author of its heing to the necessity of putting in practice
the various conciliatary arts usual on such occasions, and, these
proving unsuccesful, she procecded forthwith to execute a brief
process, often resorted to for the henefit of young travellers over
the flowery path of youth, and which, such is the unhappy destiny of
human nature, few, alag! have altogether escaped. This raised
matters to a climax. The child sereame:d till the house rung. The
hunters trned in their creaking bed, and grumbled hoarse frag-
ments of angry oaths; again the shrill impudent voice of the pup-
py set the tune, and the broad-faced bull dog bayed in answer;
again the geesc flapped across the road, the chickens cackled, and
the guinea hen sereamed, and, ¢ to crown the euchantment of the
seenc,” in the midst of all the noises elicited upon the occasion,
the persevering rooster, perched upon the wheel of the cart, be-
neath which before he had slunk in disgrace, beat his sides with
his wings, and gave a crow, which in my sleepiness I positively
thought was intended as an insult. I ruminated a moment upon
the proper course to be pursued, when nature, overcoming
all opposition, asserted her rights, and Iwas awakened by the glo-
sicus beams of the rising sun shining through 2 wall, which might
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have enacted a part in ¢ Pyvamus and Thisbe.” Eager to gain a
morning view, we equipped ouvselves with goodly oaken sticks,
partly to defend us from improper familiarity with the ratde
snakes, which are said 10 abound there, and partly to assist us in
climbing the steep. A sudden change of the weather, however,
enveloped us in a fog, as we reached the foot of the Rock, or
Stone mountain. It is a bare mass of granite, between two and
three thousand feet high.  The appearance of similar clevations,
composed of ordinary earth, and clothed with verdure, fails to im-
press the mind with the idea of solidity and durability, which it
conceives from the contemplation of this gigantic rock heaved up-
ward in the form of a stupendous billow. A gradual descent of the
surrounding country towards its base forms a circular basin of se-
veral miles in circumference, of which it is the centre; and the ap-
parently interminable forests, which wave around it, strike the eyc
in a strong contrast with its bleak and desolate nakedness. Fromthe
gradual ascent of one side the curious passenger approaches the
brink of an immense and almost perpendicular precipice. On reach-
ng the “ perileus edge® of this abrupt declivity, the giddy view
broke suddenly upon me. Mere desceription conveys but feebly
any idea of the cficet of such a seene upon the imagination. I had
so limited a knowledge of the localities of the place, that T advan-
ced much nearer the precipice than was necessury or agreeable.
As 1 wemblingly measured the depths of the distauce, I felt that
ihe Jeast breath of air almost the agitation of my own thoughts,
might precipitate me down the ahyss. Yet 2 fearful fascination
riveted my eyes upon the scene, till I beeame conscious of a sensa-
tion of giddiness; scarcely I dared make the motion necessary for
turning; instinctively 1 stooped, although the broad slab aftorded
nothing for me to grasp, and my readers had nearly escaped much
injudicious seribbling, when I reccollected an anccdote, head-
ed ¢ Look aloft, you lubber,” and cast my cyes toward the sum-
mit. There stood my companion, rather surprised at my quadru-
ped propensitics, and Thastened to follow his example in admiring
the sublime productions of nature from a safer position.

A hermit, disgusted with the world, and anxious to try the ex-
poriment of solitude upon his disposition, should choose this very
spot. Nothing can be farther separated frowm all the associations
of human life. Neither gloomy cave, nor uninhabited island, nor
secluded forest, could so perfectly assurc him a dreary and dismal
lonecliness.  On earth somne object would remind him of home or
friends; some warbling bird would awaken a softened feeling;
some opening flower or clinging vine would call up thoughts of
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beauty and love. 'The common goings on of nature’s sweet ope-
rations would send gleamings of human joys and wishes through
the dark and human passages of the most ruined heart.  But this
grand and silent mountain, striking its foundations, fancy cannot
conjecture how deep, into the bosom of vur planet, would conjure
up in lis mind only thoughts of other ages—af the primitive con-
vulsions which gave it birth—of the ephemeral nature of all hu-
man events, when compared with this durable monument of na-
ture’s caprices—of the limitless time during which it may thus de-
fy the stortus of heaven, or of the awful shock by which its adwinan-
tean bosom may be rent asunder.— Dreams and Reveries of @ Quict
Man.

VISIT TO THE EDYSTONE LIGHT HGUSE.
(From a New York paper.)

I nap read Smeaton’s zccount of the Edystone, and the difScul-
ties and dangers he encountered while superintending its construe-
tion, and I felt an ardent desire to visit a spot where the genius
and indefatigable zeal of a great man so happily combined at once
to bestow a valuable blessing on posterity, and leave a lasting mo-
nument of his own fame. I arrived at Plymouth early in August,
a season in which a tranquil seca may be expected; yet the weather
had been for some time boisterous, and I was fearful of success in
attempting an excursion to the Edystone.

"The position of the rock, exposed as it is to the unbroken swell
of the Atlauntic, renders it extremely difficult to land at the house;
and a traveller who is intent on visiting this solitary abode, may
perforin many unsuccessful voyages, even when the weather is
most serenc; for the swell at the light-house is frequently an uncdu-
lation procecding from causes not apparent on the spot, and often
depends more on the winds that may chance to prevail at a dis-
tance in the channel, or even in the Atlantic, than on the state of
the weather near shore.

I took the opportunity of going out by the Edystonc Tender, a
sloop of thirty tons, kept for the service of the light house, with or-
ders to supply the inmates with fresh provisions, at least twice a
week, whenever the weather is sufficiently fine to allow a boat to
land. This service is, however, chiefly confined to the summer
months; and such is, at times, the difficulty of access to the house,
that, in the winter of 1828, thirtcen wecks clapsed without a sin-
gle opportunity of communicating with the light-keepers.
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teft Catwater at seven o’clock, on a morning by no means pro-
mising fur such au excursion; and though our little vessel appear-
ed to sail tolerably well, it was afternoon before we had a distinet
view of the light house. The geuntle breeze though contrary to
our course, would long before have brought us tu the object of iy
curiosity, but fora fong ground swell, that rolled towards shore, nou
like the ruflled surface of a narrow chanunel, but the lengthened
undulation of an ocean. As we proceeded slowly onwards by
short tacks, the sea opposing the bows, and the rolling of’ the ves-
sel shaking the litstle wind there was out of her sails, I thought of
Stmeunton, and the many tedious voyages he performed, when car-
rying on a work for which his name will ever be illustrious in the
annals of science, philanthropy, and courage, and if one day seem-
ed tiresome to a traveller whose only interest was to gaze at the
production of so great a genius, how much more tedious must
have appeared the many weeks, and even montls, lost by its foun-
der in his protracted, and often fruitless excursions to the then
houseless rock. It was past four when we arrived within half a
mile of the rocks, and the swell had abated to a degree I could not
have imagined possible in so short a time. It was nearly fload,
and the long chain of rocks which forms the principal reef was alt
above water.  On the highest rock, at some distance from this
chain, stands the house, and beyond it a smaller reef, with a coui-
cal detached rock Detween them. Smeaton’s description of the
spot had indeed delighted me; but the Edystone must be seen be-
fore one can fully feel the merit of its founder. The distant land
was obscured by heavy rain, and the sharp blue line of the horizon
every where defined and void of objects, save where the light-
house rose, in solemn majesty, from the very surfuace of the sea.
On a rock scarcely larger than its base, and entirely covered at
high-water, with eleven miles of sea between it and the neares:
land, exposed to all the fury of Atlantic secas, yet firm as its rocky
foundation, in proud defiance of its powerful assailant, stands the
graceful building! Painting may represent the scene in part, bu
what art can portray the wide expanse that everywhere surrounds
the spectator?

The tide had now turned favourable to our course, and we ra- -
pidly advanced towards the house. When within two hundred
yards the boat was brought along side, and the casks of water and
‘provisions being put into it,we rowed off.

The light-keepers had for some time perceived our approach,
and before we arrived the crane was in readiness to hoist the
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casks to the storeroom on the second floor; the door was opened,
and the steps put down to the highest point of the rock.

We proceeded to the channel at the back or land side of the
rock. ‘The short ladder was fixed to irons placed for the purpose
and we ascended to the flat surface by the side of the house. A
narrow slippery path, not a foot broad, cut into steps, leads round
the rock to the ladder of the door, with an ascent of ahout cight
feet more. The ladder itself isthirteen feet long, and is joincd, so
that, when pulled up, it lies in the narrow passage to which it
leads. 'The reason for placing the door so high appeats to have
heen to provide a mass of solid masoury at the hottom of the
building, aud perhaps to prevent the paessibility of invasion by pi-
rates, who might be anxious to recruit their stock of provisions.
The arrangement of the house itself is so completely detailed in
Smeaton’s work, that any deseription would be superfluous; and 1
shall confine myself to such observations as conduce, cither to con-
firm the just coneeptions of its founder by the silent testimony of
years, ot relate to alterations which expericnce has suggested.

Three men constantly reside in this pluce of true retirement.
The oldest who is styled Captain, has been there seventeen years;
aud it appears that, though they have liberty ¢ remain on shore
cach a month at intervals in the year, they gradually lose all ineli-
nation to leave the house, and feel that their residence on shore
constantly makes them ill—an cifect probably arising from the ir-
regularities of living, scarcely separable from a removal to the
pleasures of society after extreme retirement. Each man has a
salary amounting to nearly £80 a year, besides provisions and a
bottle of porter every day. The house is constantly furnished
with three months® provisions of salt mecat, hiscuit, and water,
and an additional supply of onc hundred pounds of beef. There
is ikewise a stock of five hundred gallons of oil for the lights.
When the house was first built, the light consisted of twenty-four
tllow candles placed without reflectors. It must have been a ve-
ry inefficient light, and extremely troublesome to the men, who
were required to snuff’ the candles every half hour; but as candles
were found to yicld less soot than common lamps, they proved the
best method of lighting then known.  The invention of the Ar-
gand lamps was a valuable discovery for lighthouses; aud about
thirty-eight years ago that lamp was introduced into the Edystone,
the north and south Forclands, and many other lights. The lamps
were placed in the form of a parabwlic reflector of twenty once in-
ches diameter, plated with silver, which projects a cylinder of
light with surprising intensity. At first a lens of the same diame-
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ter as the reflector was placed opposite each light in the window
of the lanthern; but subsequent experienee proved that though in
certain points of the horizon the light was more intense, yet it was
less generally diffused, so that it often happened that a distant ves-
sel, unless in the axis of a lens, did not sce the light at all; the
lenses have heen therefore removed in all the lighthouses for some
years. In the Edystone there were twenty four Argand lamps,
disposed in three cireles over each other, but at present there are
only sixtcen; one row having been removed, I rather thiuk, mere-
1y on the score of cconomy. .

The external stone work of the Edystone is, generally, as per-
fect as when it was finished; and the cement which unites the
stones, far from exhibiting any marks of decay, actually stands for-
ward beyond the sarface of the stone, with a calcareous incrusta-
tion; and itis a remarkable circumstance that in the very few instan-
ces in which the pcrson‘s intrusted with the care of the structure
have had occasion to perform some trifling repairs, the Roman
cement has been resorted to for the purpose, and found inferior in
its adhesive powers to the cement originally employed by Smea-
ton. The lower part of the building is so overgrown with green
slimy weed, that the base appears as if it were a continuation of
the rock itself, )

Having spent nearly an hour in conversing with the men who
thus voluntarily give up all the advantages we hold most dear w
this brief period of our existence, and doom themselves to a seclu-
sion, than which human invention could not picture a more dreary
punizhment for an unhappy criminal, Ileftthe house not a litile
gratified that the weather had permitted me to inspect one of the
most glorious achievements of ancient or modern architecture.

It is a singular coincidence but rarely found in art, that in the
fidystone the form alone which could ensure stability, is at once
the most beautiful that could have been imagined for such a strue-
ture. The curved outline, gracefully diminishing upwards, and
surmounted by the curved conice, produces an eftect that it would
have been in vain to attempt with the regularity of straight lines,
and the usual routine of angular projections.

Many views have been given of this curious building; but too
many of them have been little more than imitations of the frontis-
piece to Smeaton’s work, which represents the morning after a
storm, with the sca rising in a cone, and buryiug the lighthouse en-
tirely within it.

T'he glass in the lanthern, though strong plate, has been mare
than once broken by its assaults, and the inhabitants drenched by
the waier which entered in consequence,
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The stability of this edifice naturally excites our admiration—
hutitis a feeling not unmixed with awful reflections.  Well might
Smeaton say, that < He only who first ereated the atoms, can as-
certain what is the full extent of those powers that may possibly
be combined towards the destruction of the mass.” ‘Fruc he
could submit to no calculation the powers against which he con-
tended; but he did what human genius could perform and his labor
was not in vain,  ‘The building stands: long may it remain fast as
the granite rock that bears it high above the flood. P.

GOVERNOR CASS'S DESCRIPTION OF THE PIC-
'TURED ROCKS OF LAKE SUPERIOR.

Upon the southern cost of Laks Superior, about fifty miles from the falls
of St. Mary, are the innnense precipitous clitk, called by the voyugers, Le
Potrail and the Pictured Rocks.  This name bas been given them in conse-
quence of the different appearance which they present to the waveller, as he
passes their base in his canoe. It requires little aid from the imagination to
discern in them the castellated tower and lofly dome, spires aund pmnacles,
and every sublime, grotesque, or fanastic shape, which the genius of arclu-
tecture ever evented.  The clitls are an unbroken mass of rocks, rising to an
clevation of 300 feet ubove the level of the Juke, and stretching along the
coast for fifteen miles.  The voyagers never pass this coast except in the
most profound calms and the Indians, before they make the attempt, ofter
their accustomed oblations, to propitiate the favour of their Mounitions.
The eye instinctively scarches along the eternal rampat for a single place
of security ; but the search is in vain.  With an hnpassible barrier. of rochs
on one side, and an interminable expanse of water on the other side, a
sudden storm upon the lake would as inevitably insure the destruction of
the passenger in his frail canoe, as if he were on the brink of the catavact
of Ningara. The rock itself is a sandstone, which is disentegrated by the
continual action of the water with comparative facility.  There are no bro-
ken masses upon which the eye can rest and find relief.  The luke isso deep,
that these masses as they are torn from the precipice, are concealed beueath
its water until they are reduced to sand. ‘The action of the waves has un-
dermined every projecting point; and there the immense precipice rests upou
arches, and the foundation is intersected with eaverns in every direction.

When we passed this mighty fabric of nature, the wind was still and the
lake was calm.  But even the slightest motion of the waves, which, in the
wo=t profound calm, agitates these internal seas, swept through the deep ea-
verns with the nose of distunt thunder, and died away upon the cur, as 1
rolled fovward in the dark recesses inaccessible to human observation.  No
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sound more melancholy or more awful ever vibrated upon huroan nerves.
1t has left an twpression which ncither tinue nor distance can ever effiace.
Resting in a frail back canoe upon the limpid waters of the luke; we seemed
almost suspended in air, so pellucid is the element upon which we floated.
In gazing upon the towering battlements which impended over us, and from
which the swallest fragment would have destroyed us, we felt, and felt in-
tensely, our own insignificance.  No situation can be imagined more appal-
ing 1o the courage, or more humbling to the pride of man.  We appeared
Jike a speck upon the face of creation.  Our whole party, Indians and voya-
gers, and soldiers, officers, and servants, contemplatedin mmte astonishment
the awful display of creative power, at whose base we hung; and no sound
broke upon the ear to interrupt the ceaseless roaring of the waters. No splen-
did cathedral, no temple built with human hands, no pomp of worship could
ever inipress the spectator with such humility, and so strong a conviction of
the immense distance between him and the Ahnighty Architect.

The writer of this article has viewed the Falls of Niagara, and the passage
of the Potomoc through the blue Ridge, two of the most stupendous ohjects
in the natura) features of our country. 'The impression they produce is fee-
ble and trassicnt compared with that of the Pictured Rocks on Luke Supe-
rior,

OBITUARY OF DISTINGUISHED MEN.

Dx. Apam Crankk, breathed his-ust on the 26th of August, 1832, in
his seventy second year.

‘Thus sunk into the grave the mortal remains of one of the greatest men of the
present age, there to slumnber, ¢ ashes to ashes, and dust to dust,” until the
trampet shall sound, and the dead shall be raised incorruptible. The territo-
ries of death have rarely been honoured with richer spoils.

Dr. Adam Clarke was born near Magherafelt, in the county of London-
derry, in the north of Ireland, about the year 1761.

On entering life, he was designed for trade, and, pursuant to this intention,
was for some time placed under the care of a Mr. Bennet, a linen manufac-
tarer; but, dislihing some branches of the business, he left this gentieman,
yet ou such honoarable terms, that their mutual friendship continued with-
out wterruption until Mr. Bennet’s death.

Blessed with natural talents of the first order, his ability and acquirements
attracted the attention of many who visited his father’s house. Amoug
these, was a preacher intinately acquainted with the late venerable and re-
verend John Wesley, with whom he kept up a regular correspondence. In
one of his letters having given 2 favourable report of Adam Clarke, Mr.
Wesley was so pleased with the representation, that an intercourse was
opened between him and his young friend.  The event was, that he was
called from Yreland, and placed for about & month in Kingswood school.
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Dr. Clacke bad not been long in the Kingswood seminary, before My,
Wesley paid it o visit;and when the Jads were brought before him, he in-
quired for the young man from Ireland.  Adam Clarke was soon pointed
out, When Mr. Wesley questioned him as to his experience, views of re-
demption, doctrine, mode of preaching, &e.; und being satisficd with hix
replics, requested him to sitdown.  I'his was aceordingily done, and a pro-
fonnd silence ensued.  Mr. Wesley then asked if he should be willing to be-
come an itinerant preacher? and was answered with—¢¢ 1 should be willing
fyou thought e worthy.”” This wus followed by the scene which Dr.
Clarke thus dexcribes:

¢ We all satin profound silence, but my eye was fixed on Mr. Wesley,
who appeared motionless with his eyes closed, but a heavenly smile played
on his countenance, which seemed to furnish indications of something more
than human. At length, awaicening from his enraptured meditation, he
arose from his seat, and came to the place where I was sitting.  Then, with
asolemmnity which I ean never forget, he faid his hand on my head, while he
uitered these memorable words:—¢ May God Ahuighty out of heaven biess
thee, my dear lad, and make thee uscfal in thy day and generation  Hold
thyself in readiness and in o few weeks I hope to appoint thee to a circuit.” >’

From the commeuncement of his career, Dr. Clurke was every where ex-
ceedingly popular, and in most places his labours were crowned with great
success.  Though not much above nineteen when he entered on Ins first
circuit, multitudes, who searcely ever visited the Methodist chapels on any
other occasion, flocked to hear him: and, at times, the place was so thronged,
that it was with difliculty he could urge his way through the concentrated
mass.

During several years prior to 1813, Dr. Clarke resided in London, and de-
voted the greater part of his time to his Commentary; but the duties of his
station as a preacher, and those of various committees and associations, of a
bepevolent, literary, and scientific nature, his friends saw with sorrow im-
‘wesed w iask which human nature could not long support. By their impor-
muity, he was prevailed on, in 1815, to quit London, and retired 10 Mil-
brook, a country residence in Lancashire, about ten miles from Liverpool.

Dr. Clarke remained at Milbrool until his Commentary was nearly finish-
al, when he again removed to the vicinity of London; but on finding the en-
joyment of country air necessary to his health, he purchasad a large and de-
lightful mansion, garden, and premises, called Hayden-hall, near the village
of Easteott, in the parish of Ruislip, about seventeen miles from the metro-
pelis, and this abode he continued to occupy until the time of his death.

About the year 1803, Dr. Clarke was made M. A. and in the following
vear he received the honorary degree of LL.D.  These titles of distinetion
were conferred as a tribute of respect due to his learning and talents.  Since
the wbove perivd. he has heen clerted o member of the Royal irish Academy,
and of the Royal Antiquarian Society in London he has long been a fellow.
le wus also 2 wmember of some of the American literary socicties. {With the
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wewbers of several other learned societies, his nume has alse been enrolled
and their journals have been enriched by the commurications of his pen
Awong the Methodists, he has presided thiee times i the English conference,
and three times i that of freland.

Of the Shetland Islands, Dr. Clarke might have heen called the apostie.
The spirttaal intevests of the inhubitunts lny near his hewrt.  He twice ho-
noured them with kis presence, und cencouraged them by hie discourses,
Through his exertions, fuads were mised for supporting the gospel amouy
thear; and, under his fostering care, it has obtained an estabiishasent, which
is at present in no dunger of dissolution.

Iralund, also, was au olject ever dear to this indefitigable man.  In s
nocthern puts he laid the foundation of many schools, which new contan
n.altitudes of children, forZsevers! of whom be provided clothing, and pro-
cured money 1o pay teachers and the curremt expenses attendant on such
charitable institutions.

S5r Warnter Scorr.—On Friday the 2=t Sept. died, at Abbotsford.
the greatest geaius of the age.  Before his departare from England his reco-
very appeared donbtful—after bis returs the ciase was hopeless.

e Walter Scott was born on the 15th Augnst, 1771, and consequently
died in bis 62d vear.  He was the eldest son of Waiter Scott, Esq. writes to
the Signet. in Tdmburgh; his mather was the danghter of David Rutherford,
Fsq., an able and popular practitioner of the same (the legal) profession.

Mr Scott was educated in the High School, Edinburgh, and aftenwank
served his time to the profession of the taw.  He was, in July, 1792, called
10 the Scottish bar, and, through the influcnce of the hemd of the Scott
fuwily, the Duke of Buceleugh, he was nomiuated Sheriff Depate of Selkirh.
shire; and, in March, 1506, olitained the place of one of the principal Clerk:
of Session, i Scotfand.

In 1798 he wnrried Miss C:xrpcmier,' by whosm he has Teft four children.
The cldest, now Sir Walter Scott, is major of the 15th Hussars; a daughter,
married to John Gibson Lockhart, Isq. another daughter, unmaurried; and»
son, Charles, a Clerk in the Foreign Office.

George the Pourth, warked his approbation of Scolt’s merit, by bestowine
upon hit, in the shape of a Barouetcey, the first distinction be confesyed asz
Sovereign.

In person, Sir Whaiter Scott was nearly six feet high, well formed, strong-
Ty knit, and campactly builts his arms were long and sinewy; his fooks staie
Iy and commanding, and is fiee, s he related an heroic story, flushed 5
as w erystal cup, when one fills it with wine.  His eyes were deep seated oo
der his somewhat shaggy brows; their colour was a blaish grey; they laugh

- ed more than his lips 2t a humeuraus story; his tower-like head. and thia

white hair, masked hun out among a thousand; while any one might swess
to his vaice again who heard # onee. for it b 4 both a touch of the lisp and
the burr. vet. as the minstrel said of Donglas; < it beeame bim wonderfet
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well,”” and gave great softness to a sorrowfud stary.  Iis e dth, as he wiote
to Sir Andresy Hulliday, continued excedtent il the year 1826, when stitehes
i his sides and erunps in his stomaehs ateted bl and were mastered with
difiiculty. e loved 1o ride in a shoat cont, with wide trawsess, on a linle
stont gadloway, aud the steepest hili did zot stap his, nor the deepest wiar
daunt hiwe; it was his pleasure, woreover, to walh out frequently wimong kis
plantations, with w suadl hatchet and dandesaw, with which Le lapped o
superfluons boughs, or removed an emtive tree, when i wus nawving the
growtls of others.—

Criticismn on his works is now superfinonsi—-thny have tuken their endar-
ing station in the lteratare of the world. I e appianse of fareign mitions
be equivalent, as it is said, 0 the votee of pesterity, no anthor who ever
wrote has ebtained that honour in 50 large a mensure.  1lis novels, his po-
ems, huve been transluted into every cisilised janguage; bis heroes aud he-
roines have become houschold words ever all the warid.  The painter, the
sculptor, the engraver, the musician, have sought inspiration from his puges.

Death oF Cranres Canrnornn.—This ceiehmted individual, whe was
e last survivor of the siguers of the declaration of Awnerican dependence |
died at his wmansion-house in Baltimore, on Wednesday the Ith inst. In
the 96th year of his age.  He was horn at Anpapolis, (Marvland,) en the
20th September, 1737, having descended from o highly respectable Insh
fanly, who bad emigrated in thereign of Willun and Mary.  After finish-
ing his education in Ewrope, and studying civil kaw in Fragee, 2ud cowsmon
fw in Englaud, he returned to his native coumry at the age of tswenty seven.
Of the part he took in the struggles which followed, the bold act he perfor-
med in affixing bis name to the memorable decluration, issutficient evidence.
In the year 1801, he retired from public life, and for upwards of thisty years
has fived in tranquil happiness and prosperity, Gl in the fulness of years the
ptriarch has been gathered to ks kindred!

Da. Svurzieiy.—Died in Bosten, on Saturday se’night, of fever, after
willness of two or three weceks, Dr Gaspard Spurzheim, aged 38 years.
Hle was a distinguished German physician, the author of several works on the
Amtomy and Physiology of the Brain and the Nervons System, and the cele-
bated coadjutor of Dr Call, in expounding and prapagating a4 peculiar systein
of Plirenology.  Dr. 8. was born near Treves, in the year 17765 he pursued
his medical studies in Vienna, where, in 1300, he heard the lectares of Dr.
fiall on Craniology. From that time this study became his chief pursuit,
ad he visited several countries of Europe for the purpose of prosecuting lus
usearches, and at the same tme giving public lectures on his Lo ourite sab-
et
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Cave Brerox Eurcrion.—¢ Laurence 0°C. Doyle, Fxq. appeared on
the hustings, supported by Mr. Young, wis clected without opposition, and
I homself and his associate, were chaired in great style, with flags waving
over them— Doyfe and Young for ever.”’—Pictonr Paper.

What @ satire there i< here on human uature! Who are these heroes that
a dittle fishing town delighteth to honour® What have they achieved, what is
expected of then? Have they steod in the gap between their.country nd
destruction? do they forego personul agsrandizement, that they may earn a
saintly character among putriots? What are they, that the people thus set
them on high above their heads, wave flags uround, and shout ¢ live for ever?®
Simply, two voung law)ers, one not over industrious nor of examplery la-
bits ; the other not more noted than his fellows for high independence and
stagleness of purpose.  Dut will < the people™ degrade themselves by bow-
ing down before a cunning man and a mere “boou companion,” by paying
the highest honors which they possess, 10 a Brace of adventurers, who came
from Halifax to humbug and hoax the boors, and to make themn a stepping-
stone to u position, which may increuse the briefs of one, and giye the other
an opportunity of cracking a jest in public 2~~Ask themselves. If none better
offered, it were well to bargain with the men of law ; but not to bow dowa
and worship in stupid and pointless enthusiasm.  How unwise is this
prosteation ! The crowd should retain some gifts for those who indeed -
deserve their love. 1 the public conduct of a henevolent and able individual
were to demand the howmage of the Bretonians, with what would they pay it
with the flags, the shouts, the place on the necks, which Messrs. Doyle and
Young obtnined ? Alas! tite ¢ great style™ has been slobbered on little men;
—the gaping community has ran alter unpromising strangers and striplings
with its virgin honours, how can it ever seek for a hushaud such as the pro-
tector of o commonwealth should be i—And this is clection—and these are
heaw idcal representatives, aund such are public honours? How true it is tha
estremes meet. Boys at play, and old grey beards acting in patriarchial
capacities, display similar odditics;—similar recklessness, buffoonery, absence
of self respect, and proneness te dupeery.  Who knows yet, after all, how
noble or how basc the chasen may bel—a new position may place defeess
in astrong light, or may give dignity aud caergy, and enkindle pure patrio-
tism—we shall see. Sydncy-

Payving Denrts.~—*The manner in which some men, whe would be
ready to shoeot any one who disputed their clims 1o be considered as aen
tlemen, treat theie creditors, whom they choose to call duns, would, from
W= contraniety to any thing like reason, be almost ludievous, if it were wot
~2 culpable, so cmel, and so dishonest. A teadesman, from not being able
to recover the money owed to him, sces himself in danger of loosing his
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credit, and togethier with his credit, the means of getting a maintenance: he
sees his wife and children, perhaps, upon the very verge of misery; and yet,
i he civilly asks for what is his due, he is considered as troublesome and in-
pertinent, perhups reproached and insulted.”’—Beren’s Advice to a Young
Man upon first going to Oxford.

There are few if any public grievances of so much importance, as those
wvolved in the credit system among tradesmen ; and yet they are scarcely
spoken of above, the breath of the sufferers.  Volumes might be written of
painfally instructive interest, concerning the broken hearts, the baflled hopes,
the defeated industry, the ruined morals, which this system, as it is carried
on, uccasions. The wealthy tradesman profits by it, lie takes such deluys
into account, charges for them, sees them swamp his poor competitors; and,
depending on his capital, uitimately fishes the stragglers into his wide-spread
well-secured net. But the industrions man, whose waalth is his hands, and
whose object is to give comfortable snbsistence to himself and his family,
is the victim of the * long-winded’* creditor, and the swindler.  One would
imagine, that when the utmost desire to please, and subservient gratitude for
patronage—as if palue were not given in return,—had been exhibited, and
when lzbour had done its part, that the wnderstcod return, the payment,
would follow. But no, tedious delays are first made, and then request on
request; time sufficient to re-earn the money is thrown away seeking it, ex-
cuses follow excuses, lies follow lies, and after the beggar-for-his-own has
experienced the inrumerable difiiculties which harden his heart, and blanch
his cheek, after he has compromised his own good name, and has been forced
10 become a bad paymaster, and of consequence, an oppressor in turn; after
all this, then come the ¢ rascal counters,”” like drops of blood from his pa-
tron ; or, the answer ¢ run away,” ““insolvent,” ¢ shut up,”” ¢ decad,”
*'no use in throwing good money after bad,” and the many cant phrases,
which inform the dupe that he has heen robbed, according to law. Some,
by circumstances, by accident, or from being victims of the system them-
stlves, are so situated, that it were all one to tell them te pay their debts,
2nd to puil down the stars ; but to those who actu. 'ty can pay, to thpse.who
liveat ease, or comparative case in their possessions, and to those who might
pay if they lunited their superfluities, the command of the Apostle shoald
speak trumpet tongued : ¢ owe no man anything.”® Do they wish 1o magke
many familics happy, 10 encourage industry in the best manner,to be just and
charitable at the onetime, to do as they would be done unto, to aveid the
curses of the old law on those who make the labourer fust, and the curses of
the new law on hypocrites and whited scpulchers 5 i such ave their desires,
It them pay their debts, and encourage a systematic punctuality, by com-
mencing it.  Bible Societies are good, so are Missions, Charitable Associa-
tions, and all the schemes of philanthropy for lessening evil 5 but let not
these be forwarded by thzt which is due to the toil, the waiching, tic hapes
and the fears of him who labours 5 by the cash, which should belong to ano-
ther, and whose apprepriation to any once or thing else, must be an abomina-
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tion in the sight of Him who looks below the varnish of human society. Ir-
regularity of payments in middle life, occasion more unnecessary wretched-
ness, than the plague, or the sword ; he who regularly countenances and
follows the reverse, is a Howard in his sphere, even if he never bought so
much as a breast-pin at a bazaar. '

Browine HoT AND coLp.—‘ Of what, then, have you to com-
plain? is it that for some hundred years Ireland has experienced
grievances at the hands of England? If so, let those dead Irish-
men who were so aggrieved retaliate on those dead Englishmen
who so aggrieved them; but let not the living Irish be the enemies
of those living English who are doing all that they can for the
amelioration of Ireland; and still less let the prosperous Irish here
be impatient at evils which they do not feel, and which are at least
three thousand miles from them. The Irish should be careful of
entering into an unnatural alliance :—they should not easily fra- .
ternize with that race which harnessed them like beasts of burthen,
t0 Humbert’s cannon in 1798, and who thirsted for their blood in
the Peninsula and at Waterloo.”—Montreal Paper.

It would be difficult to find a better specimen of contradictory
sentiments, than that contained in the above passage. It possesses
a kind of moral and logical antithesis, which a man capable of
writing the paragraph, would be thought incapable of perpetrat-
ing. It is a further proof of the madness of party, and of how
blind a man may become while he believes himself an excellent
guide for those who can see, and actually volunteers his services
in that capacity. The sentiment at its commencement is just and
philosophical, and he who would keep up bitter national prejudices
when their cause had passed away, is only second to tﬁe wretch
who would excite religious bigotry for his own purposes,—who
would light the torch of hell at the altar of the Most High, and
—chuckling over his piely and patriotism—throw the brand
among the combustibles of human society. The sentiment then is
good, the dead oppressed, should settle with the dead oppressor,
and not the children of the one hate the children of the other, for
that which was done before either were born. To do so, would be a
mode of re-producing and perpetuating the evil—setting aside the
abstract folly and baseness of the thing—and when it is induced,
by Cobbetts or O’Connells, bg Bishops in lawn sleeves, *strait-~
laced Preshyters,” or ¢ straig t-hnir’(y Sectaries,” it is the work
of the fiend who delights in ““envy, hatred, malice, and all un-
charitableness.”” But if the sentiment eulogized be worth a rush,
it must apply to all kindreds, and tongues, and people; for it were
as absurd to limit the application of a general moral rule, as to
limit the light of the sun, and to say to that luminary ¢ shine on
my garden, and on Richard Roe’s yonder, but do not attempt to
look over the hedlgle of Peter or John.”” What then must we think of
the villainous sophistry which peeps out of our quotation? It says,
let not Irishmen gloat over wrongs which no longer exist, and
nurture prejudices against their English brethren, on account of
the acts of a past age; but let Irishmen beware of Canadians—
their forefathers came from a place called France, and 30 years
ago Frenchmen made Irishmen draw cannon! and fought with
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them, when they met by mutual consent on the field of battle. It
is wise and rational to forget ages of’ wrong done by these whose
duty it was to protect, but unnatural to forgive an occasional
“turn up” between acknowledged competitors! Mick Murphy
in Canada should not fraternize,be brotherly, with Jean Lewy, be-
cause Captain Bo.arbon and Colonel Guelph fought a duel at
Salamanca.  This is the cloven hool palpably enough; and Paddy
Bull must indeed have horns and hoofs it he swallows such logic.
A clear stage and no favour, no knitting of elans, nor nurturing of’
prejudices, should be the motto in a {ree country, where none have
rights superior to others, and where all are protected alike.

Traverners’ Stories.— Though the cold of a Canadian win-
ter is great, it is neither distres<ing nor disagreeabie.  There is no
day during 'winter, except a rainy one, i which a man need be
kept from his work.”—Leller by « Backvoodsman.

"T'his serap concerning winter in theNorth American Colonies, is
from a book of conxiderable cireulation and respectability. It is
cither mere “story telling,” or, like witches® sayings, “hold the
promise to the car and break it to the heart.” It it means that a
man need nol be kept from his work any day in our winter, in the
same manner, as a man need not be kept from work, ten fathom
deep under water, beeause he will be incapable of working, the
sense is good though villaimously expressed.  Butif it intend to
assert, that there is no day during our winter, except a rainy one,
in which a man cannot in the open air attend to 2izs work—as that
terin is understood at home, for whichmeridian the book is intend-
ed—wve would just ask leave to ejaculate “ how the age is given to
Iying! Cased in clothes, like the grave digger in Hamlet, with
fur cap, ecar pockets, snow hoots, double mitiens or doe-skin gloves,
a man may take a stroll, or a sleigh drive, taking care that vothing
more sensitive than the tip of Lis nose mects the razory air, and
accasionally soothing that useful promonotory by a henevolent grasp
of the chamois; but as for out of door work, beside handling a
whip, stirring one’s st s, or similar movements, it is all moon-
shine.

The man wha wow. undertake to walk ten miles—though well
covered, and supplied with refreshments—on many days of our
common wiaters, would do it at the risk of his life. His grog
would crystalize, and his hread change to a stone consistence,
in his pocket. and happy for him it his blood would not exhibit a
tendency to petrify before the insidionus enemy. Even at this
commencement of December, during the first snow-storm of the
winter, we hear of a female traveller being frozen to death in a
snow hank at a short distance from town. Much, very much, may
he said in apology for the peculiarities of our summers and win-
ters, but hyperbole, is at least, in bad taste, on such subjects.

"This proneness to run into extremes about matters at a distance,
is pereeivable in most of the tales of travellers, who desire to en-
courage emigration, out of sheer philanthiopy, no doubt!  Res-
pectable modes of publicity at home, occasionally give pictures of
comfortable gettlements, high wages, demand for labour, &ec.
which malic the teeth of the struggling natives,water,to partake of
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the good things.  If the immense difficulties of the settler the dif-
ference between currency and sterling money, and between other
prices compared with home, and the short season in which la-
bourers can work, were also described, the truth would be told;
and enough would appear to induce the steady industrious man to
believe that he could procure a competence; but not enough to
make idle spendthrifts think America their promised land. 1t is
charitable to publish information by which the hodies or the
souls of our fellows may be benefited, but it is cruel to dupe from
home, and to immerse 1n disappointments by false lights.

MECHANICS’ INSTITUTE.

November 7. Dr. Grigor, continued on Pncumatics and Acou-
stics. An animated conversation followed the lecture, in which
the principles of these sciences were further explained.

November 14, 21 and 28. Dr. Stirling lectured on Eleetricity and
Galvanism, illustiating those highly interestingsciences by means
of apparatus.

December 5. Dr. Grigor read a paper on Adult Education, in
which he dwelt on the advantages of ndusiry and resolved talents
and genius generally into that virtue.

VARIETIES, SCIENTIFIC, &c,

EvroPE.—CarTaiN Ross.—There is too much reason to fear that this
adventurous sailor has perished in his chivalric attompt to ¢ run upon the
sharp wind of the north.”  Since July 1829, he has not been heard of. 1e
was chen between the 57th and 5S8th degree of north latitude, and in high
spirits and expectation of ultimate success in the object of his perilous voyage.
tt was well known to the friends of this officer that he had laboured under a
sense of wounded honour und wrong, since the government expeditions were
taken out of his hands and given to Captain Parry, then his First Licutenant.
When Captain Parry, after fruitless attempts, abandoned the task of discov-
cring a north-west passage, as hopeless, Ross came forward to occupy the
forsuken field of enterprise, and entered upon his undertaking with a deter-
mination to make the supposed pussage, or perish in the attempt.  Ile went
forth in the spirit of Shakspear’s Richard,

¢ I’ve set my life upon a cast,
And I will stand the hazard of the dic,”’

and as we have already said, it is to be apprehended the cast has been a fa-
tal one.  Whether he and his crew have utterly perished in the deep, been
crushed by a collision or oversetting of Icebergs, been the victims of hypui-
boreon tempest, or whether the whole expedition is fast locked in a nghr
latitude than has yet heen attained, and from which there can be no means of
communicating with the more sonthern world (a hope which for many rea-
sans; we dare hardly entertain or inculeate) must romain for some time .
painful mystery. It has been said by naval men, that the ship m which he



Captain Ross. 333

started was tov heavily laden, and was sapplied with boilers of a newand
vicious construction, which it was feared would be found inoperative in an
emergency.  As he had three years” provisions with him, the starvation
which had so vewrly proved futal to Capt. Franklin and bis little band, does
not full within the list of probabilitics. I any of the erew had survived any
disaster to the vessel, and fallen amongst somne of the Polar tribes of fudi-
ans, it is te be supposed that weans would have heen found of communica-
tng with the northernmost estabiishments of the Far Company, with whom
these Indians barter the skins they obtain in the chase.  The fate of onr gul-
lant countrymen may remain as Jong unknown as that of La Perouse.

AxoTHER ArRcTic ExpEprrroxn.—IJt will be remembered that Captain
Ross, after having been employed in attempting to make discoveries in these
regions, in command of vessels belonging to Government, returned to them,
wore than three years ago, in j vessel of his own, aund that he has not since
been heard of.  Mr. Ross, the Captain’s brother, and some of his fiiends, af-
ter ineffectually urging governmeut to send out an expedition at the public
charge, resolved themselves to attempt one—*¢ acting, on a plw of opera-
1ions suggested by Dr. Richavdson and other scientific and experienced men.”’
The IHudson’s Bay Company promised their co-operation, and sent out in-
structions in June last to their factors and agents, to prepare and send forward
stores and provisions to  the different stations through which the expedition
might be expected to pass.  Anapplication was made to His Majesty for the
assistance of an officer of the royal navy to accompany the expedition, and
Captain Back, the intelligent companion of Sir John Franklin on two form-
er enterprises of the same kind, has accepted the command.

£2000 were recommended by Lord Goderieh to be afforded in aid of the
expenses, on the understanding that £3000 more should be supplied by indi-
viduals favourable to the undertaking. Subscriptions to this end have been
opened. The committece of management in one of its resolutions says,—

« That although thic ostensible and primary object of this expedition is for
the humane purpose aforesaid, yet it is the opinion of this meeting that so
favourable an  opportunity should not be lost in pursning, as fur as may be
practicable and convenient, the desirable ends of science, to which so prolific a
field of useful information is opened, and that the various scientific bodies and
mdividuals of London, and cisewhere, be consulted and invited to contribute
their assistance tuwards this undertaking.””

It is intended, that Captain Back, should avail himself of every opportu-
nity that may occur to enrich the scientific world, and it is hoped that before
Ins retarn he will have explored those unknown regions between Point Tarn-
again, where Captain Franklin fini<hed his journey, and the furthest point to
the west reached by Captain Parry, and thus wind up the wain point of these

twa expeditions, it heing suppased, from: reindeer and wusk-oxen being found
onMelville Island, that the Juet is cither continuens er divided only by small
strants.
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\We have no doubt that the required suin of £3000 will be very eusify rais-
ed. ] there were no other object in view but the discovery of Captain Ross’s
fxte, that object ought to be a sutlicient inducement with his fellow citizens.

Anertea—Tur Far Wesr.—But a few yvears sinee, a jour-
ney from the eastern, or middle states, to the region of country we
now accupy, was considered an undertaking which none but the
mast hardy, brave and daring enterprise could accomplish.  The
most impenetrable wilderness, and intricate morass :s intervening
between this place and Rochester, presented obstacles to the pro-
gress of our Western pioncers, which none bhut those who have
perforated into the decpest recesses of the entangling forests, can
imagine. Butashort time has elapsed, sinee the majestic monarchs
of the woodd reared their proud and stately tops where the waving
grain and luxuriant corn now bend before the floating breeze.
The onward pace of emigration, of industry and enterprise, is fast
carrying the arts and comforts of civilization to the remote regions
of the rocky mountain’s solid base. ¢ How changed is the still chan-
ging west!rom a vast uncultivated tervitory covered with a dense
forest—Dbroken only by the luxuriant prarie—the Queen of floods,
and her noble triburaries, and the cordon of inland seas that girt
the wild domain, uninhabited by human being except ¢ the stoic of
the woods, the man without a tear;” the west, within a few years,
has become a populous portion of the Union—the seat of civiliza-
iion and the arts—the home of rewarded industry and enterprise
—the resting place of the emigrant—and the emphatic land of lib-
erty, equality and independence.—~The red Lord of the tangled
wood has vanished fike the mists of the morning.  Beéautiful cities,
towns, and villages, and tarms, have sprung up as if’ by enchant-
ment, where earled the silver smoke from hi= rude wigwam.  His
light canoe on the rivers, has given place to the inajestic steamboat
of the white man, and the lakes in which he used to dip his noble
limbs in solitude, are now whitened by numerous sails from an
hundred marts of commerce. Wonderful retrospect, yetstill more
grlorious prospect! Her march, as with a giant’s stride, is still on-
ward. Every day our forests fall before the woodman’s stroke,
and ere the stumps have withered, we hear the pleasing/hum of
the village school; and who that looks abroad on all this, will not
exclaim with pride, in the langnage of our sweetest poct, © Thisis
my own, my native land.>*—Cleveland Advertiser.

Narvrar Wosners.—It is very surprising, that two of the
greatest natural curiosities in the world, are within the United
States, and yet scarcely known to the best informed of onr geo-
sraphers and nataralists. The one is a beautiful waterfall, in
Franklin connty, Georgia; the other a stupendous precipice in
Pendleton district, Sonth Carolina; they are both faintly mention-
ed in the late edition of Morsc’s geography, but not as they merit.
The Tuccoa fall is much lighter than the falls of Niagara. The
ol of water i propelled beautifully over a perpendicalar
roek, and when the strewm is full, it'passes down without heing
broken.  All the prismatic effeet, scen ar Niavara, illustrates the
spray of Tueeon.—The Table Mountain in Pendleton district,
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South Cavolina, is an awful preeipice of 900 feet.  Many persons
veside within five, seven or ten miles of” this grand =pectacle, who
have never had curiosity or taste enough o visit it. It is now,
however, oceasionally visited by curious travellers, and sometimes
by men of'science.  Very few persons who have once cast a glimpse
into the almost boundless abyss, ean again exercise sufficient forti-
tude to approach the margin of the chasm.  Almost every one, in
looking over, involuntarily falls to the ground, scnseless, nerve-
less, and helpless; and would inevitably be precipitated and dashed
to atoms, were it not for measures of' caution and security, that
have always been deemed indispensible to a safe indulgence of the
~curiosity of the visitor or spectator.  Fvery oue ou procecding to
the spot whence it is usual to gaze over the wonderful deep, has
in his magination a limitation, graduated by a reference to dis-
tances with which his eye has heen familiar. But in a moment,
eternity as it were, is preseuted to his astounded senses; and he
is overwhelmed. His system is no longer subject to his volition
or his reason, and he {alls like & mass of mere water. He then
revives, and ina wild delirium surveys a scene, which, for a while,
he is unable to detine by deseription or imitation.—dlm. paper.

Tue Houvse op Codyons’ Linrary.—This library consists of only
4,150 volumes, and is very imperfect, having no collection of cases heard by
the Lords or Privy Council, even no complete series of private acts of Parlia-
went, or of the papers printed by the House's orders. The contents of
some of the presses are not hnownj; one of them contains a green bzg, which
again encloses ¢ a post-oflice bag of unopened letters of the year 1690.”
What lots of Jacobitiam and antiquated scandal.may not be lurking in this!
There are generally from sixty to cighty members per day consulting the li-
brary. Strangers are let in by order from the Speaker. 1t appears froms
evidence taken before a committee of the ouse of Commons on the subject
of the library, that a complete set of the printed papers of the House is bel:
ved not to exist in Britain.

~

Circurar Piano.—Mr. Allan’s, in Catherine street, Strand  The
constructor has obtained a patent for its principal peculiarity,—namely, a me-
tal frame—by virtue of which the whole of the scale is independent of the
sounding-hoard, or any other portion of the wood-work, and consequently
the pitch never varies, as the alterations of heat and cold act alike on the
strings and frame: thus an entire piano may be tuned in three minutes (in
case of a string getting loose, &c.) by any individual, instead of requiring an
hour’s work from a profosso‘l:.' Then, the beauty and utility of the shape—
for when shat, it becomes a circular parlour table, is obviously conspicuous.
Several attempts have been already made to construct a round piano—but
from the makers’ secking to employ the common wood frame, these were all
abortive, as it would not lie within the necessary compass.

1loUSES W ARMED, AND MEAT ROASTED BY MEANS OF HOT WA-
TER.—We find in the English Gardener’s Magazine, the annexed descrip-
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tion of an improved method of heating hot-houses.  The inventor is Mr A
M. Perkins,

The suprovement is a plan for heating hot-houses by the circulation of hot
water in hermctically sealed tubes, of small diameter.  However tavourable
this plan may be for heating hot-houses, the advantages for that class of
stucture are s nothing compared to those which it offers for heating dwel-
g bonses and all hinds of nsanufactories.  Water may be cirenlated, mnder
ordinary circunstances of attention to the fire, at from 300 to 600 degrees
It isfound that 100 degiees will roast meat.  Mr. Perkins is construeting for
humself an oven for roasting by water.  This will lead to beneficial changes
m domestic arrangewents.—Water at 500° or, at least water, at 530° for
cookery, aud for hearing seserve cisterns of cold water, or masses of metal
ui masonry, fur varivus domestic purposes, including warming rooms, heat-
g baths, launders. &c. may at no distant time, be circulated by companies

:3"' the same manner as gass, and, in London, instead of one fire for every
. groom, as at present, there may be only one in a parish, in every square of
3270 acre in area.

-

ErrATUM.--Nov. No. page 267, 6th line, read ¢“lowing®’ for ““low’ring ™’
'

e e 107,

39, 72 RECORD. P 7L
hxé;ﬁ.?»ﬁ‘inférﬁsons, that a fleetis assembling at Spithead,
mted@ed et in concert with a French Flect, in bringing the
King of Holland to agree to the propositions of the five conferring
Powers. r

‘Phe Egyptians still obtain successes over the Turks, and dedd
necar Constantinople.

President Jackson’s re-election is considered certain. The Choz
lera nakes fearful ravages in the Southern States. The Legisla-
tures of the Province of Upper and Lower Canada are convened.

Marrragrs.—At Halifux, Nov. 26th, Mr. Richard Carter, to Miss M.
A. Shelnut—28th, Mr. Richard Hawse, to Miss E. Murphy. At Wind-
sor, Nov. 1, Mr. M. Mumnford, to Miss F. Parker.——At Douglas, Nov 6th,
Mr. John Withrow, to Miss Sarah M. Blois. At Newport, Nov. 25th. Mr.
Joscph Rathbuu, to Miss G. A. Trish.

Dearrs.—At Halifux. Nov. 8d, Mrs. Ann Flohr, aged 75.—Mrs. Elea-
nor B. James, aged 25.—Mrs. Elizabeth Taylor, aged 75.— 14th, Mrs.
Margaret Roach, aged 52.—Mrs. Aun Fletcher, aged 15.—16th Mr. ¥srael
Allison, aged 37.—20th, Mr. William Lambert, aged 31.—24th Mrs. Mar-
garet D. Miller, aged 30.—26th, Mr. Edward Peitzseh, aged 45.—Mrs.
Catharine Shafier, aged 79.—29th, Mrs. Clizabeth Willing, aged 37.——At
Fox Harbour, Nov. 1, Mrs, Nicholson.——At Liverpool, N. S. Nov. 1, Miss
Mary E. Kuaut.——At Newport, Nov. ith, Miss Elizabeth Bennet, aged 20,
At Guyshorough, Nowv: 1§th, Mrs. Elizabeth Cuder, aged 66. At Ons-
low, Nov. 12th, M. John Higgins, aged 59.—Mr. George Lee, aged 50.

m}’r nted 53/ J. SilGunnabedl, Argyle Street, oppositc the south weslm
’“cm‘ncr of the Parude.




